The Prison Cell(#7931Rant)





	This small dirty cell is completely bare, and uncomforable. Unlike every other room seen outside the cell, there is no smooth black marble here, no bright candles. The floor is hard, uneven grey stone, the walls even rougher. All light in the cell enters from the east, where it passes through the bars of the door. Not even a small, worn blanket is in the room to use for warmth, and only a small bowl for food and a cup for water sit within it.





Contents:


Jael


Obvious exits:


 Steel Bars <E> leads to Hall of the Shadows.





Jael>


Hair as black as ebony tumbles down her slender form and bright blue eyes gaze out at the world around her. Jael's features are chiseled and her skin is soft as a flower's petal. Her rose red lips curl up slightly, somewhere between a smirk and a smile. She stands at a petite 5 feet, her small frame as delicate as a porcelain doll with long thin fingers and delicate hands. 





She presently wears nothing. She is not hard to look at naked; her legs are shapely, her figure curves in where it should and out where it should. Her skin is pale, but not terribly so. There is not very much fat on her bones. Her skin is presently covered in filth, not a bit of white visible from beneath the layer of grime that has gathered on her. 


The girl's feet are cracked and dry, the soles seeming to have been cut off and then resewn back on. A whitish puss-like liquid ooze through the wounds and cracks on the bottom of her feet. She is obviously unable to put any kind of pressure on them, swollen as they are.


<End





Jael hangs from her arms by the shackles on her wrist, one arm in a rather odd position. In the far left hand corner of the cell are an odd assortment of rather intimidating looking instruments in a pile. Jael appears to be conscious, but not very aware of her surroundings.





Gorbash pushes thorugh the steel-bared gate, allowing it to close behind him. Peering around the darkened room, his gaze falls upon the hapless, naked femalestrung up by her arms, several times while he checks the contents of the cell. Looking upon her hanging form, he grins at her. Continuing his examination of the cell, he finally notes the pile of equipment in the area near the door. Making a note of this, he moves through the cell, closing on the human female. Smiling, he speaks, rancid breath pouring from his open mouth, "How are you doing this evening?" Not really expecting her to answer, too well at least, he continues. "I'm sure that we can find something to make it better..." Continuing to look over her, he finally tosses a glance back towards the cell door before returning it to her, awaiting her answer.





Jael moans quietly, the only movement she is able to make is that of her head upward towards him. She doesn't answer.





Gorbash smiles yet again as he moves yet closer to the hanging female form. Looking her over, he notes the contorted shoulder. The smiling visage turns into a grin, a strage light entering his eyes. First he presses on her good shoulder, looking for her response. Still grinning, he suddenly speaks again, "Yes, I'm sure we can make it better for ya..." Then, within the space of naught but a few heartbeats, he raises his other hand to push back against her dislocated shoulder, expecting a response almost immediately...





Jael screams in pain the joints swollen from their misuse. She's too weak to struggle, still unable to use her poor feet. Her eyes roll back slightly from the pain, threatening to fall unconscious.





The door to the cell swings back silently, the light from without making rushing shadows on the floor as the barred door swings back. Another shadow appears, in the shape of a man. The shadow runs to the feet of a tall 'human', a slight smile on his face showing coldness instead of warmth. Entering the room quietly, taking slow deliberate steps, he stops about five feet from the hanging girl, listening. He then turns to regard the other drakkloth.





Gorbash chuckles slightly. "Ah yes... we can make that better." With these words, the rotting breath comes pouring out of his mouth, washing over Jael's face and body. Seeing the affect that pushing on the shoulder did to her, he reaches for her yet again. This time his arm encircles her waist, raising her just a bit, to relieve some of the pain from her shoulder, not wanting her to pass out yet... not before the fun begins. Chuckling slightly, face turning back to hers, he continues. "There, that's better now, isn't it? How'd ya do that? Prolly tripped and fell. That's probably how..." Peering at her again, he looks over the figure he is holding off the ground and close to him. Finally his gaze turns to the injured shoulder, looking over it, seeing what may be wrong with it... or how he could further push the twisted and contorted shoulder past its limits...





Jael merely whimpers as he picks her up, her arm completely useless as it is. She doesn't seem to notice the rancid breath, too many other thing impinging on her senses.





The shadowed man's hands rise, and he claps, once. Stepping forward, his boots now making sound with his steps, unlike before, he says. "Enough Gorbash. I wish to speak with the girl." He steps forward again, raising one hand to the girls face, closing his fingers and then lowering the hand. The girl's pain seems to fade, enough for her to think. "Hello, my pretty."





