Chapter 30: Repercussions

     “ How are you feeling right now?” Krayken asked.

     “ Much better since now I can walk without you carrying me on your back like some mule,” Tryzen replied, swinging his arms around. “ I must say, those red herb extracts you made were excellent. I feel very much better already.” Krayken, being an assassin, had some knowledge in making potions from basic healing herbs that could be gather around the place, but he was no where as close as an alchemist, although he was good enough for the time being.

     “ Don’t mention it,” Krayken mused, continuing their walk.

     They had mainly kept themselves to the forests, keeping away from the main road as they made their way to the city of Prontera yet again. Tryzen had run out of his supply of butterfly wings, and they were unable to enter the city by means of teleportation, which means that they needed to walk. That was the least of their worries, since it would only take mostly a day to reach there. The problem was how to enter.

     They had lost sight of Vermillion and Serene, and from Krayken’s observation of seeing an elf and a monk riding on a Griffin, he assumed that both of them were back in Prontera already. It was probably a rash move to rescue Azaroth, but then again Vermillion was always rash, so it was to be expected. He prayed nothing would happen to them before they got back.

     “ May I ask what do you plan on doing when we get back?” Krayken asked.

     “ I’m going to open up the dead cardinal’s grave,” Tryzen replied in a matter-of-factly. Krayken stopped in his tracks and gave Tryzen one of his rare signs of confusion on his face.

     “ Where the hell are we?” Grimjaw asked, looking around. Selene had warped them to a dark area. Squinting his eyes, he noted that they were in a dark, gloomy and dusty room, the corners of the walls piled meters high with books, furniture and rubbish. There was barely any light in the area, and even though Grimjaw wasn't sure where exactly was this place, he was quite certain they were still in Prontera.

     “ The upper levels of the church,” Selene answered.

     “ Why here?” Teranis asked, almost tumbling over a carelessly placed box.

     “ It is unlikely that they will search this place, and besides, from the looks of the dust on the floor, nobody has visited this area in years and besides the three of us, I doubt anyone would be here anytime soon. Besides, what's the point in getting out of the city? We still have things to deal with here,” Selene replied.

     “ What? You intent to continue with this investigation?” Teranis asked.

     “ I plan to see it to the end,” Selene replied resolutely. “ If they think executing Azaroth and scaring the shit out of us by using a bunch of thugs to kill us off, then I think they don't know me very well. I won't blame you if you wish to pull out now, but I must sincerely apologise for getting you involved this far.”

     “ Oh, so now you apologise. You sure know how to say things at the right time now, don't you?” Teranis chided, grinning. 

     “ I take it from your reaction you aren't backing out,” Selene replied warmly.

     “ Hmph, what can you possibly do without me? Besides, didn't you call me here to help you?” Teranis replied.

     “ Grimjaw, what will you do?” Selene asked.

     Grimjaw merely grunted and headed for the exit. He opened the door of the room, peering out into the dark upper hallways of the church. He then paused at the exit, swaying back and forth as if indecisive in whether to stay or leave.

     “ Azaroth's death wasn't necessary. I'm going to make those who did that pay for their actions. Whatever I'm doing my be disadvantageous to both of you, not to mention placing you in danger as well. I'll do this my way, so for now, I believe we shall part for the meantime. I believe that you will take care of my sister well, or whoever you have placed her in-charge with,” Grimjaw replied.

     He then headed out the door, but not before adding “ And for my actions earlier, I'm sorry for hurting you in such a way. I'm not asking for your forgiveness, I just wanted you to know,” before leaving, his footsteps silently walking away.

     “ Damned punk, he could at least have the courtesy to at least face you before apologising,” Teranis scowled.

     “ Don't mind him, it's alright with me,” Selene replied, smiling at her friend. “ It's the thought that counts after all.”

