SERVANT OF TERROR 

1- loss of a lover


Chia licked the blood of her fingers, and began to rise. The rest of the sisters were still crouching over their meal, an unfortunate boy who had wandered to far from home. Chia liked children. They had very tender meat. She smiled and made her way to her friend, and lover, Nyla, who stood watch at the end of the camp. 

“ Here.” she said as she sat down, and tossed Nyla a chunk of meat. 

“Tank you.” she replied, and began tearing into it, smearing blood on her cheeks. 

“ Seen anything?” Chia asked. 

“The fallen camp is stirring. Has been for some time. Looks like they're up to something.” 

“Like when are they not up to something.” 

“This is different. Their shaman gave a long speech, and now they’ve been running around for half an hour, massing for...Well, something!” 

“I’ll tell Arla.” 

“Okay,” Nyla said, and she grinned an everything but innocent grin “but don’t be to long.” She clutched the back of Chia’s head and pulled her close. She licked the blood from Chias lips and whispered in her ear “I thought that you could join me in my tent when my watch is over.” She bit Chias lip, drawing blood, and went back to her post. 

Her body shaking with lust, Chia reluctantly rose and walked over to Arla, 

the leader of this tribe of the Corrupted Rouges, former members of the Sisterhood of the Sightless eye who had joined up with Andariel, Maiden of Anguish, and turned against their former sisters. 

Arla was in her tent, bent over some scrolls written in a language Chia didn’t understand. 

“ What is it?” she demanded. 

“ The Fallen’s been stirring, mistress Arla.” 

“Yes...” 

“I think they’re massing for an attack.” 

“I see. Take a few sisters with you and see what they’re up to” she turned back to the scrolls. 

“Yes, mistress Arla.” 

She left the tent and pointed at three women hunching over a game involving moving bones across a bit of human skin. 

“You there,” she told the inhuman creatures. “ Come with me.” 

They looked at each other, then rose to follow her. 

“What is it, captain?” 

Chia looked them over. They had death pale skin, as if all their blood had been sucked from them. Their eyes were glowing a green hue, their teeth were sharp and predatory like. One of them was drooling. Aside from that, they were all beautiful, with round hips, big breasts, attractive faces and long, thick hair. Their beauty was a reward from Andariel for joining up with her, though it seemed perverse when compared to the rags that barely covered them and the blood smeared all over their lithe bodies. 

“The fallen camp is preparing for something. We're going to find out what their up to. We’ll sneak down to the forest edge and watch from there. If they move out, we will follow them. We’ll keep a distance. Questions?” 

“No, captain.” They answered. 

“Then let’s move out.” 

They stalked down the hill on which the camp was situated. At the bottom of the hill was a forest, on the other side of it the fallen camp. It was alive with red skinned little creatures running about, sharpening weapons and yelling. After a while, a shaman climbed up on a rock and shouted something in their crude language. All the fallen lifted their weapons and yelled. Then they rushed into the night, the shaman leading them. Chia and the rest of the group sneaked after, keeping to the forest so as not to be spotted. 

They followed the horde of squeaking daemons for maybe one quarter of an hour before they stopped and stared ahead. 

Chia couldn’t see what they were looking at from her position, so she signalled one of her sisters to follow and the rest to stay. Together they 

walked further into the forest. As she came to the end of the fallen group, she saw what had stopped them. Seven figures stood in the centre of the field. One was clad in a suit of armour, and held himself with the bearing of a warrior. A woman was holding a javelin, with more strapped to her back. Another man, bare-chested with strange paint on his face, was holding a great axe. One man had white hair, but didn’t look that old. He was holding a dagger in one hand, and his other hand was covered in a ghostly sheen. Another man, with a bear hide across his shoulders and a raven on his arm, seemed to be petting a hound of some sort. The woman that really caught Chia’s attention, was clad in a dress and clutching a long staff. The air nearly crackled with the power she was holding. Finally, there was a figure she nearly couldn’t make out. It blended in with the shadows. Chia couldn’t make out her sex. 

The fallen finally summoned enough courage to charge. Before they had gotten far, fire erupted from the woman in the dress, burning down daemons as they came. Still they charged. As the woman with the javelins began to throw her weapons, skeletons rose from the ground and began attacking the little creatures. A massive, burning boulder came rolling from the bear hide clad man, crushing everything in it’s path. But as the fiends fell, others rose. The shaman was resurrecting his minions. As the wave reached the group, the warriors had their chance to attack. The man in armour slashed his sword with impossible speed, cutting down half a dozen fallen in a matter of seconds. The man with paint on his face swung his axe, sweeping many daemons in one swing. The raven and what Chia now saw was a wolf began tearing and pecking at their enemies. The one hiding in the shadows brandished three-bladed knives and began cutting her opponents to ribbons. But all was for naught. As one fell, another of the creatures rose. Lightning from the sorceress burned many fiends, but to little effect. 

