The Battle of Andariel  

Calalas raised his wand and shot forth two spikes of energy throwing another black shaman to the ground.  Three skeletons ran past him and attacked the rest of the dark monsters as they ran in fear, while four other skeletons took his flank and fought giant spiders coming in through two doors.  Having little spiritual force left within him, Calalas weakened the enemies his minions continued to battle. 

Once the last sword was raised and swept and the last spider on the third level of the Catacomb had been slain, he looked down the stairway leading to the last level. Calalas took up a torch and set a town portal at the top in case of emergency and ventured down with his minion.  Ryann, Calalas's volunteered mercenary came running down the hall. "Wait! Stop!" she cried out, panting and gasping for air.  Calalas had been far ahead of her and even one of the top archer rogues could not keep up with this necromancer. Ryann could not believe the speed at which he and his minions could move, being masters of necromancy and not athletics.  Calalas did not say anything, but merely turned his head to acknowledge she was here. 

He handed the torch to one of his minions and he equipped his shield, enchanted with the power to enlighten areas.  Calalas, Ryann and the ten minions that guarded them walked down the short flight of stairs.  They came to an abrupt halt as Calalas held out his hand.  He looked back to Ryann, reminding himself mentally she had come voluntarily.  "Ryann, you came to my side on your own accord, my skeleton warriors will not be looking to protect you first, and I can't promise I will protect you either..." he lowered his eyes and looked to the door that led to the 4th level of the Catacombs.  " You do not have to come with me, no one is counting on you, or even expected you would survive  this long ", he continued. 

Ryan turned her head, knowing this could be her chance to escape a bloody, dreadful death by who knows what could be behind those doors.  She had heard stories of the much feared Andariel that sat on her death throne in the bowls of the Monastery. How she had killed warrior after warrior and left the bones and corpse of rogues that came and were that tried to hunt her and failed.  She also remembered how many times Calalas opened his last portal only because she was injured and needed healing from the sorceress.  She looked back at Calalas who looked towards the ground, obviously waiting to hear her footsteps run away in fear.  "I will stand by you until I die Calalas, no fear nor force on this world or the next will stop me from following you" she said softly.  Calalas looked up with amazement in his eyes.  He knew the rogues were trained to face any monster that came into their encampment but never had he expected to see such a brave woman accompany him.  Ryann smiled weakly and he nodded in response.  Ryann understood he could not let himself open up as  Necromancers were masters of the dark arts and had little happiness left within them usually because  of a tortured past... at least in Calalas's case. 

Calalas reached for the door handle and Ryann  notched an arrow in her composite bow.  The skeleton warriors and two magi looked expectantly waiting for their mental orders.  The door swung open with one push.  Six monsterous over-sized lizard  like demons turned their heads to face Calalas and his mini-army.  The skeletons ran past him  and Ryann let her arrow fly past Calalas's head.  The arrow struck the purple leader of the monsters making him growl in pain.  As the skeletons hacked away fighting their battle with the lizard monsters, the purple leader exited the little circle of war the two armies had created.  The necromancer made a mental note that his name was Demonheart the Tongue-twisted, what a fitting name as the monster spat out his tongue letting a white ball of energy fly towards them.  "Get out of the  way!" Ryann cried as the energy came closer.  Calalas rolled forward and Ryann following quickly behind.  The energy sphere destroyed three steps of the staircase making it difficult, but still  doable to retreat.  Ryann quickly notched an arrow and shot it quickly at Demon-heart. 

By now the skeletons were finishing their battle with the lizards but they continued to do the primitive thing and ignore their master in mortal danger.  Calalas quickly summoned up a bone wall to take cover behind.  Ryann, fuddling with her quiver of arrows did not realise Demon-Heart had taken a new interest in her.  Calalas grabbed her by the back of her shirt and pulled her behind the wall as an energy sphere flew inches away from her eliminating the piece of ground that Ryann once stood on.  "Thanks" she said out of breath.  But he was already over the wall shooting more  spikes of energy.  Unable to stop for even a moment, there was a long seeming battle, of returning beams of energy between them.  Ryann notched one more arrow, closed her left eye, waiting for the  perfect shot... -there.  She let the arrow fly from the bow and it struck the monster in it's back, piercing its spinal cord and it fell to the ground bleeding. 

