
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          A Cautionary Pop [Chapter 2]

        

        
        
          A Cautionary Pop, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Jackal Entente

        

        
          Published by Jackal Entente, 2020.

        

    


[Email | Subscribe | MainSite | Store (1,2, 3) | Commission]

[Copyright and characters belong to me. Please notify me before you post this somewhere else.]

A Cautionary Pop [Chapter 2]

By Jackal Entente

Copyright 2020 Jackal Entente

Smashwords Edition



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      A CAUTIONARY POP [CHAPTER 2]

    

    
      First edition. April 9, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 Jackal Entente.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-0463288665

    

    
    
      Written by Jackal Entente.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Deep in the snow-covered conifers of what would become the present-day Narachanski national park was the home base of the Army of the Arch. Midnight had passed, marking the start of a new century in Belarus. The year 1400 wasn't an eventful period for the ordinary citizens of the country, but it was vastly different for the concealed spell users. The previous decade saw a considerable rise in their numbers, comparable to the immense belly of their lusty leader, Viera. The tide of the fight had shifted to battling the hellish swarms that had cropped up, drawn to the dark power exuding from the girth that housed the Arch. Although they were a ten-thousand man fighting force, this had preoccupied them from the original cause.

The trumpets of revolution no longer sounded off, replaced by a saga of survival...and gluttony. If they weren't hunting the fiends of the underworld, then it was attending to the nonstop procurement of edibles for the insatiable siren. The latter was the primary objective, despite the charismatic speeches about it being the former. While it had convinced the majority, there was a silent minority that didn't agree. On this evening, Mikola would start to join the hushed few. At the present time, he was standing in the doorway, the long-haired male beholding the magnitude of her colossal gut.

"Excuse us, High Master." the apprentices said, two of them carrying sacks bigger than their bodies.

He let them pass, the lower-ranked soldiers rushing to feed the ten-foot-tall Oracle. She was seated in contact with the oak-constructed wall of her quarters. The lumber came from the southern part of the motherland, her demand to have the best. The dominator was dressed in an attire that befitted a queen. Her tresses of wavy violet hair hung down from a highly attractive head—currently gorging on a hunk of cooked elk. Her nickel-made headband was stained with a fleck of meat, her tendency to raze through the hefty portions usually creating a mess. Her overflowing chest was held by the crimson threads of her unitard.

Three thousand of the warriors were a part of a special brigade dedicated to personally serving the many needs of Viera, simply named Unit Three. They fashioned the luxurious garb she was wearing and often had to mend the fabric she frequently tore with her ever-increasing, hulking belly. The grand enormity of it was aptly displayed with the scene before him. The mass by itself was eight feet in stature, towering above the tallest of them. A wooden escalade was parked on her left side, the young ones climbing the steps to reach her.

"Make haste, apprentices. Do you want to keep our Shining Star waiting?" Viera hurried, giving them a pleading look.

They picked up their step, climbing over each other to get the honor of feeding her first. The term hadn't been coined in these medieval times, but the ignorant magicians had formed a cult of personality. Worst yet, they were unaware of their worship being deviously directed towards an entity that hadn't exhibited any kind of character. In Mikola's subconscious, he was entertaining the validity of the end goal. In twelve years, there hadn't been any type of road map to it. All they had done was stay hidden in the evergreens, playing defense and helping the Oracle stuff her tummy. No one was courageous enough to question it, thankful to have a purpose in this difficult age. However, did they know that? They hadn't been involved with the outside world for a long time.

"There's no need to fight each other. The glorious Arch views all offerings as equal. Both of you can cater to your king!" she put forth, her trap opening wide.

They obeyed, untying the knots of the bags and then in a lively manner, put whole loaves of bread into her cavernous maw. The giant twelve-foot broad sphere slightly vibrated with glee, her flat feet rubbing the solid flesh. Her satin-clad belly took up much of the space in the tight chamber. Besides some items, most of her belongings were kept in his bedroom, which was connected by a direct passageway. As always, the faithful High Master was within earshot, set to serve her at any instance.

The rank was assigned to him when they reorganized the structure of the army about five years ago. He oversaw every operation and delegated orders to all four units. Mikola was at the center of their universe and was trusted for his hardline but fair leadership. Everyone relied on him and notwithstanding that he carried it well, his physical appearance told another story. At thirty-one years old, he was already past the average life expectancy for someone who used to be a serf. Even considering his high-level status, he looked much older than expected. It was shown by his wrinkled face and mostly gray locks—a tinge of blonde fading with his youth.
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