Chapter 27: End of the Road
     “ Azaroth!” Serene exclaimed, seeing what Azaroth had ordered Tryzen to do.

     “ Stop it, Serene! They aren’t Vermillion and Krayken!” Azaroth said.

     As soon as he said that, the bodies of Vermillion and Krayken started to rise up, although they now stood in a funny position. Their arms hung limply by their side, and their heads were cocked at a funny angle. Furthermore, the skin on their face seemed to be peeling off, cracking up and falling off like withered pieces of paper, revealing a dark, purplish grey coat of skin beneath them.

     “ Looks like they have people capable of becoming impostors in their group,” Tryzen sighed.

     “ How’d you know?...” The person who was supposedly Vermillion asked.

     “ It’s Vermillion’s nature to fight. She should not be done with those Orcs unless she was losing. You suck as an impostor,” Azaroth replied.
     Both of them suddenly squealed out loudly, leaping up in the air and flying towards them, ripping out their skins that made them look like Vermillion and Krayken. The two Injustices flew at them, with all the intent of killing them off.

     Tryzen winced as he felt the Injustice claw at his face, the decayed hand scratching his face slightly, leaving a small gash. Azaroth went up to try and punch it in the face, but it was quick enough to move aside, Azaroth’s fist missing his face by inches. He then tried kicking him, but found out that was a bad idea since the Injustice merely caught his leg and then threw him back within a second.

     The other leaped at Serene, who fired a couple of arrows at him. The arrows hit the Injustice on its collarbones, but it didn’t seem to deter it the least. Serene was quick enough to drop to the floor, and when it swung its arm across where her head was supposed to be a few seconds ago, she whipped out a small knife and slashed it at it’s side before leaping away, watching the black blood seep out all over the place.
     “ Damn insects, let’s roast them!” Tryzen yelled back, snapping his fingers as flames started to form around his hands as he faced one of the Injustices.

     “ I couldn’t agree more, ‘Blitz’,” Tyranus replied sarcastically.
     Tryzen immediately cast a firebolt spell, sending down balls of fire to smash into the Injustice. It wasn’t quick enough to avoid Tryzen’s spellcasting, so it was pummeled over and over again by balls of fire. Tryzen, however, wasn’t finished by a mile. He continued snapping his fingers, muttering incantations as he kept firing his spells. The Injustice groaned loudly as it could take no more attacks, dropping slowly to the ground in a fiery heap.

     Tyranus slowly walked up to the remaining Injustice, and very swiftly, traced a line on its back with her finger. All of a sudden, the undead creature gave a shrill yell of pain and combusted into a great ball of green flame. Its body evaporated immediately, as if the flame was burning away a piece of paper. To Azaroth’s surprise, the green flame, instead of extinguishing along with the disappearance of the body, continued to burn, hovering several meters off the ground. Tyranus sucked in a deep breath, and the flame entered her mouth. She then sighed contentedly, small billows of smoke exiting her mouth.
     “ How the hell did you know…” Tryzen started suddenly.

     “ Oh please, you’d be surprise at who knows you, ‘Blitz’,” Tyranus interrupted.

     “ I don’t trust this woman,” Tryzen said, frowning.
     “ Kid, I’m a kid, how many times do I have to repeat this?” Tyranus sighed, sounding slightly irritated.

     “ And apparently a little nuts as well,” Tryzen replied.

     There was the sound of a twang of string somewhere, and Azaroth saw an arrow flying across his face, missing the edge of his nose. The Raydrics started to charge towards them, after being distracted by the Injustices for a while.

     “ How about we get to know each other better when we are out of this little mess, eh handsome?” Tyranus suggested coyly, turning around to run away.

     Vermillion groaned as she felt herself hit a tree. Feeling a painful throb in her ribs, she had no time to rest to recover her wounds. The next second later, she had sent herself up the tree as an Orc came up to her, swinging its heavy axe dangerously around, sinking the blade deep into the bark of the tree. She looked down at the monster, glaring at it while she clung to the upper parts of the trunk.

     “ Gee, totally not a gentleman,” Vermillion laughed shrilly.

     Another came up to the tree, and with a powerful blow of its war hammer, smashed the base of the tree trunk to splinters with a blow which was about as powerful as a cannon. Vermillion felt the tree starting to fall, and she leaped off it, tumbling on the ground all the way. 
     “ That’s more I like it, fat boys!” Vermillion laughed with a carefree manner, totally enjoying the fight.

     “ Don’t you already have enough of this mindless violence already?” Krayken asked, weaving through the mess as several weapons were swung in his direction.

     “ What nonsense, I’m just warming up!” Vermillion laughed.

     “ Warming up to a fight requires breaking a rib…indeed,” Krayken mused.

