The V.I.P. Story


“Sir,” my barbarian says, “the mercenaries have arrived.”


“Excellent,” I say.


“The worst, correct barbarian?”


“Yes sir.”


“Excellent,” I say, “by the time I’m done with them, they’ll be the best in the world.”


I’m known as V.I.P. No one but me knows my real name. I became the richest mane – by luck. I was just a drunk, lazy man living in the troubled town of Tristram. Supposedly, Diablo lived under our city. A warrior came to our city and eradicated the Lord of Terror. After he killed the demon, he no longer valued money or jewelry. All he wanted was his sword and his cloak I took the rest. I used some gold o be trained as a true warrior.


20 years after Tristram, I’m just a mysterious monk. My only companion  - so far – is a barbarian. I hope to recruit 3 more people – a druid, a necromancer, and a sorcerer. They will start of as the worst, but they will be the best.


“Sir,” my barbarian says, “here they are.”


“Excellent,” I say.


“I’ll bring them in 1 at a time. Would you like to know their names?”


“No, names are of no importance. Now bring me my mercenaries.”


“Yes sir.”


The druid walks in to my tent first. “Hello V.I.P.,” he says, “my name is -“


“Names are of no importance!” I shout.


“Sorry sir,” he says.


“I will call you druid. That is you ‘name’. NEXT!”


The necromancer is second. “Hello V.I.P.,” he says, “I didn’t expect you to be human.”


“Ha ha. I shall call you necromancer.”


“Okay, Mr. Living.”


“Necromancer, meet my druid and my barbarian. Now scoot along. NEXT!”


The sorcerer is last. “Hello sir,” she says.


“I asked for a sorcerer, not a sorceress! This is an outrage!”


“Allow me to explain. I –“


“No excuses! The sentence for you is death! And I will no longer buy mercenaries from your leader!”


I take out my sword that only I know about, the executioner’s blade. I hold it high over my head, ready to decapitate the foul female. As I look down, she begins to cry. Don’t ask me why, but I felt sorry for her. I put my sword away.


“You can live witch, but don’t expect any respect,” I say.


“Thank you sir! Thank you very much!” she says joyfully.


I sigh, “You shall be called sorceress.”


“Druid, what skills do you have?” I ask.


“Duh, I have ravens.” He says.


“Ravens?! That’s it?! How many ravens you got there, druid?”


“Duh, two.”


“You really are the worst, huh?”


“Necromancer, what skills you got? And please have more than 1.”


“I can summon 5 skeletons, but I have no skeleton mastery,” he says.


“Well, that’s a start.” I say.


“Sorceress, what skills you got?”


“I have more skills than those bums,” she says, “I have fire bolt, inferno, blaze, fire ball, fire wall, enchant, meteor, hydra, charged bolt, and ice bolt. TOP THAT LOSERS!”


“Impressive, but my barbarian outsmarts you. Barbarian!”


“Howl, find potion, taunt, shout, find item, battle cry, battle orders, grim ward, war cry, battle command, all the masteries, bash, leap, double swing, stun, double throw, leap attack, concentrate, frenzy, whirlwind and berserk,” he says.


The 3 mercenaries stare in awe.


“Speech less, huh?” I say, “Thought so. He has just had a lot of time with me. Stay with me my friends, and you’ll be as good as him. Anyone want to go?”


They all shake their heads and say no.


“Well then the training begins,” I say.


“Druid, my gift for you is Aldur’s Watchover. Aldur was the druid who first practiced the druid laws. He got many barbarians to convert to druids, but the barbarian king hated this, sent some of his loyal guards and killed Aldur. These are the things Aldur used. The weapon, belt, and gloves are different though. You gloves and belt are normal items, but the weapon is a unique maul. I call it bonesnap. Use it well my friend. The Aldur stuff gives plus 1 to all Druid skills.”


“Awesome!” the druid says, “thank you V.I.P.!”


“Your welcome. Now necromancer, I give you the Trang-Oul’s avatar. Wear this set, and you get plus 3 to all your skills, and plus 1 to each individual skill type. The weapon is a unique wand I found, and the boots are just normal. Use your set well, necromancer,” I say.


