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Story 1 – On the Verge of
Damnation

Fr. Sergio lives a mostly
secluded life with other priests like him who spend their lives in
daily penance for the sake of the world. As such, they are the
targets of demons that wish to see them and the world damned with
Sergio being one of their primary targets since he can see and hear
them as if they were physically there. Because of the target on his
back, the other priests keep away from him if they can so as to not
attract the attention of the demons surrounding him and make their
penance harder.

During one of his scheduled
secluded times in the adoration chapel, the demons tell him, “The
other priests think you are cursed. You’re a danger to them, to
their salvation, and the salvation of many others as a result. You
may as well live by yourself, or better yet, you kill yourself,
now. Think of the souls you’ll be saving by doing so.”

Ignoring this temptation by
keeping his mind quiet and on God, Sergio keeps his inner
peace.

“Uh, can you hear me? Isn’t
what I’m saying important to you? I guess not since you’re not
responding. Be that way then. It’s obvious that you don’t care
about other people.”

Continuing with his day,
Sergio goes on to have a meager meal of bread and water during
which a demon appears from the food closet. Undisturbed by its
sudden appearance, he takes what he needs from the food closet,
closes the doors on its face, and goes on to sit by himself in the
garden.

“That was rude of you,”
the demon says. “Kind of like how it’s rude that you’re staying
away from the other priests. You are hardly even present when the
bishop and new priests come to visit. What is it with you? Don’t
you care about other people? Don’t you care to make other people
know how you feel? The difficulties you go through
daily?”

Sergio doesn’t respond to the demon and just
stares up at the blue sky.

“Do you see something up
there I don’t? How’s this appearance for you?” The demon’s form
changes to that of one that Sergio recognizes. “You left your wife
because you felt God’s call to the priesthood. It was a pain
getting that divorce even though your wife understood, but still,
it was painful, wasn’t it? Maybe if you were there when she was
attacked, she’d still be alive. No one was there to help her. Not
even God.”

The demon’s words strike
Sergio so deeply that he has to concentrate harder on eating,
breathing, and keeping calm so as to not give in to anger. After
finishing his lunch, he breathes in and out to release any
remaining tension before going back to his prayer routine. Next on
his daily agenda is daily mass. Even though the demons try tempting
him during it, Sergio and the priests drown out and repel them with
their chanting and singing in Latin. Now near the end of his day is
saying the rosary with all its mysteries. A demon possesses a
priest and sits with him. As this is happening, a couple of priests
look at the two and are unsure of what to do.

“Is this the life you want
for yourself? A life of constant seclusion, pain, and thankless
penance? The two priests over there know what I am, and yet, they
don’t even think about praying for you or doing anything to get me
away from you. They just want to watch and see what happens,” the
demon says.

Sergio bends his head deeper
down as he tries to concentrate on his prayers.

“You won’t earn a greater
place in Heaven because others have led greater lives of piety than
you. You can’t go back to your comfortable life of having a family
and stable job unless you give up your role as a priest. Why even
continue in your penance if people will continue to sin? To go to
Hell regardless? God will not reward or comfort you for every soul
you save. All you will get is pain and some meaningless feelings of
comfort here and there. All of this is meaningless and
vain.”

“Shut up!” Sergio says as
his nerves finally give in and breaks his rosary with his hands in
the process.

At this moment, it feels as
if everything in nature around him stands still, even the air. The
priests who were watching him hold their breath while their ears
ring. After recognizing what he’s done, the demon-possessed priest
asks God and then Sergio for forgiveness but is only met with
silence. At this moment, Sergio feels the demons and damned from
Hell clawing for him. He sees those who claim that he did penance
for and people he’s cared for burning and telling him that he’s
just like them and will join them in death. The crying and
screaming from Hell suddenly ends when Sergio brings peace to his
heart, and yet, the demons keep clawing at his soul and accusing
him of every sin he’s confessed and yet to confess.

Sergio then gets up and
turns to the previously demon-possessed priest and asks, “I forgive
you. It looks like we both need to go to confession.”

“Yes-yes, you’re right,”
the priest admits.

Both priests go to
confession and feel much better afterward. The two priests then
talk afterward and become friends over their shared struggle. Their
rest is short-lived, however, as the demons come back and tempt the
priests to despair as they are accused of giving half-hearted
confessions and that God has not and will never forgive them. It is
then that their guardian angels manifest also and show the demons
the list of the priests’ sins in their books are being erased by
blood, which makes the demons disappear and leave the priests be,
for now. After going about the rest of their daily penances and
responsibilities, the priests go to their rooms to rest for the
night.

Even though he is sleeping,
Sergio is still targeted by the demons as they try to affect his
dreams, but tonight, every saint that he prays to, his guardian
angel, and the Blessed Mother come to his aid this night. Their
appearance scares away the demons and allows Sergio to sleep
peacefully. He wakes up in the morning and says his prayers in high
spirits like always despite being constantly harassed by demons
since he knows God and His faithful are on his side.

 


Story 2 – Plague of the
Rats

A messenger rat runs
throughout the undercity knocking aside everyone in his way, some
of which fall to their deaths. Eventually, he makes it to the very
bottom of the tower, barrages into the meeting room, and
immediately falls to the floor in respect of the leaders
present.

“Vicar Sylvatic! Cardinal
Ischemic, Archbishop Ascariasis! I bring news from the frontlines!
We have lost ninety percent of the army including generals and
warriors of renown,” the messenger says.

“Was General Sars among the
casualties?” Ischemic asks.

“Yes, sir.”

“Good, good,” Ascariasis
says while laughing and clapping. “Our plan is proceeding exactly
as we intended.”