     Now with all the undead Orcs Tyranus had summoned, it was easier for them to hold the Orcs back. The undead Orcs were sluggish, however they were very resilient, still being able to fight after having two arms chopped off. There was a loud ringing sound in the air as the large Orc weapons smashed into one another, the steel blades and hammers reverberating in the air.

     Vermillion edged closer to one of the Orcs, who was swinging its weapon dangerously around her head. It took one step back, bringing both its arms backwards before slashing its axe horizontally. Vermillion was rather surprise at the speed at which it came towards her, and she was barely ducked in time to avoid being decapitated, feeling the blade of the axe pass through her hair, cutting a few strands off.
     Immediately after ducking, she executed a roll towards the Orc, leaping up high to reach its face. She could see the reflection of her distorted, maniacal face upon the large, glassy eye of the Orc that she was about to kill.

     The Orc howled in pain as Vermillion thrust her fist at its face, her knuckle weapon hitting its right eye and sinking the sharp spikes along its edges and ends deep into its skull. Pulling her hand violently back, she ripped out as much meat as she could, leaving a gaping hole in its head where its eye was supposed to be. Vermillion leaped back as it groaned loudly in pain, clutching its eye as thick, greenish Orcish blood started to wash all over her like rain.
     Vermillion could care less about where the hell did Jacton summon Orcs or how in the world were they even cooperating with him. She was enjoying the fight too much to even think about the consequences.

     A hammer slammed into her side, throwing her off balance. This time she felt her ribs crack from the strain as he rolled painfully on the ground, stopping when she hit into the base of the trunk of a tree. Another Orc rushed up to her, seeing that she had fallen, but a knife flew out of nowhere and hit it in its arm, diverting its attention temporarily.
     “ Get up now!” Krayken said.

     “ Bah!” Vermillion replied, jumping up, ignoring the throbbing pain in her ribs for the moment and aiming for the leg of the creature. She slammed her fist with such force, infused with her Holy powers, against the Orcs kneecaps multiple times until it broke. It groaned, dropping to the floor, before another zombie Orcs came up to decapitate it.

     “ Yeow…” Vermillion groan, feeling the strain in her body starting to slow her down. She stumbled on her knees. She coughed out a little bit of blood before looking up, only to see an Orcs standing right in front of her, its axe raised high.
     As the Orc brought the axe down, there was a blur of movement in front of her, and before she knew it, she was tossed aside roughly. Krayken knocked her out of the way in time, but he was unable to fully avoid the blow of the axe in time. He stumbled back, holding the large gash on his chest where the axe had ripped his vest apart.

     He was undeterred by the damage he had sustained. He leaped over the Orc’s head, despite his injury, landing on the back of its shoulder. It a sickening sound, he sunk his katars into the base of its neck. The Orc’s eyes bulged slightly as it felt the blades sink into its neck, not before Krayken ripping it of its joint with a deft flick of his hands. He jumped down from its back, rubbing the bloodstained face of his.

     Both of them heard someone clapping his hands, and they turned to look at Jacton, who was standing before them, his face beaming like a father watching his son doing something to be proud of. Both of them looked at him warily, wondering what he was thinking now.
     “ Marvelous, to imagine that only the two of you could take down twenty Orcs…of course, with some undead help, but nonetheless, impressive, most impressive. It is sure a pity that you aren’t on our side,” Jacton replied. Vermillion made a crude, rude sign with her hand, holding it up for Jacton to see.

     “ My, my, such manners…people might think you were from Morroc,” Jacton replied. He suddenly snapped his fingers all of a sudden, and there was a loud swooshing sound in the vicinity. Krayken and Vermillion were taken aback when they saw a large Griffin drop down from the sky, landing perfectly next to Jacton.
     “ I must sincerely apologise for this, but time is of the essence, so I will need to take my leave,” Jacton replied, climbing up the Griffin. Krayken threw one of his throwing knifes at it, but the Griffin merely flapped its wings powerfully to blow the tiny knife away. It kicked off the ground, reaching up to the sky and soon enough, it headed towards the direction where Azaroth had left.

     “ Damn him! Come down here and face me!” Vermillion yelled out loud.

     “ V, just leave him…” Krayken sighed, dropping down next to a tree stump that had been smashed apart by an Orc, holding his wound painfully.

     “ Who the hell said you could call me V?!” Vermillion exclaimed.

     “ If I knew you had so much energy left, I’d probably ignore saving you earlier…” Krayken mused.
     “ Bah, perhaps you should,” Vermillion said, kneeling down next to Krayken as she started to heal him.

     “ So, where exactly are we heading?” Tryzen asked.

     “ To the edge of the barrier they have set around this place which disallows me, or anyone else to warp in and out of the place. Once we are out there, we can them warp ourselves to safety,” Tyranus replied, running along the forest, leading the way.

     “ And where exactly are you warping us to?” Azaroth asked.

     “ Glastheim,” Tyranus replied.