“I will sir, I will,” he says.


“Sorceress, you are last. Sadly, you get the best set. Tal-Rasha’s Lidless Eye. Your set comes with some normal gloves and some normal boots. Plus 5 to all your skills and that gives you a lot. Use this stuff to the best of your advantage, or I will behead you. Understood?”


She gulps, “I understand, sir.”


“Barbarian, you take the boys, I’ll take the witch,” I say.


“Yes sir,” the barbarian says.


My camp has 2 training grounds, so I cut it in half. I need to watch the witch, or my camp will be cursed. I have never felt love before, but this might be it. Love. I can feel it. That is why I didn’t kill her! The way she casts her spells, it’s truly magical. I just stare, as she destroys some skeletons. I can’t get over this sorceress. I’m glad that I was sent a sorceress, not a sorcerer. Oh! She’s looking! I make it look like I was watching the barbarian. She walks over here now.


“V.I.P., sir, could I stop training now?” she says.


“Why sure,” I say, “What would you like to do?”


“I would like to see my tent. Is that okay, V.I.P. sir?”


“Why of course, sorceress. Come with me.”


I walk over to my tent. “This will be your tent. Any questions?”


“Um, isn’t this your tent?”


“Yes, but we only have 2 tents at our camp. I figured you wouldn’t want to share it with some guys who have no manners, or very good hygiene. Would you rather be in the other tent?”


“No sir.”


“Well then don’t complain.”


Around sunset, I make dinner for my mercenaries. Since it’s their first day, I’ll give them something good to eat. Tomorrow they will have crap. Tonight, they get horse steak. I ring the dinner bell. Everyone comes and grabs their food.


“Does everyone enjoy their food?” I ask.


They all say yes.


“Well then good. I want you all to get a goodnight’s rest; I want some serious training tomorrow. Is that understood?”


Everyone says yes.


The sorceress and me go into our tent. She takes her nightgown out of her trunk. She starts to take of her shirt, but then stops and looks at me.


“Some privacy please?” she asks.


I sigh, “If you insist.”


“Thank you.”


The others are already asleep. The candle in the tent lights it up, so I can still see her. She is something. When I see her slip her nightgown on, I come back in.


“Goodnight sorceress,” I say.


“Goodnight V.I.P.,” she says.


I am up bright and early the next morning. Everyone else would be up too, except we’re having rooster for breakfast. Well, the sorceress and me are. I’m making the rooster and some other stuff for the guys. They get to have horse hock. Well, it really sucks to be them. But the barbarian will love it! I bring the rooster in on a plate to the sorceress. She wakes up to the smell.


“For me?” she asks.


“Yes, for you sorceress. I hope you like rooster.” I say.


She whispers to me, “Well that’s very kind of you, Justin.”


“Dear god! How did you figure out what my name was?!” I shout.


“The Tristram story, a book made a few years back. I knew I have seen you somewhere, but it was just the description of you in the book. You must be 1 lucky guy, going from a drunk to a rich man.”


“That I am sorceress, that I am. Now that you know my name, you can’t tell ANYONE. Understood?”


“Yes Justin.”


“Okay, now I want to know your name. What be you, sorceress?”


“My name, is Abytha. You must not let anyone now my name either, ok V.I.P.?”


“Deal, sorceress. So Abytha, I see you are pretty good with your skills. Ready for an actual quest?”


“Yes sir!”


“Okay then. After I give the guys their breakfast, I’ll send them to training while we go on a quest. Deal?”


“Deal.”


The pot with the pork hock begins to boil. I take it off the fire. I ring the bell, and the guys come and get their food.


“The sorceress has completed her training. We are going on a quest. Barbarian, make sure they complete their training so when we return, we can move east.” I say.


“Yes sir,” he says.

The sorceress and me get on the 2 of the 5 remaining horses. She looks so nice when she rides her horse. I think that tonight I will admit my love to Abytha. If she loves me in return, we can secretly get married. The guys don’t have to know. I hope she says yes.

I strafe from the trail to grab some nice looking flowers. I will give them to her when I propose. I will also give her my mother’s ring. It will look really nice on her.