The warrior that couldn’t be anything but a mighty paladin, seeing that it wasn’t working, charged at the shaman with incredible speed. It shot balls of fire against the thundering man, but he kept coming. 

As the warrior reached the shaman, he bashed him with his shield, cracking it’s scull and breaking his neck. Then they began the systematical slaughter of the horde. At the end, no devil spawn remained alive. 

Chia’s heart pounded. She had no chance against these warriors. She signalled for the other to follow her. They started quietly sneaking back, when a shout stopped them dead in their tracks. 

“Over there! Corrupted rouges!” It was the person she couldn’t identify. She now saw that it was a woman with short-clipped hair in a black leather armour. 

Terrified, they began to run, the seven warriors chasing. If they made it back to camp, then perhaps they had a chance. 

They came to the two others a little distance into the forest. 

“Run!” she shouted as she passed them. The warriors were gaining on them. 

After a while she heard one of the sisters scream, and then suddenly stop. Her legs were starting to ache from exhaustion. 

Then she heard another scream. Only two were left. After what seemed an eternity, she saw the fires of the camp. She started to shout, but something caught her leg. Her last thought was that the sisters would never see them coming.


She awoke from the sunshine in her face. It was close to noon. 

She tried to remember where she was, and then it struck her. 

The sisters! 

She sprang to her feet and ran up the hill. The sight that came upon her nearly brought her to her knees. The camp was littered with the bodies of her sisters. They had been caught completely off guard. Blood was sprayed about the ground. They had been killed while eating, sleeping or playing. The few who lay dead on their back with weapons in their hands showed that some attempt of resistance had been mad, but not nearly enough. 

Nyla! 

She stormed to where she had been sitting on guard. A hole was burned through he back and stomach, and she lay there, lifeless, eyes staring at nothing. Chia couldn’t help herself. She hadn’t cried for years even before she joined up with the Corrupted. Not even in the horrible ritual of acceptance. But by the Prime Evils, she cried now, clutching her dead friend. Nyla and her had grown up together, and joined with Andariel at the same time. They had always loved each other, a love that was forbidden in the Sisterhood, but encouraged by Andariel. And now she was dead. 

She gave a start at the sound of someone coughing. She turned, and saw that one of the sisters were moving. She dropped Nyla and ran over to the one who had coughed. It was one of the newcomers. 

“Chia!” she said. She was covered in her own blood, and now and then coughed up more. “You’re alive! Thank the Maiden. Go to Andariel. Tell her what happened. Warn her!” 

“But what about you?” Chia asked. “I can’t just leave you!” 

“You have to. There’s not enough time!” she coughed up some more blood. 

“I wont leave you!” 

“Very well then.” Before Chia could react, the sister plunged a dagger into her own chest. She smiled up at her. “Go.” she said with her dying breath. 

Chia rose up and wiped at her eyes. Her sorrow turned to anger. 

“ If it takes me an eternity, I will avenge my sisters.” She wowed. “The maiden demands it!” 

* * 

*

After she had buried Nyla she made her way to the abandoned Rouge Monastery where Andariel dwelt. She frequently came across signs of battle. Rouges and devil spawn alike lay scattered about the wilderness. But she never saw the bodies of one of the warriors. After a while, she came across a group of Rouges shooting arrows at a pack of skeletons. 

Chia hefted her axe, and quietly sneaked up on them. When she came close enough, she swung her the heavy weapon and parted one rouge’s head from her body. Before the others could react, she swung her axe again, nearly cleaving one of them down to the waist. They began to draw knives, but Chia managed to shatter one head and take the arm off another. But they still outnumbered her. As they closed in, one of them screamed, the tip of a sword protruding from between her breasts. The skeletons had reached them, and were beginning to cut the rouges to pieces. After they were done, Chia bent down and began drinking from their blood, as was custom for the Corrupted. Her thirst satisfied, she signalled the remaining skeletons to follow her. The rest of the trip was uneventful. 

When they finally reached the Monastery, the gates stood open. No guards were outside. When she went inside, she could see why. A mix of corrupted rouges, yetis, goatmen and fallen lay slaughtered across the Monastery Grounds. The door into the barracks stood open. In there, events were no better. Everywhere, minions of Hell lay, none moving but for occasional cramps. As Chia and the skeletons made way through the place they could see many places of struggle. 

