


The arctic kingdom of Syphilia. Long had the frigid domain nested in
the coldest reaches of Groina, wealthy through commerce and highly
respected for their magical might. Our story takes place in the year 1455,
Fourth Moon of the Drinker, when Princess Calorina Diseasus Syphilia
was captured by orcs on her way home from the neighbouring country of
Linden. This would have drastic consequences.

Upon hearing the news of his daughter’s capture, King Krakus Sepsis
Diseasus Syphilia III declared a bounty upon the orc settlement.
Whoever could bring back the princess alive would be awarded one
hundred thousand Gold Gonorrheens and her hand or foot in marriage.

Word spread quickly. The first one to rush to her aid was the captain of
the semi-royal guard, second division, and biggest fuckboy in the kingdom,
“Sir” Gerolf Urethreus. His unit was entirely made up, created purely for
tax evasion, and to give him and his gang of idiots meaningless titles. The
man possessed skill with neither blade nor magic, but, seeing as he had
lied, cheated, and otherwise undeservedly blundered his way through life
thus far, he saw no reason why he’d be met with anything but success in
this endeavour.

Many others would follow and sign up for the task. After all, with the
generous bounty in hand, one would never have to worry about anything
again. They were mostly adventurers and retired soldiers, or just ordinary
townsfolk, but one stood out from the rest. A man wearing simple ragged
robes, wielding a long wooden staff. Poor in appearance, but clearly
highly experienced and oozing with magical power. The king knew him
well. Smegmar Clamidea, better known by the name given to him by
the local prostitutes, Wartcock. Once a teacher at the South Syphilia
School of Magic, he was ultimately expelled for his extreme temper and
for using school property to experiment with his own obscene spellcraft.
However disliked he may have been, everyone still recognised his skill in
sorcery. Wartcock’s understanding of poison magic was unparalleled in



Syphilia, and he was constantly inventing new incantations and runes for
unbelievable diseases and afflictions. For years, he had been applying to
become an official court magician for the king, as this would give him the
resources to properly conduct his research, but the king could not stand
him. Rescuing the princess could finally be his chance.

Wartcock stood before the visibly disgusted king.

“My lord... You know why I’'m here. If I rescue your daughter, the
princess, you will make me a court magician.”
The king looked at him for a moment and sighed.

“Very well. You do this, Wart—, uh, Clamidea, and I will reconsider
your proposition.”

“Yes, my lord. I will not fail you.”
Wartcock bowed to the king and began walking away.

“Oh and my lord,” he said, turning back towards the king, “Wartcock
is fine. After all, I do have warts on my—"

“Just go.”

A day later, Wartcock arrived outside the orc settlement. The charred
remains of campsites laid by the first to arrive littered the ravaged forest
clearing. They had been utterly destroyed by the orcs. The settlement
itself was crudely built but heavily fortified, with no orcs in sight outside it.
Giant logs and entire trees had been ripped out of the ground and laid side
by side, tied together by some kind of primitive rope. The enclosure stood
high enough that you couldn’t see inside, and there were likely multiple
layers of walls behind the first. Others may have bided their time and
planned their attacks, but Wartcock didn’t dally. He didn’t have to. He
raised his hand and a glowing circle of sickly green magical energy was
drawn in front of it.

“Crumble, walls, that hold back the faecal flood
Past feasts, ground by the bowels of Stroem
Mine blood and shite expelled in a dark tide
Unending Secretion!”



With each line of the incantation, segments appeared around the magic
circle, surrounding it in even quarters, with symbols filling the inside.
After the fourth line, they finally linked together, releasing the spell. A
wave of sewage and faecal matter of unknown origin shot out of Wartcock’s
extended hand, blasting through the wooden barricades. Some brave
peasants, also on their way to save the princess, quickly ran over, but
turned around even quicker, holding their noses and gagging. Wartcock,
unbothered by the smell, pressed on into the fortress. A few confused
orcs, formidable green-skinned beasts four heads taller than him, crawled
out from under the rubble. With just one glance from Wartcock, they
immediately fell on their knees, vomiting and defecating violently. A
stream of highly compressed urine shot out of Wartcock’s finger, piercing
the orcs’ skulls and killing them instantly. More ran out from within
the now mostly destroyed wooden keep. Wartcock made a quick circular
motion with his finger, and the previously expelled filth behind him rose
up into the air and flew at the orcs, knocking them to the ground. Again,
he finished them off with his piss ray and continued.

