


 

 

 

 
 
 

y story starts the day I died. It’s a 
tad cliché I know but it’s actually 

true not just for me but for my sisters 
in the struggle to save this world. 
 
But before we get to my story, let me 
tell you another one, a sad one. 
 
Ever heard of Digahol Iowa?  No you 
haven’t, no one has, unless your from 
there and if you’re from there and 
you’re not me you’re not reading 
this.  Digahol is everything you  
should fear about small town life.  It’s 
a farm town and I have nothing 
against farmers or farming , I person-
ally like food and I have the curves to prove it.  But it’s also a very insular town, 
with a population of just under six-thousand,  the three non-white families are 
treated and viewed as if their zoo exhibits and are known with upmost respect as 
the Nigger-Johnsons, The Gomexies and the Chinks-Chans (who last name wasn’t 
even Chan ). 
 
 



Like many a small town  Saturday night is either football in the fall or party night 
for the teens at the lake .  The lake where a sad chubby little girl named Tammy 
Winters was raped twice, one at age fifteen and once again at age sixteen.   
 
But don’t worry about Tammy, because according to the people of Digahol, 
Tammy got what she had coming. 
 
Her family the Winters were farmers, they were struggling but not poor. Her fa-
ther was a former local football star, her mother a respected lady  who was always 
willing to help her neighbors and her five brothers, great athletes, popular and 
handsome.  Tammy, the only daughter and the fifth to be born was different. She 
was short, dumpy, wore glasses, listened to nigger and devil music and  was cursed 
with the one thing population of Digahol could not tolerate, intelligence. 
 
Being smart wasn’t easy for a girl in a town where the internet could be found in 
only two places, the school library, the local library, where cell phone service was 
so spotty most people just had land lines and where any technology created after 
the microwave oven was seen as “New Fangled”.  Yes, so amidst, a town full of rac-
ist, god-fearing luddites was born a girl who would have graduated from high 
school at the age of thirteen if  the  Digahol Iowa school system had bothered cre-
ating a  gifted student program.   Instead she was forced to sit in class bored and 
berated from the ages of five to sixteen. 
 

Now, while Tammy was pretty much persona-non grata  among her peers, she was 
loved by her family, protected by her brothers and cherished by her spinster aunt 
who encouraged Tammy to be Tammy. .  However, being a girl , who outsiders 
treated like trash can warp a person and as smart as she was, the fifth child of the 
Winters didn’t exactly treat her family well, especially as a teenager. Hate and hor-
mones turned her into a self destructive rebel.  She slept with boys who despised, 
drunk to much, did drugs, screamed a lot and thought cutting herself was a wor-
thy pastime. 
 
 



Still despite being a what she was and 
acting out how she saw fit she knew 
Digahol was not for her and the day 
after graduating first in her class and 
being denied a valedictorian speech 
she left  Digahol swearing to never re-
turn again. 
 
 New York City, is no place for a six-
teen year old girl with a bag full of 
clothing , 34 dollars in her pocket, 
half a pack of cigarettes and no friends 
or family. Tammy learned several hard 
lessons her first year in “The Big Ap-
ple”. She learned how to beg, how to 
steal and how ignore the pains of 
hunger that rumbled in her stomach.   
Roaming the streets with teenagers 
like herself that slept in abandoned 
house,  ran from the police and got 
high sniffing glue in central park she 
knew her life would be a short one 
but still the freedom she found here 
was better (at least in her mind) than 
the  one she had in Digahol. 

 
Now, a lot of people talk about hitting rocked bottom, about that point in one’s 
life where you have reached your lowest point and you have to make a decision, 
stay there or rise above it.  For Tammy it was when she sold her body for food at 
the tender age of eighteen and was beaten and raped by three men who though 
twenty dollars meant they owned her.  It was two days of horror that actually mo-
tivated her , not to get out of her current situation or to return home but to end 
her life.  



Tammy looked in the mirror and saw a shadow looking back, a shadow she hated 
and wanted to destroy. 
 
