Chapter 33: One Last Reminder

     As Azaroth opened his eyes, he was quite sure he was in heaven at that time. After all the horrible things he had heard about how hell was supposed to feel like, feeling rather drowsy and light headed shouldn’t be what he should expect if his soul when down to hell. So, when he opened his eyes, the first thing he saw was that he was lying on his side, watching a fire burn from some distance. It reminded him of hell, except it was too far away and there were a couple of people around, not to mention it looked like he was still in Prontera.

     “ Where the hell am I?” he asked, although the voice that greeted his ears sounded awful, like he had lost the ability to speak, as his voice came out in some weird garble. “ Why does my voice sound like crap?” he tried again, only to sound really silly. 

     Azaroth took one look around the place. He seemed to be located in a large square somewhere, having been obviously moved from the execution stage. “ Hang on a minute!” he exclaimed to himself. “ If I had been executed, why the hell am I still doing here, lying on the floor?”

     If someone did resurrect him, it was a very funny feeling, since it didn’t feel like he was alive. He tried to pick himself up, but then again, he found that he could not do so, as he had lost his senses to his lower body. The only thing he could feel was his head, and when he looked down, he understood why.

     He apparently had been beheaded, and right now, he couldn’t see his body below him. All that was left of him was his head, and it was lying on the floor, bleeding from the stump. So Azaroth now found himself lying on the floor, bodiless with his brain still miraculously functioning somehow, allowing him to see, hear, smell taste and feel the world whit what was left of his head. It was pretty scary, so he did the only logical thing anyone would do: he screamed.

     His voice didn’t go unheard, and the two people who were tending to the fire just now had now spun around from the noise the head was making. They saw a head on the floor screaming in a voice that wasn’t human, and the next second, they screamed in terror as well, feeling that dark magic was involved. They would have ran away if not for the approaching figure that came up behind them and blasted them aside with crimson bolts, slamming their hapless bodies onto a nearby wall. From the way their heads were placed as they lay motionless on the ground, Azaroth could very well confirm they were dead, although that was hard to tell right now, since he was merely a head and he still had his senses.

     The figure came up and picked him up gingerly, using both her hands. Azaroth took one good look at her, and recognized her instantly.

     “ You!” he exclaimed in some garbled voice.

     “ Yes, it’s me,” Tyranus replied, giving him a winsome smile. “ If you are wondering why your voice sounds real funny, that’s because your vocal cords have been cut in half, and thus you are unable to speak properly. Also, the lack of lungs to supply air to your mouth might be a cause of that as well.”

     She walked along and picked up the two men who lay dead on the street. With strength Azaroth would not even imagine coming from a female her size, she dragged the two bodies along with one hand while she cradled Azaroth, or to be more specific, his head, in her other arm.

     “ You must have some questions, I’m not surprised. Well, I’ll explain things to you then,” Tyranus replied as she dragged the bodies along. Azaroth felt really unnatural, a head being cradled in her arms. He could feel the warmth of her body as she pressed herself against his face.

     “ You are dead, or in a technical sense anyway. You are nothing more than a head now, and make no mistake, the executioner did cut your head off, and a multitude of people, including Vermillion and Serene, saw your nice little head pop off and roll over the floor,” Tyranus replied, although Azaroth’s mind went blank for a second when she mentioned the two of them. What were they doing here? Azaroth thought. 

     “ Wonder why you still ‘feel’ alive even without your body? Simple. I cast a spell to infuse your soul into your head, and also to keep it there. You are not in a sense alive, since my spell is just forcing your soul to reside in a mere vessel of a head, but then again I can’t exactly put you any where else. Why can’t I resurrect you, you may ask? Well, I could, but it’s beyond my means right now, not to mention they had burnt your body. Lucky they decided to throw your head in the fire last, if not you’d really be dead,” Tyranus continued. Azaroth didn’t understand. If his body was no longer here, there was no way in hell he could ever resurrect him back, even if they did attempt to, so why was Tyranus even bothering with him?

