Chapter 8: Taking Credit

     “ Ah, this is certainly relaxing...” a young lady sighed, stretching herself in the bathtub. She had just recently submerged herself in the warm bath which was soaked with fragrant soap and a few select herbs she had picked herself. Her entire bathroom was steaming, filled to the brim with a thick, aromatic smell that just smelt heavenly. After a long day's work of testing chemicals and gathering new herbs, she was just exhausted.

     Just as Teranis Maryson immersed herself in pleasure, there was a tentative knock on her door and she groaned loudly. People just seem to like disturbing her when she took a bath, and nothing took the enjoyment out of a nice soak than a disturbing presence, usually in the form of a maid or a messenger.

     “ What now?” she groaned, not bothering to hide her displeasure. If whoever this person was, then they better learn that Teranis gets pissed when disturbed while bathing.

     The timid face of her maid peeked through the door which she had opened slightly, her eyes looking frightful as if Teranis would bite her head off. She waved her hand out, which was holding a letter. “ Um, I know you don't like to be disturbed now, but I have a letter for you...” she said.

     Teranis felt like saying that she should have just left it on her desk, but she knew her maid knew better than that. If she interrupted her in the middle of her bath, the letter must be of some importance.

     “ Who sent it?” Teranis asked nonchalantly.

     “ Um, Priestess Selene Mayfly.”

     “ Yes, she's my friend, but I doubt the letter was that important for you to barge in like this...” Teranis scowled.

     “ I think it is. She sent it using an acolyte...”

     The instant she heard the word 'acolyte', she leaped out of the bathtub. Simply drying her hands, she snatched the letter out of her maid's hands and ripped it open, reading the letter instantly. Even on important occasions, the quickest method Selene ever used was a messenger hawk. Sending an acolyte here meant that she needed to send this message instantly, and she started to read the contents, not bothering to dress herself as she stood dripping wet in her bathroom:

Dear Teranis, 

     I hope you are well. I hope you are not doing anything busy, and I certainly hope that you are not feeling intruded in any way, but I really need your  help. You are the one of the few friends I can trust and rely on without having any biased ideas on certain subjects.

     I know this is much of a rush, but if it is possible, can you come down to Prontera? I desperately need your help, and I'm not sure I can handle the situation here by myself. I hope you can reply this letter quickly. I really appreciate it if you can come. I'll explain everything when you get here.

Yours sincerely,

Selene Mayfly.

     Teranis read the letter, then read it again, twice. It did not make much sense, except that Selene needed her help desperately. It did not explain much, but Teranis did not need explanations for pleas for help. She tore out of the room immediately to pack her stuff. 

***

     Azaroth was pacing around in his cell, as far as the chains that withheld him would allow him to go. Night had fallen all over Prontera, and the streets of the capital were silent, let alone for the creatures and the insects of the night. Azaroth had been pacing for as long as he could remember, straining his brain for some solution to his predicament.

     The timing was perfect: to escape in the middle of the night where there was the least guards and at a time where it was harder to catch him. He banged his cuffs against the metal bars, making a loud clanging noise. The sound reverberated all around the place before stopping silently.

     “ Where is a convenient lock pick when you need one?” Azaroth mused to himself, sitting down finally after hours of pacing to find a solution to get out of his cell, although he would later note that a lock pick would still be a useless tool for him as he had no technical skills to pick the locks that held him. 

     He stared gloomily across his cell. The previous prisoner that talked to him was no longer there. Somewhere near the end of the evening, an hour before the sun set completely, he was escorted out of the cell. Azaroth had not seen him since, but he did not need to be told what happened to him, as he was about to share the same fate.

     He was getting drowsy, as it was rather late now. Too tired to think of anything feasible for his escape, he started to close his eyes and fall asleep. As he slowly drifted into a dreamy state, he thought quietly to himself “ I don’t want to die…I need to get out of this place…”

     “ Would you need help with that?” 

     Azaroth did not realize it at first, but he jumped up immediately, almost toppling over in his rush when it hit his senses that he actually heard a voice. A surge of adrenaline was shot into his body, and now he was wide awake.