How would she do it? Steal some sleeping pills?, hang herself, slit her wrist, jump of 
a bridge or just walk into traffic. A stout atheist she had no delusion about a “next 
life” , but rather just wanted her current life to end.   So Monday morning in June 
Tammy winters  stole some sleep aids from the local drug store and consumed 
them all in a crack house near the docks.  Two days she woke up in the psychiatric 
wing of a local hospital, strapped to the bed with the name Jane Doe on her charts. 
 
Three weeks later  she managed to escape from her “prison”, hell bent on finishing 
her life by any means,  She would keep her date with the Reaper. Now before we 
go any further I feel I need to tell you,  Yes I was Tammy, I was this pail little 
mousy white girl in glasses, no one gave a second look at .  And hindsight being 
twenty-twenty I could have made some extra money Cosplaying Velma from 
Scooby-Doo if I wasn’t a self destructive junky.   But , instead I found myself 
sleeping on the streets, plotting my early end. The only positive thing to come out 
of that tragedy was that the doctors at the hospital assured me that I  wasn’t preg-
nant , so I wouldn’t be killing me and an unborn baby. 
 

So yeah, rock bottom, suicidal and alone when not sleeping where I could I made 
may way to the Central Library where like a lot of the homeless hid from the 
weather and police, but unlike a lot of my downtrodden brothers and sisters I also 
used my time there to read and on the internet.  It was there I saw that fourteen 
year old girl was killed in for witchcraft in  the suburbs of  Omaha . Burned as a 
witch in the 21st century, in an American suburb it was unthinkable and it shocked 
me.  Shocked me so much  it consumed my thoughts, it replaced my self hate and 
I like many others started to chant on the streets “Avenge Ashley”. 
 
 During one of the protests I met a some  people who helped me. They gave me 
food, money, pointed out some good shelters and the greatest gift of my life up 
to then, a book. 
“The Chants of Circe”.  ragged, stained and reeking of weed and bourbon this book  



spoke of Circe, the witch from the odyssey not as just an enchantress but as a god-
dess, seer and rebel who fought for the rights of her sisters against the brutality of 
a powerful Patriacracy.   It told the story of a girl from a fishing village who was 
actually a goddess it talked about how Circe found her true calling and how 
through her you (the reader) could do the same. 
 
I was still an atheist. I didn’t believe in God, Santa Claus or Superman and FYI at 
the time I placed them all in the same category. But still here I was with this book, 
my life marginally better and a mind that was once again curious and aching for 
knowledge.  So against my better judgment and my logical mind, I prayed to 
Circe, I confessed my sins and my fears. 
 
The confessions helped, having a goal sated me and while I didn’t know it reading 
that book was the first nail in Tammy’s coffin.  Not long after that prayer, while 
walking in the central park I found a wallet, in it was  fifteen hundred in cash and 
credit cards,  Despite my reprieve from darkness, I was still no angel and saw  my ill 
gotten gain as a chance, so I sold the credit cards and ID. to a guy I knew for a few 
hundred dollars and took it and the money , got a place at a pay by the day motel, 
got myself cleaned up and enrolled at the community college.  I of course 
thought the prayers were just my own personal therapy at first, they made me feel 
better, less alone and more focused. For me Circe was a character in a book that 
I… Tammy  felt kinship with and talked too at night. 



 
 
Then came the day Tammy died. 
 
The greatest truth, the most spectacular truth of all is to be born again, to be truly 
born again, you must die.  The morning I died I cheated death first.  I was walking 
along a street in Greenwich Village heading for my favorite coffee shop.  A cab 
driven way to fast, by a man who name I never knew turned the corner and it’s tire 
blew, it flipped,  hit another car, catapulted into the air was a bout to land on me. I 
was dead, I saw it , I felt it, then it all stopped, space, time and existence. And I was 
there first there looking at the cab inches from me, then sitting across from this 
tall auburn haired women  with perfect tanned skin, who dressed in a black tunic, 
leather pants and black boots..  We were in that coffee shop I told you about and 
outside it’s street facing window the window was the city, frozen in time and me, about to die. 

 
She.. It… was Circe, tall perfect, voice  like honey and eyes as green as the sea.  She 
told me I was special and that she had heard my prayers. That I was being tested 
before being tapped for the most important mission of all.  I was to be her priest-
ess and that the world that I knew, it’s history and It’s  present were a lie created by 
a creature she called  “The Old Garden Snake”. 
 
