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Last Days of The Demon
King

 


The lands of the continent Morger used
to be wooded and green; most of the landmass lay below the equator
maintaining a moderate climate year round. Though the land was
beautiful and food plentiful the peoples of Morger still felt an
urge to war with one another. They were chiefly disputes over
borders and trade that occurred quite regularly usually coinciding
with the seasons.

The three countries of the continent
Morger were Fial, Treame and Lourus. They were each monarchies with
their own histories going back hundreds of years tracing their
kingly lineage. The need for war seemed to be a part of the people
going back generations the way dirt is a part of the land, it was
in them. Though the countries of Fial, Treame and Lourus would
constantly clash there was never any more fighting or dying than
necessary. Atrocities, genocide and extermination were words that
did not exist in any of the Morger people’s languages; it was a
foreign concept to them. War was simply a rite of passage, a sign
of manhood, not for the extermination of one’s neighbors. Such
thoughts had never entered the minds of the rulers of the three
kingdoms, Smod, Selas and Rior. King Smod ruled over the western
kingdom of Fial, Queen Selas the eastern kingdom of Treame and King
Rior the middle kingdom of Lourus. Though they had tentative trade
relations the three kingdoms had technically maintained a state of
war for the past three hundred years.

During the “Dragon wars” as they are
known today there was a major falling out near the end of the
conflict when the three remaining kingdoms were deciding how to
dismantle and absorb the fourth kingdom destroyed in the war. They
never resolved their border disputes and have continued warring
ever since with no real progress, just growth in stupidity. Until
King Rior through the practicing of dark magic learned the concept
of genocide from a vision and decided he liked it. His mind was
already being corrupted by unseen dark forces he toyed with so
carelessly. Most days nothing would happen as King Rior would stare
into his summoning pool uttering badly translated incantations from
crumbling ancient texts. Though once he did manage to see some mist
in the summoning pool though he was pretty sure it was the weather
changing.

Yet, those who are stupid enough to
dare to try do sometimes succeed, in other words even a blind
squirrel finds a nut and succeed King Rior did, beyond his wildest
imaginings. In his daily search for spells he found a document
written in strange white ink on black parchment undamaged that he
translated and surprisingly translated properly. Incantations were
all he enjoyed doing. Besides vying for more power physically, the
king had no hobbies outside of vying for more power magically. His
life was an endless quest for some imagined idea of power unique to
privileged men. Each kingdom of Morger had their own histories of
magic and other strange tales of creatures from ages long past but
they were now considered nothing but legends, transmuted from truth
to myth by the simple passage of time.

King Smod in Fial and Queen Selas in
Treame both considered magic to be nothing but old children’s
tales, though the kingdom of Treame was quite religious and strict
so the open practice of magic or reading of supposedly ancient
spells was forbidden by Queen Selas. The official religion of the
country was Vorinism, their principal God Vorin was worshipped as
the creator of the world and all other Gods and magic were taboo.
Their creation myth claimed Vorin stole a piece of a star far away
and crushed it between his giant hands, upon blowing the breath of
life on his hands he released what he had molded, which was the
continent of Morger known to the people therein. Strange how that
belief was accepted while the practice of magic was outlawed, too
bad because it really could have helped them…helped them all. King
Smod and his land of Fial had no official religion and many Gods
were worshipped there but still magic and spells from the past were
considered evil and off limits to all, perhaps they should have
been using magic and watching King Rior. Due to his deed the tears
would have been endless but that requires the living.

The document King Rior found under a
stack of old tomes written in that white ink on a strange and
completely undamaged piece of black parchment was an ancient
summoning spell and it was made to summon none other than the demon
prince of the seventh hell himself, Vayaesh. Long ago without being
seen by other Gods or Demons he manipulated the Dragon wars of
Morger from the background changing the ancient world from tribal
life to the three kingdoms of today in which the people were
concentrated in a smaller area. Could he have done all that
slaughtering over hundreds of years simply to be summoned by one of
the old kings’ descendants so many years later?

King Rior was not bright enough or wise
enough in the ways of magic to discern any kind of truth, he was
the worst kind of King, one with no vision and only power on his
mind. Power over the other two kingdoms, he could think no bigger
than that. He uttered the words translated correctly. After the
last word was spoken the parchment disappeared from his hand and
out of the dark water of the summoning pool which became a rolling
boil rose Vayaesh, slowly as if he was coming to claim a prize he
knew could go nowhere. King Rior fell to his knees as the demon
prince of the seventh hell standing well over ten feet tall seemed
to wake from a slumber. He appeared in his true form and the stench
made King Rior gag though he tried to hide it. The demon prince was
covered in a matted yellowish brown fur dreadlocked and hanging
about his body in odd places. His face was like that of a skeleton
with flaming red hair thinly falling on both sides of the skull.
His eyes were filled with worms and there was black ooze covering
him entirely, making him look and smell like he had crawled from
the kingdom sewer. As he came to life again and took his first
breath with his oversized skeletally fanged mouth he coughed and
spit everywhere on his exhale snarling as he stood up straight. It
was too much for the little King to take and he vomited all over
his custom shoes. For some reason that made Vayaesh growl and laugh
so deeply it shook the walls. After the vomiting Vayaesh was
merciful and turned into a more pleasing form for the King, he
looked like an older human male in his early fifties with slightly
graying hair and without that awful stench, which King Rior was
very happy about. Stepping out from the summoning pool to where
King Rior was standing Vayaesh marched over to be right in front of
him.

