Second RP: The Capture


Location: High Pass Keep





Girl/Rhea: Rhea


Girl/Jael: Jael


Figure/Shadow/'Guard'/Morial/Drakkloth: Kaervek (Local Admin/!Ishamael)


Youth/Guards/Palamon: Palamon (Feature/Local Admin/Wizard)


Demandred: Demandred (Feature/Local Admin)


Serbitar: Serbitar (Feature/Local Admin)





--





Courtyard -- High Pass Keep 





You stand within the courtyard of the High Pass Keep in Western Durnalis. Under your feet is some sparse grass, the lack of growth being due in part to the altitude and partly to the great amount the courtyard is used for military training. At any point of time a few soldiers can be seen here, sometimes drilling, sometimes standing talking idly. The breeze blows down from the top of the mountain, sweeping across the field. In the South you can see two towers on the ends of the wall where soldiers pace in constant watch. Also to the South are the gates and the towers that watch over them. In the North is the great keep and the Northern towers. The keep is built into the cliff of the mountain, with the front protruding from it. The main tower of the keep rises out of the mountain up several stories. At first the mountain hides the back of the tower, but finally it breaks through the cliff into the sky. The other two towers in the North also protrude from the cliff and the one in the West is nearly fallen to the ground due to years of neglect. The entrances to either of these towers is not visible from the courtyard. The main keep is not spectacular in any way save perhaps the power it represents. A large stone structure, it towers three stories, and the tower that comes from it stands several more. Off to the sides are the stables and the smell of hay and horses.





--





Jael stands near the fountain, next to an Acolyte who is quietly alert and watching the young woman. Jael is humming quietly to herself and seems oblivious to everything else.





As the night deepens, the shadows in the courtyard grow, disspite the lights lit by soldiers. One such shadow detaches itself from the stable doorway, moving across the courtyard without a sound and staying hidden safely in the shadows. A flash of steel, and a dagger is in it's hand. The shadow moves toward Jael and the Acolyte with her, turning toward the Acolyte. Quickly, it brings the dagger down toward the Acolyte, while reaching with his other hand to grab Jael, and cover her mouth.





Jael manages a quiet scream, sensing the shadow before even seeing it, but his hand is too quick and quiets anything more than that.





As the Acolyte falls, never knowing what happened, the shadow tightens it's grip on the girl. Moving silently to the stables, it places the dagger back in it's sheath, while whispering to Jael, "Struggle, and you die now, understand?"





Jael nods quietly and lets it take her where it will. Her eyes watches carefully and she is much more alert now.





--





Stables -- High Mountain Fortress 





These are the stables of the High Pass Fortress in the kingdom of Durnalis. In here are many different stalls where many horses are kept and fed. The horses range from meager cart horses that carry goods between here and the town, to the great war horse chargers that serve as mounts for the Lord's great knights. Here there are several stablehands with pitchforks and shovels in their hands, constantly keeping the stables clean and suitable for the horses. The smell of the beasts is overpowering, and on a hot day, the stench can become unbearable. Every once in a while a horse snorts or swooshes its tail quickly.





--





The shadow enters the stables, the girl Jael held tightly in his grasp. Light from the lanteren shines on his face, making his yellow eyes shine. Quickly, he pushes the girl to the floor near another. "Scream, and I can assure you anyone who comes will find you dead, both of you, and me gone."





Jael moves towards the other girl at first, but shivers slightly and cowers away from both of them.





The figure leans down, and pulling it's dagger out, cuts the gag on the others mouth. Leaving her hands tied, he stands, flipping the dagger idly into the air. Finally he says, "Now, you are going to answer some questions for me, ok? If I don't like your answers, you die, if I do, you may still die. Got that?"





Jael nods quietly to the shadow, hissing slightly, "Evil.."





The figure smiles, nodding, "I agree, quite evil. Now, I would like to know exactly what it is you do. Don't lie, because I know much about you already. Is it true you can identify the 'shadows'?"





Jael scowls at him, "Yes, I can see the dark ones as clear as I can see the sun."





The girl next to Jael coughs slightly, and grasps the wound on her right shoulder, wincing in pain. Her eyes are bloodshot and the right portion her silver blouse is soaked with blood. Silently, she listens to the two speak, admiring Jael's defiance.





The 'man' laughs, "Oh, do be nice, or I might have to hurt your friend there." He motions toward Rhea with the dagger, "Now, how do you do this? It is an....interesting ability. Can it be taught?"





Jael shakes her head, "No, can't be taught. My god gave it to me." she frowns, "Don't hurt her anymore...She's like.." she stops and bites her tongue.





The man pauses in thought, smiling, and as the girl finishes, he speaks again, "Good, it can not be taught. Your god? He is a weakling in my eyes." He laughs again, before continuing, "Now, why is it that I shouldn't hurt her? What is it that she is like?"





