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INT. GREAT HALL - NIGHT 

The great hall has obviously been abandoned for quite some 
time. Tapestries are torn and rotting, and torches have burnt 
to nubs. RAKE, the bandit leader, sits in a great stone chair 
at one end of the hall. A bearskin rug is thrown over it. He 
is seated casually, reading a book with scorched edges. In 
front of him is a long table, on which rests mismatched 
plates and utensils. MAHL and CASSIUS are brought in, hands 
bound, by a group of bandits. Three of them are struggling to 
keep hold of CASSIUS, a massive human fighter. MAHL, a 
tiefling warlock, walks in calmly. As they approach, RAKE 
pipes up, shutting his book. 

RAKE 
Ah, our guests have arrived! 

RAKE throws the book over his shoulder and claps his hands 
together. 

CASSIUS 
I don't feel like a guest- 

MAHL 
(whispering) 

Quiet, you big brute. 

The bandits force CASSIUS and MAHL into chairs. 

RAKE 
Now, I hope we can all have a 
civilized discussion. Can I count on 
you not to cause any trouble? 

(pointing at MAHL) 
Especially you. You look like you can 
do some damage. Keep your eyes on that 
one. 

Three of the bandits come to stand around MAHL, hands resting 
on their weapons. 

MAHL 
Where's Latch? 

RAKE 
Your Elven friend? I truly wish she 
could have joined us, but members of 
the Thieves' Guild are rarely 
reasonable. Don't worry, she'll be 
well treated. We might even feed her 
if she behaves. 
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CASSIUS 
What if I want to cause trouble? 

MAHL 
Cassius! 

RAKE 
(laughing) 

Oh, I like you. Bring the food, you 
louts! 

Bandits stream in from ruined doors leading elsewhere in the 
castle. They place plates of food on the table: fire-roasted 
pork, freshly harvested vegetables, even a pitcher of ale. 
MAHL and CASSIUS' bindings are cut. 

RAKE 
Please, help yourselves. 

MAHL looks at the food suspiciously, nose up. CASSIUS is 
already devouring it, with a mug of ale in one meaty fist. 

MAHL 
Why are we here? 

RAKE 
I beat you. 

MAHL 
I mean at your table. 

RAKE smiles and nods, slicing off a side of pork. 

RAKE 
I have a proposition for you. 

CASSIUS glances up from his food to RAKE, listening intently 
but still chewing. MAHL leans forward. 

RAKE 
I know Lord Greysail hired you to 
drive us out of this fort. 

CASSIUS looks to MAHL. The warlock's eyes narrow, but 
otherwise she hardly reacts. RAKE pulls out a letter, the wax 
seal of the Greysails broken. 

RAKE 
Plucked from your things. 

RAKE places the letter on the table. MAHL glances at it, but 
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she already knows what it says. 

RAKE (CONT.) 
A promise of royal pardon, depending 
on your fulfillment of a certain task. 
I'm guessing that task is clearing my 
fort? 

CASSIUS slurps his ale loudly. MAHL stares RAKE down. 

RAKE (CONT.) 
Right, I figured as much. Lord 
Greysail must be a great fan of yours. 

MAHL 
Then you know we're not to be trifled 
with. 

RAKE 
(chuckling) 

Please. If the old lord sent you, it 
means he needs his men elsewhere. And 
need I remind you that you're at my 
mercy? All I need to do is snap... 

RAKE snaps his fingers. Bandits draw their blades and lay 
them against MAHL's throat. CASSIUS slams his ale on the 
table and tenses, fists clenched. 

RAKE (CONT.) 
Ah ah ah! Just a demonstration, big 
man. No need to get worked up. 

RAKE snaps twice, and the blades return to their sheaths. 

MAHL 
We're not impressed by your threats. 

RAKE 
(sighing) 

Look, obviously we're getting off-
track here. I just want to offer you a 
way out, something that benefits both 
of us. 

MAHL 
And you think your offer can rival 
that of a noble. 
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RAKE 
(shrugging) 

Well, when you count your life in the 
balance... 

MAHL 
Fine. We're listening. 

RAKE pours himself a glass of wine and takes a sip. 

RAKE 
It's simple. Go back to your Lord and 
tell him the Fort is empty. 

Food drops from CASSIUS's mouth as he gapes at the bandit 
leader. 

MAHL 
What? 

RAKE 
(shrugging) 

See? I'm not asking for much. I'll 
even compensate you for your trouble. 

MAHL 
How does that- 

RAKE 
Please. I don't expect you to make a 
decision right now. Enjoy your meal, 
take your time. Talk it over with your 
underlings, and we'll fetch you in the 
morning when you've made your 
decision. 

MAHL stands up. 

MAHL 
I'd rather be back in my cell. 

RAKE 
Suit yourself. 

RAKE snaps his fingers, and the bandits grab MAHL and 
CASSIUS. The big man scoops up as much food as he can before 
he is dragged away. 