So If a strange exotic lady who looked equal parts,  Greek, Indian and North Afri-
can  told you she was your goddess what would you say?  What questions do you 
ask?  I just sat there dumbfounded and slack jawed as she told me that I had to die 
to be reborn. that the final part of my journey towards priestess hood, the final act 
of commitment would be me doing what I tries to do before. 
 
The rite was simple, a silver knife, a bath tub, candles, a full moon and drop of 
Circe’s blood in the tub where I slit my wrist and bleed out hoping against hope I 
was right and I wasn’t dreaming the days previous events.   So, about 10pm that 
night Tammy Winters died, and Minerva Winters was born. 
 
 



Minerva was my nickname on the streets and in the clubs I would beg myself into 
hoping some guy would buy me a drink and get close enough for me to  steal 
some cash out of his pocket while he thought I was giving him a hand-job.  It was 
a name I felt kinship too, it wasn’t Tammy it was the façade of the cool, witty girl I 
played when I needed too, the person I wish I was. 
 
So, yeah I died and as all of you reading this knows, when you die your life passes 
before your eyes, the best and the worst of it plays out before you as your brain 
shuts down , your heart stops and you die. But instead of moving on to the next 
world or ceasing to be, in this case I found myself merged with the all knowing, all 
feeling, all loving Goddesshead, I felt its love for all of humanity, it’s fear of the 
Serpent , it’s abilty to forgive and its lust for vengeance.  I felt for the first time as 
If I was were I belong, were I needed to be and loved unconditionally, It’s some-
thing we all feel right as we’re tossed back into our bodies as they are renewed and 
rebuilt. 
 
I thought when I woke up I would be a supermodel, but you see the idea of the 
supermodel is a lie of the snake, physical beauty and perfection comes in all shapes 
and sizes.   I was me, but not me, I was curvy, still needing glasses and still as pale as  
an Nordic ghost.  My brown hair was gone replaced by naturally purple hair, my 
favorite color, a color t shared with my eyes.  I no longer felt tired or sluggish, I 
felt alive, I had new lungs, new liver, new heart and a new brain sharper than ever.   



I was a Maga, a Demi-goddess in the flesh and beyond all of that and the joy of a 
new life I felt something else…. I felt magic. 
 
Circe was my Patroness, I was her daughter just as much as I was my mortal 
mother’s daughter. Her power didn’t just flow through me, it was a part of me.  If I 
had to describe what magic feel like thing of it as if  the endorphins you feel from 
laughter and love are always on, it’s a steady very subtle high that never ebbs and 
explodes when we releases it.  That’s why we smile when we use magic,  because for 
us magic is joy. 
 
So there I was a fully armed priestess of the Goddesshead, with more power in my 
pinky finger than a grenade and while I expected to be given a grand and glorious 
mission in the name of the  Circe and her sisters instead I was sent to the ass end of 
Texas (El Paso) to rescue what at first I thought was the most morally reprehensi-
ble person I’ve ever met, my roommate Selene. 
 
The Goddesshead isn’t some benign deity who rewards only the justice. She knows 
that every army needs a sword and  some times the best swords are those that like 
to be bloody.  Selene Cruz was a young woman from a dirt poor family. Her father 
made a living as a day laborer her mother stayed at home unable to find work due 
to a medical condition.  Selene loved trouble and was near fearless and had a par-
ticular hate for the often brutal El Paso Police who shot and killed her cousin on a 
routine traffic stop. 
 
So it came to the surprise of no one when Selene found herself on the run after 
spray painting  “Pigs” on multiple police cruisers. That after being arrested , she was 
handcuffed and beaten, but instead of taking the beating Selene grabbed he gun of 
a careless policeman and shot her attackers and killed four policemen before being 
tasered , beaten and   shot herself. 
 