Pushing past the fallen logs and dead orcs, Wartcock arrived at a crude
door his initial wave of shit hadn’t destroyed. He opened it and stepped
into the innermost part of the keep, likely the chieftain’s quarters, and
found what he was looking for. Princess Calorina Syphilia. She was
alright. In fact, she was sitting on an unconscious orc, filing her nails and
looking quite bored. The orc in question had a very satisfied look on its
face. Its flattened penis was hanging to the side, looking like a dead rat
on a road that had been trampled by a convoy of horses. As Wartcock
looked around, he saw many others, some of whom looked like their very
souls were sucked right out of them. Princess Calorina did have a bit
of a reputation after all. ‘Twas entirely possible, or even likely, that she
got captured on purpose. After all, orc cocks... As soon as she noticed
someone entering, she coughed and acted surprised.

“My her—”
Her face turned sour.

“Oh. Wartcock. Should’ve guessed from the smell.”

“Shut up and come with me.”
Wartcock started walking out the same way he came in, with the princess
reluctantly getting up and following behind. Some of the more stubborn
orcs still tried to stand up while holding their bleeding behinds. Wartcock
simply raised his hand, and giant warts and boils began appearing all over



them. Just moments later, their bodies were fully covered in his disease.
The horrendous rotten stench had the princess holding her nose.

“Do you need to make everything so fucking disgusting?”

“Yes.”
As he spoke, Wartcock spat on his open palm, though what splattered
upon his flesh was not saliva, but several grey, wriggling maggots. Calorina
quickly turned away, covering her mouth, trying not to throw up.

“What the FUCK?!”
Kneeling down, Wartcock set the maggots free, and they started crawling
towards some of the still breathing orcs. Once there, they began burrowing
into them. Soon the orcs’ flesh began to bulge and writhe, their limbs
were twisting, and eventually their entire bodies shrivelled up as they
were consumed from within. The princess couldn’t even look their way.

“You're fucking sick!”

“Apart from my warts, which you can hardly call a disease, I am
perfectly healthy.”

Wartcock escorted the disgusted princess out of the orc settlement. It
was but a smoking ruin, and most, if not all, of the orcs, had died
of their infections. Waiting outside, however, was a group of five men.
Unbeknownst to Wartcock, they were none other than Gerolf Urethreus
of the made up royal guard and four of his friends. They were lightly
armoured in gaudy unmatched plate and leather, shields in hand and
swords at their waists.

“Princess Syphilia! I am the brave knight Sir Urethreus of the Royal
Guard and T am here to rescue you!”
Calorina immediately ran over to them, leaving Wartcock confused.
Urethreus grabbed her hand, shifted her behind his back, and turned his
gaze towards Wartcock.

“Well, well, well. If it isn’t Wartcock...”
Two of the men drew their swords with a grin. Wartcock readied his staff.

“You were behind this all along, weren’t you?”

“What?” grumbled Wartcock.

“I think we ought to teach you a little lesson.”
Urethreus too drew his sword and assumed what he surely believed to be
a combat stance. Wartcock had already started an incantation.



“Drink deep from the river of fire
Boil and simmer, turn inside out
Meet your end in liquid pain
Hellshart!”

A faint light shot forth from his hand, but his enemies did not cower.
Instead, all five flipped around their shields, revealing a glowing shard of
glass fixed to each one. Wartcock’s eyes went wide.