     “ Why are you taking us to such a dangerous place?!” Serene exclaimed.

     “ I’d like to see them siege that place,” Tyranus said, laughing. “ Besides, you should already know, they have their methods to track you. If not, how in the world did they know you came here, in the middle of nowhere? The only safest place is not to warp to a desolate place, but to a place they cannot reach.”

     “ Why that place, of all places?” Azaroth asked.

     “ Exactly the question! Why not?!” Tyranus replied, crackling with mirth. Azaroth and Tryzen looked at each other, wondering why she was being very vague.

     “ Who exactly are after me anyway?” Azaroth asked.

     “ The three cardinals, Jacton, and a couple of other small fry…” Tyranus replied. 

     “ Specifics?” Azaroth asked.

     Tyranus was about to reply when there was a rustling sound somewhere ahead of them, and two Raydrics appeared in front of them, their bows armed and ready. Tryzen fired two Frost Diver spells almost simultaneously, the line of ice traveling along the ground until it hit them, encasing them in ice. The pieces of cured armour strained as they tried to break free, but were unable to. However, several more of them started to converge upon where they were, and fast.

     “ Well, we’ll need to give persistent people some credit, no?” Tyranus replied, finishing another spell, throwing another shockwave that made the Raydrics break apart when hit. Serene fired her arrows as fast as possible, but noticed she was down to her last quiver. 

     Azaroth watched as Tryzen stood silently, his eyes close as he started to form balls of fire all around him. Azaroth was forced to step backwards as he felt the intense heat sear his skin. The ground trembled slightly as Tryzen amassed a large amount of power within one spot. All of a sudden, he released it, and large walls of fire flew in all directions. 

     The walls of fire hit the Raydrics and trees alike, setting both aflame. The surrounding area started to burn, and to Azaroth’s surprise, it seem to burn at an immensely quick rate, faster than normal fires. The fire was so intense the Raydrics broke apart from the heat, their remains starting to glow red from the amount of heat being put out.

     “ My God, you are amazing!” Azaroth mused, watching the Raydrics surrounding them started to break apart one by one.
     “ Look out!” Serene exclaimed.

     The warning came a bit too late. Tryzen cried out in surprise as a whole hail of arrows started to drop down upon him from above, hitting him on his shoulders and his back. He dropped down to the ground, groaning in pain. As soon as he did that, Azaroth felt the fire within the vicinity started to loose its intensity. The surrounding forest was still burning, but the heat being emitted before wasn’t as hot as before, since Tryzen had broken the spell to keep it burning like hellfire.

Looking up, they saw several Griffins in the air, all ridden by Raydrics armed with bows. Three of them, however, were ridden by people, and from the looks, he knew who they were.
“ The cardinals…” Azaroth mused.

“ Azaroth Crimson, twice so far you have escaped from us. But there will be no third time,” the Cardinal Azaroth vaguely remembered was named Cardinal Maginus said out loud.

“ Indeed, there will not be a third time, because he will not be going back!” Tyranus exclaimed, throwing a bolt of dark lightning towards one of the Cardinals. The bird he was ridding on moved away swiftly, but her bolt hit another straight in the chest. It went up in a ball of explosion, and when the smoke cleared, they saw the bird fall from the sky, charred black.
“ Tyranus, it has been too long since you defied us. Perhaps we should end your time here,” Cardinal Selaindria replied.

“ I’m too young to die yet. However, you old farts have been walking on the face of the earth for too long now. Your time will come to an end soon!” Tyranus replied defiantly. 

“ Enough talk. Retrieve Azaroth, he is unarmed, but kill the rest of them!” Martrian exclaimed. The Raydrics immediately armed their bows, while a few of them swooped down low with their Griffins, ready to make a grab for Azaroth.

Serene retaliated, firing an arrow, which hit a Raydric squarely in the head, knocking it off its ride, but she was out-numbered in terms of numbers. Twenty arrows rained back at her as she raised her hands to protect her face. Two peppered themselves on her gut, while another hit Tryzen on the back as he lay vulnerable on the ground.
“ Tryzen!” Azaroth exclaimed, seeing his best friend getting shot. Tryzen looked up at Azaroth weakly, then dropped his head as he fainted. Azaroth rushed towards his friend, only to feel himself being grabbed by a swooping Griffin by its claws, hooking on to his arms and lifting him up into the air.

Azaroth strained his hands to reach up to the bird’s chest. He grabbed a fistful of feathers, and with some effort, yanked them out. The bird gave a loud squawk of surprise, releasing its grip on him. Azaroth felt himself crash into a tree, falling painfully downwards as the small branches slowed his fall, before stopping completely when he landed on a pretty large branch that was able to support his weight.