By now the skeletons had been cleaning up the zombies that decided to come out of hiding from their barrels.  Calalas looked to another, smaller more regular looking door knowing it was the second of three rooms, the third being Andariels chamber.  He resummoned a few skeletons replacing the ones that had fallen.  He started to walk towards the door, when Ryann grabbed his shoulder.  "Your side..." she added notingly.  Calalas looked to his left side, then to his right, and noticed a dark red hole in the side of his armour.  Till now he had been so engulfed in battle he had not felt pain, at least till now.  He tried unbelievably hard to keep a moan of pain from escaping, he could not let Ryann see weakness in him, but even he could not let it go.  Ryann started to tend to his wound but he shoved her away.  "It is a deep wound, it must be tended to!" she attempted to persuade him.  "No, its just a scratch.." he replied.  Of course he knew and she knew, it wasn't, in fact a good part of his side was missing and bleeding. 

He ignored the great pain and continued onto the door.  Ryann raised to her feet looking with sorrow and regret.  She knew those feelings would not help her in battle so she notched another arrow and readied herself. Calalas reached to open the door, but did not get the full chance, as it exploded into embers.  He shielded his eyes and looked to a black shaman standing ten feet away shouting in an un-understandable speech, most likely commanding his black monsters to attack them. He ran inside and the skeletons followed closely. Ryann walked in and shot the  shaman, killing him instantly. The skeleton and magi separated themselves and attacked every  thing that wasn't all white, or white at all that moved. Blood spilled upon the already bloody  floor. Ironically there was a pool of blood that many of the monsters fell into when they were  killed, skeleton or demon. Ryann notched arrow after arrow and Calalas continued to fire his teeth  shots at every shaman he could find in the room, as to disable resurrection. The whole battle took  about 10 minutes including many re-summonings. Once it was over the room filled with  skeletons bodies toppled over black monster corpses and zombies. Swords and shields and axes and  maces filled the room as though it were a messy armoury. Calalas raised his wand again, the corpse  of a black monster shook and exploded into blood and organs, and the bones built up to another  skeleton and a shield and mace magically flew to its hands. "Are you alright Ryann?" Calalas  asked with a soft tone. " I'm fine, " she replied. Although they both took a few scratches  they both revisited Calalas's side. "How is your side.." Ryann asked with obvious fear in her  voice. "It will heal up" he said quietly, closing his eyes. 

He looked to the ornamentally painted  double doors that separated Ryann and Calalas from a total hell. A skull mounted at the top towering  over a black figure resembling Andariel, then some dark speech written on the bottom,  undecipherable even by the Necromancer's standards. They assumed it must have meant 'Andariels Room'  in some form. Calalas reached for the doors, ready to push them open, but ready also to  back away in a moments notice may a fire bolt destroy the doors. He pushed them open and stared in  horror as the many black faces that looked back at him, black shamans, minions, giant lizards,  zombie and of course the dreadful Andariel, sitting on her fabled death-bone throne, engulfed in  flames. She stood up and looked in madness at the intruders that had some how come so far. "GET  THEM"! she shouted in her demonic echoing voice. Hundreds of soldiers ran towards the small  army as they charged back. The eight skeletons and two magi ran into battle clashing swords and maces  and shields, bolts of all elements flying. Ryann notched two arrows and shot them into the fury  as Calalas summoned a bone wall in front of her and himself as to supervise and assist the  battle. The skeletons were more than ready to quickly vanquish the small minions and zombies. Ryann  continued to shoot until it became a repetitive cycle needing no more mental thought. The  battle raged on for what seemed like forever, Until the last shaman fell and bled to the floor.  

Andariel scanned the room, viewing the death of her army. And looked in fury at Calalas and Ryann and  the eight skeletons and, now one magi that stood to face her. Calalas wanted to summon another magi,  and it was not that he couldn't,  he felt energy returning to  him quickly, easily enough to  summon a single magi but... there was a feeling in his gut growing increasingly obvious, but unnamed and  misplaced. What was this heart squeezing feeling... could it be... fear? Could Calalas  finaly be feeling fear? No, he pushed the idea out of his head and summoned the magi out of a dead shamans  bones. 