     His eyes scanned his cell. The place was dark, gloomy and lacked any source of light, but he was quite sure there was no visible person around. He glanced around again to make sure there was no one around. He was not sure what he felt: it was probably a mixture of fear and excitement.

     “ Hello? Are you still there?” Azaroth asked to nobody in particular, sounding silly as he did so.

     “ I am…” the voice floated again. This time he heard it more clearly now, and the sound seem to echo in his head. Telepathy? He knew this sort of complex form of communication worked at varying degrees of levels, but this was the first time anyone actually communicated with him in such a manner.

     “ Who are you? Where are you? Why are you speaking in my head? More importantly, how did you read my mind?” Azaroth asked quickly, although he was careful to keep his voice low just in case the guards become suspicious that he was speaking to himself all of a sudden. It struck him then that whoever that was calling to him had answered a question he asked himself in his head, and although mind-reading was an intriguing thing, Azaroth had a thing against someone actually doing it to him.

     “ I wasn’t really mind reading, just observing your movements…” the voice replied, now in a coyly manner. It came in a garbled, messy jumble, and it was hard to tell whether whoever was speaking to him was male or female.

     “ I’d rather not take help from something I can’t see. Show your face,” Azaroth demanded. Nothing happened after a few seconds. “ I said, show yourself,” Azaroth repeated, more forcefully now.

     Suddenly, there was a purple spark. Azaroth thought he was dreaming, but he saw it again: a bright, purple spark, in the shape of a lighting bolt, appearing out of thin air. It started to increase in frequency, and soon, there was a bright purple center where the bolts were flashing out, illuminating the room in a melancholic purple glow. Azaroth could feel the crackle of power coming from whatever it was, yet there was no sound, as if the sparks had no energy.

     The center of the sparks suddenly burst forth in bright light, which pained Azaroth’s eyes immensely, forcing him to close his eyes and look away. When the light dimmed slightly, Azaroth stole a look at what was there.

     A hooded figure of average height stood before him. In the darkness, he could not even make out the colour of the cloak the person was wearing. The hooded person’s entire features were covered with the thick, ragged cloak he or she was wearing. Nothing was visible, and it was as if a shadow materialized up from the floor.

     “ Who are you?” Azaroth asked.

     “ My name is immaterial,” the person responded in the same undistinguished voice, so that Azaroth was still unable to distinguish whether the person speaking to him was a male or a female. “ What is more important here, is that you are about to be punished for a crime, and with that, I’m offering you a chance to escape.”

     “ What is your motivation?” Azaroth asked.

     “ Allow me to explain things in detail: I have disabled the guards outside, and now they are totally unconscious. I have the keys for the iron walls that hold you. If you accept my offer, you are free to do whatever you want after I open these doors. My only request is that you leave this place and stay as far as you can from the danger that lurks here. Do not interrupt me,” the person said hoarsely, seeing Azaroth trying to say something. “ Make up you mind, my offer expires the minute I lose my patience waiting.”

     Azaroth felt that the offer was just too good to be true. He needed to escape, and somehow the solution just fell into his hands. He wondered if there was a catch, because somewhere in an unwritten rule it said that there will be, but somehow Azaroth’s gut feeling told him there was none. He quickly decided he will worry about the details later. It was more important that he lived through the day first.

     “ I accept your deal,” Azaroth replied quickly.

     He was not too sure about it, but he could have sworn that his hooded visitor smiled. He heard a shuffling of cloth, then a soft, teasing jingle of what familiarly sounded like a bunch of keys. The hooded figure stood by the door for several seconds, and after a resounding click, the iron door of Azaroth’s cell swung open. The person walked up towards Azaroth, and within a few seconds, all the cuffs that bound him were off.

     “ As a sort of an appreciation for accepting my offer, I’d like you to have these as well,” the hooded person said, bending down in front of Azaroth. Something slid out from under the cloak, and Azaroth soon spotted both his swords being placed on the ground. As soon as the person was done, the person got up and started to leave.

     “ Wait!” Azaroth cried, picking up his weapons and slinging them by his side. The hooded person stopped in his or her tracks, and turned his or her head towards Azaroth. Somehow, at this angle, with enough light from the moon, allowed Azaroth to see the person’s face from the mouth down.

