
The rogue encampment wasn’t exactly as active as the port town of Lut Gholein, but compared to how it had been when she’d passed through on her way to Tristram, Skye noted it was teeming with action.  Other things had changed too, such as the addition of a strong outer-wooden fence around the perimeter of what had before been just some carts near a campfire.  The carts and campfire were there still, though their number were now greatly increased.  The number of rogue guards had almost tripled as well, and they seemed to be posted all over, guarding against the evil that had suddenly over taken the land.  


“I wonder why all the rogues have left the better-fortified monastery,” she pondered out loud.   “Even their leaders are gathered here.”  She nodded towards a tent off in a corner to their right.


Bryan nodded, then turned his head to look at Skye as they walked.  “It looks like Diablo has corrupted the land.  A lot of those demons we fought on the way in seemed like they used to be rogues, but they’d been corrupted.  Maybe that means he’s still near---”


Not paying full attention to where he was going, Bryan ran into something hard and bounced off, clattering to the ground.  Skye dropped to one knee and put her arm around his shoulders, helping him to his feet.  They both looked forward again, and Bryan noticed it wasn’t something he’d run into, but someone.  The man stood at least a foot taller than Bryan, and didn’t wear a shirt, but instead a plaid sash from his shoulder across his chest, which matched the kilt he wore.  Despite this, his skin was still rather light colored, stretched as it was over bulging muscles.  He kept no hair on his head, except for a long, thin, black ponytail from the back of his skull down to his shoulders.  The man reached a hand down to also assist Bryan to his feet, then dropped his arms to his side.  Skye noted the belt he wore had a sheath on either side, both holding a sword that Skye was sure would take her two-hands to wield.


“You should keep your eyes in front of you, small warrior.  The demons are not as forgiving as I will be.”  His voice was deep, and a bit more eloquent than Skye expected, though his tone was still rather gutteral.


“Uh, yeah. Sorry about that.  I’m Bryan, and this is Skye.”  He gestured over his shoulder. “The sage in the gray robe is Deckard Cain, the last of the Horadrim, and a good friend of mine.  We just got here after escapaing Tristram.”


“Then you also seek the Lord of Terror, who destroyed your village.”


“Well, it wasn’t exactly our village. I was there, with her brother,” he said, nodding towards Skye, “to stop him when he first took over the Horadrim church there.  We defeated him, but his power is so great that he couldn’t be kept down long.”


Skye nodded, then looked up at the bigger warrior.  “Didn’t catch your name though.  You don’t seem to fit in around here.”


“I am known as Stryker.  I hail from the Barbarian tribes to the north.  And you are correct, my people are rarely seen far from Mount Arreat.  As one of the bravest warriors of my tribe, I was chosen to hunt down the evil that has invaded our mortal realm.”


Bryan opened his mouth to say something, but Cain came up from behind and cut him off.  “Excellent.  Though I have the greatest confidence in these two adventurers, saving humanity from the Lord of Terror will not be an easy task.  Working together, we will better off than as individuals.”


The barbarian bowed shortly towards Cain.  “We in the North know much of your order Cain.   I will accompany you.”


Skye smiled widely.  “This has to be one of the stiffest conversations I’ve heard in a while.  If we’ll be fighting together, perhaps we should get to know each other better?  I’m sure someone around here will have some nice ale we can drink around a campfire for the night.”


Akara, the spiritual leader of the Sisters of the Sightless Eye, stood before them, though it didn’t seem like her feet touched the ground.  Kashya, their military leader, stood beside her, tugging blankly on her bow-string.  Akara smiled as her eyes settled on Cain’s robed figure.  “Ah, Deckard Cain.  You survived the attack on Tristram.  Perhaps not all hope is lost for our Order.”


“It has been a while, hasn’t it Akara?  Yes, I survived, thanks to Skye and Bryan here.  One thing puzzles me though.  Why have you left the safety of the Sisters’ monastery?”


The old priestess sighed, her purple robes rustling with the action.  Kashya stepped forward, anger slightly overshadowing her weariness.  “When the dark wanderer passed through the monastery, he corrupted many of my warrior rogues.  Though he has left the monastery himself, he left behind a demon more powerful than we could handle.  From what we’ve determined, she is called Andariel.”


Cain nodded curtly.  “Andariel is one of the lesser evils, not as powerful as Diablo, or his brothers Mephisto and Baal, but a great challenge for any mortal to face.  If she is here, helping Diablo, that means the forces of Hell have united behind the three.   This will be harder than even I imagined.”


Skye stepped forward before anyone else can speak.  “You mean the wanderer is already gone?  The eastern deserts are long, but easy to travel.  He’ll be in Lut Gholein in no time.”


“Which is why we must hurry to defeat Andariel,” Stryker said quietly.  He pulled one of his swords from its sheath, tossing it from hand to hand.   “What is the quickest route to the monestary?”