Jael whimpers slightly, but her eyes seem to clear.





Gorbash now nods to the Lord, whom he hadn't realized had entered. Looking the way of the newcomer, he glances over the shadowed, human figure. His left arm drops, away from the female's body, but his right remains around her waist, still holding her off the floor of the cell, to relieve the pain in her shoulder just a bit. He semi-bows, an act made difficult by the limp female form clutched in his right arm. "As you wish..." He still remains where he stood, looking to the Lord for new directions...





Kaervek smiles, nodding slightly. To Gorbash, he says, "Continue to hold her my friend, we wouldn't want her going to sleep on us." Turning his smile on the girl, he says, "Once again we speak together, my young mislead friend. Have you thought on what we discussed last time?"





Jael merely whimpers again, letting her head fall to one side as if too weak to hold it up.





Gorbash grins at the Lord, nodding slightly as he is told to continue holding the lithe, naked, female form by the waist. Looking towards Jael's face, he looks over it, noticing the clearing of her eyes, waiting for her response to Kaervek. His gaze then moves back to Kaervek, and continues wandering past him, finally resting upon the pile of implements in the corner. His grin grows a bit, before he tears his gaze from the pile of somewhat shiny metal, back to Lord Kaervek. Out of the corner of his eye, he sees Jael's head fall forwards. With his free hand, he reaches across his own body, twisting slightly, bringing his torso closer to hers, he pushes her head up. "One thing you must learn... always look at our mutual friend over there." He motions with his head towards Kaervek.





Kaervek's face darkens with anger. Walking closer he puts his hand back up, making a twisting motion. To Jael, it seems as if someone pulled on her bad arm, though in truth nothing has happened to her. "You will speak, or you will scream. Your choice, and you won't escape either. One or the other. I won't allow you to black out."





Jael closes her eyes as her head is lifted, refusing to look at him, "What do you want to know?"





Kaervek smiles once more, his hand lowering. "Good, good. You're beginning to learn. You still believe the light will save you, don't you?" He pauses.."Tell me, now, where your wonderful light is? I don't see it easing your pain...I see me easing your pain. I, a thing of darkness."





Jael growls slightly, "You caused my pain."





Gorbash chuckles a bit, from watching Kaervek give his latest small speech to the female prisoner. Turning his head to the female, he continues to smile, awaiting her response. Shifting her weight slightly in his arms, he gets into a more comfortable position, still maintaining the majority of her own weight, so that it doesn't rest on her injured shoulder. As she answers, his own smile diminishes... and he tosses back, "I doubt he was the one which messed up your shoulder. More than likely it was your own carelessness which caused this." This comes while he is still holding her head up as well.





Kaervek smiles, niether coldly nor warmly. "You could say that I caused you pain. Or at least, those who serve me did. I myself haven't touched you. But tell me...if the darkness has harmed you, why hasn't the light healed you? It ignores you Jael, because it has no power. It is a flickering candle. The light is to weak to help, while I, part of the darkness, do."





Jael says, "Another like you harmed my shoulder." she glares slightly, "The light is not weak, it will prefail."





Kaervek tsks. "Such hope. You've been here for weeks, hurt, weakened, hoping to escape. But the light hasn't aided you once. Your pain is eased only by me. Your weakness only eased by me. The light ignores you Jael, because you are not a part of it. It doesn't see you as it's own. If it did, wouldn't it help you?"





Gorbash smirks slightly at Jael's response, waiting for his Lord's own words to come flying back at her. He drops his left hand from supporting her chin. It moves down towards her opposite hip. Grabbing it with his left hand, he lifts her yet again, moving his grip. Once again, only holding her in his right arm, he supports the majority of her weight. His attentions turn back to the conversation as he drops his left hand, but now he whispers something very quietly, now knowing the girl's name... "Jael..."





Jael speaks softly, "I am but a small part of the light, in war there are losses, One of which I may well be. When I chose to serve the light I chose to serve with my life.. if I lose that life, so be it. I will not join you."





Gorbash chuckles quietly at the defiant words. He doesn't move much, other than turning his head towards her. With a sadistic grin, he quietly whisper four words towards the female: "You will.... You will..."





Kaervek laughs quietly, "Do you trully think so little of your life? You would rather be dead than a part of something bigger?"





Jael nods quietly, "I would rather be dead than join you."





Gorbash chuckles quietly at the defiant words. He doesn't move much, other than turning his head towards her. With a sadistic grin, he quietly whisper four words towards the female: "You will.... You will..."





