First RP: The Kidnapping


Location: Main Square of Carnac





Girl: Rhea


Figure/Shadow: Kaervek (Local Admin/!Ishamael)





--





Walking in the shadows on the street, a shadow detachs itself from the 


buildings surrounding the square. It is clothed entire in black, and is 


nearly unseeable against the blackness of night. As the moon comes out 


from behind the clouds, a glint of light shines from it's yellow eyes. 


Making it's way through the square, it stops to look into the fountain, 


standing still and probably in deep thought.





Yellow-lined silver eyes peering out from beneath her dark hood, a slender figure enters the square. The end of her cloak is a bit torn around the edges, though she pays no heed to it. Her pale skin seems even paler in the faint moonlight, which the passing clouds restrict even more than usual. As she nears the alley running east, she stops, and turns towards it. A shiver runs down her spine, and she turns away from the dark path, hand clasping the brooch of her cloak. Only a few meters before her is the large fountain at the center of the square, and as she steps closer towards it, she notices a bit of movement on the opposite edge of it's round frame. Arching an eyebrow slightly, she cocks her head, but soon begins to stare down at the water. "Just an animal, probably," she mutters to herself.





The figures head comes up from staring at the water as he hears a voice 


mutter across the fountain. A cruel smile appears on smooth pale lips, 


and a glint of malace comes into those strange cat-like eyes. Stepping 


around the fountain calmly, a deadly grace in his walk. His slippered 


feet make no sound, and soon he stands directly behind the young human. 


As she continues the stare into the water, he suddenly speaks, his voice 


cruel and sharp, "Ahhh....who do we have here?"





A gasp escapes the girl's lips, and she turns quickly, a look subtle terror in her eyes. Her eyes drift towards the creature's concealed face, then down to the hilt of what appears to be a sword. Taking a small step back, she looks up towards his face yet again, and whispers softly, stuttering, "I.. I.. I am.. Wait.. who are you?" As she squints in the dark, she frowns slightly. "I have seen you.. somewhere.. before." The girl cocks her head, as if asking "where?"





The figure's lips twist slightly at being remembered, but soon turn back into a cruel smile. Looking the girl over, quite certain that she will not run, yet, he looks at her face. When he speaks, his voice takes on a mocking tone, edged with cruelity, "Oh? Asking question are we? Very curious, I would say. I believe you would know me as Arryl, though the name will do you no good other than to help you remember where you saw me. Tell me....what do you know of the young girl, the one known as Jael?"





The girl attempts to take another step back, but is now up against the edge of the fountain. Searching his pale, glowing eyes for any sign of weakness, she mutters, softly, "Jael.. I know of her, though I have never actually spoken with her." Sighing, she lowers her eyes to the ground. After a few moments of thought, she brings them slowly up, a look of defiance on her face. "She is naught to me, in my mind."





The figure's face, or what is visible of it, darkens in anger. Quickly, he recovers himself though, his cruel smile forming on his lips even as he speaks in a mocking voice, with ints of menace filling it, "Oh? Then perhaps you would know where she is? Perhaps if you provide useful information, I may let you live." Stepping closer, whlie moving his hand towards the hilt of the longsword at his side, he says, "And please, do not waste my time. It would prove.....painful...for you to do so."





As the sun sets behind the shadow-wrought foothills and forests of the Wilderness, the moon casts an eerie light on the Square. The young girl shivers slightly at the onset of night, and fear begins to fill her eyes, though she attempts in vain to cover it. "I fear not your sword nor your harsh threats, and I will not tell you where Jael presides as of late." Her statement is followed by a shallow gulp, as the girl tries to forge enough courage to face what is yet to come.





The figure, instead of becoming angry, smiles. "Such bravery," he says, shaking his head, "So many have died because they are brave. Bravery tends to kill." He laughs, "Ahhh...but you will tell me what I wish to know. Even those who are brave tend to crack under torture." His smile fades, a thoughtful expression replacing it as he draws a dagger from a sheath tied in the right side of his belt. "Do you know how incredibly painful a dagger can be? People say it is a useless weapon, but I disagree. Now, will we have to see how painful it is, or will I learn what I wish to know?"





The girl watches silently as the creature reveals the dagger from his belt, eyes widening only slightly. Breathing softly, the young maiden shakes her head. "Nay, I will not fulfill your wish. Jael's location will remain hidden to you while I stand living, for you are not worthy of this knowledge." With this having been said, she turns her back to the figure, and closes her eyes.