     She walked up to a nearby warehouse, the streets now quiet and empty, save for a few stray animals. Knocking on the door, a female voice called out “ I’ll be there in a minute…” before several footsteps could be heard. Tyranus dropped her grip on the two dead bodies she had dragged along, her free arm now cracking with crimson energy. Azaroth realized what she was planning, but Tyranus realized what Azaroth would be doing even faster, and covered his mouth with her hands before he could shout. The door opened, there was a flash of bright crimson light, and a young maiden lay dead in front of the door.

     “ Don’t make a fuss, Azaroth. I need them to get you back anyway, so don’t complain, alright?” Tyranus replied, dragging the dead bodies inside. Azaroth wasn’t too sure what to say, whether he would want to allow Tyranus to kill other people for his sake.

     “ Excellent, this should be large enough,” Tyranus replied, making some space in the empty floor in front of them. She piled up the bodies by the corner, then gave them a quiet look. “ Hmm,” she said, before placing Azaroth’s head gently by the side on one of the large shipment boxes. “ There isn’t enough blood. I’ll go get one more person.”

     Azaroth didn’t argue this time as Tyranus went out to get another ‘kill’. She didn’t go far, no sooner than she had stepped out of the warehouse Azaroth heard a woman’s voice, which was shortly followed by a thump, as if she had fallen down. Seconds later, Tyranus was seen dragging the body inside, grinning to herself. “ Lucky, didn’t need to go far…” she laughed.

     She then started to take off their clothes, and then by using some ropes, hung them by the feet from the ceiling so that they hung by the wall. She then pushed a large feeding bin she found on the outside under the hanging corpses. Muttering a spell, Azaroth noticed the wall behind where she had hung the bodies starting to distort into a dark colour. A second later, sharp spikes sprung out, piercing the helpless bodies, their blood spilling into the feeding bin.

     “ That should take some time…now, where were we?” Tyranus casually replied, as if she had just finished milking a cow. “ Ah yes, you might be wondering what happened to me, right? Well, the Cardinals probably think that they nailed me, but then again, they don’t know I’m quasi-immortal, so I got back to my feet, but by that time, you’re friends were long gone, probably hading back to Prontera to save your ass, but then again, they were too late, I guess.”

     “ So, what are you going to do now? You are considered dead by the Cardinals and those around you, so it can be safe to say you can hide yourself in the forest and all that. Perhaps you should, but then again, I have a much better idea. Why don’t we kill those bastards, eh?” Tyranus replied. “ Oh. I forgot, you can’t talk. Blink once to say yes, blink twice to say no.”

     Azaroth didn’t answer.

     “ No idea…hmm, well why not then? Keeping my cover is of no priority right now, they know who I am and what I'm doing against them, so I don’t mind facing them. My identity will come out soon enough, either to them or to the Pronteran army. How about it? Wanna go kill them?” Tyranus asked, licking her lips. Azaroth raised his eyebrows.

     “ Why? I dunno, don’t you just hate them for doing this shit on you? Don’t you just want to murder them? Perhaps you aren’t as murderous or crazy as I am, or that monk friend of yours,” Tyranus replied. “ Perhaps I can convince you otherwise. Do you know Serene, your elf friend? She’s dead.”

     Azaroth was quite sure he heard her wrongly, or this was one of her dark sarcastic jokes.

     “ I’m not lying. She was murdered in the streets, stabbed by a couple of Injustices controlled by the Cardinals. They will want to wipe out any trace of your friends now, and they have already started. Vermillion managed to save herself, along with some help from some rogue she met up with. Are you now telling me you don’t want to kill them? I can help you do that, in fact, I want to help you do that,” Tyranus suggested, sounding rather excited, as if she had wet herself.

     Azaroth looked confused. Serene, dead? It was almost hard to believe. If she had not followed him back her with Vermillion, she might have stood a chance. If anything, Azaroth blamed himself for it. But then again, there was only one thing left to do. He looked resolutely at Tyranus and blinked once.

