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Demoness Of The Dead

Part Five of: Trek For Diablo


I woke up to a feeling of grogginess. I felt like I was floating in the air but cinched at the waist and wrists. I slowly regained my vision to see red with one black dot. As my vision got better I realized that I was suspended above the blood pool I saw earlier with a giant tentacle in the center. The tentacle looked like one of the four on Andariel’s back… ANDARIEL!!!! I’d bet anything she put me here. Well now I just had to think of how to get down. I couldn’t just cut the rope or else I’d fall in. This was going to be tough!


“Enjoying the view!?” I heard Andariel call to me from beside the pool. “I’ll kill you for this, Andariel!” I called, “Never forget that a member of the Ferguson family and clan never fails!!!” “You will die now!!!” said Andariel as she pulled back her tentacle and cut the rope holding me. As I fell I saw my sword lying on a bone column beside her throne. When I fell by Andariel I performed my only hopeful act of living…I kicked a rusty yet intricate knife from a strap on her leg. The knife fell into the pool.


I hit the pool with a big splash and got blood in my nose and mouth. It was salty but rejuvenating from the trance I’d been in and I regained my strength. Then I saw the dark shape coming towards me…THE TENTECLE WAS ALIVE!!! I just barely managed to swim out of the way with my legs and grab the knife off the bottom of the pool. I had just started cutting my wrist restraints when I felt a sharp spike in my back. I was pushed to the bottom and my spine began to bow inwards. Then, through all the pain I managed to cut myself free. With the creature still pushing on my back the air started to escape my lungs and my spine was going to snap any second.


 Then I felt instant momentary relief…THEN realized that blood was flowing out of the wound in my back into the pool. The pool was getting a darker shade of red. So I then cut my Elbow restraint while swimming to the surface. When I got to the top Andariel was gone and the doors to her throne room were shut. I then was grabbed by my left foot and was starting to be dragged under. So I took the knife and slashed at the Tentacle but the knife reflected off of the hard spike on its end. I stuck the knife on my belt and took out the Hammer of Jholm. As I did that my ankle was being crushed under the force of the tentacles “jaws”.


I gripped my hammer and swung it at the Tentacle. It hit with such force that the creature let go of my ankle but not before I felt my ankle splinter. I crawled out of the pool and the Tentacle lengthened to be able to reach me. I felt the blood still seeping out of my back and couldn’t walk because of how my ankle was broken. The Tentacle reared up and struck amazingly fast at my left arm. The pain was almost unbearable and my arm was barely held on by just a few thick strings of muscle and skin, but the Tentacle was beginning to slow down. So I pulled the hammer back with one hand and threw it at the creature’s neck.


The hammer flew straight and true, hitting the Tentacle in the neck. But the Tentacle seemed only to be in minor pain. But while it was recovering I pulled the knife out and an unexpected force seemed to be flowing throughout it. I felt that I knew what to do. I got the knife ready for a way to cut the Tentacle and was ready to face it. I yelled at it and it snapped to attention. It reared up.


I held the knife in an upward grip. The Tentacle was wondering why I was wanting to fight it…and it hesitated. This was my chance! I pulled back my arm and let the knife fly! It stuck fully into the creature and…it did nothing but startle the creature. I was surely going to die this day. The Tentacle reared up. Then all at once something happened.


The creature started to flail about and I noticed where the knife had stuck in. The skin around the wound was starting to rot away and green pus started to come out of it. The skin on the creature kept melting away and more pus seeped out. Then as it dissolved something small fell out. It was a glowing green rock. I knew exactly what this rock was and what I had to do with it…


…I took the creature’s frozen, poisoned heart and threw it in the blood pool. It made a hissing sound but I couldn’t see it dissolve. Later I’d have to get my dagger and my hammer out of the dark red blood pool. There were just four problems. One, I couldn’t walk because my ankle was shattered. Two, my arm was bleeding very badly and might totally fall off if I moved around too much. Three, I was bleeding even worse from the wound in my back. Four, I was getting tired dangerously quickly. If I lost consciousness then all..would…be….lost!  Couldn’t…..fall……aslee…


