TERROR END

A STORY OF DIABLO

Chapter 1- Kingsport


“What am I doing here?”


Gailian had been pacing the docks for nearly an hour, wondering just where to go next.  She had come to Kingsport against the wishes of her elder sisters.  Something powerful had compelled her to come here.  But now what?  The relief that had come to her as the battlements of the powerful port city came into view was nearly gone now, and a nagging sense that she had made a mistake was creeping into her conscience.  


It was nearly noon, and Gailian could hear the noise in the market place nearby getting louder.  Behind her, more ships were coming into the docks from the blockade of war barges that defend the harbor.  Along the docks, merchantmen and rugged sailors unloaded and loaded food, weapons, and various magical and illicit items.  And then, there was him.


She had noticed him days ago, on an accompanying ship in the voyage across the great sea.  He was leaning over the side, looking at her with some puzzlement.  Now, he sat on a pile of crates on the docks, watching her pace.  She pretended not to notice him.  Was he interested in her for something?  Or just looking for a woman to drool over?  In either case, as her patience at inaction grew, so did her intolerance for his eyes.  


She was just about to confront him, when the bells rang out.  High in the Battlement towers around the city, one then the next, then the next.  The alert was going out.  Something was moving against the walls.  Immediately, screams echoed from the marketplace, and the rush of feet could be easily distinguished.  On the docks, mariners climbed into their ships, ready to pull port at the first sign of danger to them.  


“Where did he go?” Gailian spoke aloud.


Then she found him running up the dock to the main avenue through the city.  He was going to the battlements.  She knew, even before she saw him draw a blade from his side.  That’s when she realized that she was moving too.  She was running down the docks, her staff gripped tight in her right hand.  


Colnun, the ships Captain, was yelling at her as the docks vanished behind the buildings of the winding city.  The people were rushing into homes and shelters along every street and alley.  Soldiers were also appearing.  Some in disarray, just grabbing their gear and jumping to action.  


He was already at the wall, climbing the steps of the nearest tower along the stone barrier.  Somehow, she knew where he was going would be where the attacks came hardest.  The stairway was crowded with soldiers and some grizzled characters, probably mercenaries.  Frustrated by the blockage on the steps, she turned to the right, and ran down the center street to the main gate.


The bells stopped just as she saw the gates slammed shut and barred.  An eerie silence came over Kingsport.  The soldier all readied bows and crossbow.  About a block down the street, two catapults were being rolled into place.  


She had no idea what was happening, and it drove her mad!  She had to get up to the battlements and see what was coming.  An army?  A beast?  Was Diablo himself moving on Kingsport?  He was supposed to be headed east?  She had to know.  Who would be bold enough to attack a major city at noon?!


Every stairway and ladder was blocked.  Shields and maces clanged against the stone walls.  Men screaming orders to move up or off the steps.  ‘Not going that way’ she thought to herself.  Her only other option was going to be rough.  


Her staff charged around her hand as she began to focus hard on the wall.  She traced the cracks carefully up the side, until she reached the edge of the crossway on the tower.  Looking through the crowd of soldiers until she found a spot just about right…


She misjudged by just an inch or two.  The soldier she bumped against as she teleported didn’t even notice her against him.  He was locked on the battle plains outside the gates.  At about 2,000 yards she found them too.  A row of warriors, stretching from the shoreline too as far around the city walls as she could verify.  They looked intimidating.  They looked battle-hardened.  They looked angry.


Near a small oasis of trees on the plain, rested the commander of the ragtag group of warriors.  Blood Raven, a long honored Rouge mercenary, was leading this army.  But the flag she flew was not of a city or nation from anywhere in Sanctuary.  It was a crimson pentigram.  Diablo sent Blood Raven here.


“What are they waiting for?!” shouted a soldier from far down the line.


“Maybe it’s a siege!” shouted a female archer from the opposite side of Gailian.


“They’re planning something,” came a whisper from behind her.


Gailian almost screamed as she jumped at the voice.  She turned to find him.  A strand of his gray hair was falling loose from his helm.  Yet he looked much younger close up then he had from across the dock.  


“They are doing something to get in already.  Blood Raven wouldn’t wait for the wall to refortify like this unless she had something up her sleeve.”


“Know her personally do you?” she suggested sarcastically.


“I’ve met men who have met her, and lived to tell…,” he admitted.


“and some that haven’t” he said with a chuckle as he turned.


“Where are you going?” she asked as he threw a rope down to the street.


“To find out where the city is weakest.  Wanna come?”


“Shouldn’t we defend the walls?” she said, glancing back to the plains.


“Plenty to fill our spots.” As he pointed to the still crowded steps.


She turned and grabbed the rope as he repelled down the wall.  As she dropped to the street, he was already half a block ahead of her.


“I thought you wanted me to come with you?” Gailian questioned as she raced to his side.


“Not if you can’t keep up, babe.” He said with a devilish grin across his face.


“Call me that again, and you’ll eat that blade you’re holding.” She warned. “Where are we going anyway?”


“I’ll know when we get there.  Look for ugly guys who try to kill you, that’ll be a good start.”


She wasn’t sure how to respond.  Was he that dumb?  Or just not inclined to tell her his plan.?


“We’re going to find a contact of mine.” He finally relented.


“Where is he?” she asked.


“In the city Mausoleum on that hill.” As he pointed to the bluff overlooking the harbor.  


“An undertaker is your contact?” she almost whined.