We finally reach the catacombs.

“Demons are in there Abytha. Think you can take them on?” I ask.

“Of course I can. Was there ever a doubt?” she says.

“Well, yes. But if you say you can handle it, I believe you.”

She toasts those demons left and right, as we make our way to different levels of the sacred place. We finally make it to the last level.

“The demon Andariel guards this place. Think you can take her?” I ask.

“Yeah, with your help Justin.” She says.

The Abytha and I make our way to the throne room. Sure enough, the demon comes to us. She wears hardly any clothes, and has chains on her breasts. It doesn’t make her look any more attractive though. A toxic gas fills the air. I throw an antidote potion to Abytha. After a while, Andariel looks weakened. I take out my executioner’s blade and raise it high over my head. Abytha ducks in fright, as Andariel bends over her, ready to kill.

“Your madness ends here, Andariel!” I say as I bring the blade down, slicing through her neck like butter.

“Did you think I was going to kill you, Abytha?” I ask.

“No, well, yes. I did. But I know I can trust you now.” She replies.

“Almost dinner time, let’s go back to the camp.”

“Okay, but I want to try 1 of the new skills I got from helping destroy Andariel.”

“What skill is that?”

“Teleport. I’ll use it when we get to the horses.”

“Okay.”

We walk over to the horses. She raises her staff up, some lighting goes around us, and we appear back at the camp. I make dinner for the guys. They get horse giblets. Abytha and me have some left over rooster. After we all eat, we get ready for sleep. Abytha and I walk over to our tent. She asks me to leave, but I say no.

“Why not?” she asks.

“Because I love you,” I say.

“What?”

“Here, these are for you.” I hand her the flowers I grabbed.

“Justin, their beautiful!”

“That’s not all,” I take the ring out and show her, “Will you marry me, Abytha?”

She cries, “Yes, of course I’ll marry you was there ever a doubt?”


“Well, yes there was. I thought you would turn me down, and I would be heartbroken. I wouldn’t execute you, though. Our marriage must remain a secret. Believe it or not, there are still some survivors of Tristram. I know a monk who is nearby. Upon nightfall, we must leave ASAP. Once we get there and get married, you can teleport us back. Then, in the morning, we go east. You can sleep, while me and the guys guard the caravan.”


“Sounds good.”


We get on the horses again. We arrive at the camp, not too far from a burial ground. Sure enough, there’s my monk.


“KEE!” I shout.


“Justin? You’re still alive? I was sure you were fighting the dark wanderer with us!” Kee says.


“No, don’t you know? I live in privacy. This will be my wife. Abytha, meet Kee. Kee, meet Abytha. Kee, I would like for you to do a favor for me. Wed us, please. I would have gone to a priest, but I want this to be a secret marriage. So what say you, Kee?”


“No problem. There will be one witness. I’d like for you to meet my savior. He came and rescued some of the remaining town’s folk from the dark wanderer. I owe him my life.”


“That was very nice of you, saving my monk.”


“No problem,” he says, mocking Kee.


Kee says all that bible crap and we both say I do. He then tells us we can kiss. So, we kissed. And what a kiss. I had never felt so happy in my life.


“Abytha, I don’t know what I would do without you.” I say.


“Nor do I know what I would do without you, Justin.” She replies.


We teleport back to camp. I was right, Abytha would need to sleep while we travel. Luckily, my barbarian knows grim ward. No demons attacked our caravan. We make it to the fair city of Lut Golhein, but it is under darkness in the middle of the day. I don’t care though. I set up my camp by the local bar. The bartender walks up to me and asks of a favor. She wanted me to kill a mummy named Radament. I figured the guys and I could kill this mummy while my beautiful wife sleeps.


“Alright guys, to the sewers. I want to see your new skills. Lets go kill this Radament fellow.” I say.


“SIR YES SIR!” they all say.


The sewers were too easy. My druid doesn’t have a bear yet, but he does have 5 ravens, 5 wolves, a spirit and a vine. THAT is improvement. He can also be a werewolf. My necromancer can summon 15 skeletons, 10 skeleton masteries, an iron golem and 5 revived monsters. We get to the third level of the sewers. There’s Radament, I say to myself. He tells me I’m too late as my barbarian slices his head off. I don’t care what he says; I just take the gold, and the book of skill. I give it to the druid, for having the most improvement. We go back to town. I hear this strange laughing, and see people screaming around my tent.