A tremendous wind begins to howl outside....





Jael slowly raises her finger poiting at the shadow, "Like you... a living shadow."





Frowning slightly, her left hand now covered in blood as she attempts to stop the wound from bleeding, she sighs. The ground beneath her sitting figure begins slowly to fill with blood.





The shadow frowns, "A living shadow? What do you mean? That she is like me? Quite impossible, my dear. She looks nothing like my species, and if she was like me, she would know it." He pauses, staring at Rhea as he waits for the others answer.





Jael shakes her head, "Not quite a shadow yet..." she scowls, "BUt if you let her bleed to death, she will be..." Jael speaks quite cryptically.





The wind outside begins to howl ever louder. Then, with a tremendous billowing shriek, tsnow pours in through the stable doors. "damn.... ... ... job" mutters a youth's voice, apparently talking to himself as he stomps snow off his boots, barely audible over the sound of the storm that has suddenly brewed outside.





The shadow spins around as Jael hisses to someone speaks, forgetting Jael for a moment as his thoughts become jumbled. Pulling his arm back, he throws his dagger, aiming for the youth.





The lad halts, dead in his tracks, and obviously spooked out of his wits. But only for a second. "Lass," he says, patronizingly, "The Regent would surely give you a room to stay in. You needn't stay in the stables through the cold winter nights." thwip thwip thwip THUNK! The dagger lands in the wall right where he had been standing. Defenseless, he scrambles to his feet and runs out, and crying, "FEAR! FIRE! FOES!! FEAR!! FIRE!!! FOES!!!"





Jael screams at him, "Run boy! Now!"


Jael stands and aims to tackle the shadow.





Soon the cry is redoubled. "Close the gates! Close the gates!" can be heard from outside. Guards, everywhere at this, Durnalis' first line of defense, take up the cries.





The shadow hisses, turning back toward Jael just as she tackles him. Falling, he reachs for his longsword, attempting to get it out and finish the girl. He hisses, "Now you die!" But because of his position, he gives Jael enough time to run.





Jael scrambles out of the stables towards the abbey.





The figure hisses as it gets up, muttering curses. Pulling it's sword out, the figure leans down, grabbing the bleeding Rhea and throwing her over his shoulder. Reach into a pouch at his belt, he pulls out several small orbs, all painted black. Throwing them to the ground, he stomps on each one quickly. As each is stepped on, they begin to leak a black, oily smoke.





Guards from everywhere rush toward the stables, choking as they get in the smoke, and blinded. The wind is on their side, however. This smoke won't last long...





Jael makes it out of the stables before the smoke gets to her.


As the smoke clears, nothing is to be seen of the drakkloth, and only guards fill the room. One guard stands off to the side slightly, with a young girl over his shoulder, who look much like the girl known as Jael.





--


In courtyard:





From the smoking stables come many guards, one with a girl over his shoulder that appears to be Jael.





Palamon stands behind all the guards, arms folded over. "Jael!" he cries as he sees the 'guard' walk over with 'Jael' over his shoulder. The Prince Regent rushes over toward Ishamael, glittering white sword in his right hand, singing softly with a powerful magical energy that surrounds it. "Well done," he congratulates the man. "Thou didst save her life this day, and I shall not forget it. Come, both of you with me to the Abbey. Lord Serbitar! The girl that the stablehand spoke of. She is safe. Demandred! Come hither... all is well. Guards! Search the stables! Leave no straw unturned. Report to me IMMEDIATELY with the perpetrator of this crime."





The 'guard' nods, bowing towards Palamon, saying a quick 'Aye, my lord' and following after him.





Demandred is just arriving from the tower itself, his armor over halfway on. He looks at Palamon then the glittering sword, and then around. He growls from the back of his throat and pulls a guard to the side, using his spear as a pushing tool, "Could something please tell me what the hell is going on?" He asks irritably, probably just being woken up from a long nap.





Serbitar, who had been standing near issueing orders, turns at the Regents call. He nods in agreement with the order and immediatly sends men scurying hither and yon. He then turns and walks up the Regent, his tall form moving easily. "I have issued orders for a comprehensive search my lord, the perpetrature will be found."





Demandred lets the guard pass with a sigh, and then hefts his spear in one hand. He moves slowly towards Palamon and Serbitar, with a confused expression resting upon his heavy brow, "Would someone please tell me what in the bloody hell is going on here?" He does not like not knowing what is occuring around him.





Palamon sheathes his sword slowly, casting glances to the Lords Callandor out the corner of his eye. "Well done. A timely and heroic effort, sir..." his voice trails off, letting Ishamael answer for himself the name, which the Regent does not know.





The 'guard' provides one, "I am called Morial, my lord." Looking at the others, he turns back to Palamon, "Perhaps, my lord, we should get the girl to where she needs to be?"