“No!” he gasped in horror, immediately beginning to chant a
counterspell, but it was too late. This was not ordinary glass. The shards
were pieces of a rare artefact known as the Mirror of Magic Reflection.
Even split into pieces, it could lessen the effect of most area spells, and
entirely reflect back a targeted spell to its caster. Wartcock had scaled
his spell for five targets and now received the full titanic blast of it on
himself. The counterspell for Hellshart, and for most of his creations,
was simply the original incantation read backwards. As experienced as
he was, trying to chant it while spewing boiling hot liquid shit out of
his asshole was extremely difficult. The mirror shards on the shields
shattered, and the five men threw them on the ground. Gerolf ran up
to Wartcock, who was barely able to stand, and kicked him in the face.
He’d finished chanting the counterspell, but didn’t have any strength left
to grab a healing potion from his pouch. Furthermore, as he was hurting
all over, healing magic wouldn’t have been too useful, nor would he have
had the focus required to use it. With the cursed mage now lying on his
back, Gerolf started stomping on his face while shouting

“Every! Fucking! Time! You do! One of your! Fucking! Experiments!
All of South Syphilia! Smells like shit! For a month!”

His gang joined in.

“Fuck you, Wartcock! Fuck off from Syphilia! Take your shitty spells
and shove ’em up your fucking ass! You fucking long necked ass!”
Wartcock was powerless to resist, and eventually slipped into
unconsciousness.  Once Gerolf and his gang had had enough, they
spit on him and left him for dead.



Days passed. Wartcock had finally recovered some of his strength by
subconsciously pricking his finger to perform a blood sacrifice. All of his
teeth were still missing and most of his bones were fractured, but he could
now make his way to the main road and get a ride back to Syphilia City.
And his way to the road he did indeed make, though it was quite painful.
Thankfully, most people outside of Syphilia weren’t familiar with him, so,
on this public road, it was likely that someone would stop and help him.
Eventually a trader heading the same way in a horse-drawn carriage did
see him. Wartcock told him he was mugged, which was believable, as he
was looted of all valuables while laying in the woods for so long. All he
had now were his dirty old robes and his trusty staff, left behind only
because of the curse of warts cast on them. To pay for the ride, he cured
the trader of his constipation.

Back in Syphilia, he painstakingly dragged himself to the shack he called
home, where he greedily chugged several healing potions. His fractured
bones were mended quickly, and an unholy potion even restored his teeth
to their former rotten state. Now it was time to scheme. Obviously, as
Wartcock had failed to retrieve the princess, his chances of ever working
with the king again were gone. The knights who attacked him had most
likely returned her long ago and claimed the royal bounty. Wartcock sat
down, deep in thought. In truth, he felt he had nothing to lose anymore.
Sure, he could move away from Syphilia and try his luck with other leaders,
but his skill set was very specific. In his eyes, those in power were too
stupid to see the might of biological warfare, and he could never be satisfied
with being a simple healer. Wartcock craved more. He wanted to make a
name for himself. Not as Wartcock, the mage who smells like shit, but as
Wartcock, the scourge of Syphilia, ender of reigns, the plague of humanity,
master of disease. And if King Syphilia couldn’t see his vision, Wartcock
would just have to make him into an example. They say his evil laughter
could be heard throughout the night as he crafted his ultimate spell.



Upon returning to the royal palace the following morning, Wartcock was
stopped at the gate. Two heavily armoured guards crossed their spears to
block his path, and shortly after, one of the king’s advisors stepped out
of a small side door.

“And what business might you have with his highness?”
Wartcock explained his situation.

“...Even if I wasn’t the one to bring her back, I wish to see that Princess
Calorina has returned safely.”
The advisor, an older man, looked at him for a moment and gave a
quick glance to the two guards, who further straightened their posture
and tightened their grip on their weapons.

“Very well. T will relay this to his highness.”
He stepped back inside.

The advisor soon returned with a scroll of parchment, which he unfurled
and read for Wartcock.

“His royal highness the King says 'fuck you Wartcock’.”

“Fuck you Wartcock!” chimed the guards in unison while stomping
their boots.

“What?”

“His highness has no further business with you. You may leave.”
Wartcock gave all three a long blank stare and turned around with a grunt.
But as he was walking away, the advisor and the two guards were suddenly
flung ass first into the air. Before they had any time to react, the contents
of their bowels were streaming out of their rears with such force that they
tore the advisor’s pants and even punched straight through the guards’
steel plate armour. The shite flew in a neat arc straight into their mouths,
sending the guards’ helmets flying.