     “ Why are you doing this?” Azaroth asked. Everything was happening too fast for him to feel normal. The hooded figure stood at the same spot, the head facing Azaroth’s direction, probably just staring at him. He was about to ask again, when the person suddenly smiled. Not just any smile: a smile that looked malevolent yet mischievous at the same time, as if there was a joke coming.

     “ I may not have morals, but I do believe that one should not take credit for another person’s actions, and most certainly, you shall not credit from Cardinal Crenarius’s death,” the person replied in a manner that suggested that he or she was greatly amused , then with a swish of the cloak, disappeared outside the dungeon door.

     Azaroth tore after the person, swinging open the dungeon door, but as he glared down the torch-lit corridor, there was nobody in sight, except two unconscious guards. He knelt down next to their unmoving bodies, hoping that whoever that helped him had not killed them since it would mean more trouble for him. The sight of their breathing bodies calmed his nerves slightly.

     Gripping his sword, he tore down the corridor. He remembered the way inside the dungeon, and it would be a simple matter of getting out of the place. The main problem was how was he even supposed to get out of the walls of the Pronteran fort? He would be lucky that he did not trigger any guards on alert on the way, and if he did, he would be soon facing the entire Pronteran army, along with members of the Holy Order.

     It was quite against the odds, but Azaroth knew he had to try. The first thing was to get out of the dungeon unnoticed, then he would slowly make his way out of the place. As he turned sharply around the corner, he came face to face with two female knights who were giggling about a certain topic that involved Aesis Crenilia before they spotted him.

     “ You all ready?” Tryzen asked. 

     “ Is this cloak really necessary?” Serene asked, looking up from under the large hood that covered his face.

     “ Certainly not, he’s just made you wear that just to satisfy his kinks,” Vermillion mused under the equally large cloak she was wearing which was similar to the one that was draped over Serene. Both of them followed Tryzen from behind, looking like a couple of followers trailing their aristocratic master. Tryzen, for obvious reasons, did not wear a cloak, except his usual leather garments of his wizards dress.

     “ Shut up, we are almost there,” Tryzen replied, walking briskly towards the dungeon gates. 

     The place where Azaroth was held was a rather shoddy looking place. It consisted of one story tall building, built around the best isolated area of the city, which was still near the middle of the city, fortified with barbwire and a tall wall, along with knights patrolling the area with the orders to kill those who don’t obey. Two knights and two crusaders turned their attention towards Tryzen and the two figures following him from behind as they approached them.

     “ Greetings, armoured brethren. I was hoping you all could be some help to me,” Tryzen said, in a rather casual, high pitched voice. Serene heard Vermillion snort.

     One of the knights looked appraisingly at Tryzen, as if trying to figure out if he had seen him somewhere when one of the crusaders, obviously in charge, nudged him aside, saying “ It’s rude to stare like that. Forgive him, he’s a general idiot.” The other remaining two companions just laughed at the remark.

     “ That’s alright, I was hoping you could help me with something,” Tryzen said.

     “ What do you need help with?” the crusader asked.

     Unknowingly, Tryzen held one hand behind his back, and he snapped his fingers. There was a surge of power, and a small flame encompassed itself around his fists. Seeing the flame, it was their signal to get ready. Both Serene and Vermillion fingered their bow and cracked their knuckles respectively as they waited for Tryzen to take the first strike.

     Just as Tryzen was about to give the crusader a calculated blast, since it was out of his intention to kill an innocent person, there was a rush of footsteps. Tryzen immediately extinguished his flame as soon as a young swordsman skidded into their view from behind, just coming out from a niche from a corridor.

     “ Emergency! There is a prisoner on the run!” the swordsman declared in a hoarse voice. 

     “ What?!” the crusader in charge exclaimed. “ Who?!”

     “ I don’t really know his name…the one that was charged by the High Court for Cardinal Crenarius’s murder…” the swordsman gasped.

     “ Azaroth!” the other crusader exclaimed, drawing his sword. He was obviously pissed at Azaroth for some reason.

