Chapter 14: Morrocan Way
     Azaroth’s time in Morroc had been much of a quiet one. After all, he couldn’t do much parading around in the dangerous streets of the city. His patience, surprisingly, was wearing thin. The best time he ever had was when he had freed those children from the slave merchant, but after that, nothing much has happened. He was stuck in Grimjaw’s humble abode, minding his time and wasting his life away, as he had liked to put it.

     It had been only a few days since he had been sent here, but Azaroth was starting to feel like a slave himself, unable to move about and stuck to one place. He had a sudden feeling for these people stuck here, somehow understanding their pain. Azaroth was born a free person. Indeed, he didn’t go about much form his village, mainly due to the fact that he never could afford the means, but at least back home, he had the option to get out or not. This was inapplicable here.

     However, he knew he had no right to complain, when freedom might mean risking getting the axe to his neck, so he bided his time patiently in this hellhole. He wondered what Selene, and his friends, was doing at the moment, and thought of whether he would ever be free from this grasp. 

     He had to admire Meillienne in a way, a young, spirited girl with dreams for big things to come, yet still patiently waiting here for the time to come. She had never much set foot outside the walls of the Dune, just a couple of times just to keep her sane. Azaroth admired her resilience and determined nature, something very impressive for one such young of age.
     So, his main way to kill his boredom was talking to her.

     “ What are we having today?” Azaroth asked.

     “ Cream stew,” Meillienne said cheerfully as she was cutting all the spices up into little bits. “ You look bored. Why don’t you help me? I could use some help, and you said you were quite proficient in cooking yourself.”

     “ Thought you never asked,” Azaroth replied with a bright smile on his face.

     “ Peel those potatoes and carrots for me, will you?” Meillienne asked. Pulling up his sleeves, he washed his hands quickly in a basin and grabbed a potato along with a knife. He started to skilfully skin the potato, running the blade around the surface until all the skin had been peeled off.

     “ Pretty good,” Meillienne said.

     “ Only for potatoes,” Azaroth chuckled. “ Are you always cooped up here?”

     “ What do you mean?”

     “ Staying here for the large part of your life, cut off from the outer world. I know Grimjaw keeps you here for your own safety, but don’t you long to see something other than these four walls?” Azaroth asked, skinning more potatoes.

     Meillienne thought for a while as she continued to chop up the herbs. “ Are you feeling bored already?” she asked after a while, the sound of her knife hitting the chopping board.

     “ I’m not bored. I’m insane now,” Azaroth grumbled.

     “ I don’t think I have anything to complain about it really. I know very well it’s for my safety, and my brother risks his life out there all the time just to keep us alive. Really now, I must be more appreciative for what he has done, not for what he could do,” Meillienne answered.

     “ My, how I wish had your kind of resilience,” Azaroth mused. He was done with the potatoes and was now going towards the carrots.

     “ After all, I can imagine the outside world, the world I have always wished to see outside of Morroc. The mind is a really powerful tool, if you can use it well,” Meillienne replied.

     Azaroth merely agreed by humming softly. 

     They spent the entire evening cooking, both of them adding ingredients to a large pot and stirring it into a thick sticky stew, adding aromatic herbs once in a while to add some flavour. Soon, the entire place was soaked in a rich, sinful aroma that hung around in the room. At least Azaroth could not complain about the food, because Meillienne fed him well.
     Grimjaw was late that night, so after a short prayer, which Meillienne insisted on, they eat their dinner first. Azaroth took several extra helpings, which Meillienne had prepared in advance, knowing his appetite well by now. After he had stuffed himself, Azaroth laid sprawled out on the floor, breathing a sigh of relief. 

     “ You eat a lot,” Meillienne said, laughing.

     “ You’d be surprised at what I can swallow,” Azaroth laughed.

     “ Tell me about the capital,” Meillienne asked all of a sudden.

     Azaroth got up and looked at her. “ Why do you want to know?” Azaroth asked.