“Circulation!” shouted Wartcock, turning around, both of his hands
raised up to his chest. Blood and shit was now violently shooting out
of the three men, moving ever faster into their mouths, until their entire
bodies were spinning in the air. Wartcock then quickly lowered his hands
and their limp, mangled corpses slammed into the ground with a sickening
sound of bones shattering and viscous liquid splashing around, like a hoe
plunged into a wet, muddy field. Without giving them a single look,
Wartcock stepped over their bodies and into the palace.



It was common knowledge that places of importance, such as the royal
palace, were lined with wards and runes that prevented the manipulation
of mana, making spellcasting impossible within them. As the king saw
Wartcock enter the throne room, he eyed him calmly, confident in his
palace’s warding against magic.

“You have no power here, Ga—, Wart—, uhh, Clamidea.” he said
menacingly as royal guards started pouring in from the doors behind his
throne.

“We’ll see about...” said Wartcock, throwing back his cloak,

“.THAT!

Two crude bombs he had made by wrapping paper around some
gunpowder flew forth, straight into the lanterns on the palace walls.
Sticky from the mucus his hands naturally secrete, they stuck to the
lanterns and exploded. The blast briefly disrupted the wards holding
back Wartcock’s magical powers, and in that instant, his eyes took on a
baleful glow of magic. Channelling mana into his forearms, he clenched
his fists, bursting many of the myriad warts decorating his diseased flesh.
Pus shot out of them like bullets, hitting several precise spots on the
walls. The sound of magic dissipating echoed in the room. The king
looked on in utter shock. Wartcock had carefully studied everything
about the palace and calculated his attack. Every ward and rune in
the room had been destroyed in a single hit. With all his powers back,
Wartcock brought his arms to his sides. Blackened veins covered his
skin and sickening green liquid fell from his hands. The platoon of royal
guards, slowed by his earlier ghastly display, suddenly stopped in their
tracks entirely, vomit dripping out of the slits in their helmets. Clutching
their throats, they all fell lifeless to the floor. The king, still in shock,
gave Wartcock a panicked look.

“What do you think you’re doing? I am your king!”

“Is that so? All I see is an old man about to shit himself.”

“Wha—"

Wartcock swiped down with his right hand and the king did just that.
Shit himself.

“Stop this at once! T am your—”

Wartcock repeated the motion. Shitting again, the king was in pain,
clutching his stomach.

“Stop...” he said in a frail voice, trying to catch his breath.

Grunting, Wartcock raised up his left hand and formed his index finger and
thumb into a circle. The king watched intently, shuddering in excruciating



pain. Tensing all his muscles, Wartcock brought up his right hand and
formed its index finger and thumb into a pincer-like shape. He then
inserted said pincer into the previously formed hole, and again with a
strained grunt... pulled. The king... turned inside out. His head sunk
into his body and emerged out the other end, followed by his spine, then
his organs, and finally by an unidentifiable pile of reddish brown gore.
The reign of King Krakus Sepsis Diseasus Syphilia was over.

The palace doors flew open.

“Your highness! I came to meet my princess but—"

It was Gerolf Urethreus, who halted abruptly after seeing the gruesome
scene.

“Yo what the fuck?!”

Wartcock turned to him slowly.

“You...”

“Wartcock! Did you do this?” yelled Gerolf while looking at the
carnage. Wartcock didn’t say anything, instead just extended his left
arm, as if grabbing the air, then pulled it back, pulling Gerolf to him with
it.

“Woah!”

While Gerolf was in the air, Wartcock moved all the urine and bile in
his body to his right arm, causing its muscles to swell grotesquely. When
Gerolf was close enough, Wartcock burst some of the warts on his elbow for
propulsion and punched him in the face with every ounce of his strength.
Gerolf went flying across the room, smashing through the door, down the
palace stairs, and into the courtyard. Wartcock too nearly fell over from
the force, but quickly tapped his finger to his throat and vomited with
such force that it raised him back up like a geyser. Forming the vomit
on the floor into something resembling a flying carpet, he floated over to
Gerolf, who was trying to get up, struggling to wipe the blood from his
face. When Wartcock drew level with him, he cowered in fear.

“No! Please have mercy!”