      Meillienne looked up from her book to see Reinne return to her room, looking slightly confused and tired. Meillienne quietly watched her mentor collapse on a large sofa, take a large bottle of an alcoholic drink and gulp it down heavily, stopping when she was half done with with bottle, wiping her mouth clean when she paused.

     “ Um, something the matter?” Meillienne asked quietly when she felt the time was correct to interject.

     “ Yeah, something on my mind, but nothing you should concern yourself with,” Reinne answered politely. Her head was in fact filled with things in mind, like Azaroth's execution and Aesis's future plans. As she was about to take another gulp, someone knocked on her door and entered.

     “ You know Aesis, if you came in without permission, why even bother knocking in the first place?” Reinne sighed, watching Aesis enter.

     “ Well, I decided that you could at least use some company for a drink. Don't tell me you are finishing that all by yourself?” Aesis replied. As a reply, Reinne tossed him the bottle, and Aesis caught it deftly. He turned to see Meillienne having stood up and was now bowing down at him to him.

     “ Please, I'm not royalty. If you don't need to bow down to Reinne, you sure don't need to bow down to me,” Aesis replied. Meillienne looked at him shiftily, then bowed once at Reinne before bowing once more at Aesis, who shook his head and muttered 'cheeky' under his breath. 

     “ Doesn't she remind you of a certain someone?” Reinne asked.

     “ Hmm, I wonder...” Aesis muttered as he took a drink. “ Meillienne Windwalker, was it? Pleasure to meet you, and now I order you to stop bowing at me. I don't deserve it.” Meillienne straightened up and stood there, her book in her hands. “ God, why do these newbies act like stiff boards whenever they see me?” Aesis sighed. 

     “ Meilienne, this is the commander of the 1st Division of Pronteran army, and overall commander of the Pronteran army, Aesis Crenilia,” Reinne introduced.

     “ Pleasure to meet you,” she replied.

     “ Pleasure is all mine, my fine lady,” Aesis replied. Meillienne blushed slightly.

     “ Aesis, she's too young for you, so if you are going to further embarrass her, I'll going to beat you into submission,” Reinne replied. However, both of them turned around when Meillienne tried her best to suppress a chuckle.

     “ I'm sorry..it's just that both of you don't seem to fit in the image of division commanders, the way you act...” Meillienne admitted.

     “ Well, would you prefer if we acted otherwise?” Aesis asked.

     “ No.”

     “ Fine, I'm going to assume you aren't going to give any further complaints then,” Aesis replied.

     “ May I ask a question?” Meillienne asked.

     “ Fire away,” Reinne replied as Aesis finished his drink.

     “ There was this commotion earlier at the Pronteran square, and I could see it from the balcony? What was all of that about?” Meillienne asked.

     Before either of them could answer, another person came in the room, and unlike Aesis she didn't knock. Meillienne turned around to see a rather weathered lady in her late 40s enter the room, her paladin armour in full display. She had long marine blue hair lined with streaks of grey and matching dark blue eyes.

     “ Hmm, first thing they do when I get back was to execute Azaroth. Brilliant timing,” the woman said, taking off her helm and letting her hair down. “ Anyway, I hear Melanie wanted to see me, but where is she?”

     “ Perfect timing, Deinnelle...” Reinne groaned, seeing Meillienne's expression that signified that she had something at the wrong time. 

     Serene wasn't sure what she felt. In fact, she couldn't feel anything. She was vaguely aware that she was lying on the cobblestone pathway of the alleyways, surrounded by the backs of several buildings, two large puncture wounds on her chest. She was quite aware that blood was seeping out of her wound, but surprisingly, she didn't feel any pain. All she felt was this strange drowsy feeling overcoming her, wanting to bring upon her everlasting sleep. 

     However, her ears seemed to be still functioning, because she could hear something pulling itself along the cobbled pathway, as if struggling to come closer to her. She was too weak to turn her head, so she waited patiently for whatever it was to arrive, somehow hoping it would arrive fast enough before she died.

