Beldeth the Vynwitch

CORRUPTED DRUID (VILLAIN)

“I begged them, listen, listen with your heart. But
you don’t use your heart, so you don’t need it. I'll
take it, and your lungs and your eyes and your
tongue. The vines shall have their way with you

and all of my eight-legged children can live under
your skin and you will never sleep again, darling.
You are all my darlings, and I’ll never let you die.
Never never never never never never ...

In Lorenthia prior to the Shadow Deep’s rise and
the kingdom’s collapse, there was a beautiful
witch who practiced the druidic arts, incantations
and magic. She would partake of psychedelic
plants to better commune with nature. She
weaved spells to communicate with and aid the
flora and fauna. She believed in the natural order
of things, the unseen algorithm of earth and wind,
water and fire. She communed with the storm,
she coaxed green from the desecrated
battlegrounds left over from her kingdom’s wars,
cleansing the land of blood and misery.

She became aware of an evil growing in the
world, she felt the giant fissures forming in the
bedrock. She was warned of imminent collapse
by her legions of fungi and beetles and burrowing
spiders. She tried to convey this warning to the
people of her realm. And she was spurned and
scoffed at, she was called wood witch and
swamp bitch and hag. Children were taught to
fear her, to run from the herald of nature’s
trembling cry. She forsook her people and
wandered the hills and hollows, the deep glens
and shallow ponds, and kept the animals as
company beneath the moon beam-lit mists. She
spoke with the mushrooms and the birds and all

manner of feral beasts and became all the more
feral herself, impotent with rage at the people
who ignored her.

And when the Shadow Deep came, clotting the
skies and forests and lakes and streams,
crushing the towns and the villages and the
cities, waking the dead and fouling the earth,
Beldeth hardly resisted. Instead of standing
forlorn against the tidal wave of darkness, she
dove into its depths, inhaled it, fed it her veins
and her vision and it spoke to her in whispers of
spider webs rising on the poison fog.

She consumed the fouled earth and came to
relish the decay and she dreamt swamp-ridden
dreams of crushing those who thought
themselves bold enough to stem the tides of
shadow and death.

And the Shadow Deep showed her things,
affronts to nature from which her old self would
have recoiled, but her new self found delightful:
the raising of the dead, the puppeteering of life
into that which has fallen silent and still, and the
strange command of wicked plants and rabid
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beasts driven insane by the psychic vibrations
within the black Deep’s smoke.

And now, Beldeth the Vynwitch, the corrupted
druid, hunts the living and wants nothing more
than to dash their dreams of sunlight and hope
against the charred rocks and crawling hate of
the Shadow Deep. She delights in the prospect
of contorting a lovely soul, forcing it to bend all
manner of unnatural ways.

She does not spare a moment to dwell on how
this might be a reflection of her own self-
abhorrence. She leans into the delight she feels
playing with her vynpuppets and only wants to
collect more. And more. And more ...

The Shadow Deep’s hunger has usurped her
own. Beware her hate, she is coming, an
unrepentant disciple of the new world order.
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