Wartcock looked at him, emotionless, vomit still dripping from the corner
of his mouth.

“Mercy? Did you show me mercy?”

He raised his hand and Gerolf covered his face.
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“The darkest night, the deepest abyss
Nothing in the face of what’s to come
A raging waterfall, erupt from thy rear
Shitstream.”

Wartcock’s chant was cold, uncaring. Faeces flowed from Gerolf’s rear
like a gentle forest stream. Completely liquid. No substance whatsoever.
Devoid of any fibre. Far from the spell’s usual effect. Wartcock stuck his
finger in the puddle of excrement and had a taste. Horse semen. Gerolf,
still covering his face, began crying and moaning in pain. A fitting end.
Wartcock knelt down next to him, placing his index finger against his
forehead.
“Suck my wartcock.”

Urine pierced the knight’s skull like an arrow. Sir Gerolf Urethreus,
captain of the royal guard, second division, official as of only days before,
was no more.

But Wartcock’s work was not done. He had made up his mind. The world
must pay. They all must pay. If the people could not see his genius, he
would just have to make it painfully obvious to them. Painful in the most
literal sense. Have them see first hand what makes Smegmar Clamidea,
Wartcock, so great. For this, he already had a plan. Long ago, he had
theorised a new type of spell based on layered incantations to create a
chain reaction. By utilising this method, you could bypass a significant
portion of the physical and technical limitations on the intricate mana
control required for normal massive spells. However, no one had ever
figured out how to put that into practice. Could Wartcock be the first?

Suddenly, Princess Calorina came running (waddling) out of the palace
with her sister, Princess Diaria Diseasus Syphilia who was holding her
infant brother, Prince Pepsimax Diseasus Syphilia, followed by their
mother, King Syphilia’s wife, Queen Margarine Yisetinbexion Syphilia.
“You! Wartcock! What have you done?!” she yelled, tears covering
her face. They were all crying, but each for different reasons. Calorina
because where would she get her money now; Diaria because she had been
fucking her late father, the King; Queen Margarine because she lost her
husband, and thus her status; and Prince Pepsimax because what the fuck
else do babies do. Wartcock turned to them slowly, and the three ladies
gasped, seeing his bloody face covered in black veins. He was about to say
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something, but deemed it not worth it. Instead, he turned away, spread
his arms to his sides, open palms facing backwards, and spoke a muffled
incantation.
“...Hellshart.”

With blue light illuminating Wartcock’s hands, all four members of the
royal family, including the young prince, expelled their insides in a stream
of fire. The yellow diarrhoea was so incredibly smooth and mixed with so
much blood that it looked like molten steel. Crying turned to screaming,
then to coughing and whimpering, and finally faded into silence, as the
Syphilia royal family came to an end.

By that point, rumours of an attack at the palace had spread throughout
the city. Walking down the stairs leading out of the palace courtyard,
Wartcock saw a large group of people gathered at the bottom. The mass
quickly dispersed when the grotesque, gore-splattered mage came into
view. He didn’t bother looking at them, just waved his hand horizontally
as he walked by, causing them all to shit themselves. These people did
not matter anymore. It would all be over soon. Well, he did still have use
for them...

The church bell rang. It was noon. Wartcock was ready. However, acting
out his vengeance had already taken a toll on his body. He hadn’t been
out in the field in some time, having spent most of his recent time doing
research. On top of being a bit rusty, he had been going all out, using his
most extreme magic, not to mention having nearly been killed only days
before. Every spell he had cast that day was wearing him down more and
more. His eyes were bloodshot, black veins covered most of his face, and
his skin, sporting more warts than ever, was chipping off like old paint.
But he was not going to give up, not until he had shown Syphilia his
true power. Wartcock marched to the market square in the middle of the
city. Spreading out his arms, he collected all the filth and sewage from the
nearby streets and drains into a platform, ascending up to the sky atop it.
Townsfolk began congregating to witness the nauseating spectacle. It was
time for Wartcock to find out if his theory was correct. He had never had
a chance to attempt his new method of spellcasting, but he was confident.
Thus, he would deliver a speech. Staff in hand, he raised his arms up high
and spoke to the crowd from above.
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“People of Syphilia!”

