Fourth RP: Questioning.


Location: High Pass Keep





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


Ishamael/Drakkloth: Kaervek (Local Admin/!Ishamael)





--





A stomping of boots can be heard as a pair of well-armed guards tromp heavily down the stairs in their metal armor. Soon they arrive in the main dungeon area, and turn to the guard on duty. "Warden," the first one says with a salute, "His Highness has ordered the adult be brought for interrogation." He hands the jail warden a scroll, and the warden reads it over. The warden mutters a little to himself as he walks over to the Drakkloth's cell, both fully-armed guards with him - weapons drawn. "The Regent wants to see ya."





The drakkloth smiles, having waited for this moment, "Oh? So the noble Regent wishes to speak with me?" He laughs, a cruel sound, "Very well. I doubt I have any choice in the matter."





"Nope," the warden replies gruffly as he turns the key in the lock making a fairly loud screeching sound. The two guards walk warily into the cell with blades drawn, ready for any funny business that the Drakkloth might pull.





Ishamael smiles, his face twisted by the cruel expression, "You do me honor, fearing me, even unarmed. For that I thank you." He finishes with a slight smirk, "Now, that me to this 'Prince', before I become bored and decide to leave."





The guards rush into the cell, and one grabs each arm of the prisoner, wrenching them behind his back. With a *click* they snap a pair of handcuffs on him, and even still the Warden has his sword drawn, and each of the other guards has a dagger in his other hand - they both together lead the prisoner out of his cell and toward the stairs going up.





Ishamael laughs, enjoying the slight pain the guards manage to create. Leaving the cell with his head held high, obviously thinking the guards to be far below him, he allows them to lead him. "A terrible dungeon, by the way. I could have built a much better one myself." He laughs.





The guard turns a demeaning glare to Ishamael, and replies coolly. "Kept you well enough. Come on. The Regent awaits." They lead the Drakkloth up the stairs and out of the tower.





Standing alone, back to the northern door, next to a magnificent table covered with a map of the world, the Regent seems completely unaware of the entrant until the warden of the jail bows, turns from the chamber, and heads back to his duties. The other guards remain with Ishamael, and Palamon's voice rumbles with an echo through the cavern of a room, though he still has his back to the Drakkloth and the guards. "Remove the shackles."





Ishamael smiles, watching the prince carefully, "A bit brave, aren't we?" He chuckles, waiting for the guards to follow the prince's orders, knowing they will not like it. "I have been told you wish to see me, oh noble one? Please, do not waste my time."





The shackles fall away, and the guards stand back, swords in hand, watching the Drakkloth warily.





Palamon still does not turn around. He does not face the prisoner, yet. "It shall not be long 'ere I send thee to a place from which all hope is gone. Hast ever been to such a place?" His words come slowly and purposefully. A dagger which only now is noticeable in his hands is placed on the table softly, and very visibly. The Regent turns around, slowly.





Ishamael smiles, "Never have I been to a place where I would have no hope, being one not to care of hope, nor fear any situation. But then, I have been many places that would kill you just to see." Chuckling slightly, he says, "Death holds no fear for me. It is mearly an end, and all must end. Except for my lord's empire."





Palamon arches an eyebrow, and disbelief is written across the face of the tall man. "Indeed. Well then continue to speak thy brave words, and live in thy false hope. There is more to fear in this life than Death." He purses his lips, and slowly walks toward the Drakkloth, and his steely eyes bore into those of Ishamael. "A fate which has already been perscribed for thee for thy murders. I offer thee now a chance. Tell all, and this fate shall be swift and painless. Refuse..." his voice trails away.





Ishamael smiles, "So you have enough intellegence to realize that death is an escape. I believe the same myself." Getting a thoughtful look, he continues to speak, "Tell all, and I die. Tell none, and I get an interesting death. A hard choice, don't you agree?" Laughing he says, "Tell all? A very long story, o noble one, who holds trials without the convicted present."





Palamon is unrattled by these words. "Not that difficult a choice," he replies coolly. "I have seen a thousand faces of death, and even I can not imagine the one that would await thee should thou refuse."





The drakkloth's face stays smooth, dispite the cruel smile on his face. "I look forward to it. It will be a worthy sacrifice, for soon after my death your great fortress will be sieged, and all within eventually killed. And trust me, my kin can come up with ways to kill others that 


would turn you white. Do you trully wish to bring this on your people?"





