Souls of trade

(by Flavius Policala)

Chapter one                                                                              

It had been a few days since Necrihd  had smelled the stench of demons.

Not much of those days where still in his memory .

His steps caressing the high  field grass in rapid succession , where his only companions and just as his memories, they to where fading in the backround of his darkened mind .

What do mortals know of transcendence and balance?

Of memories and steps ?

Of death?

It is long since Necrihd  had felt mortal. Long since he felt anything at all. All that is behind him, left  in the pink shell he once used to wear and  in the illusion of his former self he used to call life. What emptiness eludes human souls into that, is still a mystery to some but not anymore to him. 

That what once was empty is now full.

The sleeper had awaken. 

The rogue encampment was not far , just over the hill in front of him, and as his pale shadow was haunting the mud road, rain started to wash his long white hair. Cold heavy drops pouring down from the diamond gray skies. The beauty of it all brought a grins on his face and as he stared  at  skies  he remembered the day of his awakening. 

It was not a pleasant vision but the veil of truth covering it made it bearable. Nethra  dyeing  in his arms, her eyelids hiding her blue cold eyes  for the last time, the village burning, the devilish laughter of the Shamans the  rotten skulls  hanging  to their necks the blood flowing in the dirt from the cut throat of a child and  he in the midst of all this screaming . 

“For the last time afraid 

For the last time unworthy 

For the last time alone

For the last time alive” he whispered as the raindrops tasted sweet in his mouth . The grin on his face was bitter but sincere. 

Back then in the village of Relath  his reality shifted , changed and twisted into the void drums banging in his 

ears, and everything vanished. His eyes never shed a tear ever since. The timid weary boy died inside of him that day and all of those things that mattered , like love hope happiness and joy became curses. But this is long ago and that witch once was a curse is now motivation and understanding. A fine sense of existence that only necromancers can have and control. 

That what once was empty is now full.

The sleeper has awaken.

Necrihd stopped and stared towards the rogue encampment realizing that it was the smell of demons that brought those  images back to him, and it was growing more intense with every step he took . 

Was it too late??

No, the pounding heartbeats  his inner year was hearing where there, behind the wooden walls of the fire camp. Blood and adrenaline was still running through the veins within the encampment, life in it’s primal form was there. Another familiar scent called upon his gaze .The scent of death. 

A rogue body was just a few feet away still fresh , still bearing the beauty of the female forms but tainted by the touch of evil. The aura surrounding it that only a necromancer could see was corrupted. She didn’t die completely, her death didn’t restore the balance, and as Necrihd closed his eyes to see her last moments through her inner eye, the pain and resentment of her last breath went through him like a shiver. He saw the yellow demon eyes and the wet black lips forming a devilish smile on the face of a Fallen Shaman and he  knew , he finally  knew that his senses where right . Evil came back to taunt him and it was somewhere near lurking behind the trees of the distant forests leaching at him, looking at him feeling his presence upsetting the fragile pact he made with death and time, and disturbing  even the finest ethereal webs his mind and spirit was bound to. 

A necromancer knows that death and life are two paths leading to the same summit. Only the perfect balance between them can lead to immortality and only by embracing both can one free his spirit to the delight of existence. Nature has this balance well in hand dealing both life and death in equal shares she must never be stopped or disturbed from this everlasting task .

But hell has other plans.

Necrihd never really understood why so long ago the Druid Wars begun. Necromancers are nature’s guardians as well as druids. They just further understand that death is necessary they reach deep within death’s disguise and the beauty of the universe reveals to them in it’s uniqueness and power overwhelming. 

The same power that can be controlled and used .

The same power he embraced and accepted .

Death for Necrihd was a catalyst. His inner most sacred wow .

His only true reason. 

Demons how ever are a different thing. 

When They arise nothing stays as it should and as he slowly started to walk towards the encampment Necrihd new that was something he had to remedy.

On the high wood walls, rogue archers where standing guard, their silhouettes shadowing behind their armed bows. Coming out of   the foggy mist of the cold rain Necrihd looked like a fragile ghost nevertheless the three female archers took aim. 