Using the flatulence of multiple people to replicate the vibrations of his
voice in the air, he was heard across the entire city.

“I am Smegmar Clamidea... No... Wartcock. Some of you may know

me, some of you may not like me, but soon, all will fear me.”
A massive crowd had gathered, both around him in the market square,
and around his flatulent relays. Those who knew of Wartcock weren’t very
impressed. They had seen his magic, they had smelled his tricks. Those
still unaware were simply confused. Wartcock kept speaking.

“Tonight, when the sun sets, this world will end. If any survive this

faecal armageddon, they shall spread the word of Wartcock, the greatest
mage in Syphilia, in the arctic, in the world!”
No one was taking him seriously. Why would they? While some curious
people stayed to see what would happen, most just took his words as the
ramblings of a madman and continued about their lives. A man preaching
atop a floating pile of shit was, surprisingly, not entirely uncommon.
Wartcock didn’t care either way. With his final speech complete, he firmly
grasped his staff with both hands and began the lengthy chant.

“In a sunless world, the poison rests”

The grounds of Syphilia shook. Even those initially unmoved turned to
look at him. It was as if time stood still. Just these first sinister words
made it clear, this was no ordinary spell. A circular magic formation of a
peculiar design emerged above Wartcock, casting a vile green glow upon
him.

“Fed by the weak, the powerless”

With every word, the skies seemed to grow darker. Asudden, the people
closest to Wartcock slumped and began mindlessly drifting towards him,
completely enthralled. Cold sweat enveloped the masses as they observed
this strange behaviour.

“Honoured you are, to join its feast”
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Alongside the people, even rocks and pebbles on the street were wandering
towards him, drawn in by his mysterious magic. Those still unaffected had
begun to back away, but more and more were being captivated by the spell,
marching to heed his call.

“Succumb to me, admit defeat”

A horde of mindless citizens had surrounded the centre of the market
square upon which Wartcock was still floating. The few who had resisted
his magic had hidden or ran away, but he was not alone. Wartcock was
hated by most, but also respected for his skill in magic. Thus, a handful of
mages and scholars, who could ward off his power, had gathered to observe
his unconventional spellcraft. As Wartcock finished chanting the fourth
line, they were all thinking the same; why didn’t the magic formation
close? By all standards of modern magic, incantations are limited to four
effects, and the final line would typically just be the name of the spell.
Mana in magic formations would dissipate if moulded too much, and there
was no proven way to circumvent this. Yet, this mysterious formation with
all its four parts ingrained remained open, as if waiting for more. Wartcock
too looked up with a pondering but confident expression, then focused and
continued.

“To tear apart your wretched existence”

The incomplete magic formation sat in the sky, turning with its eerie
arcane hum. Even with Wartcock’s next line, it did not close, did not
release a spell. Instead, a new dot of light appeared just off the edge of the
circular formation. Like a snake, it began spreading out clockwise, slowly
worming its way around the outermost circle. Drawing near completion, it
did not close, but branched inwards. Where the first magic formation had
been left open, this new circle forged a path. A bridge was formed between
them. There could be no other explanation; Wartcock had done it. He
had succeeded in layering two spells into one, and was smiling diabolically.
As ever more citizens were being drawn to him, only the most competent
of the magicians there remained unscathed. Reactions among them were
varied. Some were stunned with their mouths wide open, some couldn’t
hide their excitement. But Wartcock was only getting started.
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“You shall become unwilling assistants”

With the second line, clouds swirled into a whirlpool above him. The
people rendered incapable of resisting by the first spell started slowly
rising off the ground, like puppets pulled by their strings.

“I draw from the well of unending hatred”

Dozens upon dozens, maybe close to a hundred people, were now levitating
in the air, drifting aimlessly. Still more seemed to be rising in the distance.
Even some of the mages who had defied the spell’s wrath until now had
begun wandering towards Wartcock.

“Bvery night I ejaculate, crying in my bed”

The fourth line of the second spell had been spoken, but the ominous
magic formation was left open once more, ready to branch out. Most of
the prior spectators were now but human debris in the magical storm,
barely any standing behind. Wartcock, looking very exhausted, was still
not done. Holding on to his staff for support, he began the incantation
for what must be the third layer.