“My Lord,” King Rior called
out from his puny little knees.

“You are the one who have
summoned me to this place?” Vayaesh asked in a deep and androgynous
voice.

“Yes my King, thank you for
coming.” King Rior called out almost overcome with ecstasy at
seeing one of the demons from the myth world.

“No little one, thank you
for giving me this feast.” Vayaesh said picking King Rior up by his
neck snapping it like a twig with one quick jerking motion before
resuming his true form and eating the body. Once he had killed and
eaten King Rior, Vayaesh demon prince of the seventh hell assumed
his likeness and ruled as the King from that moment forward setting
his plans for Morger’s demise in motion which wouldn’t take
long.

This event began what are known today
as the extermination wars among the slaves of Vayaesh since they
are now the only people alive. Vayaesh, who no longer needs the
disguise of the long dead King Rior, now rules openly from the
throne of what was the Lourus kingdom, of course now it is a throne
of bones. King Smod and Queen Selas did what they could and fought
valiantly but without magic it could hardly be called a war, it was
simply a wholesale slaughter. Once the kingdoms of Fial and Treame
realized what was happening they allied but it was much too late.
The human warriors never stood a chance against the demonic hordes
unleashed upon the lands of Morger, their numbers were beyond
counting.

Through King Rior’s act of summoning he
had invited Vayaesh to this plane of existence therefore no other
powers could intervene as he had broken no rules by invading, he
had been invited. Morger was his to do with as he pleased and he
crushed everything, some things for food and others for fun. From
the west coast of what was Fial to the farthest East of what was
Treame there is now only silence and pyramids created from human
skulls that now slowly turn to dust. There are demons who roam
endlessly in hordes with nothing to kill anymore so they kill and
eat each other reducing their own numbers. Morger was depopulated
to the number of slaves the demon prince would require as labor and
food.

The age of the three warring kingdoms
had ended forever and in its place the reign of the demon prince
Vayaesh. From a land inhabited by just over a billion people the
extermination wars of Vayaesh and his hordes reduced that number to
just under fifty million, fifty million human slaves living,
working and dying for Vayaesh all under the lash of billions of
various demon rulers whipping them for sport. From one billion to
fifty million this is the work of Vayaesh, death at his heart, he
sees humans as just another tool to gain his own form of power in
truer realities. He wants to be King of all the hells not just
Prince in the seventh. Power…no matter who it is they want it not
realizing it means their own destruction.

The shock from the kingdoms when
magical hordes of demons began pouring out of every crevice in the
land was the real undoing, their social conditioning kept them
frozen. Something they had been told all their lives was a fairy
tale was now literally coming to snatch their lives and for most of
the population it was just simply unbelievable, most were dead
before they could even riot with panic. The continent of Morger
which is the only land mass on the entire planet has been renamed
Vayaeshal in “honor” of the demon prince who subjugated it through
cruelty and extermination. The demons have erected numerous
monuments and statues that proudly proclaim Vayaesh’s cruelties
during the extermination wars, the crueler the deed the more worthy
of being turned into a monument. One monument commemorates the
flaying of the skin of two hundred thousand of the wealthiest
citizens and using their skin for all sorts of various objects,
from hats to boat sails.

The fifty million human slaves left
alive are kept in five cities of ten million each, one hundred
miles apart with Vayaesh and his court in the center. The separate
slave cities are kept apart by newly formed black mountain ranges
of Vayaesh’s creation. They are kept powerless and broken, each one
assigned multiple demons to make sure they are doing as told; the
word privacy has been lost to their language. Every moment either
sleeping or waking each of the fifty million human slaves has at
least six demons assigned to them, pushing them harder and harder
until their death, it’s fun for them. They are the cruelest race of
being there is, so they enjoy doing small things to keep the slaves
unhappy and tormented after all they are used as labor second and
food first. One game the demons particularly enjoy is waiting until
the human slaves have fallen asleep because all fifty million are
kept on the same rising and sleeping schedule like cattle were in
Morger due to the single continent. Once sleeping they wake them by
whipping them all simultaneously. The fifty million humans wake up
panicked and screaming not sure what is happening, the demons think
this to be the funniest thing they have ever seen, their howls echo
through the continent.

The population is kept at fifty million
always, no more no less as it has been deemed optimal by Vayaesh
and his advisors. Optimal for what exactly, his food supply of
course. Other than serving as demonic food the human slaves of the
once proud three kingdoms are sent around to build the various
monuments to Vayaesh some miles high and wide. They are also made
to build monuments to their own glorious past complete with detail
just for the specific purpose of tearing it down as soon as
completed, such are demon games. It’s strange how a world that
didn’t believe in magic good or evil just a few short decades ago
is now completely governed by it.

 


 


 


Feast of the
Conquered

 


The annual feast of the conquered is
approaching, it is a festival Vayaesh and his two top demon
generals hold every year celebrating the breaking of the land and
its people. There
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