Less than a year later she was on death row. The laws of humans and the will of the 
Goddesshead are not the same.  Poverty,  hopelessness and brutality had turned 
Selene into what she was, she was a victim of the society of  and  when she saw no 



other way out like me she had made up her mind to die.  This time however she 
took four men with her who upon research turned out to be known for their bru-
tal tactics and case after case of suspects dying during arrest. Thus any sympathy I 
had for them vanished.  Further investigation revealed the  men were members of 
the ultra right wing snake backed “truthkeeper” organization and that “Black Vi-
per” was in charge of training the police  to deal with “borderer incursions” 

That’s the “The Old Garden Snake” works, it corrupts an organization and that or-
ganization  it’s members and  soon that corruption spreads.  It’s on that mission I 
learned sometimes you have to cut out the “cancer” to save the body. I came in 
posing as an idealistic lawyer.  A little bit of magic made the ruse believable but 
the serpent’s men knew I was coming or at the very least sensed me there and at-
tack.   Like I said I was new, I was green  and I had never been shot at.  In the end I 
failed to reach Selene. The first time. 



 
But I had a plan to save her as I was saved. But instead of being reborn in water, she 
would be reborn in fire. Knowing I couldn’t get in to see Selene thanks to  Black 
Viper guards and their minions I magic the mind of the Prison doctor and sent 
him out to poison Selene. Well not poison so much as induce a coma, have her 
declared dead and as per her wishes, her body cremated. Part of the poison was a 
drop of my blood, flush with the power of Circe. And hopefully her blessing. 
 
Everything worked out without a hitch up until the point Selene, rose from her 
ashes like phoenix  and start setting everything on fire. Thankfully during the 
chaos I managed to rescue her and get both of us back to New York City. 
 
And so my story started and so has yours, I hope it’s not as “exciting” as mine, I’m 
more at home turning slum lords into slugs than  being out on the front lines 
battling snake men and  Nazi-super soldiers., even though I seem to find myself 
doing that too. Thankfully I have a coven at my side as I’m sure you do too.  Our 
war is a hard one and it’s one full of hard decisions and sacrifice.  So be careful out 
there and if you need any help you have my email address.   Till my next time., 
give them hell sister! 
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Rhymeswithwitch: What the 
hell is going on with the “Old 
ladies”?, Why don’t she just 
gank the snake and make 
our lives easy?  

Webmistress_Minerva:  
She moves in mysterious 
ways. 

Prettyhatemachine:  I Heard 
she can’t. Not until we clean 
house some. 

HothoneyloveL:  I don’t 
even clean my own house. 
#thatswhatboyfriendsarefor 

Rhymeswithwitch: What is 
this cleaning you speak of? 
#lookingforcleaningboy 

Webmistress_Minerva:  
I know, Even with magic you 
keep your part the apartment 
like a pig sty.  

Rhymeswithwitch: You wor-
ship Circe, I thought pigs 
were your thing.  

HothoneyloveL:  Doesn't 
take a magic mirror to see 
where this is going. 
#circeslaugh 

Webmistress_Minerva:  
Sigh, she never learns.  
#roomategoesoink, 
#donttaunthappyfunminerva 

Rhymeswithwitch has left the Chatroom 
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AttributesAttributes  

 

Might 

Agility 

Might 
Level Maximum 

Lift 
Base 

Hand to 
Hand 

Damage 

Maximum 
Jump 

Hori-
zontal 

Maximum 
Jump 

Vertical 

Bonus to 
throw-

ing 
range 

Attribute Levels 
Level Example 

Agility 
Level Base Combat 

movement 
Running In  

Combat 
Out of  
Combat  
Running 

2 

3 

4 

5 

6 

7 

8 

9 

10 
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Fitness 

Brains 

 

Allure 

Resolve 

Fitness 
Level Maximum  

Exertion time 
Minimum 

sleep time 
Healing time 

 Per-level 

Brains 
Level Bonus starting Skill Levels* 

Allure 
Level Maximum skills Roll  

Victims 
Maximum Thralls 

Resolve 
Level Horror Level a character  

can ignore. 
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Spirit 

 Luck 

PathPath  

Spirit 
Level Time to regenerate one 

mana point 
Starting Mana 
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Might 2 Agility 2 

Fitness 2 Brains 3 

Allure 2 Resolve 2 

Spirit 3 Luck 2 
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Covens and Gatherings 

 

 

 

 

 

 

    

Coven Favor 
 

Gamemistress might wish to grant a small of Favor  to a Coven. 

