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Introduction: This was written using the BLACK HACK rules for Velana. The character of 
Revolution Corrector Pixie Velle was created randomly by the tables from the MAGICAL 
BURST rpg.  
 
Attributes were also used from MAGICAL BURST, though they were created by rolling 4d6, 
dropping the lowest, and then used the same BLACK HACK roll-under action resolution system.  
 
This is strange, but maybe you'll enjoy it? Think Conan, but somehow Sailor Moon got there.  
 
Velana leaps over a fallen horse, charging forward in the battlefield. She does not know the men 
she is killing, for she has sold her sword to a local warlord who thought he should own the river 
crossing. She will win this day, only because her promised gold was still unspent.  
 
STR 10  
 
She ducks under a flailing sword and bashes her blade into the gut of an enemy soldier. He 
tumbles into the mud. She knows not if he's hurt, dying, or if his armor has protected him, and 
she cares not. She pushes forward, onto the next man.  
 
STR 19 FAIL  
 
The next enemy is nearly a giant - almost 7 feet tall and clad in armor from head to toe. She 
swings and clashes her blade into his legs, but he stands unmoving. He brings his massive axe to 
bear. 
 
DEX 5 
 
She leaps to the side. The axe hits the ground, sinking inches into the mud. Seeing her moment, 
she places her foot on the pole of the axe and strikes her blade at his face.  
 
STR 12 
 
She swings hard enough to rattle the soldier. She sees the dent in the faceplate and flecks of red. 
He has lost his balance and comes crashing into the mud. She steps on his chest, and rushes into 
the next skirmish.  
 
A man on horseback thunders beside her - Garagos, a black skinned man with braids as thick as 
ropes and arms as strong as the horse he sits astride. He strikes down an enemy dismissively and 
turns to Velana.  
 



"The enemy has a sorcerer. The battle lays in a precarious balance," he says, his voice is 
booming, his words chosen for efficiency.  
 
"We should be paid double for having to deal with a magician…"  
 
"Bring back the sorcerer's head and demand a ransom, then," Garagos says.   
 
Garagos thunders back into the thick of the battle. Velana heads towards a small hill to survey 
the field. No obvious magic is being cast - no flames, no lightning, no monsters.  
 
WIS 14 FAIL 
 
Perhaps Garagos was wrong, or perhaps the sorcerer was already dead. In any case, there was 
nothing for her to hunt. It would be faster to conclude the battle by killing the general. The 
general wore shining armor and a blue and silver pennant flagging from his armored horse. He 
swung a sword of glimmering silver.  
 
She needs a horse. She sees an enemy officer, also wearing bright armor. He sits atop his steed, 
thrusting his spear over and over again into a panicked crowd of his own soldiers.  
 
STR 9 
 
She rushes to the rear of the horse and leaps upon it, mounting behind him. She slides her blade 
into his neck, between his helmet and chest plate. Hot blood runs out onto her blade. The officer 
has dropped his spear and his clutching at his throat as his body falls over into the mud.  
 
Velana takes the reins and pushes the horse toward the crush where the general is.  
 
CHA 18 FAIL 
 
The horse, however, does not comply. He runs towards the outskirts of the skirmish, near to 
where the general is battling. But as she approaches, seven of his soldiers turn, simultaneously, 
and thrust their spears and pikes at her steed.  
 
DEX 10  
 
She leaps off of the horse and lands deftly, sword in hand. She sees that the soldiers who have 
killed her horse all move as one - they have a glazed look in their eyes.  
 
"So, this is the sorcery," Velana declares. "Show yourself, sorcerer!"  
 
But a sorcerer who is cunning enough to hide their magic is not foolish enough to accept a duel 
with a warrior. Instead, the entranced men charge for her.  
 
STR 20 - Crit Fail, Reduce Health to "Minor Injury"  
 



They do not strike as one, but strike in perfect coordination. She parries the first few blows, but 
she cannot keep up with the strikes from every direction. Spearheads pierce through her leather 
armor, and stab into her arms and thighs.  
 
She shrieks, a guttural cry of fear and rage.  
 
STR 4 
 
With a single stroke, she severs the heads of the spears from their shafts. She aims herself at the 
closest soldier, charges him blade-first. He collapses, giving her the hole she needs, and she 
finally penetrates the perimeter.  
 