     Tyranus jumped up and clapped her hand cheerfully like some excited child, smiling playfully. “ Brilliant, I know we are so going to love killing them…well, I know I will. First of all I must apologise for not killing those bastards earlier, I so wanted to keep my identity a secret from people, you know, but then again I was charged with overseeing you,” Tyranus apologized. Azaroth didn’t know whether she sounded sorry or not, and he wasn’t too sure why she was actually apologizing to him. She got up and picked his head up, caressing it nicely as if it were a soft, silky fur coat.

     “ Come to look at it, you look pretty good yourself. I’d like to have you if the circumstances weren’t this bad…” Tyranus replied, kissing him on the cheek. Azaroth recoiled in slight disgust. “ Hmm, maybe I’ll play with you now since you are incapable of doing anything…but then again, I don’t want to get in your bad books…perhaps I’m already am.”

     “ Hmm, I should have enough blood now…” Tyranus replied, placing back his head where she had originally placed it and walked to the feeding bin, which was quite full with blood. Dragging it aside, she pulled it towards the middle of the warehouse. She dipped her finger in the feeding bin, and with the blood on her fingers, started to draw a pattern on the floor.

     “ This will take some time, Azy…why don’t you go to sleep?” Tyranus suggested. Azaroth wasn’t sure about that, but then after waiting for one hour and seeing that she had drawn a pattern on the floor no bigger than his body, he had lost interest when it looked like she was nowhere near completion. He closed his eyes and found it surprising that he could even fall asleep.

     He was awoken suddenly when he felt Tyranus pick him up, and he opened his eyes immediately. Tyranus had finished her work, and now, there was a large circle in the middle of the warehouse that was about 60 feet in diameter. The entire circle was now covered in runes of intricate shapes ad sizes, and Azaroth was quite surprised that Tyranus could even remember to draw the entire thing by heart.

     All of a sudden, he recognized the seal she had drawn on the floor. It looked quite similar to the one he had seen with his visit to the outer villages with Selene and Serene when they first left off to Prontera. Tyranus seemed to have caught the recognition in his eyes, and then replied “ Just to let you know, I didn’t put that seal there. Somebody else did it.”

     Somebody else? Tyranus didn’t mention the Cardinals, so it was not likely them, but then again, she didn’t seem very evasive from the question, which probably stated somebody on her side did it. Tyranus also said she served some ‘higher purpose’, probably some organization of some sort. Azaroth wondered if there were actually more than one necromancers playing the show.

     Azaroth also noted she looked a bit tired, but he didn’t question her. She placed him in the middle of the circle, and she walked to the edge of the circle and sat down, cross-legged. She muttered something under her breath. The blood runes started to glow all of a sudden, and Azaroth felt a tingling sensation all over his body. Tyranus continued with her chanting, the red glow getting even brighter and brighter. Azaroth wasn’t sure what she was doing with him, placing him in the middle of the runic circle. His first thought was that she was going to turn him into a zombie, but then again, a zombie comprising of only a head wasn’t much to be bothering about.

     Tyranus suddenly drew out her knife, still chanting. Azaroth had some vague impression that whatever ritual she was performing, it had something to do with sticking the blade through his head, but he was quite mistaken. Tyranus sank the blade into her shoulder, and with one swift tug, she yanked the blade apart, rending her left arm off its joint. Azaroth wasn’t sure whether he was to scream or laugh at the sight.

     “ Break the essence and share it with this mortal…” she said, this time in words he could understand. His eyes opened wide as he suddenly saw the arm disintegrate all of a sudden, breaking up into small purple specks. The purple specks then flew towards him, and although he couldn’t feel it, they were absorbed into his skin. At first, he didn’t feel anything, then it started.

      He felt a painful jolt where his neck was supposed to be, not unbearably painful, but enough to make him wince. Small organic pieces started to form at the base of his neck, and to his surprise, the part where his neck was supposed to be missing started to grow back. Azaroth got the gist of what she was attempting. He has seen her crazy regenerative properties, and she had somehow infused her ability to his head, forcing him to regenerate his body again. However, she seemed to have transferred this power entirely, since she was still slumped on the ground, clutching her bleeding arm.

     “ Hmph, don’t bother about me. This is more than I can handle,” Tyranus bragged, although she looked pretty weak.