This Coven Favor is for actions of a Coven and can be used by 

any member of the Coven with the permission of  the entire Coven 

or a majority of the Coven. 

 

Coven Favor can also be spent on Coven  Abilities that effect the 

entire Coven  
BFF: Coven members can talk to each other telepathic at any range: Cost : 

15  Coven Favor  

Fight Training: The Coven gain  +1 Dice to Combat rolls if at least 3/4 of 
the Coven is present. Cost: 15 Coven Favor 
Unified Coven: The Coven works together and all members can borrow 

Mana Points from each other. At any range  Cost: 20 Coven Favor 
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Places to go 
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Avatars 
 

Avatars are small bits of an aspect forged into a physical form.  

Aspects are usually confined to places holy to the aspect or their 

temples. Avatars are for all intents and purposes a goddess on 

Earth with powers that even the most powerful Maga cannot 

match. 

 

Creating an Avatar purposes a Danger to an aspect for a lot of 

reason chief among them is if the serpent captures an Avatar they 

can uses its connect to an Aspect to destroy it or worse harm the 

Goddesshead.  For this reason Avatars in danger of such a situa-

tion usually destroy themselves so they can rejoin their aspect. 

 

When an Aspect appears on Earth its usually not as an avatar but 

rather as a being of pure energy that can easily fade away if con-

fronted by the serpents Minions. Very few Aspects actually 

choose to Avatar and fewer still for pro longed periods of time. 

 

Avatars are best used in game as advisors and not as allies that go 

into battle with a Maga. 
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Maga have a chance  to gain a level  of  Hubris every time they  

selfishly use  their  Path , Patroness or Gift abilities for personal 

gain or against the “innocent.  When such an action is done the 

Maga must make a resolve roll  against their current Hubris  level.   

If the resolve roll has more success than the Hubris Level roll no 

Hubris is gain, if Hubris wins the character gains a point of  Hubris.  

A character gaining their first level of Hubris must have no success 

on their roll . In case of a Flub the character gains 2 levels of Hubris 

instead of one/. 

 

Hubris can only be decreased by spending Favor (5 favor removes a 

level of Hubris) or through a Maga sacrificing 5 Favor for another 

Maga to reduce their Hubris.  That action can only be done if the 

Maga who’s Hubris is being lowered is defeated in a  Allure + 

Magic (or  Persuasion) vs. the victim’s  Resolve + Hubris)  roll.   

 

Levels of Hubris 

 

The higher the Maga’s Hubris the harder it is for them to access 

Mana,  they may have the knowledge of a Gift but lack the power to 

use it  as their Maga refuses to restore.  For Succubus this is less of  

 

 

an issue as they can just gain  Mana back through draining.   Still 

even that doesn't help as much as they like. Succubus  steadily lose 

1 Mana an hour making their need  to restore it far greater than 

usual 

 
   

Hubris 

Hubris Level Hubris Flaw 

Level 1 None 

Level 2-3  Mana return as if your  Spirit was one Lower 

Level 4-5  Mana return as if your  Spirit was two Lower 

Level 6-7 Mana return as if your  Spirit was three Lower, , -1 dice 
to all rolls when Mana is at 1/2 or less  

Level –8-9  Mana return as if your  Spirit was four Lower,  -2 dice 
to all rolls when Mana is at 1/2 or less 

Level 10  Cannot restore Mana normally, -3 to all rolls when 
Mana is at 1/2 or less, +1 to rolls to restore  Mana  to 

it’s Maximum level. 
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Restoring Mana the hard (Or easy way) 

 

Maga wanting to restore Mana quickly  gain it through a variety of 

means. Such dark restorations cause an instant rise in Hubris that 

cannot be resisted a loss in the general humanity of the Maga. 