     “ Maurine, follow Dex here back to the inner quarters. Find that guy, but keep your guard up. Neivein,” the crusader barked, after the other crusader and the swordsman left “ Go towards the nearest guard tower. We’ll need the lights on!”

     “ Yes, Melanie!” the knight whom Melanie had disciplined for his behavior exclaimed, running off quickly to Tryzen’s right. Melanie looked at Tryzen, who was observing the on-goings with much attention, and asked “ I’m sorry…what did you need?”

     “ I needed directions, but it seems like you are occupied. Don’t bother, you have other important things on your hands,” Tryzen said, bowing and backing away. Melanie nodded her thanks, and ordered the remaining knight to follow her in her search. By now, the alarm seemed to have spread so quickly, more people, especially those from the army, started to flood the streets. Tryzen, Vermillion and Serene wisely backed off.

     “ I must give Azaroth more credit than he deserves. How the hell did he get out by himself?!” Tryzen exclaimed, both sounding infuriated and pleased at the same time.

     “ Would he actually break out?” Serene asked.

     “ Yes and no. I wouldn’t know actually. He might or might not. It seems like he did,” Tryzen answered. Both Serene and Vermillion took of their hoods as soon as no one nearby could see them do so.

     “ Or maybe someone let him loose,” Vermillion suggested. Both Tryzen and Serene stopped in their tracks as they heard Vermillion give that comment. 

     “ What?!” she exclaimed, as they gave her a rather incredulous look. “ He’s locked up inside a cell, chained by his hands and feet, held down by a heavy iron ball, and with no weapons or tools to help him escape, except his meal bowl. Even if he got his weapons, and I know he can break down iron bars and sturdy wooden doors with his blades, he will need to get past several guards first, without making that much racket as breaking a door. The swordsman said he escaped, that means that he got out without anyone knowing. Either someone let him loose, or he had the keys to his locks all along!”

     “ But…”

     “ No. V gives a very thought-provoking insight. Now that I think of it, it is much more likely that someone let him loose. However, we will have to figure out all these puzzling events later. Our main priority is to get Azaroth to safety. It would be unwise to let him linger around longer than needed,” Tryzen replied. He dug into his bag and handed something over to Serene.

     “ Butterfly Wings?” Serene asked, seeing the odd, purple lump in her hands.

     “ Make him use it as soon as you see him. He’ll need to get the hell out of this place immediately, who cares where! Use the other one on yourself just in case the guards catch you with him. I have a couple for myself. V, warp him out immediately. We need to split up and search for him,” Tryzen replied.

     “ I’ll search the surrounding area,” Vermillion declared, running off. Serene headed back towards the dungeon building where they had originally came from and Tryzen ran towards the city streets.

     There were sounds of people moving about. Selene tried to forget about it, as she needed more rest. Her body had mostly healed from her injuries, but it still left her tired nonetheless. Injuries that took months to heal was quickened to about slightly less than a week by healing spells, and with her ability to use holy magic herself, she could regulate her body to heal at most in three days time. But she needed all the rest she could get, but the sudden intrusion of noise was to rob her of that precious sleep that she won’t be getting anytime soon.

     Selene woke up from her sleep. There seemed to be an awful lot of noise for some time in the night, and it was not even in the event of a war, unless one happened which she was blissfully unaware of. She got up from her bed and listened.

     There was a lot of shouting coming from one of the ends of the window, and from it, it looked like either a whole load of kobolds had suddenly broke loose from some guy’s crate as he was smuggling them into the city or someone broke loose from the city dungeon.

     Selene opened the door of her room, only to find several priests and acolytes walking around, rather surprised at all the commotion and were wandering around trying to find out what had happened. Several knights and archers dropped by and passed messages to some of the priests that were around, who then quickly left the place.

     “ What’s going on?” Serene asked one of the swordsmen who was leaving the place, stopping him by holding him by his shoulder.

     “ It looks like the criminal Azaroth Crimson has escaped the dungeon cell he was being held up in. Stay on the alert, priestess, and if you do see him, do send word to us,” the swordsman said quickly, before disappearing down a flight of stairs.