     The process was slow and painful, unlike anything he had ever imagined. His body started to form back again, and soon enough, he was now a limbless chest. His organs grew back in place, and it was the weirdest sensation ever, like being stitched back together from minute pieces, yet tickling at the same time. After what seemed like an eternity, he was now lying naked on the floor, his body back.

     “ This is going to hurt a bit…” she said, snapping her fingers. It didn’t only hurt as bit, it hurt like hell. Azaroth’s body was suddenly riddled with pain, as if a thousand red hot needles had just pierced him all over. The pain was so unbearable he suddenly lost the ability to scream, his body about to burst from the intensity of it. As he felt that he was about to pass out, the pain stopped, and he was lying on the floor, feeling delirious from pain and seeing bright light in his eyes.

     “ What the fuck was that for?” Azaroth gasped.

     “ As I said, I only infused your soul back into your head initially, to keep your soul in this world or else it would have passed on to the next world. Thus, with your body complete, I replaced it entirely with your soul. However, it isn’t your original body, and also your soul should have been long gone, so there had to be some rejection involved,” Tyranus sighed, getting a bit white from the loss of blood from her hand. “ Now, I’ll take back what’s mine, if you don’t mind.”

     She chanted something and snapped her fingers once more. Azaroth saw purple specks emerge from his body, floating up and collecting in a small purple cloud in the sky. They then flew back to Tyranus, who absorbed them. A second later, her hand started to regenerate, and some colour returned to her cheeks.

     Azaroth was still a bit dizzy after the spell, and he lay on the floor, panting. However, after a few minutes, he saw Tyranus standing right over him, the bloody knife in which she used to cut off her hand tightly gripped in her fingers. Azaroth knew it was a stupid notion for her to actually kill him right now after bringing him back, but then again his mind couldn’t imagine anything else when she descended on him with the knife in her hands.

     “ Hold still,” she said gleefully, grabbing his face and drawing a cut across his cheek. Azaroth then pushed her off.

     “ What the hell was that for?!” Azaroth exclaimed.

     “ Wait for a minute, then tell me what you feel,” Tyranus replied. Azaroth crossed his arms and waited. After less than a minute had passed, she asked again “ Now, Azy, tell me how you feel?”

     Azaroth wanted to burst out at her, but then paused. The pain in his cheeks was now gone, and running his hand across he wound, he found out that the wound had somehow sealed itself up and the bleeding had stopped. He ran his finger across the line which she had drawn on his face with knife. 

     “ That was…quick…” Azaroth said.

     “ A side-effect, I believe,” Tyranus replied. 

     “ Side-effect?” Azaroth asked.

     “ A side-effect of being in contact with the ‘essence’ I lent you earlier. Some of its effects have lingered around, and the effects are apparently permanent. Well, a little payback for borrowing my powers,” Tyranus sighed.

     “ What?! It’s a bloody good effect for a side-effect!” Azaroth exclaimed.

     “ Not exactly…” Tyranus replied. She took out a small bottle in her hand and poured the transparent liquid in the bottle on his hands. He gave a short yelp of pain as his skin started to sizzle all of a sudden. Nothing serious, but it did hurt a little.

     “ Oh…I see…it is essentially dark energy, so I can’t exactly come into contact with Holy powers, can’t I?” Azaroth asked.

     “ Well, you still could, but let’s say when the next time a priests heals you it will hurt when he or she seals up your wounds. Also, any effect spells which they cast on you will burn slightly. However, your regenerative ability is nothing like mine, so don’t go losing your limbs, alright. It just heals you at a much accelerated rate like any normal human, but it doesn’t allow you to regenerate your limbs like I can, so you still better take care of yourself,” Tyranus replied. Azaroth nodded.

     Her eyes shifted downwards. “ Wow, you look…”

     “ No fucking comments!” Azaroth exclaimed, as if realizing for the first time that he was naked, his hands immediately covering his ‘parts’. Tyranus chuckled and threw him a large cloak she had taken from one of the four people she had ‘milked’ for blood. Their bodies still lay gruesomely by the wall, most of their blood having dried up and starting to stink the place.