Tyranus fired bolt after bolt of crimson and dark energies at her opponents in the sky, keeping as many enemies as she could at bay. Serene managed to find the strength to drag Tryzen aside, under the cover of trees to avoid being shot by arrows again.

Serene groaned in pain as she felt the arrows protruding from her stomach. Her vest had absorbed most of the blows, forcing the arrows to pierce shallowly enough to avoid her vitals, but she was still pretty badly wounded at any rate. She held one of them and slowly tried to pull it out, only to find it almost firmly embedded in her stomach. Damn it, barbed arrows…she thought.

Having no choice, she braced herself as she gripped the arrows tightly, yanking it out with much more force. The barbed arrow tore some of her flesh out, but she had no choice if she wanted to take it out at any rate. She pulled out the other as well, which thankfully wasn’t a barbed arrow, but a simple one, with its end without an arrow head, but the wooden frame of the arrow merely sharpened to make it sharp. By now, she was slightly dizzy from all the pain and blood loss.
She ripped her sleeve apart, tying her wound tightly before tending to Tryzen. He was still alive and breathing normally, just unconscious. However, as soon as she was about to tend to him, there was a screech somewhere and she looked up to see a Griffin hovering somewhere above her, the rider aiming its bow at her.

Something rustled in the branches of the trees, and a figure leaped out of the branches towards the Raydric. The piece of armour looked up to see Azaroth flying towards it, slamming into the Raydric and knocking both people off the Griffin. The bird was jolted, and it flapped its wings away, flying around aimlessly without a rider. 

Azaroth quickly whipped out the small sword the Raydric archer had by its side, and with one swift motion, stabbed it into the chest plate of the Raydric. However, Azaroth yelled in pain and released the grip of the blade as soon as he sunk the metal blade into the chest plate, jumping off the Raydric. His hands seem to be burning in some way. Apparently, he was unable to hold a piece of cursed weapon.
He screamed in pain all of a sudden as he felt something hit him painfully on his back, as if electricity had hit him in some way. One of the Cardinals had fired a crimson bolt directly at Azaroth. Azaroth felt himself flung carelessly around, landing on the ground painfully before loosing his consciousness.

“ Azaroth!” Serene exclaimed, staggering to her feet. However, all three Cardinals now dropped down low towards Azaroth, wanting to collect their prize. Tyranus, however, walked in between them, her arms raised and crackling with dark powers.
“ Over my dead body…” Tyranus snarled, grinning in the process.

“ Why do you risk your life over this worthless heap of garbage?” Cardinal Selaindria asked. “ You should know that as a vessel for you master, he is a failure.”

“ But you should know, a half functional vessel is better than no vessel at all,” Tyranus replied. “ After all, you all took the trouble in getting him as well. So, he should be worth something.”

“ Indeed, you are right. But once he is done for, we will just need to look for the other vessels and dispose of them, and the resurrection of your Master will not come to pass,” Cardinal Maginus replied.
Serene stood by the side, listening to the weird dialogue between them. She didn’t know what they meant by Azaroth being a vessel or who this person Tyranus was trying to resurrect and the Cardinals were trying to prevent. However, all that didn’t matter to her. All she cared for was Azaroth’s safety. The details can come later.

Two of the cardinals fired crimson bolts at Tyranus, who blocked it nicely with some shielding spell of some sort. Before the other could cast a spell, Serene fired a couple of arrows at him, hitting Maginus in upper arm. Serene watched in surprise as the blood that came out was black, but Tryzen had told them earlier that the Cardinals were not human, but demons in disguise, which made sense why he bled differently.
Turning around, he bellowed “ Foolish elf, you should have stayed in your forest home!” Serene wasn’t quick enough to react from all the injuries she had sustained, and the black glowing ball of energy that flew out from his fingers hit her painfully in the chest. She screamed in pain, feeling the spell seemingly burn her chest painfully. She fell to the ground, twitching painfully as she clutched her chest where it seared her painfully.

Tyranus, being occupied, didn’t see two Raydrics on Griffins swoop down behind her. When she realized that they were behind her, they managed to fly back up in the air, Azaroth’s limp body in the Griffin’s claws 

Tyranus tried to strike them down, but all of a sudden, a whole rain of arrows were fired at her, hitting her in various places. She coughed out blood, looking at herself. About 5 arrows stuck out of her, and more followed as the rest of the Raydrics fired at a lone target. Soon enough, she looked like a pin-cushion of arrows, her blood falling all over the place.

“ This will be your last stand, Tyranus!” All three cardinals exclaimed at once. The three of them fired separate crimson bolts at her. Tyranus merely looked up at them with mild interest, seeing the bolts heading towards her. Just as she was about to be struck, she merely grinned.
The ground around her blew up from the strike, blasting a crater on the ground, sending a large cloud of dust all over the place. With a wave of their hands, the cardinals headed back, leaving some of the Raydrics behind to clear up whatever was left of them.