Serbitar gazes steadily at the man Palamon addresses, his gaze is peircing as if he precieves things that others do not, he nods as the man speaks his name and echos the Regents sentaments, "Well down Morial, we should take her quickly to the abbey so that her wounds may be tended."





Palamon nods curtly to the guard, smiling to him. "Indeed, Sir Morial, that is just what we shall do. She belongs in the Abbey, as thou knowest." Now he turns his head and looks over his shoulder to Demandred. "Sir Morial rescued Jael, the young girl from Carnac, from certain death of smoke in those stables. He should be commended. Apparently there is an assassin - a failed one - on the loose." The Prince Regent opens the door the Abbey, and allows 'Morial' to enter first.





Demandred frowns heavily, and then turns his wizened old head towards the one called 'Morial', "I am getting old..." He mutters to himself, his frown deepening by the moment. He looks at Palamon, and then Serbitar and senses...something. He continues to frown but keeps his mouth closed, at least for a time.





Serbitar follows at the end of the group his eyes never leaving the suposed savior of Jael.





Morial bows before the Prince Regent, and begins to head towards the Abbey, the girl 'Jael' over his shoulder. He casts one glance over his shoulder, though, looking towards Serbitar.





--


Abbey: Simple but beautiful, the Abbey at the HIgh Pass Keep is one of the many towers along the perimeter of the old castle. Renovated from its old days as a Calderan place of worship, it now proudly displays the stories of Durnalis and of all the saints of the Old Faith in a series of stained glass windows all about. Candles are everywhere, along the walls and on every pew but most are toward the altar in the far West of the temple - the West, where all light goes in the end of the day.





--


Serbitar steps into the abbey, even in this low light level his Golden plate armour shines as if with a light of it's own, in his right hand is long gleaming sword, a fient almost irredecient glow surround both man and sword. His large form moves with grace unmatched among mortals. He stands ready for battle, a pillar of strength and power.





Entering the Abbey, with his spear cocked at a 45 degree angle is Demandred Callandor. His armor dulls in comparison to the blinding radiance of Serbitar's, but yet you get a sense of decades of experience and hard-nosed determination from Demandred. Yes, indeed, he is one of the 'old school' knights, who were much different from the knights of today. He moves with a grace that no man his age (or perhaps young) can match. He stands, not ready for only battle, but ready for anything. A pillar of wisdom and experience versus the rashness that seems to be abound in this abbey





Palamon enters the Abbey after Serbitar and Demandred, the Sword of Anadel drawn and glittering, fairly bursting with power in the Holy House. He turns around slowly, standing behind the wall that is the Lords Callandor. He places the long wooden bar down over the doors, locking them shut. Then... he turns around, and his face is full of wrath. "Who art thou..." he grates, sword drawn and at Ishamael's throat. "Did Dunsien," he spits the name out, "Send thee for her? For behold: thy trickery is for naught, and thy life is forfeit should I but order it." He nods his head... in the direction of... the other Jael.





At Palamon's words Serbitar takes a step forward, he very presence exuding shear power. The promise in his right hand is that of death.





The drakkloth hisses as his disguise is destroyed. Jumping away from Palamon and drawing his sword, he throws the false Jael from his shoulder, putting the sword's blade to the girl's throat. He hisses toward Palamon, "Would you dare endanger another life? Dunsien, the fool, did not send me. Step near though, and the girl will die."





Serbitar looks back at Palamon waiting for the Regent to give him the signal to attack.





Palamon's sword is at the ready, and he steps up between Serbitar and Demandred, the White Sword of legend in his right hand. He raises his brow at this tactic, and holds the sword at guard, but not attacking. "Move and thou shalt find the Spear of Callandor through thy sternum, devils' pawn."





Demandred does not move to attack, nor even make like he wants to. He just stands back and watches, perhaps wisely. He watches Palamon and Serbitar and they threaten and prod with words, and he just shakes his head. The time for action has not yet come, he seems to note to himself. But still, he wrenches his grip on his spear and his eyes blaze grey fire at the Drakkloth.





Jael just hisses at the Drakkloth, the acolyte having to hold her back physically, her own fire in her eyes.





Ishamael laughs, "And you would have the blood of this girl on your hands, oh prince. And perhaps others." He smiles cruelly, "What true crime have I committed, oh lordly one, that you wish to kill me?" He points toward Jael, "I wished nothing more than a chat with the girl."





A slight chuckle escapes the lips of the eldest Callandor, but he just glares at the Drakkloth and remains silent. He would, normally, input his thoughts here but since he is outranked by Palamon and Serbitar--who would probably not approve of his methods anyway--he remains stoicly silent.





Palamon purposefully paces over, around Ishamael, keeping his distance, sword in hand. He stands now next to Jael, and holds his sword back, for defense - just in case. "Then speak," the Regent stares into the eyes of the Drakkloth.