“Flies on my turds, eels in my pants”

Another circle was drawn, enfolding the two earlier layers in its glow.
Visible streams of mana erupted out of the people suspended in the air,
flowing into the formation. Wartcock’s eyes took on an obscene white
glow as he appeared to regain his stamina. At this point it was obvious to
the last few mages observing the spellcraft what was happening. Human
sacrifice. To cast any extremely large scale spells, you required multiple
potent mages, as well as an external source of power, be it mana poured
into an altar or live sacrifice. It was absolutely unheard of that a spell of
this magnitude could be cast by a single person. Wartcock had created a
single layered incantation that used living beings around him as sacrifice,
extracting their magic power for himself. This had certainly been tried
before, but it had never been successful. And never could anyone have
thought of doing all of the various steps in a single incantation. Those still
standing and watching were obviously unable to stop Wartcock now, but
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even if they could, this was a monumental breakthrough in magic. They
had no choice but to stand still and witness this abominable subversion
of what they thought were the very laws of magic.

“Follow me, like some sugar leads ants”

The skies were lit with blue lines of magic, pouring out of the hundreds
of people. It would be beautiful, were it not so horrible.

“My father once told me while teaching me magic
’Son, I'm now gonna dip my balls in nitric acid™

With these words, the third layer was complete. All the people in the air
instantly vanished, leaving behind only particles of mana, which floated
into Wartcock’s ever-growing magic formation. Said formation still hadn’t
closed, but there couldn’t be much more until the actual spell. Untold
numbers of innocent lives had already been fed to the beast his magic
had become. Whatever he was about to unleash, with this much power,
its scale would be absurd. It wouldn’t just cover Syphilia City, it could
spread across the entire kingdom. Wartcock closed his eyes and focused,
breathing in deep. The following words would change the world forever.

“ Everything will drown in a thick, dark mist
Welcome its touch, its deadly kiss

Turn all into a lifeless grey ruin...

... Wartworld”

Wartcock spoke the final incantation, and the massive magic formation
of myriad revolving circles finally closed. There was no flash, no rumble,
no shockwave. Just silence. The circles faded, collapsing inwards. No,
condensing. All the magical energy congregated in the centre and slowly
turned into a black goop that trickled down onto Wartcock’s hand. He
admired his work as it passed through his fingers, falling onto the ground
far below. As it collided with the cold pavement of the market square,
it immediately bubbled and boiled, turning into a dark mist that spread
around ominously. The goop dripping down seemed to never end, turning
into more and more mist, covering all of the square, wriggling its way
around buildings as it formed what could only be described as an ocean
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of death. There was no one in sight anymore. Any people within a dozen
blocks had likely been devoured by the spell. Wartcock, floating up on his
raft, stared straight ahead, as though waiting for something.

Two people were peeking out of the window of a store at the edge of the
square. They were one of the few surviving mages and his wife, sister
and daughter. Hiding under a protective bubble of magic, they were
both spared from the collection and had witnessed the entire event. Now,
however, the black mist was slowly drifting towards them. The woman
was sobbing in fear, but the man could not hide his exaltation. With
such preparation, that spell must be something incredible... He stopped
to think for a moment. He could be the last one alive. Someone had to
document all of this. His face stiff with determination, the man embraced
his wife and daughter, and whispered an incantation to freeze her legs in
place.

“Wha— Monkus! What are you doing?”
The man walked backwards into the shadows with a cold, blank expression,
and took a little notebook from his chest pocket. Grabbing a tiny vial of
ink and a quill from another pocket, he stood in wait.

“I am sorry dear. It’s for science.”
He had to see Wartcock’s revolutionary spell’s power for himself, even if
it cost him everything. The woman was begging for help.

“Monkus, dear! Please!”
The mist was seeping in from any cracks in the building, slowly drifting
towards her. The man was just standing there, ready to write down
whatever he saw. Dark wisps, like hands, moving ever closer, caught
up to the crying woman. The moment it touched her leg, her skin started
to blacken and rot away. Something seemed to be moving up her blood
vessels as if the mist had entered her body.