“SORCERESS!” I shout.


I run to our tents, and find Baal, Lord of Destruction, holding Abytha by the neck.


“I was hoping you would be here, V.I.P., so you can see the death of your beautiful wife. Fall into my demands, and the rest of your friends stay alive.” Baal says.


“NO! TAKE ANYONE BUT ABYTHA! PLEASE! I BEG OF –“ I shout. But I was too late. Baal slit her throat, and threw her dead body in my direction. I catch her, getting as bloody as I could.


“Smell that Baal? That is the smell of my wife’s death. It will also be the last thing you smell, as I kill you!” I say.


Baal just laughs. I charge at him with my smiting club. He just keeps laughing as I take the strike. Right when I thought I smashed his skull in, I find out he took a portal, to a strange place. I try to enter the portal, but it closes up. I start yelling, and trashing my tent. I take my club, and start killing random people. My necromancer makes a bone wall around me. When I attempt to jump over, my barbarian jumps in, wraps his arms around me tight, and makes me drop my weapons.


“STOP THIS MADNESS V.I.P., BEFORE I AM FORCED TO KILL YOU!” he says.


“I MUST KILL BAAL, MUST KILL BAAL, OOH DAMN THAT BAAL! DAMN HIM TO THE HELL AT WITCH HE WAS BORN!” I shout.


“Yes, damn Baal, but please sir, try to calm yourself. We must kill his brothers first. Okay?”


“Fine. Where to?”


“The jungles of Kurast.”


“Then to the jungles.”


My mercenaries and I now travel with a coffin filled with the body of my wife. I only wish I could have been with her longer. We get to the jungles, and go straight to the Durance of Haste. With my minions and I feeling a rage for the loss of my wife, we clear out Mephisto’s minions out easily. We weaken the demon, and I ask him where Diablo went. He said in the portal, and I sliced his head off. We take the portal, and it leads to hell. It leads to the sanctuary in which Diablo rests. We take out the minions guarding the chamber, and then we take on the Lord of Terror himself. A strange warrior appears from nowhere. Wait, it’s my friend! Sycamore! This is what Baal meant by another of my friends dying. I try to message him, but he takes on Diablo. Diablo knocks him back, and I tell my druid to help him. Sycamore gets trapped in a bone prison, and my Druid’s bear helps him out. By accident, the bone goes in his leg. Diablo loves pain, so he rushes to the wounded warrior. Sycamore knew he would die, so he staled time for my helpers. He stabs the demon in his stomach. The Lord of Terror shouts in pain, and then he slices Sycamore’s belly, spilling his guts. My barbarian jumps on Diablo’s back.


“OFF WITH YOUR HEAD!” my barbarian says, as he decapitates the Lord of Terror.


Before we killed him, he said we were too late, and that Baal had reached Harrograth. That was where we went next. I told my barbarian he could have some time off to meet with family and friends. I ask around, and I am told that Baal is at the summit of Mt. Arreat. He is invading the Worldstone Keep. I must stop him. We get to the Arreat Summit, and we fight the 3 barbarian gods. We each take 1 out, and then we are permitted to go to the Worldstone Keep. The summoned creatures of the druid and the necromancer take out the minions. I tell them to UN-summon their pets. I also tell them that I will take Baal on by myself. The Lord of Destruction laughs, and we take each other on. I take out the sword no one knows I have, the Grandfather. It’s a Samurai sword. Baal’s tentacles manage to hurt me, but I kill them. Baal starts howling, and I almost die. But then, something inside me tells me to proceed, and finish the demon.


“Here are your demands, Baal!” I shout as I kill the Lord of Destruction. An angel appears, and says he has been watching me. He grants me 1 wish, and I wish for Abytha to be alive again. My wish was granted, and she woke up to me.


“Never let me sleep that long again.” She says.


“Okay dear, okay.” I say.

THE END