     “ Why the blood?” Azaroth asked.

     “ Please, you may not know anything about spellcraft of necromancers, but you must know that we use blood as a medium for our magic, most of the time,” Tyranus replied, rummaging through the warehouse. Soon enough, Azaroth was well dressed, having put on a decent shirt and pants. As he was dressing up, Tyranus tossed him something which clatter at his feet. Looking down, he saw two familiar swords, kept in their sheaths.

     “ I’m surprised a swordsman like you would keep such high grade weapons. Where did you get them from?” Tyranus purred.

     “ From my mother,” Azaroth replied. Seeing Tyranus raising her eyebrows, he continued by saying “ It’s true. My mother had them. Never asked her where she got them from, and I guess I never will now.”

     “ Don’t need to be so defensive, boy…I know, I know,” Tyranus replied sarcastically, waving her hand. “ Well, Azy, what now?”

     “ Why do you call me Azy?” Azaroth asked, frowning.

     “ Isn’t that what your friends call you?” Tyranus asked cheekily.

     “ You are not my friend…” Azaroth said darkly.

     “ Oh, fine…alright then, fine by me…” Tyranus replied airily.

     He sighed deeply, shaking his head. “ Fine, can call me whatever you want, I guess that’s the least I can do for you anyway,” he said. “ I have a thing on my mind right now. Can we leave?”

---

     Serene slowly opened her eyes, wondering where she was right now. She wasn’t on Earth, since her body didn’t seem alive, yet this place wasn’t really what you could call heaven either, so she wasn’t really dead. However, she did see something familiar that was smiling down towards her, and when she saw the face, she smiled.

     “ Azy…” she called out weakly.

     “ Hey, Serene, how are you doing?” Azaroth asked.

     She raised her hand up weakly, and Azaroth caught it in his hands, holding it there. She could feel the warmth in his hands. Yes, this is the real thing…she thought, although she started to think some more. Didn’t I die?

     “ Azaroth, I thought I’m…”

     “ Yes, you are,” Azaroth answered before she could say the word.

     “ And are you…” 

     “ Yes, all the same,” Azaroth said.

     “ I’m so sorry…”

     “ If there is anyone who is supposed to do some apologizing, it should be me, not you. I’m sorry I dragged you into this mess, and I’m sorry I got you…in the position you are,” Azaroth replied.

     “ That’s alright…there is no need for apologies…” Serene replied, smiling.

     “ What would your mother say?”

     “ I…never considered it…but then again…perhaps…”

     “ Yes?”

     “ Could you do me a favour?”

     “ Anything that I can possibly do?” 

     “ Tell…someone…Vermillion, perhaps…I believe she’s still alive…” 

     “ She is, Serene…”

     “ Tell her to bury my body next to my hometown. The elves will not permit her to enter my village in the Payon forest, but I think they’ll allow my body to rest in peace there. Can you tell her?” she asked.

     “ I don’t see why not,” Azaroth answered.

     “ You can?”

     “ Anything for you, Serene,”

     “ That’s great,” Serene replied. Tears would have welled up in her eyes if she had the capability to.

     “ Azy…”

     “ Am I really…”

     “ Yes, unfortunately, you are…”

     “ Is this heaven?”

     “ Nope…”

     “ Then were is this place?”

     “ It’s a bit hard to explain, but its something like…um, the middle between heaven and earth…I think,” Azaroth said, scratching his head.

     “ Will you be joining me there as well?”

     “ Hmm, how should I say this?...Not now, exactly, but eventually I will. You will wait for me will you?” Azaroth asked.

     “ Most…certainly…” she replied in a raspy voice.

     “ I’m sorry, but I need to go now…”

     “ Azy…”

     “ Yeah?”

     “ Before you go…I want …you to do…something for me…”

     “ Alright, if time permits,”

     “ Can I… have your… kiss?”

     Azaroth seemed to have heard wrongly. “ What?” 

     “ A kiss…Azaroth…I’ve always wanted…one from you…please…before you go…?”