“Monkus... fa... ther...”
The woman’s voice had turned frail as her throat started to close up.
The resolute man was staring at the scene mouth agape, dotting down
everything with trembling hands. Spots on her rapidly drying skin,
nails and hair falling off, heavy breathing, drooling, necrosis, eyes losing
colour... Symptoms of various diseases. Symptoms that would normally
take days to develop. And not just of all the common diseases. Among
them were many more. Diseases thought to be long gone. Groinrot,
nutsap, bushmold, butcher’s rash, crotchcreak, shaft warp, horse fever,
beaverstail, bonemelt, arctic spinetangle; the list goes on. With the
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woman turning into a barely recognisable husk, the man was shaking all
over, trying to write down everything he could. He wouldn’t survive,
but these findings had to be passed on. As he frantically scribbled down
anything he could, the mist finally caught up to him too. The quill fell
from his hand, his eyes rolled back, his mouth was foaming. Not from the
mist or any disease, but from excitement. Before the mist could infect
him, he died of an orgasm induced heart attack that caused all of his
arteries to rupture. His sperm cells became Wartcock’s youngest victims.

Anyone not caught in the mana collection had fled Syphilia City and were
grouping outside the walls, trying to understand what was happening.
Guards were lined up between the people and the large city gate, prepared
for whatever may come. And through that gate, they were the first to
see it. The black mist of Wartworld was coming, slowly creeping its
way towards them, killing anything living in its way. Flowers on every
windowsill wilted, grass and weeds between the road tiles died, even flies
attracted by the rotten stench fell lifeless to the ground. Upon seeing this,
the people obviously panicked. Some ran away screaming, some fell down,
too scared to move. No matter what, they all succumbed to Wartcock’s
spell. A field of corpses formed a ring around Syphilia City, but the mist
did not stop. Surrounding the Southern and Western sides of the city walls
were farming villages and fields, with logging villages and waterwheels by
the river to the East. Everyone was annihilated. They all saw the black
skies above the capital, but none could have foreseen the devastation.

Wartcock descended to the now vacant city. Accompanied by nothing but
the faint howl of the wind, he stepped off into the mist. It moved away
from his feet, making way for him. Climbing up to meet his hand, the
mist twisted its vaporous tendrils around his arm. In complete silence,
he once again admired his greatest work. It was the middle of the day,
but Syphilia was dark as night. Not a single living being as far as the
eye could see. Wartcock was all alone now, with the quiet, deathly mist
of Wartworld swirling around him. And he was satisfied. His work was
done. Pulling his hood back on, Wartcock began walking towards the city
gates, never to be heard from again.
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The capital, Syphilia City, and its closest villages, had fallen, but the
Kingdom of Syphilia was vast. The seemingly endless dark mist kept
moving on, spreading through fields, forests, villages and cities, leaving
nothing but rotten wasteland in its wake. Within a week, it had covered
all of the kingdom, from the chilly shores of the Frozen Sea in the North,
to the border of the Linden Republic to the South. There was no one left.
Syphilia was no more. The once great kingdom, now just a moor of lifeless
remains. If one were to view the land from above, they would see nothing
but grey, barren soil, enveloped in a dark, deadly mist. A single man had
wiped out a country. Wartcock’s revenge was absolute.

Many years later, there would be an expedition into the ruins of the
Kingdom of Syphilia. The notebook of Monkus Loieudmann, the mage
who survived the longest, would be discovered, finally giving the world
an eyewitness account of the horrors that took place there. After great
study, Wartcock’s layered incantations would kick off a new era of magic.
Everyone also found the rhyming in ‘Wartworld’ very interesting, making
it a standard practice. That in turn gave birth to deadly magic rap
battles. The infamous spell would later be attempted again in a controlled
environment, but its effects could not be replicated.

Wartcock himself had disappeared, but there were always rumours of
him floating about. Some say he had passed his techniques on to willing
students, all bearing a name similar to his, so that his legacy would
forever live on. So this legend would forever live on. Such people have
yet to be encountered. Whatever the case may be, while everyone now
knows his name, as long as he remains just a legend, the world will smell
just a little bit less like shit.

The end.

19