     Vermillion came into view, one of her hands against her bleeding neck, which she had miraculously managed to seal up the wound with whatever powers she had remaining before she passed out, an act that probably would have saved her life, for the consequences  for not doing so would probably lead her to die from blood loss.

     Vermillion groaned loudly as she propped herself next to the wall where Serene lay in a bloody heap, her breathing hard and painful, her eyes unfocused. Breathing heavily, she said “ Give me a second, I'll fix you up in a jiffy.”

     “ There is no need...I can't...”

     “ Shut your trap, you bloody piece of shit! You damned well heard me say I'll fix you, so I'll damn well fix you!” Vermillion spat. Serene merely looked at her and smiled. “ What are you grinning about, you lousy elf?! Damn you, and damn all of this!” 

     “ That's rare...I rarely see you going about in bursts of emotion...” Serene gasped weakly.

     “ What the fuck are you talking about?!” Vermillion screamed.

     “ ...I've never seen you cry...” Serene replied. Vermillion paused. As much as she tried to hold them back, she couldn't stop her tears coming out from her eyes. They stung painfully, possibly because she had never shed any tears in a long time.

     “ ...To have you cry over me...you don't know how much that means to me, V...” Serene gasped.

     “ Stop talking, damn it! You'll be fine! Fine, I tell you!” Vermillion exclaimed, pressing her hand upon Serene's wounds and trying to heal her, but it was a futile attempt. She had exhausted all of her supply of Holy energy, and her hands started to hurt from straining to take out something that was not there.

     “ ...Stop it, V...I can no longer...feel my body...” Serene replied.

     Serene was vaguely aware of something hot and wet dropping on her face as Vermillion started crying over her, her hands lying gingerly over her bloodied body. “ This is all my fault...I should have never taken you here...we should have never came back...”

     “ No...V...I was glad...now...perhaps I can see Azaroth again...” Serene replied, coughing.

     “ Don't die on me! Don't die on me, please!” Vermillion howled in anguish.

     “ It was short...our time together...*cough*...but...I really liked your company...my only regret was in not meeting you earlier,” Serene said weakly. It wasn't long now. The time was coming. She did her best and raised her hand towards Vermillion's face, touching her softly. Vermillion stopped crying for a while, although tears continued to pour down her face.

     “ Any...words...for Azy...?” Serene gasped.

     “ Tell him I'm going to beat the crap out of him when the next time we meet...” Vermillion sobbed.

     “ Will...do...my ...friend...” Serene replied, her hands dropping lifelessly next to her body. Vermillion stared at the lifeless body of her friend for one second, then let out a howl of anguish as loud as she could possibly muster, her voice echoing hauntingly all around the alleyways, before she started crying again.

     Her head shot up instantly when she saw someone standing not to far away. A cloaked figure of a man with red hair and piercing blue eyes. Vermillion recognised him instantly. He was the one who helped them earlier by throwing a knife at one of the priests.

     “ Who are you?! What do you want?!” Vermillion howled as Grimjaw looked passively at her.

---

     Maycron sat down on a large piece pillar of rock that was once part of the ruins that surrounded the desert city, taking a sip from his canteen. His superior still had not returned, and turning around he still saw her there. Melanie stood at the field where the remnants of the platoon were half buried, looking emptily at them. Maycron decided not to disturb her, but then again, he had been waiting for hours on end, and Melanie had not budged since them.

     He wasn't too sure what to make of this mess. Finding remnants of a platoon from his division was a scary thought to consider, but then again, Melanie promised not to tell him anything if he didn't ask, which Maycron was glad to oblige. He didn't want any participation in this, and it smelt like trouble. 

     “ I hope this event isn't like one of those that unravel themselves to some armageddon like situations where I die later. I've got a girlfriend back home I want to marry. I don't want to die anytime soon,” Maycron said darkly to himself, taking another drink from his almost empty canteen.