As they reached the doors to Andariel’s lair, dark realisation swept over her. Peeking in at her throne room, her fears were realized. The Maiden of Anguish was vanquished.


When Chia and the skeletons came out of the monastery, a terrible sight appeared. Hundreds of rouges were moving towards her. 

The skeletons ran to attack, but were met by hundreds of arrows. Though they normally wouldn’t have done much damage on the bone, not even that could protect them from so many arrows. They were utterly destroyed. Having no other option, Chia ran into the monastery. She fled deep into the labyrinth of twisting, narrow passageways. After what seemed several hours of running through the maze of unending corridors and chambers, something caught her attention. The walls of the Monastery where decorated with archways that 

didn’t have entrances. Only wall. Most of the wall was covered in dust, but one part, in the middle of the would-be arches, was without. When she was a child, growing up in the monastery, she had heard rumours of secret rooms and passages, but she had never believed them. Now, though... 

She pressed her hand against the middle of it. Nothing happened. She tried again, in a different place. Now, as before, nothing happened. She tried many times, but nothing ever happened. Finally, in frustration, she kicked it. A part of the wall opened slightly. She kicked again. It opened more. She kicked until the crack was large enough to squeeze through. Smiling with joy, she went through and shoved the door shut behind her. Sanctuary. 

Part of the gift from Andariel allowed her to see in the dark. She was in a square room, maybe five paces across. Rats scurried about the place, reminding her that she was famished. She snatched one of them off the floor and bit into it. It tasted delicious. She drank from a murky puddle and sagged down from exhaustion. She was fast asleep.


She stood in a grand hall. Great windows sat high upon the cinder black walls, showing the inferno outside. Chia immediately knew where she was. The Chaos Sanctuary, core of Hell itself . 

In the middle of the hall stood a great daemon, with red skin and spikes protruding from his back. 

This visage could only be one thing. Diablo, Lord of Terror. 

He towered over her. His burning eyes stared through her, gazed deep within her soul. His mouth sneered in a sinister smile. 

“Child,” his voice boomed. “Your mistress has failed me.” 

He gestured with a claw like hand, and a image appeared of Andariel. She was standing in a lake of molten rock, flames continually eating at her. 

“You would do well not to fail me as well.” Suddenly, the ground before her opened and hands came up, gripping her. Where they touched, pain as she had never felt before erupted. She screamed at the top of her lungs, and the Lord of Terror laughed.


She awoke with a scream. She was drenched in cold sweat an her heart was pounding. 

But then there was a different pounding. The secret door was slightly opened. Bit by bit, it opened completely to reveal a group of Rouges, arrows knocked and bows drawn. 

“ We heard you scream.” one of them said. “Give me the axe. You’re coming with us.” 

“No!” She yelled and lunged at one of them, but something smashed into her head and all was black.


She was awakened by someone shaking her. She looked around. She was in a prison cell, in the Dungeons. The one who had woke her up was her old friend, Gylinn. She smiled sadly down at her. 

“Chia,” she said. “What have you done? Why did you do this?” 

“Do what?” she asked, confused after just waking up. 

“Betray us. Join with Hell.” 

“Because of the reward.” she whispered. 

“What reward?” 

A smile came to Chia's lips. “When the three are reunited, we will have immense power. We will command entire kingdoms. Kings will lick our boots and queens will beg for their lives. We will be a master race.” 

“And do you find joy in that?” Gylinn asked. “That power?” 

“Yes,” Chia replied. “You can not eve begin to comprehend it, how the dark power of Hell feels like. I have gotten but a taste of what it will be like when my full gift is given.” 

Tears formed in Gylinns eyes. “Then you are truly lost.” She said on the verge of crying. 

“No, not lost.” Chia said, gazing at her former sister-at-arms. “ I am truly found. Come, Gylinn. Help me escape, and join with us!” 

“No,” Gylinn said. “I will never.” 

“Then you are no better than the rest of these naive fools.” spitted “Leave me! I cannot bear look at one as low as you.” 

A tear fell down Gylinn’s face. Then she wiped her eyes and straightened herself. 

“Your trial will be tomorrow morning. Akara, Kashya and a representative of the people will pass judgement on you.” 

Finally, she could no longer help herself and stormed out of the room crying. The door was shut and locked behind her. 

Gylinn had brought some food. Chia looked at it. Cooked lamb and vegetables. She threw it away in disgust and began scanning the room for rats.