     Selene stood in the middle of the mess of people who were moving about, talking to each other as news on Azaroth’s escape reached their ears. Some of the able-bodied priests and monks, especially those in the army, were organizing parties of their own to go on to help in the search for the escaped prisoner. Soon, the whole city will be alerted. And Selene was standing numbly as she heard the news, as everybody else moved about energetically, as if being caught on fire.

     With a sudden inspiration, she dashed down the flight of stairs that the swordsman took previously.

***

     Teranis quickly packed whatever she could stuff inside her traveling bag and slung it over her shoulders. Making sure she had cleaned and kept all her chemical equipment, lest one should suddenly explode due to her absence to take care of them. It was late at night, and she had not completed her ritual daily bath, but she was not too bothered about it now, especially in the light of things.

     “ Alright, Alreen is it?” Teranis replied, speaking to the acolyte Selene had used to send the message. The young acolyte nodded, standing up after waiting for Teranis to get ready.

     “ I’m sorry you had to wait for such a long time, but I’m ready now. Shall we go?” Teranis asked.

     “ Sure,” Alreen replied, forming the seals to open the warp portal. Within seconds, they had left the room. 

     A minute later, a lone figure entered Teranis home through the window on the bottom floor. Krayken looked around the room, then quietly waltz towards Teranis’s study table. On the desk, she had left the letter Selene had written to her, pleading for help. He took it up, lighted a candle nearby to read its contents, and then took a while to digest its contents.

     “ I knew something was up in Prontera,” he mused silently to himself. Extinguishing the candle with his bare fingers, he sneaked out through the window he came in from, leaving no trace that he was even in there previously. 

***

     There was a yell of fury, and an assassin swung his katar violently towards his opponent. The rogue he was fighting tired to dodge the attack, but he was not quick enough to avoid the blow entirely. The assassin managed to sweep a shallow strike on the rogue’s chest before he made enough room for himself to parry the next blow.

     “ You are not as invincible as the tale goes, Grimjaw!” the assassin mocked, as three others circled around the rogue.

     “ Nobody even said I was invincible, but I’m sure they mentioned that it was a bad mistake to mess with me,” Grimjaw snarled, lashing out at his opponent with his daggers. The assassin quickly parried two thrusts Grimjaw launched, but was unable to avoid the uppercut that seem to come out of nowhere. Grimjaw slit the man’s throat, and as his body was suddenly suspended due to the attack, he viciously stabbed him in his cranium, where the dagger went in deep.

     It had been a long night for Grimjaw Windwalker. A group of assassins decided they could play it right by striking at him at the opportune moment, to grab Grimjaw’s bounty. However, they should also realize that a person with a high bounty would also be difficult to get.

     One of the assassins thought it was wise to strike as soon as Grimjaw had finished his attack, but he would soon find out that Grimjaw was too much of a prey for them to handle. Sensing his movement just in time, Grimjaw made a sidestep so fast it was almost as if he disappeared, as if he was walking on wind. Grimjaw always thought that both his family name and given name were fitting personalities to his traits.

     Whirling around after avoiding the blow, he used the gained momentum to hack at his enemy from behind. The assassin gave a loud cry of horror as Grimjaw cut off his arm straight off from his joint. It took one second later for him to silence the man by cutting off his head.

     The two other assassins were now indecisive on whether to press their attack. The body of their companions were now scattered all over the desert grounds for the Morrocan sands to suck up. But if they were planning on escape, Grimjaw was not about to let them do so. Letting someone who wanted his head would just cause them to come back again some other day, usually with another bunch of savage murderers. Morrocan life had thought him that.

     It was just like every other night in the desert of Morroc, except on exceptional days where he actually had to kill someone. He could not wait to finish off these two people. When he was done, he would go back home, nurse himself and have a good nights rest. Nothing else could or will change that fact.

     It would be few moments later before he finds out that the night’s events would just lead him to something more than that.

Writer's note: There is some limit on how far the Butterfly Wing can actually take you in the game, and specifically where, but for convenience sake, in my story the Butterfly Wing works the same as a warp portal, except for one person only. 

