Fifth RP: The Escape


Location: High Pass Keep





Guards/Jail Keeper: Palamon (Feature/Local Admin/Wizard)


Figure/Drakkloth/Ishamael/’Guard’: Kaervek (Local Admin/!Ishamael)


Rhea/Girl: Rhea





--





*ka-shink*ka-shink*ka-shink* Footsteps of steelclad knights grow louder as down the flight of stairs come two of the castle guards. Now through the archway from the foyer they arrive, three plate-armored men in the colors of the Prince. Two wield massive pikes, and the third has no visible weapon, but in his hands are the keys to the dungeon cells. "It's time for your transfer," the one with the keys says to the Drakkloth. "The High Sorceror himself is here."





The figure in the cell looks up as the guards appoarch, a cruel smile forming on his pale face. Finally he stands, with a bored yawn. "About time you lazy humans got things done around here." He laughs, a horrible sound. "Well? Are you going to stand there, or shall we be on our way?"





The guard in the middle gets a wicked grin on his face as he replies to Ishamael. "We shall be on our way, indeed. Lord Aravik so looks forward to learning -all- about you." He nods to the two guards who flank him, and they hold their pikes at the ready. Now he takes one key from the huge ring on his belt, and inserts it into the lock, turning it with a creak. With a louder creak, he opens the door, and for some unknown reason he does not shackle the prisoner. "Let's go, rift scum."





"The figure in the cell lets out another loud laugh, a very chilling laugh. Smiling, he walks out of the cell, as if just released. Looking from guard to guard, he nods to each mockingly, as if to old friends he now considers below him. Light glints into his yellow eyes, which are filled with hatred for the humans, the only visible sign that he may be disturbed."





The guard with the keys gives the Drakkloth a shove, and pushes him between the two guards with the halberds. The armed guards do not move, save to move their weapons into position where they can be wielded swiftly and lethally. "Let's go." The guard with the keys turns to the guards next to him, and says, "I got him from here. You go back." At first the guards do not do as they are ordered, but the warden apparently outranks them, so they back off and depart the scene. "Well..." the guard says as he turns to Ishamael. "Let's have some fun." Suddenly he draws from his belt a nightstick, and takes a severe whack at the drakkloth prisoner's gut!





The figure in black lets out a sharp grunt as the nightstick hits him, being caught off guard and having no chance to block the blow. Going with the blow, though, he moves away from the guard to gain time to recover from the blow. All mockery is gone from his face, replaced with pure murder. After a few precious seconds, he lunges towards the guard, attempting to grab the nightstick.





The guard is not a complete idiot, but he is not as fast as the Drakkloth either, and he is completely unready for the Drakkloth's attack. He manages to keep the stick from being grabbed, but leaves himself completely open in doing so. With a downward stab, he tries to bash Ishamael on the back with the butt of the stick, but the blow is feeble at best, and a fatal mistake at worst.





The drakkloth's training proves true, despite the rage he is in. As the guards swings the end of the nightstick downward, the agile drakkloth sidesteps, grabbing the humans wrist in the process. His cruel grin once more on his face, as he clamps his other hand down over the guards mouth, and begins squeezing the guard's wrist with his other. In little less than 2 seconds, the sound of bones cracking can be heard, and the guards hand opens on it's own accord, dropping the nightstick.





The guard tries to chomp down on Ishamael's hand, but the Drakkloth's vicelike grip is merciless, and he is utterly ineffective. Eyes bugged and wild with rage, he lunges back with his right elbow at the belly of the man who but moments ago was his prisoner.





The drakkloth once again sidesteps, pulling the guard along with him. Pushing his new prisoner down, he releases the man's wrist, the picks up the nightstick. Quickly bashing the guard over the head, he releases the man as he crumbles onto the ground. Smiling, he walks around to where he stands in front of the man. Closing his eyes, his lips begin moving as if chanting something, and the man's body seems to grow hazy. After a few seconds, the hazy appearance disappears, and the body no longer looks like that of the guard, but like that of the drakkloth himself. He begins the strange quiet chant again, and this time his own body begins hazy. As the effect ends, the drakkloth looks exactly like the guard! Putting the nightstick into his belt, he smiles, before calling out, "Guards! Come and take the prisoner where he belongs!" His voice is that of the guard on the floor.





The 'Drakkloth' slumps to the ground, his form shivering slightly as Ishamael's strong illusionary magic takes its full effect. Slowly down the stairs walk the two guards who had just been sent away return, the armed ones in full armor. "Alright, sergeant. You've had your fun. Let's get him out of here." The one on the right shoots Ishamael (the 'guard sergeant') a very dirty look, and nods to the other to pick up the form on the ground. The other one does as he is told, and drags the fallen figure up to his feet. The two armored guards begin to carry the form away.





The 'guard' nods, watching the guards carry the 'prisoner' away, a distasteful look on his face. As they leave begin to leave, he smiles an inhuman smile that no human could ever have managed towards their backs. Glancing about the dungeon, he says quietly, "Now the fun starts." He heads for the exits the other guards used.





The guard who had shot the 'sergeant' a dirty look turns back to the 'sergeant' again, and asks icily, "Aren't you forgetting something, sergeant?" he nods his head to Rhea. "Or are you going to disobey the Regent's orders yet -again-..."





The 'guard's face twist into a frown, before he turns back around to look through the bars of the girls cage. Pulling the ring of keys from his belt, he begans to unlock the cell before turning about to stare at the guards, "Well? Don't you have somewhere to be going?" With that he opens the cell door.





The petty girl huddled in the corner of the cell appears makes no motion at all to even answer the 'guard's question, nor to she attempt to stand. After a short moment, she speaks up. "And why should I leave? Where shall I go? Back to Carnac? Hardly." Her voice is harsh with a bit of an icy tone, and she gazes at the 'guard,' sensing something strange about him.





The corporal - the one that seems to have the most guts when dealing with the sergeant, walks to the cell, and turns the key -- apparently he has his own copy. "You're free to go now, child. The Regent most humbly apologizes for his error, and asks that you join him tonight for dinner. He will grant you one request when you meet with him." He bows as the door is opened, and the girl is allowed to leave, followed by the guards and the unconsious 'drakkloth.'





For a few moments, the 'sergeant' listens to their fading footsteps, a cruel smile growing on his face. Grabbing the hilt of the real guard's sword for a moment, he almost pulls it free, but decides otherwise. "Unless I am slow, I will have no need for it." He laughs, "I'll walk right past them." He then goes up the stairs used by the others.