The next morning she was carried, bound by heavy chains, to the Inner Cloister, where the Sisterhood used to take care of important business before they were driven out by Diablo’s minions. People, both rouges and ordinary workers lined the sides of the hall. As she was thrown down before the feet of her judges, a female voice shouted; 

“Behold Akara, high priestess of the Sisterhood of the Sightless Eye. Behold Kashya, commander of the Rouge Army. Behold Gaile, Representative of the People.” 

While both Kashya and Akara sat proud before her, the woman Gaile seemed out of place, looking about nervously as if she had nothing to do there. A Representative of the People was a person randomly selected from the people under the Rouges protection to speak for the people. There was a new one every month, and it gave the chance for farmers and other ordinary people to have a say in things. 

“The court is in session!” The voice shouted again, and tapped a staff three times on the floor. 

Akara sat up straight, and started speaking. “Now, child,” she began, but Chia interrupted her. 

“Who has killed my sisters and my mistress?” she demanded. 

“You will be respectful and hear what the High Priestess has to say!” Kashya yelled. “Furthermore, we will ask the questions, and you...” 

“Enough!” Akara said. “She has the right to know.” 

She sighed. “A few days ago, a group of adventurers came here. They were the ones who cleansed the wilderness, destroyed the Corrupted Rouges main camp and vanquished Andariel back to the burning Hells.” 

“Who...” Chia began to demand, but Kashya stopped her. 

“Silence!” she yelled. She tapped her finger against her chair impatiently. “Now, Chia. You have been charged with daemonic corruption, willingly killing innocents and your own sisters. How do you plead.” 

Chia gave a sneer. “If it is a crime to see the bigger picture, to see who will eventually win this war, and to take steps to prepare oneself from her own destruction, then I am guilty.” 

“Answer the question!” 

“Yes! The things you claim are crimes are things I have done. So by your opinion, yes, I am guilty!” 

“So you confess to being guilty?” 

“Yes! Yes, I do!” 

“Child..” Akara started 

“I am not a child!” 

“No, off course not.” Akara said apologetically. “Well, chi... Chia. Have you, in your time as a Corrupted, sanctioned in the eating of human flesh?” 

Chia laughed. “Yes, I have.” she licked her lips. “You should try it. It’s delicious.” 

Gaile gave a small squeak. Chia smiled, her sharp teeth showing. 

“I especially like the taste of blood. Metallic, in a way.” she smacked her lips. Gaile stared at her with wide eyed horror. She swallowed. 

“Do you remember the story of the countess,” Chia continued, “who once bathed in the blood...” 

“Enough!” Kashya admonished. “We will consider your situation. You will wait here as we discuss.” 

They left the room, and she was alone with the audience. She looked them over. Some recoiled at her gaze, as if fearing it might doom them to look in her eyes. Other met her stare, clearly wanting nothing more than for her to be executed in the worst possible way. Tension grew. Some of the men began mumbling “witch” to and from. Finally, one man rose and pointed at her. 

“Your kind killed my son! You deserve to die, bitch!” drawing a knife, he screamed; “Die, Hell Spawn!” and ran towards her. 

At last, this will end, and I can once again be joined with Nyla. 

But before the man could reach her, he was thrown back. Flying backwards, he slammed into a wall and slid down, unconscious . 

Akara, her hand raised towards the man, turned to Chia as if nothing had happened. 

“We have reached a decision. The crimes you have committed equals to high treason and mass murder, and are punishable by death.” A stir went through the crowd. 

“However!” She continued. “Because of your undying loyalty towards us before, and the thought that you were, after all, corrupted by a great daemon with greater power than you, your sentence is life imprisonment.” The crowd began mumbling. 

“But, in remembrance of the once sweet and optimistic girl we knew as Chia, we give you one last chance. Repent your ways! Swear your loyalty to the light, and you will be welcomed back in our arms. Now, take my hand, and all will be good.” She held it out, her eyes pleading. Chia looked to the sides of the hall, at her friend Gylinn who was smiling and nodding enthusiastically. She looked at Kashya, who was staring at her with an unreadable expression. Finally, Chia took the hand. A smile lit up Akara's face. Gylinn beamed with happiness. 

“Now then...” Akara began, but Chia suddenly jumped up and lunged for the old woman’s throat. Before she reached it, a shadow fell over her and something cold passed through her, then slipped out again. She looked up. It was Kashya, holding a bloody dagger. She looked down. Blood was gushing from between her breasts. She could no longer stand. She fell backwards. Her vision was clouding up. 

She heard a wail, and looked at it’s source. It was Gylinn, sitting next to her, talking, crying. It sounded like a thousand miles away. She smiled. At last, she would be reunited with Nyla. They would be whole once more. As darkness came across her, she heard a voice;

YOU HAVE FAILED ME