     “ Never knew you had a girlfriend...” Melanie's voice floated right next to his ears. Maycron sputtered as he suddenly chocked on the water, spurting it out of his nose.

     “ Commander, for a person as large as you are, you can surprisingly move as silently as a ghost,” Maycron sputtered, coughing loudly.

     “ Was that a complement or an insult?” Melanie asked, grinning. Maycron was not too sure what to say. He had seen his captain cry all of a sudden earlier, something he had never imagined he would see in his life, and now she was joking with him.

     “ Um...you figure it out...” Maycron replied.

     “ Hmm, Soreen must be a real lucky lady to get someone at such a young age,” Melanie replied, sitting down next to him and taking a long gulp from her canteen.

     “ Jumping into conclusions, are we captain?” Maycron laughed.

     “ Well, I can only assume that. After all, I've seen you walking around her her dormitory lately, and not to mention, she had some difficulty riding a Peco Peco the last two days, even though she never had problems before...”

     “ I said, jumping into conclusions, are we?” Maycron interrupted, raising his voice.

     “ Do know that the old farts of the church don't like you young acolytes getting all lovey-dovey, especially in the monastery. Besides, the straw beds you have in your rooms are pretty uncomfortable for...” Melanie continued.

     “ Look here! I didn't ...er, what's the word...oh shit, it should be obvious what I did,” Maycron groaned, slapping his forehead, totally embarrassing himself.

     “ Here's a bit of advice: If you two ever need to have some private time together, why don't you try the army inns? Tell the innkeeper that you have been recommended by me, and I'm sure he'll be happy to give you a discount, and the rooms are way better than the ones in the monastery. Just don't break Soreen's heart, alright, or you'll have to deal with me personally,” Melanie replied.

     “ Um, Captain, why are you being so nice?” Maycron asked.

     Melanie paused for a while, then replied, laughing once more. “ Was that a complement or an insult?” she asked once more. Maycron didn't have an answer ready. Melanie sighed, looking away.

     “ Well, I must admit, this is pretty irregular since I don't usually act like this. Perhaps I'm just...upset,” Melanie sighed. 

     Maycron looked at his captain, then stood up immediately. Melanie looked around curiously, wondering what he was up to now. “ Captain, if this is what takes you to be nice to me, I'd rather you treat me like shit for the rest of my life,” Mayron replied, saluting at her. Melanie's eyes widened in surprise, then softened after a while.

     “ I'll keep that in mind,” Melanie said before standing up. “ Well then, let's go back. I have nothing left here to confirm.”

---

     Grimjaw placed the blanket over Serene's unmoving body, covering her from head to toe. He had cleaned her injuries and bandaged her neatly. Now, she lay under the layer of rags, left at the corner of a warehouse he had broken into. He gave a short prayer, even though he wasn't really religious, just out of mere respect, before leaving her body. He walked out to meet Vermillion, who was huddled by the corner where several boxes stood. 

     “ How are you feeling?” Grimjaw asked, lighting a cigarette. Vermillion merely nodded, looking at her hands. Vermillion remembered Grimjaw shoving down some burning concoction down her throat, and despite it being a tasteless and agonising drink, she started to feel much better, and her strength starting to return. She started to smell smoke around the place, but she wasn't going to ask Grimjaw to stop. After all, the smoke had some sort of narcotic effect, and Vermillion could use its effects right now.

     “ Better...” Vermillion mumbled. Grimjaw merely nodded and continued smoking. Vermillion had gave him a short description of whatever happened, and Grimjaw was also compelled to explain his part. It came to no real surprised that they found out they both were here because of Azaroth.

     “ I'm sorry for what happened to your friend,” Grimjaw said.

     “ Don't mention it,” Vermillion said, pulling the large piece of cloth Grimjaw managed to find in the place over her head, hiding her face. “ What are you doing her anyway, all the way from your home Morroc?”