The walls where build out off cut trees and tree branches and Necrihd could see that  they where build in a hurry and put together with tight  hard ropes and stuck deep in the muddy ground, but  still a strategic defense. Instead of gates inner walls where placed just two feet away from the outer walls leaving nothing but a little space  on the sides. Someone would have so slide to go in and out of the camp. All together with the archers true to their aim on both sides on the walls the camp was virtually safe from any sort of frontal assault. 

But that could mean only one thing.

The rogues had something to fear.

Their eyes pierced through him as he approached. 

“So many things remain hidden” Necrihd thought as he looked back at them. He could feel their fears see deep within their minds, their thoughts whispered in his year words only he could hear, their souls open books to read from, and the horrors he found within their recent memories confirmed his suspicions again. He stopped.

The rain drops where the only sound to hear for a long moment and Necrihd didn’t need his eyes to see far more than the rogues could imagine so he kept his head low. The rain was falling down from his long white hair and small childlike chin in thin rivers. Finaly one of the rogues spoke.

“State your intensions stranger and make it fast if you value your life”

Necrihd couldn’t stop a smile on his face.

“Tell Akara the one she is waiting for is here” he answered shortly.

The female rogue didn’t think. Not for a second. Something in his voice told her to call for Akara but his voice spoke to her in a different way it reached to a different person inside of her one that could not withstand his words his command. Her fellow guard looked astounded at her not understanding her reaction and then back at the pale specter covered in rain. Her arrow trembled for a while but didn’t leave the bow.

She seemed to find some sense in that what she saw something she could not explain.

Someone said something from behind the walls. Necrihd recognized the rogue language of war supposed to hide the meaning of it’s words from the unknown. It said “Leave him in She is waiting.” And indeed the rogue from above the wall said:

“Come in SHE is waiting for you stranger.”

The moment had come, soon he will know what was left to do.

So many things to do, and so little time he said to himself”.

Chapter two

After sleeping awakening follows. Always. Even after death. In it’s way death is sleeping, it comes slow and unexpected swift and profound and opens the path to dreams. Just like the sleep death sets a bounder between yesterday and tomorrow and then builds a bridge over it to carry the burden of time and expectations. Necrid never really slept and never really dreamed either, for him no bridges where necessary for he himself was a bridge. There was no tomorrow after yesterday and never would be for one that didn’t have to follow this path, so time was unnecessary and inexistent for him as well. “So what was left of it all?” he sometimes wandered. 

There was a full yellow moon just over the distant treetops and the sky was as clear as a prophecy. From time to time the wind would bring the scents of cinnamon and cider from Akara’s hut where potions where prepared for the next day’s journey. She always prepared them herself alone. The warm orange light of the candles lit behind the grey texture of the tent made the surroundings look friendly and welcoming. The shadows of her hands moving slow but precise would hide her age. Akara was old. Perhaps a lot older than she seemed, her knowledge of the healing Vizheray arts but also Horadrim history and culture made her a unique and beautiful mind to study. But also impenetrable, for she new a lot about the Necromancers mind control to. Necrihd sensed respect towards this beautiful being, he even felt sorry for her cause he saw death in her near future in her insides a visceral disease was waiting for the balance to be restored. 

The caravan was hidden behind the protective walls of the camp. Six horses two wagons of merchandise carried from the south and three cows for food supply for the long road ahead. The previous day Necrihd had been able to count and See Within all of the caravans members. Warriv the caravan leader, a kind old man originating from the woody territories of the Black Marsh, Charsi the blacksmith and woman at arms simple minded  but  weary of demons , Gheed a greedy vendor constantly  traveling between the desert city Lut Golein and Arath for trades and Kashyia the leader of the female warrior group known as The Rogues and her fifteen remaining archers. 