Kashya pointed east, where the sun was just poking above the mountain pass.  “The monestary is at the base of the pass through those mountains.  Take the path through the Cold Plains to the Stony Field.  It will take you ‘til night fall to make it, if there were no demons to fight along the way.  With their presence, it will probably take you until at least mid-night.”


Akara finally spoke again.  “There is a faster way.”  Kashya shot a look at the older priestess.  Her glare was like daggers, but Akara held out a hand to calm the warrior rogue.  “They are our best chance at regaining our home Kashya.  And they have Deckard Cain with them.  I think they are trustworthy.”   


Kashya stopped glaring at Akara, but her face was still pained as she once again began toying with her bow-string.  Akara looked up at the adventurers.  “There are…magical points in the monastery.  The aura surrounding them allows us to move through the ethereal plane and appear at a far away location.   Though I’m sure Andariel’s power has the inner points blocked from our spiritual powers, I should be able to use the point here to get you to the Outer Cloister, just inside the Monastery Gate.  This is a ritual usually only reserved to the Sisters, thus Kashya’s anger at sharing it with you outsiders.   Still, if you survived the massacre at Tristram, and with Cain’s wealth of knowledge, I think you can defeat Andariel and save our home.”  She pulled out a small scroll, and handed it to Skye.  “Take this, when you’ve defeated Anadriel, use this town portal scroll to return here and take Cain with you for your journey East.”


Bryan watched as Skye accepted the scroll and thanked Akara, then the three adventurers turned and walked toward the waypoint.  He’d sat silent, listening the whole time as Cain and Akara discussed the situation.  Lesser evils?  Ethereal way-points?  Sin War?  This is all so above me.  I’m just a warrior, a soldier, who wanted to save his country.  Now I’m venturing East to save humanity?    He looked at Skye, and sighed.  For her.  And her brother.  And for Sky.  I’ll do this.  


They appeared in the Outer Cloister of the monastery and were immediately under attack.  Small porcupine-like creatures threw spikes at them.  Skye muttered a spell and waved her arms in a circle.  A light blue shimmer surrounded her as her Shiver Armor appeared.  She watched as spikes hit the two warriors in front of her.  Some stuck in Bryan’s thin leather armor, while others stuck in Stryker’s skin, which seemed as tough as the leather armor.  The two charged at the clump of small critters, weapons raised.  Skye pointed her right arm forward with her staff and spoke a spell.  Lightning danced from the end of the staff, the bolt speeding between her two companions and dancing over three of the spiked demons.  They twitched then held still, smoke rising from their backs.


Bryan ran forward with his maul, bringing it down on the first spike demon.  The first blow shattered the spiky armor, then the second crushed the beast itself.  He swung the maul sideways sending another spike giant skittering to the left, where it got caught in a blast from Skye’s lightning.   Two giant furry beasts, as tall as him, but almost twice as wide, approached from his right.  He swung the maul high, sweeping a blow into the right beast’s upper arm.  It grunted, then Bryan swept his leg low sweeping the beast’s legs out from under him.  He brought the maul around in an overhead blow, smashing the gargantuan beast’s chest and sending blood spurting out.  


The second beast swung at Bryan, hitting him in the right shoulder.  The blow knocked him to the ground, and tore his armor, slightly cutting his skin.  The beast came over him, ready to use both clawed feet and hands to finish him off.  He rolled to the left, ready for one of the feet to still hit him, but instead the beast fell to the ground, face-first, where he was lying just a second ago, the blade of a sword sticking out the back of its head.  He stumbled to his feet as Stryker walked over and retrieved his sword from the demon’s skull.


“Nice shot.”


The barbarian nodded, and wiped his sword on the back of the furry beast.  They both walked over to Skye, who leaned casually on her staff.  “Didn’t take long to find something to kill did it?”


“It never seems to when Diablo’s involved,” Bryan said with a smile, looking around his new environment for the first time.  Tall archways surrounded a center grassy area just inside the outer walls of the monastery.  The sun shined just barely over the towering building to the east, as it slowly made its way to its peak in the sky.  Large wooden doors were on either side of the area, and Stryker was already heading towards the set to the East.  Bryan leaned towards Skye and whispered, “A tad impatient, isn’t he?”


“He’s dedicated to hunting down the evils.  Can’t fault him for that.  We should be in a hurry too.  I’m not sure my brother’s soul can hold out against Diablo’s will.  If we want to save him, we have to get to him before he reaches Tal Rasha’s tomb just outside Lut Gholein.”


“Right.  Well, let’s go then.”


The two of them ran up to Stryker as he shoved the doors open.  Bryan heard some Fallen scream as the incoming doors smashed them, then saw a couple of the brown skinned creatures walk past the doorway.  Stryker drew both swords and sliced both the short demons in half, from shoulder to waist.  As Bryan ran up behind him, he saw others running away.  One of the more exquisitely decorated Shaman danced around, reanimating the two Fallen Stryker had downed.  Skye cast a blast of ice at both of them, then shattered them each with her staff.  