     “ Well, if you insists, Serene,” Azaroth said smiling. He lowered his head and both their lips connected with one another. They stayed in that position for a while, passionately connected to one another, before they broke the kiss.

     “ Was that your…”

     “ Yes, that was my first. The honour goes to you, Serene.”

     “ I’m glad…” she replied, her vision getting blur once more as she started to close her eyes. “ Thank you, Azy, for all…that you have given to me…will you be coming?”
     “ As soon as I can possibly make it…”

     “ Al…right….I…’ll….be…wai…ting….” she said, before closing her eyes and falling silent. Azaroth looked at Serene’s face, calm and silent in death, yet with a smile on her face. Tears started to drop down his face, and a second later, he buried his face on her chest, sobbing quietly.

---

     “ Why couldn’t you bring her back?” Azaroth asked.

     “ Look here, I’m not trying to be mean, alright, but keeping your soul in one piece in your head which remained took up 2/3 of my energy, not to mention trying to stitch you back together later. I wasn’t much in a position to resurrect her. The best I could do was just to impart whatever that was left of her soul that was lingering around to partially animate her body. Too much time had passed. There was no way in the world that I could bring her back,” Tyranus replied, biting on a piece of bread.

     “ Basic properties of resurrection is simple, to regenerate the body back to its original state as you later kick start the organic piece of meat. Let’s say somebody stabs you with a knife in the heart. Repairing the heart isn’t a problem, it can be done by normal healing magic. Problem is the soul.”

     “ Once the vessel is destroyed, the soul can no longer stay in this world, and will move to the next. A resurrection can only be successful when its done exactly before, or after death. Being close to death would warrant a resurrection spell. With that, the soul is them forcibly pushed back into its vessel, and thus, one is reborn again.”

     “ So why could I talk to Serene earlier? You said her soul was gone,” Azaroth argued.

     “ Let’s put it this way: when you die, your soul slowly seeps out of your body. Just like when you poke a hole in a barrel full of water. The water started seeping out. If you stop the leak almost immediately, you may be able to retain the amount of water. Leave it for some time, the water might be lost forever. Same principle here. Resurrection spells must be done within a minute of death, or else it will fail,” Tyranus replied.

     “ Understood…thank you for letting me talk to her in the end,” Azaroth replied. 

     “ Hmm, your first girlfriend?” Tyranus asked teasingly.

     “ No, I never accepted her advances…never wanted to. Wonder what her mother would say about a guy like me…not to mention her stature,” Azaroth replied, ignoring the tone in Tyranus’s voice. He suddenly stood up, clenching his fists.

     “ Fine, let’s go murder some people, shall we?” Azaroth declared resolutely.

     “ Your friends already left to do that,” Tyranus replied.

     “ What?! When?! Why didn’t you tell me?!” Azaroth exclaimed.

     “ Um…you were crying over her dead body?” Tyranus replied. Azaroth had no remark for that.

     Tyranus took out a small transparent glass ball, and showed it to Azaroth. Peering into the ball, he saw Melanie slashing one of the cardinals, he wasn’t sure who and he wasn’t bothered about names. The cardinal gave a shriek and spurted out black blood, not before ripping their skins apart, transforming into large, overgrown lizards.

     “ That was pretty…quick…” Azaroth replied “ I should thank her this time for taking the initiative.”

     “ Who?”

     “ None of your beeswax! Let’s go!” Azaroth exclaimed.

     “ I like that style…ooh, I just love the way you say it like that,” Tyranus purred, shivering her body for effect. She snapped her fingers. Purple flashes of light started to appear, and as the crackling light expanded there was a pillar of bright purple energy crackling in the middle of the warehouse, beckoning to him.

     “ Before we go, I want you to answer a question for me,” Azaroth said.

     “ What is it?” 

     “ Why are you doing this for me?”

     Tyranus paused for a while to think how to phrase her answer. Looking back at him, she cracked into a maniacal grin, saying “ I can’t exactly say, but I’ll be honest by saying that whatever we plan to do in the future, you are sure to find it morally objectable…so enjoy your life while you can…” before she burst with insane laugher. 