For the past four weeks they had lived in fear and cold within the camp waiting and hoping for help. Eighteen rogues died in a desperate try to clear the path of the caravan. They where tired of the horrors they had seen and hungry,  isolation brought all of the worst out of them. The least they expected as help was a strange looking necromancer magi .But then again he wouldn’t have expected to be welcomed nor was he there to save them. Warriv didn’t even bother to look at him, exhausted and terrified as he was, Charsi offered her help and was trying to constantly keep herself busy with her tools. Gheed nodded in disbelief and desgust but then said that a necromancer’s money is good too. As for Kashyia, after having to battle her own undead sisters she lost trust and hope and peace with everything. 

Akara was different. Until late in the evening She spoke to Necrihd of her visions and he told her that he had heard her call.

“I only prayed to the Heavens for help she said, for a saviour “. 

But Necrihd had been asleep in a dark mausolea  for ages, and awoke to the call of a tired old woman and to the stench of demons. He did hear her. Was it his mind or his dead heart that herd her? He couldn’t say .Maybe there was still another part to play in Natures bidding. 

She told him of the cavern just before the mountain pass. 

The Den as she called it. 

“We where headed for Lut Golein and approaching the Tagora Pass, to follow the desert road to the east,” she said ,”And  as we neared the pass one of the rogues came back from the avanguard   with a terrible wound and told us that her rogue sisters died at the claws of  demonic creatures coming out from a cavern on the side of the road. Kashyia decided to lead an assault on the cavern entrance to set clear the peril from the road and we stood back with only a few archers. They came back halved and wounded Kashyia herself almost died whilst trying to save one of her sisters. The last remaining rogues then build these walls to protect the caravan and we’ve been here ever since.”

Night  came abruptly and as Necrihd was setting his senses in motion a heavy fog fell over the land, covering the glimpse of the moon and making the night dark and the shadows menacing. Akara was the only one awake besides him and the five alert archers. 

The solitude of a necromancer is his knowledge of the truth.

It is within that knowledge that the chasm of dimensions bearing his past present and future lies. It is there that the clock of his destiny stopped. There where he discovered the evil of this world and took it into himself to transform it to change it into somethig else.

The night spoke to Necrihd in hidden ways. It’s beauty and chastity where like a secret language that was reaching for his dead heart. The wind was like a song in the background of his memories. After so much time he had to open himself to the resonance of pure evil again and for that he had to reach deep within this dead heart of his and hold this truth in his hands again. The one truth that brings madness on human faces. He had to do this to prepare himself for the morning after. 

For nature could not hang onto itself anymore, the night was crying and the trees where like skeletal hands reaching for the stars there was no balance in that what he saw . 

He started whispering to himself the words of the Necronomicon, the sacred book of knowledge: 

“There is no evil outside our minds”

 And as the stars looked down upon him he felt the changes within him.

“There is no darkness outside our hearts”

 He close his eyes and as his violet lips where reciting the words of the Necronomicon  he felt the holy light warming his hands:

“There is no hell outside our will “

 The energies inside of him grew like spikes of ice in his chest.

“Our eyes gates to it’s dungeon”

His inner self opened like a fragile flower to receive the wrong of the world

“Essence of evil is human nature”

And all the pain and endless suffering flooded his heart and mind feeding his hunger for peace and balance.

“Reveal myself to it I will!”

His hands started to shake alit from glowing white light.

“For death and life are one inside of me“

The same light engulfed his eyes, and as he spoke his voice changed resonance until it became inhuman, grotesque, godly.  He was ready to restore again.

Before dawn he left the rogue encampment cloaked in a long robe like a ghostly monk carrying with him the burden of death everlasting. Noboby heard or saw the changes in him for he made shure that no one will wake up until morning. As for Akara, She did hear  the words of the Necronomicon like an echo striking fear and silence, like a thousand needles in her heart, but didn’t dear to look upon him for she knew what he had become. Something so great and powerful, to vast beautiful and terrible in the same time for any human to imagine or survive. 