She is only two strides away from the general. It is chaos in this skirmish, bodies piling upon one 
another, soldiers half-alive from both sides clawing to get themselves up from the mud. 
Somehow, there is not even a speck of mud on the general's armor.  
 
Garagos sits astride his horse nearby, battling the general. Spears and shields clash, neither able 
to find the opening they need.  
 
Velana tries to push through, but it is hopeless. She only killed one of the seven that had 
intercepted her, and though their weapons are useless, their hands are not. They grasp her and 
throw her. She hits the mud face first, tasting a potent mixture of filth and blood.  
 
Velana rises to her feet, scraping mud from her eyes, spitting it in large globs from her mouth. 
Garagos has broken off from his duel with the general to run down her attackers. 
 
"Fool! A sorcerer is abound and this is how you fight?" Garagos bellows.  
 
"If we take down the general-"  
 
"He is protected. The sorcerer must be ended for us to win the day. Embrace your destiny, or we 
fall."  
 
Garagos rounds his horse and returns to the battle. Velana notices her sword is gone, lost 
somewhere in the mud. It was a trusty blade, and her favorite.  
 
For that reason alone, she yields to the inevitable.  
 
She reaches into her satchel and draws out a long, thin piece of curved iron. She slaps it on her 
wrist, and the iron curves around to create a bracelet. There are mysterious runes on the bracelet, 
runes that no witch or cleric she has encountered has been able to decipher.  
 
All Velana knows is the tremendous power that it grants her. 
 
That power's only cost?  
 



Dignity.  
 
She holds her wrist in front of her and shuts her eyes. It was always better to not watch herself 
through the process.  
 
"The blessings of my people are ruined by cold iron! Grant me the strength to return harmony to 
the world!"  
 
Power erupts from the bracelet and envelopes her. Her shredded leather armor and worn battle 
boots vanish. Her hair, cut short to prevent enemies from grasping it, grows four feet longer and 
turns from brown to jet black.  
 
Her body shifts. Her normally stocky build becomes slender. She grows three inches.   
 
Light is pouring out of her silhouette, she knows this to be true, but she still refuses to watch. 
Undoubtedly the whole battle has stopped to watch her transformation.  
 
Her torso is covered in a tight-fitting garment that she cannot comprehend. It has straps around 
her shoulders and covers her from breasts to crotch, but the material is one she has never seen. It 
is resistant to water, and clings to her as tightly as skin. It leaves her legs and arms exposed, save 
for the calf-high boots that appear on her feet.  
 
The swimsuit and boots are both jet black. Little white bows appear on the toes of the boots.  
 
On her shoulder straps appear a set of fine epaulets, made of bright silver thread that hang in a 
royal fringe.  
 
Her wrist bracelet grows into a full-sized bracer, and a matching one appears on the other wrist.  
 
A long ribbon descends from the sky and gathers up her newly grown jet-black hair into a 
ponytail.  
 
"The gift of fire and forge has been squandered by mankind! I will rise up to restore peace to this 
world!"  
 
Velana always tried to resist the last piece of the transformation. But it was inevitable, just as 
much as her outfit and the strange words she spoke.  
 
She posed, raising one hand above her head, one to the side, lifting one leg up behind her, and 
bending her body to accentuate the femininity the transformation granted her. 
 
"Revolution Corrector Pixie Velle!" she announces. This is her name now. It is not simply a title, 
Velle can no longer think of herself or refer to herself as Velana.  
 
They are the same. But they are also different.  
 



The battle has indeed stopped. The general has lifted his visor, and like most of the other 
soldiers, is wide-eyed and confused. Velle drops her pose and points at the general.  
 
"This battle is over. Surrender and your men will live."  
 
The general laughs and lowers his visor. This is all the mercy that Velle is willing to grant her 
enemy.  
 
MAGIC 7  
 
She claps her hands together and focuses. This is why she puts up with the absolute insanity of 
the transformation. She cannot explain how, but the power granted to her by the bracelet allows 
her to manipulate metal. She can feel every piece of steel and iron on the field, and can bend it - 
literally - to her will.  
 
Velle throws her arms to either side and hurls all the metal nearby in every direction. Weapons 
and soldiers fly through the air, throwing friend and foe alike into the mud.  
 
The general sits there, he and his horse unaffected. It is just him and Velle now, standing in a 
mud field.  
 
The general raises his visor.  
 
