Chapter 31: Bittersweet Vengeance

     Dawn was close to breaking, and Tryzen could already see the sky turning orange from the morning rays of the sun. He panted heavily as he tossed the shovel aside as he sat down to take a break. He would need to finish his excavation quickly before the sun breaks the horizon, since he might be in plain view to the eyes of anyone around the place.

     “ I should have helped you know. Would be much faster that way,” Krayken mused, still leaning against one of the tombstones, keeping watch.

     “ I needed you to keep an eye on our surroundings just in case someone came along. You have better eyes and ears than I do,” Tryzen mused.

     “ Are you just trying to stress yourself over...”

     “ I thought that we have agreed not to broach the subject,” Tryzen snapped back.

     “ You know, you aren't the only one who is pissed about all this, alright,” Krayken replied. Tryzen merely looked up at Krayken, who had his back towards him. 

     “ Alright, I'm sorry...but is that the reason why you have been so wordy this morning?” Tryzen asked, chuckling. Krayken merely gave a soft noise under his breath, which could have been a grunt, chuckle or a cough. Tryzen figured it was all three at once.

     He took a look at his handiwork. The had managed to dig up about 6 feet deep worth of soil in one night. Right now, a white marble coffin lay in the middle, embossed with gold and silver linings of intricate patterns. Tryzen shoved the top off, with some effort, and the marble top came off, sliding off  and dropping on the floor with a muffled thud. Tryzen and Krayken peered inside, and what he saw confirmed what Tryzen figured was inside.

     “ Well, I must say, your guess was on the mark,” Krayken answered passively. Tryzen wasn't sure whether it was a praise or a sarcastic remark. “ What do we do with it?”

     “ Well, we need to use this as leverage, above anything else. The problem is, who the heck are we supposed to move a marble tomb around? We'll need it to prove this was the Cardinal's coffin,” Tryzen sighed. He saw that the sky was almost breaking already. “ We'll need to do this fast before anyone gets here.” 

     “ There is no need for that,” Krayken replied.

     “ Why is that?” Tryzen asked.

     “ As you said, we can use this as leverage,” Krayken answered. Tryzen didn't catch Krayken's intentions initially, but then it dawned on him on what he meant a while later when his face brightened up. “ Shall I get us some manpower and a carriage?”

     “ No, first of all, I'd like you to find Selene. Perhaps she can get something done with her influence,” Tryzen replied.

     “ I though she wasn't in her room the last we checked, which was pretty irregular. She's probably hiding somewhere,” Krayken replied. 

     “ Well Krayken, are you feeling religious today?” Tryzen asked.

     “ Morning, lovely,” Teranis greeted Selene as she got up. Selene saw that Teranis was munching on a piece of sandwich. She took one from her pouch and tossed it to Selene, who caught it in time. She wasn't going to ask how in the world did she get a sandwich, since she was now just too hungry to complain. They had not been able to eat a decent dinner last night since they were busy hiding at the top of the of the church, biding their time patiently.

     “ Morning,” Selene returned the reply politely, biting onto the sandwich. 

     “ So, what will our next move be?” Teranis asked.

     “ Finishing this sandwich,” Selene answered.

     “ Good one, what next after the sandwich?” Teranis continued.

     “ To get another one,” Selene replied.

      “ Already seen to that,” Teranis said, digging into her pouch to retrieve another sandwich.

      “ You seem to be able to read my mind. Are you sure none of your chemicals have fallen upon my sandwich?” Selene asked.

      “ Hey, as they always say, what doesn't kill you will make you stronger,” Teranis laughed.

      “ Problem is, I don't plan on dying anytime now,” Selene replied, chuckling. “ No, seriously, I hope there is nothing weird peppered on my sandwich.”

      “ Relax, you sound like a mother or something,” Teranis laughed.

      “ I know I'm old.”

      “ I didn't say you were,” Teranis replied.

      “ Oh, just shut up. I'm not in the mood for jokes in the middle of the morning,” Selene sighed, leaning back on the box she had been sleeping upon. Her priestess robes were in a mess, half of it partially covered with dust and dirt from the room nobody had bothered to clean up. 

      “ Actually, I'm not too sure myself. Perhaps something will present itself as an opportunity, but other than that, I assume we just sit tight and wait for that time to come,” Selene answered, finishing her sandwich quickly. Teranis was slightly put off as she had somehow hoped Selene would have come up with something, but then again that would be expecting too much and logically, there was nothing they could actually do, unless they decided to just burst into the monastery. 