     Grimjaw gave her a dry laugh. “ Morroc isn't exactly what I would like to call my home. I have always longed to get away from it anyway. Well, now that you mention it, I guess I'm not sure where exactly can I call a place my home. I'm here just for my sister anyway,” Grimjaw replied. Vermillion merely turned her head, wondering what it was all about. 

     “ She's here to join the church as an acolyte,” Grimjaw replied.

     “ Isn't that dangerous? You do know the Cardinals might be after you. They might hold her for leverage against you,” Vermillion retorted.

     “ I'm not too worried. First of all, I'm supposedly dead, but magically alive thanks to my sister's skill in healing powers. Secondly, she's under the care of Princess Reinne, so I doubt they'll do anything silly with her under her care,” Grimjaw replied.

     “ I didn't know Selene had so much influence,” Vermillion replied.

     “ You'd be surprised,” Grimjaw replied.

     “ So, why exactly are you here?” Vermillion asked.

     “ Azaroth...”

     “ He's no longer here...” Vermillion muttered darkly.

     “ Well then, I'm just going to make some people pay for it,” Grimjaw replied.

     “ Are you crazy? Do you know what you are up against? Besides, don't you have a sister you need to take care off?” Vermilion exclaimed loudly.

     “ Don't take me wrongly. I don't intend to die in the shitty capital. I have two important things: revenge for Azaroth, and my sister, and being a greedy rogue, I'm going to take both of them, nothing less. I haven't killed people recently, and these hands of mine are getting slightly edgy from the lack of things to do here,” Grimjaw said, cracking his knuckles. 

     Vermillion giggled slightly, then started to burst out in a maniacal laughter. She got up and threw back the cloth she had over her head and continued to laugh, her voice echoing all around the warehouse. She continued to laugh for a while as Grimjaw watched her passively, allowing her time to cool off.

     “ Excellent, I love your idea! We shall paint the church red by the afternoon tomorrow! Let me join you! I wish to sate this longing appetite of mine!” Vermillion replied, her face contorted in fury and spite. 

     “ Halt!” one of the knights manning the front gate spoke. The carriage slowed to a halt at the entrance of the gates of Prontera as the driver pulled the reins of the Peco Pecos that were pulling it, the large yellow birds squawking loudly. 

     “ Sorry, security check,” the knight said.

     “ Sure, feel free to check my carriage,” the old man driving it said.

     Several knights moved around the carriage, checking the contents in the back. The back of the carriage was full of vegetables, along with several barrels of wine. Other than that, it looked empty. One of the knights went up and opened the wine barrel, only to see it full to the brim with wine. Finding nothing suspicious, he stepped out and said “ It's clean.” His commander nodded, and waved to the old man to move forward. 

     Seconds later, a head emerged from the barrel, gasping for air. “ Damn it, I'm getting drunk...” Tryzen groaned. Krayekn emerged from another barrel not too far away. They slid out of the barrels quietly, having hitched a free ride into the capital. They were dripping wet with wine, but they couldn't complain. They had left most of their possessions somewhere outside the capital to avoid getting it spoiled by the wine.

     Seeing that the driver still had not entered the main square, they took this chance to get out of the carriage when nobody was around to see them. The driver might notice the mess they had made, but then they had decided to risk it after all. 

     They decided to bide their time quietly, waiting for the cover only nighttime could bring. Staying for hours in the alleyway, they started to make their move after Krayken managed to steal a few scraps of food from a nearby store. It was during this time that they had also learned of Azaroth's execution. Tryzen knew it it was bound to happen, and he constantly kept telling himself that there was nothing he could have done. Krayken gave him enough time to collect his thoughts before they continued.

     The graveyard where the cardinal was buried was right next to the church. Special people with class and rank were given much proper burials, and it didn't take them long to find the grave of the former Cardinal Crenarius Morison. 

     “ Well, let's see if the dead can tell tales,” Tryzen said as he attempted to broke down the large marble covering of the grave as Krayken stood around to keep watch around the area. 