The second day when Gheed noticed his absence he nodded and said:

“Of course, the coward”

Chapter three 

Long before the first sunbeams touched the mountaintops Necrihd stood before the dungeon entrance. He was not human anymore. There was nothing human in his white glowing eyes and crystal skin, nor in the way his hair seemed to float in the yellow aura that surrounded his body. At his fingertips deadly energies where waiting to be unleashed. But just before he would enter there was on more thing he had to do.

He had to remember Nethra , remember he shouldn’t be what he was, it was all a mistake gone too far, he should have chosen another road  to follow one that would imply prayer and tolerance and patience. But what of his talents for the dark arts then?

Where those not a God given gift? Was he a bane or a redeemer? Would he ever be able to see her again? Just the way she was? Untouched? Would death give her back to him? 

Her eyes the colour of corals and seas and sapphires her curled red hair….

No. Never. For the heavens work in hidden ways and the hour of darkness is the hour of mortal men. His hour alone. 

His white glowing arms reached for the cape and in a short gesture threw it away, as he entered the cave. Bloody footprints marked the ground. The cave was scarcely lit from a few misplaced red candles . Hellish markings from dried  human and demonic blood where everywhere on the rocky walls. The glowing aura surrounding his body was showing all of the dark corners, but nothing aside from the white bones and shredded human flesh, that stainted a pile of rogue clothes, was there. He felt demonic presence in the depths and chocked on the disgust and anger. There was no reason to go any further.

“Let Them Come to me.”

He only made another few steps before unleashing an inhuman cry that made the walls tremble and small rocks fall from the ceiling. A cold breeze followed, like emerging from the recesses of the world, and blew dust and candles away. A bloody pentagram started burning and the room was suddenly filled with horrid screams of anguish, and demonic laughter. Blood started pouring out of the cave walls and wound like carves appeared everywhere. The cave itself grew veins pulsing with dark demonic blood transforming into a wounded organism. One of the scars opened until it became a gate and skulls rolled out of it followed by echoing human screams.

Necrihd did not move. He just waited with a twisted smile on his face. And then they came. At first small red horned one eyed devils called Fallen came out, having black spiked morning stars in their hands. A moment later a fat Fallen Shaman holding the revival shaft in his hands came out whispering some incantations. 

There was no fight.

It was more a short massacre .

Nechrid raised his hands and sharp bone like energies left his fingertips piercing deep in the demon flesh most of the Fallen died  but the shaman was reviving them too fast so limbs and maces came back to each other. In the hellish scene Necrihd then cursed the demons with a decreptify curse .Their limbs snapped and black blood poured from their knees and elbows making them stumble. He then reached his left hand towards the Fallen Shamann’s chest an ethereal shape of a heart appeared just in the palm of his skeletal hand and just before he close his fist the Demon spoke to him:

“You never asked yourself why you heard Akara’s call as if it was a part of your own dead heart Necromancer?”

 The Shamann let a strange howl loose and stumbled over a Fallen body covering it in it’s blood. 

These Hell Rafts where getting common Necrihd thought to himself as the sudden silence swallowed the grotto. He looked at the Pentagram Raft and spoke an incantation that close it and made the symbol disappear. The cave came back to normal as the raft closed. Left alone in the the putrid smell of the demon bodies Necrihd buried the remains of the rogues to bring them back into natures pure arms. 

Later that night he reached for Akara’s sleeping mind and told her that the road was free, and the next day the wooden walls of the camp where torn apart and the caravan continued it’s journey.

Gheed didn’t say a word for not even his greedy merchant mind could deny the power of the Necromancer. 

Nobody asked Akara how she knew. Nor what her connection to the Necromancer was. 

But Necrihd recognized Her from the beginning. The first time he heard her call for help he knew it was her. That somehow over the generations he had been dead for, her soul came back into the world and that old women’s body was it’s new house.

No, he would never see Nethra again as she was that day dieing in his arms for that life was just a fragment of time frozen in the past , and in his dead heart, unique and unfathomable, and it would never return to the world behind those eyes the colour of corals and seas and sapphires and her curled red hair….

                                              THE END 