Jael continues to growl and hiss at the dark creature.





Ishamael smiles again, his voice mocking, "I already have had the little chat I wished to have, oh great one. And seeing so, I believe it is time for me to leave this wonderful little place, don't you agree? Open the gates, and I will be gone, with no one harmed."





A faint moan escapes the girl's lips as she struggles slightly beneath the creature's powerful arms. The wound on her shoulder is still bleeding, though not quite as heavily as before, and the blood-soaked blouse has turned a sickly reddish-orange. Her yellow-lined silver eyes are dull and unemotional, though her face seems the very essence of pain and suffering.





Palamon holds his sword warily and attentively. His eyes are ever on the Drakkloth, though they flick to Serbitar for a brief second. "Let her go and thy life shall be spared for a trial," he says in a flat, imperial voice. "If, however, thou dost not release her, or thou dost cause her harm, I shall slay thee outright. Hearest thou me?"





In the room a slight tingling can be felt on the skin as if powerful unseen forces move. At the center of this is Golden armoured grand duke. His face tighens in concentration and his left begins to glow a bright red. No other motion does he make, but as the intensity of energy in his left hand increased so does the temperature of his enemies blade. The colour of the blade turns quikly from a dull metalic to bright red matching the colour in Serbitar's left hand.





Jael speaks up, "No, make them leave, both of them... Living shadows do not belong in a city of light."





Demandred makes no move, except to relax a little bit, as he sees that his proteges have the situation under control. But still, despite the brevity of the situation, Demandred Callandor cannot help to mask a grin, seeing that his constant raving on the 'value of a prisoner' has at least been listened to by someone. He is not totally relaxed, however. He never is. But he does step back one step to let Serbitar and Palamon handle the situation. Like the grey fire that burns in his eyes are any match for the ethereal qualities of Serbitar and Palamon anyway...





Ishamael spits toward Palamon, his voice losing the mocking tone for a hate filled one, "Yea, and any trial here would end in my death." He thens lets out a yelp of pain as his sword blade becomes red hot. Dropping the sword, he quickly wrappes an arm around Rhea's neck, before nodding his head toward Jael, "I believe the girl has a good idea."





Serbitar lets out a breath and a bead of sweat runs down his face as he lets go of the magical energy, he smiles at his enemy yelps. "Surrender now and you will not be harmed."





"Thou hast not a weapon," the Prince Regent says coolly. "I could throw this blade betwixt thy eyes, and that girl would go free as thou in a shuddering heap didst fall to the floor. My offer yet stands, even though I have the upper hand in this. Release her, and thou shalt stand trial." As if to emphasize his point, he shifts the grip on his sword. It could be easily hurled.





Jael finally manages to get loose of the Acolyte and stand between Ishmael and Palamon, "Keep them here and more will come... and more..."





Rhea struggles slightly once again, feeling now the pressure of the creature's arms around her weak neck. The creature's arm brushes her stab wound as it wraps around her neck, and she again winces with a newly regained pain.





Jael turns to the Drakkloth and the girl, "Leave, now and take your shadow spawn with you." she hisses.





Ishamael nods, "Gladly, I would go, but it seem the gates are closed." He glances at Palamon.





Palamon laughs sharply, and says very simply: "Freedom is not an option."





Jael glares at Palamon, "It's not an option, it's a necessity.. Let them go!" she turns to a plea, "Please..."





"Never. I would sooner have them hung." The Regent snaps. "Now... I offer thee unto the count of three. Upon three, the Spear of Callandor will pierce thee if thou hast not surrendered."





"One..."





Ishamael laughs, "Surrender? A worst choice for you! Your castle would be attacked within months! Which would you rather? One like me free, or an army of me?"





"Two..." The Prince heeds not the words of the Drakkloth in the least.





The drakkloth frowns, obviously not liking the situation. Finally he speaks, mostly to himself, "What would surrender be? A few months in prison. Aye, bad for them, but nothing terrible for me.." Speaking up, he says, "Surrender is the choice then, for now.."





"Battle." murmurs Demandred Callandor, and after a second his spear alights with a bluish glow. The Spear of Callandor, Cadarn, has awoken after a period of millenia. It glows like it did for Diarmait V, The First Callandor. Demandred shivers a moment and his eyes change drastically. He is no longer Demandred, but a man possessed by the spear that he holds...





Palamon lowers his blade, and walks forward. "A wise choice," the Regent says coolly. "Thou hast averted thy death, at least for the time being. A trial shall be held upon the morn ten days hence. Thus I have decreed. Take them away." He motions for Rhea to be taken as well.





With a thundering blow, Demandred slams the butt of his spear against the floor of the Abbey. The bluish light of Cadarn diffuses into the stones and runs up the wall and then winks out. Demandred returns to his normal self. He lowers his spear into a neutral position and watches silently.