Andariel got up out of her throne and started pacing towards them. Ryann notched an  arrow but dared not fire it for fear of her life. Even the emotionless and drone like  skeleton warriors looked up to the Andariel standing 9 feet high, looking in fear, even without expressions  it was obvious they were frightened. "Hwah!!" Andariel screamed as she shot forth a beam of  poison towards them. Calalas and Ryann separated as the poison hit the door and melted it.  Calalas looked back at the door, realising how strong Andariel actually was. "Charge!" He ordered  his skeletons, noticing a few moments of hesitation as they looked around the room seeing if anyone  else would,  but quickly followed orders in greater fear of Calalas that he would  unsummon them. Ryann notched several arrows and let them go. Two of them piercing her legs and the  third piercing her stomach. Andariel swept her back four spike arms and crushed two of the  skeletons. She swept away at one side throwing three of the skeletons to the right wall and they crumbled  into piles of bones, and then the other side, to the other wall, into another pile. Two magi stood  in front of Calalas paired shooting poison and fire energy balls at her, Calalas could sense she was  weakening, but not enough.. Andariel walked towards them grabbing them both and throwing them  to towards Ryann and Calalas. 

Ryann stared in horror realising Calalas could not summon any  more. She reached for another arrow, but felt only air. She looked back quickly to look and  see she was out of arrows.. in all the confusing she had completely forgotten how many she had left.  Calalas also looked to see the empty quiver. Realising their mutuality of doom, Calalas shouted  "RUN!" They looked to the door and ran out quickly. They dashed out of the way and ran down the  hall towards the staircase;  Calalas dropped his wand and Andariel stepped on it moments later following  in hot pursuit. Ryann continued to run to the staircase but Calalas stood and looked back. He thought of how far  Ryann had come with him. He thought how much she cared about him, about the wound, and braving this  journey. He looked at Ryann once more. "Calalas what are you doing!" she cried out. Calalas  knew that the Andariel would quickly out run them and over jump the damaged staircase and  eventually kill them while trying to get to the portal. He stared back at the ornamental doors that  burst open. "CALALAS!" Ryann now screamed at him begging him to run. He simply shook his head and  said quietly, "Run". Ryann looked in amazement, horror, and astoundment. "RUN, NOW!" Ryann  hesitated but followed his order and continued up the staircase. She ran through the town  portal, teleporting her back to the Rogue Camp. Many faces looked to greet her, but none said a  word. Up till now they expected her dead along time ago when she left the camp with Calalas. They  all thought the same thing, she must have abandoned the necromancer in fear, she is weak, and  cannot be allowed back into the Sister-hood of Rogues. "Calalas sent me back, he is still fighting  Andariel! You must come and help him! " Ryann shouted at them. They looked at each other wondering  if she was telling the truth. They knew that even if she was unworthy of being trusted, Calalas  had done much to protect them and their encampment. They each grabbed bows and arrows and  gathered supplies. Back in the Catacombs about 5 minutes ago when he had ordered her to run,  Calalas reached for a black sword he had up till now concealed from Ryann. Necromancers were not  known for their great skill in melee combat, but he had imbued this sword with poisonous  power, and felt faith in it. He unsheathed it and pull it out. Andariel grew closer. He stroked the  smooth blade and then held it in both his hands. Calalas charged forward and jumped at Andariel,  raising his sword as Andariel also charged at him... 

A few minutes later ten Rogue Archers ran down  the stairway out of the portal rushing through the door. They each stopped in the second  room to stare in horror and disbelief. There as Andariel laid on top of Calalas with a bloody  black sword impaling her through the neck and coming out the other side. Calalas, hidden  by Andariel, laid under feeling the last moments of breath leaving him. The rogues worked  together to push the dead demon queen off Calalas. He lay there, armour shredded, arm severed  off, bleeding in every place possible, looked up as Ryann knelt down to him. A thorn in his side  pierced his heart forcing him not to die but to live in agony, he could not speak as he was  drowning in his own blood, so he lifted a dagger from his belt and handed it to Ryann. Ryann  retrieved it from his bloody hand and felt tears run down her cheek. He waited and looked up at  her, then closed his eyes, waiting anxiously to be lifted of this burden. Ryann lifted the dagger high, now crying and sobbing loudly. She let his hand drop and quickly ended Calalas's pain.  And even through the blood, and her tears, and the fact that Calalas was now dead, Ryann to  this day swears she saw him smile at her after she had silenced him... 