INT. CELL - NIGHT 

MAHL and CASSIUS are pushed into their cell. It's got a tiny 
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window with bars to prevent escape, a single cot, and a 
bucket. A huge iron cage, meant for exotic wildlife, sits in 
the centre of the cell. The door to it is open, a broken lock 
pick still jammed in the lock. LATCH sits on the cot cross-
legged, leaning against the stone wall. 

LATCH 
So, has he made his offer? 

MAHL 
How did you-? 

LATCH 
Bandit chiefs don't get to keep their 
position just by having the biggest 
muscles. This guy's smart, and he 
knows we're going to rip him a new one 
unless he makes a move. 

MAHL 
If you were able to get out of that 
cage...why are you still here? 

LATCH 
I knew he was going to make a deal, 
and I wanted to hear it before making 
a hasty decision. 

MAHL gives her an incredulous look. 

LATCH (CONT.) 
Fine. There's a spell on the door. 
Can't get through it with a lock pick. 

CASSIUS 
Common bandits don't have access to 
that kind of power. 

MAHL 
Unless they have a mage in their 
employ. 

LATCH 
Or they just found it like this. 
Paranoid lords hire wizards for extra 
security all the time, and the locks 
usually outlast the lords. 

CASSIUS sits next to Latch on the bed, which creaks and 
splinters in protest. He pulls out a carrot and offers it to 
LATCH. 
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CASSIUS 
I wanted to bring you something good, 
but you don't eat meat. 

LATCH gives him an amused little look. 

LATCH 
Well, isn't that kind of you. 

MAHL groans audibly. 

MAHL 
Alright people, we know our options. 
What are we going to do? 

CASSIUS 
You gave Lord Greysail your word that 
we'd drive out the bandits- 

LATCH 
Oaths are such pliable things. 

CASSIUS 
-so that's what we should do. 

LATCH 
From this cell? And with what weapons? 
There's a dozen of them out there. 

MAHL 
15. 

LATCH 
(shrugging) 

Close enough. 

CASSIUS looks over at LATCH. He can't believe what he's 
hearing. 

CASSIUS 
She gave her word. 

LATCH 
We didn't. 

CASSIUS 
And you're going to let that sully our 
honour? 
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LATCH 
(throwing up her hands) 

Right, because honour is what we 
should be concerned about right now. 

MAHL 
Well what do you suggest? 

LATCH 
Honour doesn't win wars and it sure as 
hell doesn't feed anyone. History is 
made by those who are willing to do 
the things the other guy isn't. 

MAHL 
Save the speech and get to the point. 

LATCH 
Fine. Lord Greysail did ask us to do 
this. And if we don't, we piss him 
off. I agree. 

LATCH stands up and starts pacing. She slips a lock pick out 
of her sleeve and rattles it against the bars of the cage as 
she talks. 

LATCH (CONT.) 
But is that really such a bad thing? 

MAHL 
What in the Nine Hells does that mean? 
He's got an army. At best, he'll send 
some of his knights after us. 

LATCH 
(exasperated) 

Can you help me here, Cassius? 

CASSIUS 
Oh no, I don't like where this is 
going. 

LATCH 
Fine, I'll lay it out for you. If we 
help the bandits, we destabilize the 
province. Greysail's too busy with his 
bandit problem to deal with us. We 
negotiate for a good fee with the 
bandits, and we can wash our hands of 
the whole thing. 
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The lock pick clangs against the cage's open lock. 

LATCH (CONT.) 
Hell, we play this right, and Greysail 
will never know we had anything to do 
with it. Might even get us to deal 
with the problem we created. 

MAHL 
So we'd be playing both sides against 
each other. 

LATCH 
Precisely. 

CASSIUS 
And what about the people caught in 
the middle of your scam? The ones just 
trying to live their lives? They're 
the ones who'll suffer under the 
bandits' raids. 

LATCH 
(to MAHL) 

You don't really care about THEM, do 
you? Wasn't it a mob of peasants that 
burned your mother at the stake? 

MAHL shifts in place, clearly uncomfortable. 

LATCH (CONT.) 
(throwing up her hands) 

Look, it's your call. It's not like I 
can run this kind of a scheme on my 
own. But what have the common folk 
ever done for you? 

MAHL looks to CASSIUS. 

MAHL 
What do you think about this? 

CASSIUS spits on the ground. 

CASSIUS 
You gave Lord Greysail your word. 

LATCH 
Oh come on. 
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CASSIUS 
No. Oaths matter. Laws matter. Without 
them, we're back to the time of the 
warlords. If you do this, if you go 
back on your word, you'll be an 
oathbreaker. 

LATCH 
And what if no one finds out? 

CASSIUS 
Someone always finds out. 

MAHL leans back against the cell's wall. 

MAHL 
You've both given me plenty to think 
about. We should sleep on it. I'll 
know what to do in the morning. 

LATCH 
I'm sure we won't get stabbed in the 
middle of the night. 

CASSIUS 
I just hope you make the right choice. 


