Fang Loves his Job Way Too Much

Author: Fang

Silence is a thing so few appreciate. Myself, I am well aquianted with the thing; it is like that honorable old enemy, drinking tea with you while he holds an arquebus to your head. I hate the silence. It's a reminder that no one will ever come for me. I'm all alone out here;have been for the longest time. You get used to it. Eventually, you stop mistaking the pounding of your ears for the heart beats of another. Eventually, you hear around your breath, instead of just choking on each exhale. Eventually, you stop hoping that something will jump out of the dark, if only to give you someone to talk to. The pain of it never really goes away. Eventually you stop hoping it will. 

"HALT! WHO GOES THERE!?!" 

And that's why I love the silence. 

"Gentlemen," I spun, hiding the lockpicks, "Do not draw your arms! I am an agent of Dirgeson and Co. Security, and I am here on a surprise inspection of your premises. I found the outer defenses to be really quite lacking, and was going to give you all a rather poor grade, but now I see that your response time is superb! Top marks for all of you, especially the Captain of the Guards, that roguish, handsome gentleman!" I smiled, blinking at the lanterns, "Are you buying this at all?" 

"Methinks you should've spent a bit more time strokin' the Captains' ego," one of the guards sneered, drawing his blade, "He might've let you off easy if you'd slob 'is knob proper." 

The other guards had a hearty laugh, as they, too, drew swords. I think one of them had a pike. What they failed to recoignize was that as a caught man, I was facing two options: One, I might've had to perform oral sex on their Captain. And I like my oral hygiene too much for that. Two, I may be captured, tried, and sent to prison, where I'd have to use my other end in a similar manner, and that guy might not even be the Captain of the Prison! So the question was "WHO DIES FIRST!?!". This is of course ignoring the fact that I immeadiatly jumped to that question, rather than something a little less violent. It's a flaw, I'll admit. 

As it turned out, the smart-ass that had suggested I become a man-whore died first. He thought I had one sword. Little did he know, I had Two swords! I knocked his sword aside and sliced his throat in a spin. He made a funny gurgling sound as he went down. Seeing my ghastly work, I regained some sense. 

"RUN NOW OR DIE HERE!" I screamed. In my defense, I don't have a lot of sense to begin with. The guards were hampered by the fact that they were carrying torches, and that apparently it was too much of a goddamn chore to swing them at me. Still, there were four of the bastards, and one of them had a pike. The second bastard had the gall to block my sword with his lamp. Good idea, bad lamp; the torch flew off into the darkness, leaving the guard clutching a tattered stump of straw. I heard a sound like fwoosh! behind me. I turned to see a wall of fire. 

"The royal tapestry is burning!" Whoops. That couldn't be good. I caught the pikes' thrust between my blades. his was going to be an interesting night