“Combine our new soldiers
with our existing army. Also, fill the vacant roles with our newly
appointed and approved leaders. Hopefully, they’ll be more
agreeable than the last. You are dismissed, messenger. Go down to
the mess hall and tell the generals and other cardinals the news
and our decision. Give them this letter that details who gets what
position and tell them to give you the reward that the Holy Vicar
has promised,” Sylvatic says.

“Yes, sir. Thank you,
Vicar,” the messenger says before taking the letter from the vicar
and then leaving.

“Our new underlings should
be more trustworthy since they know why they have their jobs and
who gave it to them,” Ischemic says.

“And these enhanced
soldiers of yours, Ascariasis. Are you sure they are as strong as
you claim?”

“Yes, they are. I’ve tested
my mutations on myself as you can see.”

Sylvatic takes his bladed
staff and cuts off Ascariasis’ four arms and his modified head
which has multiple eyes and mouths.

“I meant to see their
strength. Don’t play coy with me.”

The decapitated rat’s body recomposes itself
in seconds much to the surprise of Ischemic and the pleasure of
Sylvatic.

“See? It does work. I knew
you would cut me up so I allowed myself to so I could provide the
best demonstration.”

“How self-sacrificing of
you.”

“Do you want to know how I
could hear you despite not having a head?”

“Tell me later. Right now,
I just want to take back what is rightfully mine, the Holy City of
Constantinople.”

The three rats leave the meeting room and go
to the large mess hall where hundreds of thousands of rats are
eagerly awaiting their command to deploy. Sylvatic steps up to his
podium with his two seconds-in-command behind him and on a lower
platform.

“My faithful pack, we are
on the verge of taking what is rightfully ours. The surface world
thinks we are nothing but mutated vermin who deserve to live in our
nuclear wasteland. I say that we are, in fact, blessed. What is
called the Great Treachery by them has given us most of the eastern
lands that are suitable for us and has transformed our bodies into
ones that can survive not only harsh weather and these dangerous
lands but also survive blows that would kill a normal human. Today,
we will claim our divine inheritance and through it, begin our
conquest of the world. With me, your holy vicar to lead you, we
will know no defeat while our enemies will know only
fear!”

Every rat, including
Ascarisasis and Ischemic, cheers at Sylvatic’s speech before
following his command to charge toward the surface. The rats come
pouring out like a black tidal wave of disease. From below, siege
cannons are carried on the backs of monstrous rats the size of
elephants and manned by smaller rats to fire and maintain it and
the beast. Carts driven by horse rats come racing out with the
troops all of which carry specialized and veteran soldiers and
large ancient church bells that signal their enemies’ doom. One of
these carts all the way in the back is decorated with gold, carries
Sylvatic, Ascarisasis, and Ischemic, and is the most well-protected
as it is plated with well-refined metal. Meanwhile, the slaves and
lower-class warriors have to run alongside the carts and monstrous
rats. Their mutations allow them to keep up with the army, however,
it still isn’t pleasant for them, especially since they have to run
for miles across the ashen nuclear wasteland.

After traveling for half a
day, the army reaches the fortified ruins of Constantinople. The
force of orcs that currently owns it is made aware of the
approaching rats by their lookouts and the entire population, even
the children and elderly are mobilized to fight except for those
who are too sick or fragile to fight. From the makeshift metal and
stone walls of Constantinople, the orcs fire their bows and
cannons. Most of the rat army stops so they are out of range of the
orc’s attacks, but the slave army continues moving and is wiped out
before a single one reaches the walls. With what seems to be most
of their enemy’s forces dead, the orcs cheer and dare the rats to
send the last of their forces at them.

“Stupid orcs. Stupid,
stupid orcs. They know not the doom they have inflicted upon
themselves,” Ascarisasis says.

“Show them then the fruits
of your labor,” Sylvatic says.

“All cannons, load up my
concoction and fire it at the corpses of the slaves!”

The cannons on the backs of
the monstrous rats are loaded with glass balls filled with black
and green liquid that are fired at the corpses as commanded. Once
the concoction hits the corpses, they begin to mix together into
separate and hideous beings with the heads of multiple rats, bones
jutting out of their bodies like blades, and multiple tails. These
rats are larger than even the rats that are carrying the cannons
and writhe as if they are in excruciating pain. This sight
terrifies some of the orcs with some of them retreating before
being killed by their own for their cowardice. Sylvatic steps out
from his cart and stands on its roof.

He slams down his staff and
says, “Charge and take what is rightfully mine! What is rightfully
ours!”

As the rat army cries out,
the large hideous mutated rats run ahead of the army and take much
of the attention of the orcs, and are mostly unaffected by their
attacks. The towering rats smash through the walls as if they were
nothing and proceed to kill and eat whoever else they find while
causing chaos in the city. Before the army behind them enters the
city, the bodies of the monstrous rats violently convulse and then
explode with acid coming out that melts everything and everyone it
touches except for the rats. Once the carts reach the walls, the
soldiers come out and lay siege to the city with the rats with
cannons on the back pelt the city’s inner defenses with cannon fire
and don’t stop firing even as their own forces advance and get hit
by friendly fire. Sylvatic, Ascarisasis, and Ischemic watch their
forces fight and slaughter the orcs from a safe distance from one
of the churches, the Hagia Sophia.

“It’s glorious, isn’t it?”
Ascariasis says.

“It is. I’m just glad the
monsters you created are dead,” Ischemic says.

“What? You don’t think we
could control them? They followed their orders exactly as we
intended. If that’s not enough, the rats with cannons are also
perfectly in control of their actions.”

“I’m not sure if the more
monstrous ones did as we commanded because we commanded them or
because they did so out of self-defense.”

“Regardless, these units
will always be used
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