"I heard many a tale of you, Revolution Corrector Pixie Velle," the general said. His voice is 
young and cultured - most likely the son of the lord who owns the river crossing. "Unlike others, 
I took the tales seriously, and I have made precautions to deal with your power."  
 
Velle reaches out, using her power to pull the general off his horse. He remains motionless.  
 
"As you can see, your witchcraft does not work." 
 
"Your sorcerer cannot protect you from everything," Velle says.  
 
"I will grant you this one chance to join me at my side," the general says. "Why you have thrown 
in with this disreputable lot is beyond me. But it is also not my concern. Sway your loyalty, and 
all will be forgiven."  
 
She wishes she could call her sword, brace herself squarely, and fight the man down. But that is 
Velana's domain, not Velle's. Instead, she poses with an awkward hip bend. 
 
"I decline," Velle says.  
 
The general nods, and lowers his visor. He readies his lance, and spurs his horse into action. The 
horse is strong and reaches a deadly speed in just a few strides.  
 
MAGIC 1! Critical Success!  



 
Velle does not move.  
 
The general rises up on his horse. He is a practiced warrior. Every movement is perfect. He will 
use all of his strength, and the horse's, to plow the lance through her chest. If it hits, it will split 
her nearly in two.  
 
He strikes. 
 
At that moment, Velle taps into one of her other powers - the ability to create two portals. One 
appears at her chest. The lance threads through it perfectly. 
 
The other appears millimeters from the general's back.  
 
Velle takes a single step to the side as the general impales his own lance into his back. He 
tumbles forward off his horse, who tramples him from the momentum.  
 
The whole battlefield looks on. The general is dead.  
 
"Sorcerer, reveal yourself!" Velle demands.  
 
Nobody appears.  
 
After a long pause, she surveys the land and spots another officer in bright armor. With several 
quick gestures of her hand, he is lifted by his armor and now floats before her. 
 
"Do you control this battle?" Velle asks. The officer looks at his fallen general.  
 
"Yes, m'lady."  
 
"Surrender," she says. 
 
"Aye. We surrender."  
 
"Speak terms to Garagos. Sound your horns."  
 
"Aye."  
 
She sets him down. The horns of the enemy sound the surrender signal. Combatants disentangle 
themselves, picking up fallen weapons and injured troops from the muddy field.  
 
Velle reaches out with her power and feels her sword. She returns it to her hand. The moment her 
fingers close around it, another burst of light appears from her body. The transformation is 
reversed in an instant, and Velana stands on the field. 
 
She sheathes her sword and trudges to her camp.  



 
The eyes of all are on her.  
 
-- 
 
"You ended the battle in moments," Garagos says later that evening. She and he sit in his tent 
next to the fire, drinking warmed wine. "Why do you hesitate to use the power?"  
 
"It is…not who I am," Velana offers. Garagos laughs and slugs down more wine.  
 
"Not who you are? You are a fine warrior, Velana, but you would not have such a high place 
amongst mercenaries, nor amongst my own company, were it not for your tremendous power. 
Are you not paid well for your services?"  
 
"It is weakness to rely on magic. It is weakness to rely on strength that is not mine."  
 
"Then give me the bracelet," Garagos says, holding out his huge, meaty palm. "I will find 
someone willing to wear it. I will pay you handsomely for it."  
 
"Believe me when I say I wish that I could. But the bracelet only works for me."  
 
Garagos withdraws his hand and raises his goblet. 
 
"Then a toast to Revolution Corrector Pixie Velle, and to the warrior Velana. Maybe the latter 
become so strong that the former is no longer needed." 
 
Their goblets clang together, and they drink deeply.   
 
 
Black Hack, adding Knave and adding Magical Burst 
 
WARRIOR  
STR 16 
DEX 11 
CON 13 
INT 8 (Lockpicking)  
WIS 10 (Ranged)  
CHA 13 
 
 
ARMOR	 	
HEALTHY	 	
MINOR	INJURY	 	
MAJOR	INJURY	 	
DOWN	 	

 



REVOLUTION CORRECTOR PIXIE VELLE 
 
Charm - 12 
Insight - 14 
Tenacity - 14 
Magic - 16 
Heart - 11 
Fury - 15 
 
Magnetism  
Magic Ribbon 
Portals  
School Swimsuit with Epaulets  
 
RESOLVE   
UNIFORM DAMAGE 
MINOR INJURY 
MAJOR INJURY  
DOWN  

 
 


