Xth RP: The Revealing


Location: Carnac





Girl/Rhea/Young Woman: Rhea


Lord Kaervek: Kaervek (Local Admin/!Ishamael)





--





The Broadway -- Carnac(#910Rnt)





The Broadway continues here, connecting the Main Square to the east and the gates west. Small shops line both sides of the street, yet more noteworthy is the intersection with a dirt road... more like an alley... that leads north.





Indeed, northwards is the infamous thieves' quarter of Carnac--the so-called "Maze". A popular tale in the city involves a traveller who unknowingly asked a thief where the thieves' quarter was--that he might of course avoid it. The thief replied that every quarter of this city was the "thieves' quarter"... and robbed the man blind. Perhaps this is why the streets are often so empty at night--even this one.





--





Rhea(#5387PVeACcF)





	Gazing about her surroundings with yellow-tinted, piercing silver eyes is a young girl, hardly taller than five feet when standing at full height. Contrasting her strangely pale skin is hair the color of a raven's feathers, streaked with white. While at times she might appear to be the very essence of innocence, an almost cruel smirk is painted upon her thin lips.





	Masking the curves of her thin body is a black, hooded cloak; it reaches down almost to the ground. Beneath the cloak is a long-sleeved dress, black in color; it's neck cut is the shape of a 'V', rounded at the point nearest her chest. Worn comfortably upon her feet is a pair of boots, matching the color of a dirt road on a cloudy day, though the boots themselves are not easily noticeable as the dress she wears drops down loosely over her legs and stops at the same point the cloak does. Around her left wrist is a silver bracelet, and upon closer inspection, one might notice the intricately carved runes imbedded in the fine line of gold along it's edge.





--





Lord Kaervek de Aekah(#5940PXweACcF)





        A tall man stands here, a full 6 feet and 4 inches. His clean shaven face is handsome, with no scars, and his hair, which is a dark shade of brown, is neatly combed and brushed. The man is obviously a noble of some sort, his clothing rich. Worn around his neck is a gold pendant, which hangs down to lie atop his shirt. The shirt is a rich ruby red, and looks as if it might be made of silk. A large black belt circles his waist, the buckle of which is a strange symbol carved in silver and gold. His pants, most likely made for traveling, are a deep navy blue, almost black, showing no signs of wear. Tall black leather boots are on his feet, nearly knee high, but not quite, and on his hands he wear leather gloves of the same material, only they are a dark red that matches the shirt. Hanging down from where it is clasped around his neck, a large black cloak, trimmed with gold, moves slightly everytime the wind blows. Attached to his belt is the sheath made of a green dyed material, and coming from the top of it is the hilt of a longsword. The hilt is finely made, with gold and silver symbol carved into it. The mans eyes are the color of cold stone though. A man who had seen to much in his time, obviously.





--





Walking down the street, surround by an empty space of about five feet, is the one known as Lord Kaervek. Glancing about him, obvious disgust for the lower citizens of the city visible on his face, he appears to be searching for someone. Whenever his gaze falls on someone, that person shrinks away. The Lord Kaervek is said to not be gentle with theives.





Like a wolf stalking it's prey is a figure, creeping stealthily through the shadows toward its victim. Silver eyes glowing softly in the morning, she slips between the crowds toward a short man with a long black cloak. Quickly, she comes up from behind and snatches the man's coin purse, and drops slowly back into the shadows of the buildings.





Stopping in the middle of the street, the Lord Kaervek studies the faces of those passing. Again they shy away, and the empty circle around him widens some. A hand on his sword hilt, he moves out of the street, stepping out of the flow of traffic and into the darkness of the building's shadows. There he stands, watching from within his clear space.





Chuckling to herself at a job well done, the thief Rhea counts the money inside the coin purse which she just stole. For a moment she grins as she sees the man who was just robbed stop to buy something, then cry out in anger as he finds his pouch missing; her own coin pouch is now jingling with coins. Seeing a member of the guard pass by, she draws further into the shadows, almost falling to the ground as she backs right into the Lord Kaervek.





Spinning around with a curse on his lips, Lord Kaervek stumbles backwards slightly. Spotting the cause of this distraction, he bares an inch of steel. "What do we have here? A thief?" His voice has a strong accent, and he speaks in a quick, clipped way.





Rhea's coin purse drops to the floor, spilling stolen money everywhere. Growling, she glances up at the man she bumped into, and is about to say something when she notices the familiar gleam in his eyes. "A thief, m'lord? Nay. Just a beggar in disguise." Having said that, she feels around for the coins upon the floor, slipping them quickly into her bag when as she finds them.





For a moment, Kaervek merely watches her, and then, sliding his sword back into its sheath, a small, cruel smile appears on his lips. "A beggar?" He chuckles quietly for a moment, "A very well off beggar." Leaning down slightly, he stares straight into her eyes, and then quietly asks, "Tell me, where you come from?"