…Crawling…closer to…pool. Almost…pain…hurt…arm. Only…few feet awa…y. Crawling in. Feels…good. I…seem…to…be getting…better. I”M DRINKING THE BLOOD!!! But strangely…as I drank the blood I felt my arm, back, and ankle getting better. As I looked at my arm I realized that it had completely healed and so had my other injuries. Then I saw a bone case on the bottom (it must have had come from the heart) and swam down to get it. I took it up to the surface and opened it up.


Inside there was a scroll and a ring. I decided to read the scroll first because it might explain the ring. I read the scroll and this is what it said:


“You are worthy to read what lies herein. To slay the beast you had to have courage, strength, honor, and wisdom. The ring inside this box is a ring that had been worn by Jalius, Greece’s greatest army commander and Soldier. It will help you in your journeys by increasing all of the virtues previously mentioned. The pool of blood in this dark dank room and protected by this terrible beast, has rejuvenating powers because of the blood in it. It is the Blood of One Hundred Virgins. May both I, Fenrick the Priest, and the great Jalius himself bless you. Fare well noble one. And may the spirit of Jalius be forever with you. Strength and Honor.”


I then sat down and put on Jalius’ ring. I felt all of the virtues in the letter increase and I felt something else. I felt Jalius’ memories and skills come in to me. After this change I sat down and waited for my strength to return. Once my skeleton got back I would be ready to fight Andariel. As I waited for my skeleton I retrieved my dagger and my hammer. I noticed that the door to Andariel’s throne room had been shut. Andariel must have had great faith in the Tentacle. 


An hour or so later, my skeleton arrived with several healing potions that I had him buy when he took the Horadric Malus to Charsi. I was ready…but I wanted to do this alone, so I sent my skeleton away. I kicked open the doors and stepped in. The room was empty! I walked over to the bone column and picked up my sword. I heard a noise behind me and rolled just as clawed fingers shot out to stab me in the back. I turned and faced the creature that had lunged at me. What I saw was unbelievable.


I looked at the Rouge who stood in front of me. She was almost pure white and was clad in only a small thong and tattered top. In one hand she held an axe and on the other she had a shield. As we looked at each other I realized just how beautiful she was. It would be hard to kill her. Well I had to anyways. Then she crouched and looked as if she were dying. I stood my ground. Then she pounced…


…She landed just a few inches from me. She swung her axe in a high arc and as a reflex I blocked it. I threw a fireball into her belly and she flew back relatively unhurt. She jumped back at me as quickly as I had thrown her back and I was unprepared. She knocked my sword out of my hand and swung for my chest. All of a sudden The Omicle started to glow a bright greenish white color and floated off my chest but still around my neck.


I watched in wonder as The Omicle protected me from this beast. Then, all of a sudden, The Omicle told me everything about her. She was The Countess, a demon who had lived long and once bathed in The Blood of a Hundred Virgins…also one who had killed many a great warrior. She would be hard to kill but I could do it…or at least I hoped so.


I got in stance and was prepared to battle. I let out a battle cry as she let out a growl. I circled around her, fists ready to fly. Then as she watched trying to calculate my next move, I attacked. I charged straight in and kicked the axe out of her hand. She cried out in surprise but I’d already landed a hand into her face. I kicked her under her chin and she flew back into a pillar. “not bad,” she said.


She screamed and charged while I got back into fighting stance. She swung with her fist and missed…and I punched her in the gut. Then her shield knocked me upside the head. My head was spinning and in a great deal of pain. I felt where she had hit and slumped to the ground while feeling thick blood. My vision cleared and I saw her laughing. I staggered to my feet and threw a fireball. She was screaming instead of Laughing after I did that.