      As soon as they were finished with their quick meal, they were interrupted by a commotion from down below. They heard someone open the heavy wooden doors of the church, which was unnatural at this hour. They suddenly jumped up when they heard an elderly voice scream “ Begone, assassin, this is no place for one such as you to step in!”

     “ No way, how'd they find us so fast?!” Teranis exclaimed, as the both of them jumped to their feet in an instant. Selene, however, dashed out of the room in an instant. Her mind wasn't about her safety, it was about the elderly father who manned the place below. Her footsteps thundered down the hallway as she dashed to reach the bottom. As she burst out of the place, a different sight greeted her.

     Standing by the doorway  were several people from the church: three crusaders, 3 monks and 2 priests. The father priest who Selene had presumed she had heard was not around, and it was bloody obvious that they had tricked her. 

     “ Well, that was quite predictable, priestess,” one of the crusaders laughed darkly. “ Besides the father priest in question has been taken care off, and you can find his remains at the back of the church.”

      Selene suddenly felt her blood boil all of a sudden. “ You murdered an old man for this?! You should be ashamed for wearing the coat of arms of the church and speaking in such a manner,” Selene growled loudly.

     “ Oh, speak for yourself. It should be obvious that we don't have any allegiance to the Holy Order. We serve a higher purpose. Funny to think Jacton sent us all here to just take care of you and that alchemist friend of yours,” another monk laughed.

     “ You have already taken Azaroth, and now you decide to kill off an old man because he was just around?! Oh, it's always a higher purpose for you wretched people, as always. But then again, I guess this will ease my job most greatly,” Selene snarled, clenching her fists in anger. She was vaguely aware that she was shaking in anger. 

     “ Why would that be?”the first crusader spoke to her sarcastically.

     “ Because I'm going to kill each and everyone of you!” Selene yelled, snapping. 

     It was in a flash, but the next instant, Selene had blasted his energies towards one of the priests, blasting him with her Holy Light. The bright explosion of light knocked him back and he crashed down noisily on one of the benches along the church. 

     The crusaders immediately drew their swords as the monks rushed forward. Selene managed to set up her safety wall just in time before a multitude of punches came towards her direction. A second later, she had reappeared right behind the second priest. It was of importance that she disabled the supporting spellcasters before the fight actually began. Grabbing him from behind, she slipped out one of her knives which Grimjaw had so nicely lent her and sank it deep into the man's neck, and with a satisfying tug, she yanked the knife downwards, ripping the knife through the man's neck. It was pretty obvious that he wouldn't have survived the blow as he slumped down on the floor, bleeding to death. The rest of them paused for a while totally underestimating the ferocity and brutality being carried out by this priestess.

     Selene wasn't too sure what had happened to her. She looked down at herself. Her dress was covered in blood that wasn't hers, and her hands were dripping with crimson fluids. She glanced down at the man she had just killed so mercilessly, and strangely, she didn't feel any remorse for him. It had been a long time since she was bathed in blood that wasn't hers, and somehow, she decided she was going to enjoy the carnage she so wished to lash out upon these people, just like Vermillion always did.

     “ You murdered my comrades in Morroc, now it is time you pay in kind,” Selene snarled.

     The rest of them started to charge forward, but where thrown back when a large explosion rocked the place, blowing right in the middle of where they were. Selene looked up to see Teranis standing by the stairway, swinging a bottle in her arms. 

     “ Well now, don't stain your hands any further, Selene. You are a servant of the church, not a murderer of the Holy Order,” Teranis chided.

     “ Took you long enough,” Selene chuckled darkly.

     Both of them moved in as the rest of the troop got up and ready to attack. Teranis deftly tossed a couple of vials at two crusaders who had charged at her, smashing into their helms, the acid instantly eating away at their armour. As they tried to get their helms off to avoid their face getting burned by the acid, Teranis tossed another bottle at him, this time the cork lighted with a small flame. The liquid ignited immediately, setting the crusader which she had doused with the liquid on fire.

     Selene backed off, casting as many protective spells as she could with the short timespan she had before one of the monks reached her. Increasing her agility, she felt light-footed all of a sudden. She swiftly dodged a blow by one of the monks and kicked him aside, knocking him down, blasting another away with another Holy Light spell. 