The figure smiles, bringing the dagger forward. "I am quite good at this, as I'm sure you will agree when I am done, and you reveal the girl's location. A pity really, that one so young must die for such a useless and hopeless cause as that of hiding another's location. What has the world come to?" He laughs, continuing. "I hope you enjoy this, because I will." Bring the dagger forward, the figure reaches out with it's other hand, grabbing the girl by the neck. Using the dagger's point, he begins by putting the tip on Rhea's shoulder, pushing down with enough force to draw blood, "Now, one more time, before this gets really painful. Where is the girl? Oh, and I wouldn't struggle if I were you. The dagger might 'accidently' get pushed into your shoulder."





The girl, defiant as always, tries to struggle loose from the creature's large hand. She winces in pain, though, at the mere thought of having the dagger driven into her shoulde. Letting out a sigh, her body becomes limp, and the girl drops to the ground, sobbing slightly from the pain. "Never," she manages to croak out, hand clutching at her shoulder.





The figure smiles, obviously enjoying the idea of getting to torture someone. "Oh, this will be fun. For me anyways. For you, I believe it will be quite painful. In the end, I will know what I wish, or you will be found here in the morning....dead." He laughs again, though quieter, "Of course, you may be dead anyways, even if I learn what I want." Putting more pressure onto the hilt of the dagger, the figure pushes the dagger down an inch, not enough to reach bone, but enough to cause sever pain, and bleeding. "Now, where in Carnac is the girl staying?"





A cry of pain rings through the Square, and a puddle of blood begins to form on the ground below the girl's still limp body. Managing to contain her crying for a few seconds, she continues, "You pathetic fool, she is not IN Carnac." Now on her knees, the girl begins to quiet down, getting used to the subtle torture.





The figure frowns, stopping as he was about to push the dagger further in, "Not in Carnac, you say?" Frowning, he stands up, forgetting the girl for a moment in thought. Looking back down at her, he finally speaks, saying, "Hmm....tell me where she is, and you can live, and perhaps serve me, hmm... Tell me not, and live you will not." With that he grasps the dagger hilt tighter, preparing to twist the dagger's blade into the girl's shoulder. Smiling, he waits for an answer.





The girl's face is now plastered with dried tears, for she has stopped crying all together, except for the occasional wimper. Seconds pass, and then minutes, before she finally answers in full. "She is not in Carnac, I told you. And that is all that you will hear from me." Her head then hangs down low, as if in acceptance to the fact that she could easily be killed right there.





Anger begins to creep back into the dark figure's face, as he finally gets an answer from the girl. His voice, once mocking with a hint of menace, is now all menace when he speaks, "I'll hear more from you yet! You will tell me before you die! You will not die till you do!" After saying those words, he cruelly twists the daggers hilt, ruining the hole made by the original stab had made, which might have healed well, and causing it to become a gapping hole in the girls shoulder, from which blood begins to flow much thicker. The dagger's blade rips through muscle, scrapping bone in the process. "I can promise you that."





As blood begins to pour out of the girl's shoulder, she lets out another scream of pain, this one more dreadful than the first. "Durnalis," she cries out, almost immediately after the scream. "Please.. just kill me now if.. if.. if you plan on.. ever doing so in th-the future." Her voice is now hoarse and filled with horrible emotion, almost more deadly than the wound itself.





The figure smiles, pulling the dagger out of the girl's shoulder, "Now now, that wasn't to hard, was it? Don't you wish you had just told me from the beginning?" Smiling his cruel smile, he replaces the dagger to it's sheath. His smile is replaced by a thoughtful look though, and looking at the girl, he smiles again, saying, "No...I don't think you'll die yet. You may prove useful in the future. How would you like to accompany me to Durnalis? I'm sure you want to see your friend Jael, and anyways, you have no choice in the matter."





"I'd rather die than be seen with a beast like you," the girl mutters silently to herself between sobs. Slowly, she attempts to stand, but soon sways and falls to the ground, passed out, from the apparent loss of blood. Her face is now deathly pale, though her skin seems warm to the touch.





The figure shakes his head, sighing, "Humans...so weak. Though she lasted longer than I would have thought." Pulling a leather strap from the pouch at his side, he ties the girl's hands together, and then ties the long end of the cord to his belt. Picking the girl up and throwing her over his shoulder, he says, "Seem I will need to patch this one up, if she is to be of any use." Walking out of the square, he heads west, towards the city gates of Carnac.