Palamon begins to smile, slowly. "Oh, I think thou dost overestimate the value that thy Demon Lord has placed upon thy head. He will not risk a battle here in Durnalis. Why, thou are but one, and a war would cost the lives of thousands of his precious Hellspawn. Oh thou art mistaken. THy death shall go entirely unnoticed."





The drakkloth's smile grows, "So confident. It would not take more than a few tens to finish your fortess. I got in unnoticed. There are thousands of my kin who can do the same. A few assassins, and this place would become a place of death."





Palamon's eyes narrow, and mockingly he replies, "And a miserable failure thou wert. Pray that they are more well-trained than thou. For what," he challenges, "Is an acolyte, in return for two 'elite'" his voice is sarcastic, "agents of the Demon Lord?





"Chance it was that I got caught." He pauses though, a confused look on his face. "Two elite agents of the Demon Lord? What do you mean?"





Palamon's voice becomes a hiss. "Nay, it was thy idiocy that caused thee to become caught. Who causes attention to be called unto himself with smoke, and leaves bodies lying where any child can find them? And not only that, thou didst have not a method of escape."





The drakkloth ignores the 'princes' comments, and steps forward to get his attention, "What do you mean, human? Two elite of agents? There was another?" He face become a sneer at the thought that another had been sent to finish his job.





Palamon shrugs, and turns from the Drakkloth for a moment, walking toward the large table in the center of the room. "An even more miserable failure than thyself, if that could possibly exist," he shrugs. Now he turns back. "In the time of Prince Kellinan, there were assassins sent to kill me. THey too failed. Now." He looks evenly at the Drakkloth from a distance. "Wherefore didst thou seek Jael? Does she know things that would be dangerous for me to know?"





Ishamael snorts, "I came not to assassinate you, and believe me or not, I did not even know you were here." Putting on a stubborn face, he says, "I will answer no more questions till you tell me who this /other/ agent was. If you do, perhaps I will speak."





Palamon raises an eyebrow, and once again the small smile twists across his lips. "Are thy bretheren as jealous and mistrusting of one another as thou art? I like this." He widens the smile for a second, and then exhales with a dismissive wave of his hand. "But alas, I still do not know the name."





Ishamael snorts, "Aid we give each other, but to steal other's mission, is to invite death." Sighing as a name is not given, he puts on his stubborn face once more. "What does the other agent look like? Is it of my kin?"





Palamon's smile disappears, and he replies with a cold stare. "Within a fortnight thou shalt either be dead, or well beyond my care. Tell me what it is I wish to know." He paces slowly until he is right next to the Drakkloth.





Ishamael smiles, his face set, "Dear prince, your words have no hold over me. I get what I want before you get what you want. Now, we can all get what we want, if you but only tell me what this other agent looked like."





Palamon takes a step back and draws forth from his long sheath an ancient, purely white blade. It hums with power, and a golden glow envelops it as he holds it. "Justice," the Regent says slowly, "Would slay thee here and now for thy crimes. There are no trials for spies and assassins." As he holds the blade there, a dread and loathing unlike any you have ever felt runs the length of your spine.





Ishamael snorts, ignoring what he feels, "Spies and assassins? I came not to assassinate anyone, and to spy? What would be the use of it? I doubt you plan of attacking my Lord's Empire." Stepping back anyways, he continues, "Kill me if you will, but remember my warning. Tell me of this other agent, o guiltless one, and you will learn what you wish of my reasons for being here."





Palamon returns the blade to its sheath, and with it the feeling of fear is gone entirely. "The red-robed one in the fourth cell." he replies, having thought the admission over. "The servant of the Nameless One. The prophet. There have been others too, and even a few like unto thee. But this one is a man. Now tell me what I wish to know."





The drakkloth's face becomes confused for a moment, and as he decides that this 'human' agent is not worth his time, his smile returns, "Very well. A deal is a deal. I came here to confirm my suspisions of the girl, Jael."





Palamon nods, curtly. "It is no secret. She is healed, entirely. But she is NOT returning to Carnac, nor to the empire further south. She is here, and here she remains. Now quit my sight, and die with that knowledge." He nods to the guards. "Return him to captivity."