     Another loud explosion rocked the place as Teranis threw another explosive vial of hers, although she quietly apologised to God for desecrating his holy sanctuary in such a fashion. The blast threw two crusaders back, their heavy armour absorbing most of the damage, which would have killed them. However, through the smoke, one of the monks leaped at her. She raised another vial to throw to him, but he managed to knock it out of the way, dropping it to the floor. Teranis raised her hand to block the blow that was coming, but there was a flash of light and she felt blood splatter all over her face.

     “ Selene!” Teranis exclaimed loudly.

     Seeing her friend in trouble, Selene had teleported herself right in front of her friend, taking the blow in her place. The sharp ends of the knuckle weapon slammed into her shoulder, and blood splattered backward on Teranis's face. Selene winced slightly in pain as she was hit, gritting her teeth in pain. The monk pulled back his arm, ready for the second blow as Selene prepared an offensive spells fast as she could, but the strike didn't come. She saw a katar and a Stiletto pressed against the throat of the monk.

     “ Lay your hands off the priestess,” Grimjaw growled loudly. With one swift motion, the katar and the knife ran themselves through the neck of the monk, ripping the muscles apart, killing him instantly. There was a look of surprise on his face as his head came off, the arteries of his neck spurting out blood like a fountain.

     The Stiletto belonged to Grimjaw, but the katar belonged to an assassin Selene had remembered was with Tryzen on the day she warped them out of the prison area on Azaroth's second escape attempt. Selene wasn't too sure what to say at the moment, seeing two newcomers coming to save her.

     “ Are you alright?” Grimjaw asked politely.

     “ Tryzen sends his regards, priestess. He has something worthy to show,” the assassin replied.

     “ Why are you here?!” Teranis exclaimed.

     “ Because I doubt you ladies can defend yourselves properly without a charismatic person like me,” Grimjaw laughed.

     “ I said Tryzen has something to show you,” the assassin replied, repeating himself because Teranis question could have applied to either of them.

     “ Strange to see you here, Krayken. What brings you so far from your guild headquarters in Morroc?” Grimjaw jokingly asked.

     “ Same thing that brought you here, presumably,” Krayken answered passively.

     “ You know each other?” Selene asked.

     “ Know each other? We have practically attempted to kill each other on 3 occasions and failed to do so. Strange to see us here actually working together,” Grimjaw laughed.

     “ If you wish to do anything funny later, I can arrange that, but now, I have a score to settle,” Krayken answered.

     “ Well said, Krayken, this is probably the first time we have ever agreed on anything at all. And I have a score to settle as well, and I think I'm not going to stop until I satisfyingly watch all of their hearts stop beating when I rip them out of their cavities,” Grimjaw snarled menacingly, his maniacal expression now surrounding his face as he laughed at his opponents. The remaining members backed off slightly, a little scared of Grimjaw's expression. 

     “ Grimjaw...” Selene started, panting slightly.

     “ Forgive me, priestess, I was not myself at the moment. You are right, I shouldn't desecrate the house of God. I apologise for I'm not religious myself...” Grimjaw apologised mockingly.

     “ No, Grimjaw, I want you to kill them all painfully,” Selene replied without skipping a beat.

     The three of them turned around to look at her, totally taken aback that a priestess herself would say such words. After a while, Grimjaw composed himself. “ You heard the woman. Let's kill them all!”

     Both Krayken and Grimjaw dashed at their enemies at speeds only people of the assassin and rogue classes could attain. They swooped through two crusaders and sank their blades upon one of the monks, attacking simultaneously. They ripped out their blades to parry the attacks of the remaining crusaders. One of the monks tried to attack them, but Teranis managed to throw another vial at him. The small glass container broke, and the acid started to eat away at the metal weapon he had. Taking the advantage, Grimjaw kicked the crusader he was engaging aside, shoving him back by pushing against his shield and went up to the monk whose weapon Teranis had destroyed, sinking his blade into his gut before Krayken decapitated him a second later.

     “ My, this is certainly a lot of fun!” Grimjaw laughed, painting the floors red as he pulled out his blades roughly, disemboweling his opponent with glee. 

     The rest of them decided that they had enough, and made for the door, but Selene had gotten there before them, slamming it shut. It didn't take too long for Grimjaw and Krayken to work simultaneously to kill of the others. By the end of it, there were 8 bodies littered all over the place, their blood and guts lying all over the place. Grimjaw sat down on one of the seats in the pew and started laughing heartily, as if he had just had the time of his life.

     “ My, he lives on senseless violence, doesn't he?” Teranis remarked.