She yelled in rage and swung her arm letting her shield fly off. I ducked and it sailed past me and clattered to the ground. I jumped and kicked but she sidestepped and punched me in the back. I fell and rolled and was on my feet facing her. I got ready as she pulled back with her fist. I blocked her punches with my forearms and hands. I then ducked and head butted her in the stomach. She fell on her back and Lay there breathless.


I turned around and saw her shield .I bent down and picked up her shield just as a foot kicked me form behind. I rolled and turned lightning quick. Gosh, the Countess just wouldn’t give up. I charged with her shield on my arm blocked a kick and swung her shield so that the front was facing the ceiling. The side hit her in the throat and Blood frothed forth from her mouth. She clutched her neck and made a gurgling scream that made blood run down her neck and over her body. She fell backwards dead.


As soon as her body hit the ground a spirit came out of her and floated in the air. The ghostly Apparition talked to me saying, “Thank you warrior for releasing me from my eternal Damned Prison. I would have been forced to do Diablo’s bidding forever. I thank you and I am forever in your debt. Call on my spirit if you are ever in need. I also will tell you that you are much stronger than you think and you will one day realize your true power. I will see you later my friend. Good luck and remember to call on me if you need me. Goodbye.”


As her spirit flew through the roof I gazed after her and after a few moments rest. I then counted my healing potions and found out that I had seven of them. Good I just may need them all for the fight with andariel. I took out my hammer and crushed Andariel’s throne with it. A beam of red light suddenly appeared in front of me. “YOU FOOL!!!,” screamed andariel. Then Andariel charged and I readied for the battle.


As she neared me, she swung a huge hand. I just barely ducked and rolled. I turned and growled at her, making her roar in anger. As I stood there waiting for her to make a move, she leaned back then quickly kneeled forward and spit poison all over me. It instantly seeped into my skin and started to boil and burn. I began to scream in agony and writhe about on the ground as the poison made my skin and blood start to boil. Then, all of a sudden it quickly wore off. I stood up and said in fury and rage, “You’re Dead!”


I pulled back my hand and let a lightning bolt fly. I put so much energy into it that when it hit andariel the heat seared my skin, but when I looked andariel was still standing. She bellowed and ran towards me. I knelt and rolled right into her feet, making her fall on her stomach. I quickly jumped up and swung at her back but she rolled and swung a tentacle at me.


I managed to dodge her tentacle, but since she had four, she had plenty to spare. I was hit by two more tentacles and thrown against the far wall. She charged and I barely managed to duck as one of her claws crushed into the stone above my head. I took this chance to drive my sword upwards. It went through her stomach.


She screamed in pain and rage. She grabbed my arm and literally threw me across the room. As I hit the wall pain racked my whole body. Worst of all, my sword was still in her stomach. She pulled it out and tossed it behind her, while charging at me. I searched the nether for the Hammer of Jholm and took it out. I parried her blow and spun hitting her in the side with the hammer. She flew back a few feet but quickly came to once again.


I threw a fireball into her back while she was facing the other way. She screamed in agony. Apparently She didn’t like fire. I let loose with a barrage of fireballs, one after the other. As each one hit her, she screamed curses, getting weaker. I finally stopped and, while she was disabled, ran to get my sword. I picked it up while sending my hammer into the nether.


I walked over to her shaking, kneeling body and quickly cut off her head. It rolled across the floor with a look of horror fixed on its face. Then, blue lightning bolts arched from her body out across the floor towards me. Upon striking me I felt immense pain and suffering. But I was also gaining strength and knowledge. When it was over I lay on the ground, exhausted from the fight.


I woke up the next day, only then realizing that I was covered in blood. I walked back to the Rouge Encampment only to find an old friend of mine that I thought to be long dead. Deckard Cain. The Amazon I had met earlier had saved him from tristram. He had been my teacher as a child, my mentor as a youth and my friend all through my life.


After the festivities, Cain explained to me that the quest I was on was for greater powers. He also explained that I was not chasing some old man but instead the Lord Of Terror himself. Diablo.
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