 
Blood: The Maga drinks the blood of a living person out of a bowl of silver, 

crystal or glass, 1/2 pint restores one point of Mana.  
Devour: The mana eats a person. This can be done by cannibalism  of part 

with a pound of flesh equaling one Mana point.  Some Maga prefer the even 

more potent eating a person whole (Usually shrinking them or turning them 
into something small and edible). This kind of devouring  restores the vic-

tims spirit Dice in mana.  If the target has a Spirit of 2 then roll D6 on Spirit 

dice to see how many Mana is restored.  This also works if the victim is 
imbibed as a drink, smoked or absorbed. 

Sacrifice: The victim is killed via a Rite (Level 2) and  all their Current 

Mana and Spirit Dice mana can be funneled to the  Maga or a group of maga 
equally.  If the victim is an innocent  the Spirit Dice is roll is always consid-

ered the maximum  roll.  So if a target has 3 spirit Dice then the roll is al-

ways 18. 
Worship:  Slow but constant the Maga find  worshipers who revere here as 

a goddess and or icon.  For every 10 worshipers the Maga can restore one 

Mana point daily. 

 

 

The wraith of Hubris 

 

Aside from the los of the abilty to recoup Mana normally  Maga 

with high hubris start to change physically. Every Level above four  

causes the Maga to deform based on the main source of her Hubris. 

   

 

 

Hubris– cont 

Hubris type Hubris Deformity 

Envy The character grows gaunt and thin. Her limbs length 
increase 

Greed/

Gluttony 

The character grows blubberous and her limbs short and 
thick. 

Lust The Character face looks like a bad  facelift. 

Pride The character grows large warts . 

Sloth The character starts being a hunchback.  

Wraith The Characters teeth sharpen like sharks. And their 
fingernails turn into talons. 
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The Serpent 
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If 
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to pre-

vent them for unearthing or stealing such items in your Maga 

duties. 



94 

Chapter 3: Gamemistress 

 

 

 

 

 

X _ 

OMSadie: We’re our own 
worst enemy. If we dpent 
more time fighting the snake 
and less time arguing the war 
would be over. 

HiphopHex: Says the lady 
pretendn to be the one and 
only WWOTS 
#berealorbegone 

ELocaBruja:  OMSadie, 
Please forgive the kid, She’s 
new.  
#trollsbecometoads 

Webmistress_Minerva:  
OMG HHH, OMS is the WWOTS. 
And since you’re new I’ll say 
this once, my site is troll free. 

 #trollsaredeletedirl 

OMSadie: Don’t worry I’m 
not going to cast on a child or 
another Maga.  Whicjh is a 
stance more of us need to 
take. 

Webmistress_Minerva:   
I agree, we really need to 
reach out to Rogues and help 
them come back into the fold. 

HiphopHex:What’s a 
Rogue?   
#sorry 
#notatroll 

OMSadie: Expect the bro-
chure  and paperwork for my 
school to arrive  at your 
home today. 

Webmistress_Minerva:  
Start packing your bags now 
HiphopHex, no is not an op-
tion with OMS.  
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Using Friends and FoesUsing Friends and Foes  

Favor and Foes 

Horror 
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Horror Roll D6 
Roll Horror Experience. 
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Rhymeswithwitch: ROAD 
TRIP! 
#bbqsomebeast 

Webmistress_Minerva:   
Most Great Beasts are harm-
less... Unless it’s a dragon… 
they’re just bastards 

Prettyhatemachine:  
There’s a Great Beast just 
outside of Oslo, I might need 
some help with it. 

Rhymeswithwitch: Does he 
Huff and Puff, He gotta Huff 
and Puff! 

Prettyhatemachine:  Not a 
dragon, one of the old wolves 
that  might have been Fenris 
once. . 

Prettyhatemachine:  Yes he 
does,  and he blows cars off 
the road and houses down. 
#itsonlyfunnyinstorybooks 

Webmistress_Minerva:   
Old Wolves are smart, but 
they can be lead by their 
stomach. And once they eat, 
the sleep for a decade or 
two. 

Rhymeswithwitch: What do 
giant wolves eat?  Because 
it’s going to take a lot of that 
to get this thing to sleep.  

Prettyhatemachine:  A lot of 
innocent people if we don’t 
take deal with it. 
#callingforacovenmeeting 
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A SNAKE IN THE GRASS 
A beginning Bellum Maga adventure.  
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