“Nope. He’s a founder of Kingsport.”


“Kingsport is 700 years old!” she pointed out.


“I didn’t say he was a young guy.”


“He’s dead, isn’t he?” she said, finally starting to understand.


“You’re a Necromancer from the East, aren’t you?” She almost smiled as she figured it out.


“Name is Tauram.” He said shaking her hand while they ran up the hilly street.


“Lets go get an ole buddy to spill his guts.”


The Bells shook Bormin from his dream.  More of a wishful interlude then a dream, he hadn’t truly slept in months.  He remained in his knelt position for a moment of two, just to verify the bells weren’t his imagination.  He had been praying, or meditating, as he preferred to call it, in the priest chapel of the Zakarum Cathedral of Kingsport.  He was new to the city, and wasn’t sure of his bearings just yet.  As a monk rushed past the door, he took that direction as a good one.  Grabbing his silver blade from the floor, he raced after the monk.


He quickly realized they were headed up into the Cathedral towers.  The church was built on “Lords Bluff”, high over the center of the city.  Even the castle of the old king, now the Lord of Kingsport’s residence, was beneath the dominating monolith to the Heavens.  


When he reached the tower roof, he looked out over the harbor first.  Kingsport had a history of attacks from the sea.  Seeing nothing but merchant boats, he turned to the plains beyond the city walls.  Completely surrounding the city, was a gigantic army.  3 columns as far as he could see, all the way around the three sides of the city that faced ground.  He could also see the scores of defenders rushing to the city walls.  Even at this early point, Bormin could tell the city defenders stood no chance if the enemy came in force.  


‘Where did an army of this size come from?’ he thought.


Bormin new better then most the strengths and abilities of the armies of the lands.  None in Westmarch had this size!  If it were an attacker from the East, their travel west would have made lots of noise ahead of itself.  This army seemed to appear outside the walls with no warning!


It had to be Diablo.  An army of undead or Hellspawn or some other unnatural bastardized creatures.  Why would Diablo come here?  Kingsport was no major threat to him.  His brothers were held in the east, and they were far to the south of Diablo’s last known stronghold in the Rouge Monastery.  


He could see a few banners among the rabble of black and brown that made up the force.  It was not the colors of any nation he knew of.  It must be Diablo.  Though if he were here, they were probably all doom already.  


Then the voice rang out.  Thundering as if from the heavens, but actually bellowed unnaturally from the ranks on the east wall.


“Braim! Your time of rule is done, and your city falls with the setting sun!” came a rather raspy but powerful voice.  It was a female voice.  

One of the monks beside him mentioned the name ‘Blood Raven’.  He had met Blood Raven once, in a battle on the Westmarch Peninsula.  They barely spoke two words to one another while they fought alongside one another, but he knew her likeness, and her fierceness.  What could have happened to her?  

Diablo.  It all came back to Diablo.  It always came back to Diablo!  In corrupting the Monastery and many of the Rouges, he turned even the great Blood Raven to his will.  Bormin had met other Rouges under Diablo’s power, and he shuddered to have to face another.

‘The nightmares were just beginning to end’ he thought anxiously to himself.

He could still see his comrades in arms falling at his side as Diablo’s minions, and his chief aid, Andariel, pounded them.  The same would happen in this city today, and there would be no escape.

“No!” he screamed, scaring the monks nearby to death.

He had to stop it.  He had to stop it from happening to others.  Not with him here to do something about it.  He turned and rushed down the steps.  Down the seemingly unending stairs until he reached the main nave of the cathedral.

Hundreds had arrived to pray for deliverance.  Perhaps they prayed for forgiveness before their impending deaths.  Bormin moved through them, knocking over countless as they crowded into the nave.  As he broke into the light of the midday sun, he saw the lord of Kingsport, Lord Braim, rushing up the hill with his bodyguards.  No doubt he was on his way to be advised by the high priest.  Bormin didn’t much care for High Priest Barnabas.  He had received the call by conniving his way around the Kurast courts.  He was sneaky and underhanded, to the point a priest of the church could be.  He was one of the reasons Bormin left Kurast to travel the lands and protect the branch churches.  His advice would be useless and Braim would be less then effective in issuing orders, being a political brown-noser himself.  

Just behind the rushing lord, Bormin could see a pair rushing up the hill.  At first, he thought them to be part of Braim’s entourage.  He knew they were not as they broke off and went into the cemetery beside the Cathedral.  He puzzled as he watched them run through the gravestones and into the Mausoleum.  They looked like warriors.  The man had been caring a rather formidable blade, and the girl appeared to be a magician or mage of some type.

A mage would be perfect for the plan forming in Bormin’s mind.  He crossed the plaza in front of the church doors, and entered the cemetery.  Wherever they are going, it must be for a plan of some sort.  

When Bormin entered the Mausoleum, he didn’t see them anywhere.  He checked every hall, and every room.  They couldn’t have just vanished.  Then he felt a slight draft.  He turned to find a loose stone in a far corner.  As he moved toward it, he could see that it had been moved to allow some access to the balk void beyond.  It must be the old crypt from the early church he concluded.

He could see no light from the hole, but could faintly hear voices and footsteps.  He hated the dark.  The dark could kill you.  The dark would kill you if you dropped your guard.  At least, that was Bormin’s thinking these days.  No wonder the poor Paladin got little sleep.  He took a deep breath and pulled his blade.

Bormin stepped down into the dark abyss.