     “ I’ve always wanted to serve in the church, and I’ve always had this wild imagination of the place. The most I’ve seen are just mere black and white paintings in books. What does it look like? Sate my curiosity, Azy,” Meillienne asked politely.
     “ Well,” Azaroth said, frowning. “ My memory of the place isn’t that good, since I rarely enter the capital, but I’ll tell you what I know. It’s a humongous place, a whole city enclosed within a large fortress. There is this tall, magnificent…or so they say, wall of stone which encompasses the entire city. On the walls, towers in the shape of spires guard the place, always a soldier or two keeping watch all around the place.”

     “ Well then, there is the main gate. Made from solid wood taken from only the best in Payon, and fortified with the finest steel of Rune-Midguard, it is much stronger than the wall of the fortress itself. They say that if the gate was to fall, so will the city. It has never happened throughout the history of Rune-Midguard since the founding of the city, and from the age they took of the wood that makes up the gate, they say it would last at least for another thousand years.”

     “ The city itself is always bustling. At night, all will be silent, but when the sun is still up, the activity in the city is really maddening. There will be shops open everywhere, and the trading going on would rival that in the city of Alberta. People of all statuses and stature will be seen in the streets. Truly a sight where everyone actually can be…why are you looking at me like that?” Azaroth suddenly asked.

     Meillienne’s eyes seem to be shining all of a sudden as she listened raptly to Azaroth’s description of the city. Given any more time, Azaroth might even expect drool to come out from her mouth.

     “ Nothing….I was just fascinated by the way you describe the city,” Meillienne said.

     “ Oh…well, other than that, I’m rather clueless about the damn city. Unless you want me to talk about my time in the dungeons and he courtroom, I’ve got nothing more to say about it, really,” Azaroth replied.

     “ I heard Karl Benedict was a great champion. I wish to meet such a man,” Meillienne said.

     “ Who the heck is he?” Azaroth asked.

     “ Don’t you know? He’s a famous champion. He’s retired now, but he has a lot of strength and skill to still continue to fight. He has great prestige,” Meillienne said.

     “ Now that you mentioned it, Karl Benedict sounds familiar…” Azaroth said, rubbing his chin.

     “ You know him?” Meillienne asked, sounding excited.

     All at once, Azaroth remembered. It was Vermillion who had mentioned his name before. No wonder it sounded familiar. “ I see now. My friend Vermillion mentioned his name before. I think that she mentioned that he was her mentor or something like that.” Azaroth said.

     “ Wow, you have a friend who is under his wing. That’s quite amazing,” Meillienne replied.

     Azaroth was not too sure what was really amazing: that a person of such prestige to be recognised by Meillienne took Vermillion under his wing, or that whether this man actually had the brains to keep her around. From what he had heard, it looks like she was still under him, being his only student so far. Granted, he never knew that this man was so well recognised, so initially he thought that he was some violent old fart that shared the same tastes in violence like Vermillion.

     “ The Princess of the Royal Malkenthos line is also getting a rank as a High Priest,” Meillienne said.

     “ Who?” Azaroth asked. 

     “ The Princess of Rune-Midguard. There is only one, Azy. Don’t you know her?” Meillienne asked, raising her eyebrows.

     “ Oh, you mean Reinne Malkenthos. Yeah, I know her. The last heir to the throne,” Azaroth said.

     “ She’s the last of her generation. I’m surprised her father, the King, even allowed her to join the army. After all, all his sons lost their lives in the army, and she is the only child he has left,” Meillienne replied, thinking for a while. Azaroth felt slightly embarrassed. Here was a girl who had not seen the outside world over such a long period of time, and yet knew the princess even was in the army when he didn’t.

     All of a sudden, the door of their room opened, and Grimjaw stepped in, looking as though he had just cleaned himself up, which was not much really. He sat down and grabbed a bowl of stew, gobbling it down within seconds. Meillienne gracefully filled up his bowl when he wanted seconds.

     “ Very rude of you, you know that,” Azaroth said. “ You could at least say hi, to your sister especially.”

     “ I did,” Grimjaw said with his mouth full.

     “ I didn’t hear you say anything,” Azaroth retorted.

     “ Whoever said that I needed to say something to greet her?” Grimjaw asked.

     “ Don’t mind him, he has had a busy day,” Meillienne replied.

     “ Anyway, we will be leaving tonight,” Grimjaw said.

     “ We?” 