     “ Don't blame him. He has been brought up that way,” Selene replied, healing her wound.

     “ I find it strange that he could raise a sister like Meillienne,” Teranis replied.

     “ Then perhaps, there is still something human left in him,” Selene answered, walking up to him and Krayken, who was seated not too far away. Both of them turned to look at the two approaching women. Selene bowed gracefully at them, saying “ Thank you for saving us.”

     “ Don't mention it, I'm merely repaying my debt,” Grimjaw replied, blushing slightly. “ Are you sure God won't be mad at me for killing a bunch of people here?”

     “ If he understood the circumstances, I'm sure he would forgive you for such an act,” Selene answered.

     “ Would he?” Teranis mused, sighing.

     “ I would,” Selene replied.

     “ Forgive my earlier...”

     “ Grimjaw, I said I forgive you,” Selene repeated, raising her voice to cut him off.

     “ But I...”

     Selene surprised everyone when she slapped him hard, the palm of her hand swinging in a nice arc and slapping it self against his left cheek, keeping his mouth shut. Grimjaw wasn't too sure what to say. “ I have already said I have forgiven you. Now can you forgive yourself?” Selene interrupted him.

     Grimjaw touched the place where he had been hit, his cheek slightly numb. “ I think I'm love with a woman from the church...” he replied, chuckling at his own joke.

     “ Priestess...”

     “ Forgive me, Krayken. What was it that Tryzen wanted to show us?!” Selene apologised, realising that Krayken was also there.

     “ Cardinal Crenarius's grave. It contains something interesting inside. It would be best for you to see it,” Krayken replied. Selene and Teranis looked at each other, not too sure where this was heading, but Tryzen had probably unearthed something interesting. She nodded towards Krayken, and they started to leave the church. However, it looks like Grimjaw wasn't following them. 

     “ Hey, Grimjaw, why aren't you coming?!” Teranis shot back, seeing him still by the pew when the four of them were already at the front entrance of the church, ready to leave.

     “ I have something to take care of,” Grimjaw replied, getting off from his seat.

     “ And what in the world would that be?”

     “ Vermillion has already headed towards the monastery by herself, and she plans to kill all three cardinals before the day is over,” Grimjaw answered. 

      Vermillion barged through the rather empty streets, looking warily around. The people around her shot her curious glances, wondering what she was up to right now. Se paid them no heed and continued towards her destination, the monastery.

     “ Just you wait, you bloody cardinals. I'll kill you all. I'll murder you all...hmm, perhaps I'll kill that fucking High Priest Jacton as well...but I wonder how would I do that...no matter, when the time comes, I'll think of something when the time comes...” Vermillion muttered darkly to himself.

     She looked around, trying to keep an eye out for Grimjaw. He had promised to meet up with her after he had checked on Selene and Teranis, who was an alchemist friend of Selene, were alright. Vermillion wondered what was up with Grimjaw, saying he was going to check on her like he cared for her. Perhaps he did. 

     She thought of him as a strange rogue. He was, in a way, like her: bloodthirsty, spiteful, sarcastic, although in no way as impatient or loud as she was, but they do seem to share the same interests. However, he seemed very well brought up for a rogue of his kind, and the way he held his value intrigued her. 

     “ I think you saw a lot of things in him, didn't you Azaroth?” Vermillion mumbled to herself, smiling. 

     She had now reached the entrance of the monastery, and she was ready. If Grimjaw wasn't here, then she will have to start having fun without him for the moment.

     With a violent blast, she blew the door open with her Raging Quadruple Blow. He door blew open, sending splinters all over the place. She wasn't sure why she wasted such energy on a simple door, but she later placed it down to just wanting to vent her frustration on something, as as Selene had always told her, it was best to to it on something inanimate.

     Her entrance was grant enough to attract the attention of the people around the area. Most of the acolytes around the area backed off, knowing full well how dangerous a pissed Vermillion could be, and right now, she looked really pissed.

     Some of the priests and monks in the area rushed out, forming a semi-circle around her. One of them yelled “ Vermillion, are you out of your mind?! Stop this nonsense and turn yourself in!”

     “ I'm here to kill Cardinal Martrian, Cardinal Selaindria and Cardinal Maginus, and I will not stop until all of them are dead. Now, don't you dare stand in my way, for I will not guarantee your life if you dare block me,” Vermillion snarled. All of them looked at her, surprised.

     “ Let the culling begin!” Vermillion howled, dashing through in a flash.