Kaervek sighs for a moment, stepping back. "But there is your problem. I won't allow you to die, and the light won't save you. I offer you a better life Jael, better than the light can offer. It won't aid you in the least, while I will take away your pain, give you a home, give you a purpose in life."





Gorbash chuckles quietly at the defiant words. He doesn't move much, other than turning his head towards her. With a sadistic grin, he quietly whisper four words towards the female: "You will.... You will..."





Gorbash chuckles quietly at the defiant words. He doesn't move much, other than turning his head towards her. With a sadistic grin, he quietly whisper four words towards the female: "You will.... You will..."





Jael shakes her head, "I will not serve you. You may always keep me as a prisoner, this is true, but I will never serve you."





Gorbash laughs, semi-quietly, to himself. Muttering, he continues to toss his 2 coppers into the conversation, but quietly enough to not interrupt the flow of the sayings between Jael and Kaervek. This time, he mutters: "How little you know..." in Jael's direction.





Kaervek shakes his head, sadly. "But that is the problem I face. I do not wish to keep you locked up dowm here. I have admitted to being a thing of darkness, but even I do not like to be wasteful. Why should you waste away down here because the light will not come to your aid?





Jael smirks, "Then you will either have to use me in some way that you would consider not waste or kill me. I will not serve you willingly."





Kaervek smiles slightly, "So, you still have enough spirit left to smirk at me. You're a tough one, I hate to have to break you....you could become quite powerful, have an honored spot in society. Something the light can never give you."





Gorbash chuckles slightly at this latest turn of events. His gaze follows whomever is speaking. He keeps his comments to himself... for now, just contented to watch the current confrontation.





Jael just repeats, "I will never serve you willingly."





Gorbash grins slightly, holding back a comment in response to Jael's latest statement. Not being able to keep this crack inside him for long, he finally spurts it out: "Then do it unwillingly..." This too is quietly spoken, only towards Jael, though it comes with a bit of a snicker.





Kaervek smiles after a moment, a cruel smile. "Perhaps you are correct. But there are many ways to make someone serve unwillingly. Some, after some time, will leave the person serving on their own free will. Would you like to become one of these people? Or would you perfer to have a free will, instead of spending a few years controlled by others?"





Jael frowns, "I will never serve you willingly."





Gorbash chuckles yet again... "Aww... c'mon. It's fun!" He grins, head turned towards Jael yet again.





Kaervek steps closer, "Maybe not now, but after a few years of serving unwillingly, you'll find yourself serving of your own free will, either out of habit or something else, but willingly nevertheless. Your choice will determine whether you go through a few years of slavery, or not."





Jael says, "I will never serve you willingly."





Kaervek smiles, "So you say." A black gloved hand comes up, fingers spread out. The hand stops in front of Jael's face, and light seems to be sucked into it. Jael's pain seems to ease even more, and even stranger, she begins to feel that Kaervek can save her...





Jael closes her eyes, "I will never serve you willingly."





Gorbash just continues to hold the naked female form, by her waist. His eyes flick their attention between Kaervek and Jael, watching, with interest, the contest which is just beginning.





Closing her eyes helps not, as Kaervek's face grows harder as he concentrates. The hand seems to be shrouded in a shadowed mist now, the light being sucked into it to feed the darkness. Images of glory appear in Jael's mind, glory that will come from serving the Lord Kaervek. A voice whispers in her head...say you will serve, and this will be yours...





Jael says, "I care not for glory."





Gorbash watches Jael as she closes her eyes tightly, he can only imagine what the Lord Kaervek is putting her through right now, though he has a good idea.





Kaervek frowns, his eyes narrowing. His hand moves closer to the girls face. The face is shadowed, the mist over the gloved hand absorbing the light near it. Images of happiness, of honor, of respect appear in the girl's mind, the same voice whispering how they might be gotten.





Jael clenches her teeth and repeats, "I will not serve you."





Kaervek smiles slightly, his hand nearly touching the girl's head. Images change, from images of honor and respect, to an image of....a family. The girl sees herself, years from now perhaps, happy, with a family around her, protected from their enemies by the family's friend, the Lord Kaervek, who gives them all they need, who is like a grandfather to the children of the family...





Jael opens her eyes, "I wil NEVER serve you."





The sun falls, and night creeps over the land.