Bryan ran at the Shaman, hitting him with a sideways blow with the mace and sending the smaller creature, which came up to about mid-chest on him, into the building’s wall.  The blow had it stunned, but not dead, so Bryan followed with an over head blow that smashed the creature’s head into a bloody mess.  


Stryker stood at the center of the battle, slicing Fallen with one blow to each.  A pack of six skeletons approached him from the front, left, and right, their axes ready to swing at the Barbarian.  Stryker swung his hands outward in a sweeping arc and yelled, a gutteral war-cry.  The approaching skeletons turned tail and ran, and Stryker followed the retreating skeletons, slicing them from behind.  Skye hit a couple with a few bolts of fire, turning their bones to ash, which cluttered harmlessly to the ground.  Bryan charged at the left two with his maul, which seemed more effective against the undead demons.  Their bones shattered in one blow, and Bryan crushed them both with a sideways swing that carried one into the other along the end of the maul.


They were now inside the actual monastery building, in what appeared to be the Sisters’ barracks.  Rooms lined each of the three long hallways that stemmed off from the entry, and each room appeared to have at least one bed in it.  In the rather silent halls, they could hear echoes of goat-men in the distance, and Fallen chittering at each other as well.  Bryan looked at Skye and Stryker, then shrugged his shoulders.  “I give.  Which way do we go?”


“Akara said there was a short-cut to the Inner Monastery through the Jail levels,” Skye said.  “I don’t know which way that is though.  I’d guess one end goes to a mess hall, the other to the jail, and the third, well, I don’t know.  Maybe the third is the long way in.”   


Suddenly, Stryker yelled at the ceiling, as he stuck his hand into the chest of a dead Fallen.  He pulled his hand out, and it held a red potion.  He handed it to Skye.  “If you are wounded, this will help heal you.”  


Bryan rolled his eyes and started walking down the hall-way to the left.  Stryker and Skye followed close behind.  He twirled his maul around, waiting for some demon to jump out at him from one of the door-ways.  Nothing did, and he reached the end of the hall-way without event.  Stryker came up alongside him as they stood outside the door.  The placard to the left read “Blacksmith”.  


“It’s not the jail.  Think  we should go in?”


Bryan looked at his maul.  “While this is a nice maul, I could really use something else.  I’m a little better with one-handed weapons.”


Skye chimed in from behind them. “It can’t hurt.  I’m sure we can handle whatever’s in there.  Some new equipment may help us to defeat what’s-her-name anyway.”


Stryker nodded, then drew just one of his swords, bearing it in both hands.  He kicked the door open, and for the first time since they’d met, Skye thought she saw some fear in his eyes as the scene inside settled upon him.  The fear faded quickly though, and he drew back and bellowed a warcry. Skye suddenly felt a little more urgency, adrenaline kicking in and giving her a little more agility.  She readied herself, as the mass of monsters approached, quickly choosing a spell from her selection.  Bryan and Stryker both were between her and her foes, so she decided on something to make their job a little easier.  She raised her arms, and spoke the spell, watching as the first wave of goats charging at her warrior friends stopped, twitching, as barely visible strings of electricity danced across their skin.  


Bryan, meanwhile, rolled back into the corner just outside the door, then swung his maul as the first goat made its way out.  He heard ribs cracking above the noise of battle, and he carried his swing through, sending the goat man into the one following him out.  The goats pushed through the bottle-neck though, and soon Bryan found himself cornered.  He kicked right, knocking one goat off its feet, then brought his maul up to block the vertical swing of another goat-man’s maul.  He followed up by grabbing the goat’s mace, then swinging his own maul one-handed into the goat’s side.  The swing was rather weak, and Bryan knew it didn’t do much damage, but it distracted the goat enough to let Bryan pull the mace out of its hands.  The third goat swung at him, hitting him on his left arm just below the shoulder.  Bryan screamed, and dropped his maul, then used the other goat’s mace to crush his assailant’s skull.  


The goat-men kept coming though, and Bryan quickly started feeling weak from loss of blood.  Behind the 6 goats in front of him, he saw a demon, about as tall as Stryker, and a lot flabbier, walk quickly towards Skye.  It reminded him a lot of the Butcher from Tristram, pink-skinned, fat, but powerful looking.  “Skye, look out!” he screamed.


The sorceress looked up, curling back and taking a step to brace herself.  The bigger demon completely blocked her from Bryan’s view, as he brought his hammer up to smash Skye.  He saw Stryker, slightly wounded, but not badly hurt, leap over goats at the demon, two-handed sword already swinging as he landed.  As the Smith turned to face the Barbarian, Bryan no longer saw Skye standing there.  The goats obscured his vision of the floor, and quickly panic rushed through him.  Skye!  No, not again…


But suddenly Skye was the least of his worries.  The distraction those events had caused him gave his foes a chance, and one of the goat-men connected a blow with its mace to Bryan’s head.  Dizziness overwhelmed him, and the world began to spin.  His legs gave way and he fell to the ground, losing consciousness before he hit the floor…