     “ You heard me right. I did say I needed your help. Anyway, since you have been cooped up so long in here, I thought you could use some fresh air. And while you are at it, you could use your swords of yours to ensure that your skills don’t get rusty,” Grimjaw said, tossing his empty bowl to his sister when he was done.
     “ What are we up against?” Azaroth asked.

     “ I’ll explain when we are on the way. Come, get ready. We need to leave now,” Grimjaw said. Meillienne quickly took all the bowls, along with the stew pot to the back of the room to clean them. Grimjaw got up and went to his room to get his stuff ready.

     “ Looks pretty touché tonight,” Azaroth commented towards Meillienne.

     “ Possibly because he’s working with you,” Meillienne casually replied.

     “ What does that have to do with anything?” Azaroth asked.

     “ Nothing, really,” she mused.

     Azaroth went to get his things ready. Strapping both his swords to his belt, he then started to put on the mask to cover his face, his identity. He wrapped one of Grimjaw’s cloaks around his neck, trying to look more of a rogue than an unfamiliar person in the city. Grimjaw came out soon enough to check on him.

     “ Ready?” Grimjaw asked. Azaroth nodded.

     “ Don’t wait for me, sis. We’ll be back late,” Grimjaw said, looking at her standing by the door to see them off. She nodded to acknowledge his words.

     “ You didn’t do anything funny back when I was not around with my sister, did you?” Grimjaw asked.

     “ Why do you ask?” Azaroth asked, taken-aback.

     “ She looked happier than normal. I figured you did ‘something’ to her,” Grimjaw said, grinning all of a sudden.

     “ That’s very suggestive,” Azaroth replied.

     Outside of the ‘Dune’, there was a terrible sandstorm brewing. The winds buffeted against their face, spraying sand all over Azaroth’s face. His cloak was now flying madly along with the wind, and walking along the sandy desert was not making him keep his balance any easier. Not to mention that the temperature was now slightly below zero once the sun had set, and Azaroth felt very chilled. He was really surprised Grimjaw could brave this kind of situation with just a mere leather jacket.
     “ So, what now?” Azaroth asked.

     “ Tryhayren has been having problems with this radical group, and really, they are acting like a bunch of idiots really, causing problems with the merchants and all that. Tryhayren thinks they are bad for business, and has ordered me to kill them all for being such bold heroes,” Grimjaw replied.

     “ And you need my help?” Azaroth asked.

     “ I’m up against a few of them, 8 at least. With you along, I could just barge in and we can just beat the shit out of all of them. I’m not a very patient person, and Tryhayren has been bugging me to take care of them for some time  now,” Grimjaw replied. Looking at Azaroth, he asked “ Why? You aren’t complaining are you?”

     “ Like hell I am,” Azaroth replied. 

     They reached the city area. The streets were now empty, only the lights of the buildings shining in the dark. Both of them made their way through to the streets, nobody to obstruct their path.

     After a while, Grimjaw stopped at a building and glanced at the door. Azaroth lifted his head to catch what Grimjaw was looking at. He spotted the word ‘Tavern’ on a broken down sign that hung above the door. There was a lot of noise inside, mostly shouting and rude laughing all over .

     “ Ready?” Grimjaw asked.

     Azaroth was a little perplex. These people they were fighting stayed in a tavern? Wouldn’t that cause a lot of ruckus? And how would Grimjaw proceed?

     “ Hey, are you ready?” Grimjaw asked again.

     “ Um, how are we dealing with them?” Azaroth asked.

     “ Just follow my lead, alright?” Grimjaw said. Azaroth nodded, his hands on the hilt of his swords.

     Grimjaw swiftly placed his boot on the door and kicked it rudely open, almost breaking it off its hinges. The crowd almost silenced by Grimjaw’s sudden intrusion. Within one swift second, Grimjaw strode all the way along the tavern, reached the first table he saw, grabbed a female assassin by her neck, and stabbed his blade that appeared out of nowhere from his left hand deep into her neck. Drawing it out from her flesh, he dropped her on the floor, letting her bleed to death in a pool of her own blood.
     It looked like Grimjaw was used to a violent approach, and even being of a different sex was not really a deterrent to his violence.