The images grow dark in the girl's head, no longer happy images, of what could be if she were to serve, but images of what would be if she didn't. Herself cleaning and scrubbing till her death the Lord Kaervek's mansion. Herself killing others in his name, unable to do anything else because of fear of her master. Herself forever a slave, if she does not serve willingly.





Jael takes a deep breath then speaks, "I will not serve you willingly."





Gorbash chuckles again, having kept out of the one way conversation for several minutes now... Finally he intrudes again: "Sometimes it is more fun that way..." His right hand's fingers move slightly at her side, as he continues to support her.





Kaervek smiles a bit, glancing towards Gorbash. Turning his attention back to the girl, images once again to appear. If you serves willingly, she will have a place of respect....if she doesn't, she will be given to the drakkloth holding her, his to use as he wishs.





Jael almost laughs aloud, "I will not serve you."





Kaervek smiles cruelly. He steps back from the girl, his hand lowering. "Your choice." He says it quietly. When he has backed away four feet, he stops and turns to Gorbash, a strange smile on his face. "Gorbash, do you like what you see?" He points to the girl.





Gorbash just happens to be looking at the Lord Kaervek at the right time to notice the Lord's glance towards himself. Having a good idea of what the glance was for, he then looks back to Jael, a smile showing broad upon his features. As she responds, he lets his arm drop a fraction of an inch to allow some of her own body weight re-rest on her injured shoulder...





Jael doesn't cry as her weight is redistrubited, since she really can't feel anything anyway.





Gorbash is still looking at Jael's face when the Lord Kaervek speaks his name. Turning his head, he looks towards where Kaervek used to be. Turning his body slightly, and in turn Jael's with respect to the chains hanging from the wall, he gazes toward the new position of Kaervek, and at him. Nodding slightly, he once again turns to regard the human female, resting upon his arm. Lifting his arm slightly, he turns it first one way and then another, regarding the form spread atop it, looking at it first from one direction and then another, studying it, as one would study a piece of meat they buy in the market. Staring at her lithe, supple form for several seconds, continuing to move her around, he finally nods. "Ahh... yes. She'd do nicely..." His face flipping towards Kaervek for a quick glance, it returns to Jael again, a big grin spread across his features. "What did you have in mind, Lord? Take her and feed her to the ... others?" He pauses for a moment, a wicked gleam entering his facial features again... "Maybe teach her how to be a proper slave, and clean the celars?" Once again he smiles at Jael, this time, a large, toothy grin... "Or something else entirely?" He looks over the body upon his arm again, liking this last idea the best... whispering to Jael... "Remember when you attempted to flee... yer gonna pay for that one." As he speaks, a rank smell comes from his gaping mouth...





Jael turns her head away from Gorbash, not answering anyone as if she doesn't care.





Kaervek smiles, and looks at Gorbash one last time. "Do what ever you wish with her, except kill her. Under no circumstance is she to die...but anything else you wish to do to her...with her...you can." He smiles as he turns to leave, and says over his shoulder, "Enjoy, Gorbash." And then he is gone.





Gorbash nods to Lord Kaervek as he departs, closing the steel bared gates behind him. He grins as Kaervek corrects himself, allowing him to do whatever he wants *with* her... As Kaervek leaves, Gorbash turns back to Jael... watching her face... "So, now... Jael... What is it we do now. Maybe I should just leave ya hanging in this dank place for a while... Maybe that'd make your shoulder feel better." He pretends to think for a bit... "No, that wouldn't work... The Lord... you'll refer to him by that soon, by the way, has told me to do something to you... anything... Hmm... what to do." Looking down at Jael's face, he continues, thin, white lips spreading in another smile. "I don't suppose that you have any ideas, do you, Jael?"





Jael just ignores him.





Jael suddenly cries slightly in pain, her eyes clouding over again, threatening to go unconscious.





Gorbash chuckles slightly... "A silent one now, are we? Why is that... You aren't afraid of me? I don't see why. Do you remember when you attempted to escape? You couldn't then, and you can't now." He grins again... turning slightly so that his face takes up a portion of her view... "I'm sure that you remember... I certainly do. That was rather inconsiderate of you... after all, I was only looking after your safety. Couldn't have ya on the other side of those bars, where you could get hurt..." His grin almost turns into a sneer as he speaks. As Jael screams at her returning pains, his facial features turn up into a smirk... "Ahh... I see that your pain is returning... Isn't pain a great thing..." He grins a bit more. "I'm sure that I could do something about it..."





Jael whimpers in pain, "Pain.." sob, "let's me know.. " sob "that I'm still.." sob.. "Alive."