Pausing for a moment, she gazes up at Kaervek, and speaks, her voice hoarse and cruel, "Where I come from matters not in these parts." This girl appears skinny despite her apparent wealth, and her face seems unusually pale. "But if you must know, I am from everywhere. Born one place, lived another, and somehow I ended up here."





The Lord laughs quietly, "A defiant one, aren't we?" Stepping closer, he asks, "What is your name, my young well off beggar? Perhaps you can help me locate someone I am searching for."





Rhea eyes the man carefully, weighing her options. Sighing, she continues, "I do not give out information for free, m'lord." Muttering, she adds, "Now, if you'll excuse me, I have some.. begging.. to do."





A cruel smiles appears on Kaervek's face, as he says, "Not for free, huh? Perhaps I can pay you?" A thoughtful expression.. "Ahh...better yet! I will tell you who I am looking for, and if you can find this person, you shall be rewarded, yes?"





"And who might ye be looking for?" she queries, her voice becoming somewhat softer. "And if I find this person, where shall I go to contact you?" The yellow tint in her eyes grows slightly as she arches a brow, moving her hand to her pouch and pulling out some sort of round object.





Kaervek smiles, "A young girl, about your age, I would say." He pauses for a moment, thinking. "She is a lost family member, that I recently learned about through my son, who sadly has passed away." His smile becomes slightly mocking, "As for where I can be found...I believe you can manage to find me, don't you agree?"





The girl's lips part, and she grasps the object tighter, her knuckles becoming white. Quickly, she glances about the area, soon returning her gaze to the man before her, "I believe I know who you speak of." Her voice becomes hardly more than a whisper, almsot as if she does not want to be heard, "She is Rhea, correct?"





Kaervek smiles slightly, "Perhaps...I believe that was the name in the letter I recieved." Glancing about quietly, he continues, "Do you know her well? She is said to be a young woman who could go far if trained well."





Rhea takes a deep breath, letting it out slowly as she speaks, "Indeed, I know her extremely well, for she is I." The cruel smirk that if so often on her lips appears once again, and she continues, "What do you mean by.. training?





Kaervek smiles, a very cool smile. He speaks again, "Perhaps it may be better to speak somewhere else, off the streets. I have much to tell you, perhaps, and much to ask." He studies her for a moment, "If we can come to an agreement."





Rhea arches a brow once again, placing the object back in her hidden pouch. She ponders the question a moment before querying, "What sort of agreement might this be, m'lord?" Seen cleary in her eyes is the curiousity of a cat, the silver in them growing dim and the yellow becoming more.





Kaervek glances about, leaning down to whisper, "Best not spoken of here..." He smiles, standing back up, "Tell....what do you know of a person called Ishamael?" He begins walking towards a spot further back from the streets.





Rhea, following Kaervek obediently, clasps her hands behind her back, listening to each word he speaks, "I was with him when he was killed, m'lord, if that is what you wish to know. One night, a few months back, he questioned me at the fountain, though it was only by torture that he captured me and brought me to Durnalis." Slowly, she pushes back her cloak and moves the dress sleeve off her right shoulder. "This wound was inflicted by a curved dagger, and hasn't yet fully healed." Quietly, she adds, "Nor do I think it ever will."





Kaervek smiles softly, though cruelly still. "Ahh yes, that was unfortunate that he died, he was good at his job, one of the best I've ever trained. But I was speaking more about he himself, not the events surrounding him...what do you know of his..nature?"





Rhea blinks slightly, stopping in her tracks, "His nature? Very little." Shaking her head, she continues, "Very little, indeed. I know he was not the same as myself, but I believe the woman we was trying to capture deemed him some sort of.. shadow." A sigh escapes her lips. "I do not rightly remember, m'lord. It was all so long ago, and I have lost much of my memory pertaining to my capture and his death."





As they each the point Kaervek was leading Rhea to, he says quietly, "What do you know of the lands south of here, and its people?" A thoughtful expression appears on that cruel face, "No, it does not matter...what do you know of your parents?"





"My mother is an outcast and my father is.. I'm not really sure. But some call me a bastard child, born to parents of two different species." Sighing, she shrugs, and slows to a stop, sitting down on the floor with her legs crossed. "Personally, I do not wish to know who my father is."





Kaervek stops, and looks down at the girl, studing her. Half to himself he says, "So you don't know..." He pauses, before speaking again, "I can reveal your past to you, if you wish...it may make any..business..deals between us go smoother.."





Rhea cocks her head slightly to the left, the flame of curiosity once again leaping into her eyes, "My past? How can you reveal my past to me? You don't even know me.."





Kaervek smiles coldly, "I know more than you give me credit. In my business, I am very high...yes, very high indeed. And with my help, you might be as well." He pauses for a moment, "Have you ever heard of a Drakkloth?"





Rhea's eyes begin to glow yellow again at the mention of this word, "Indeed, I have heard of the species called Drakkloth." She gazes quizically at Kaervek, "Why do you ask, m'lord?"





Kaervek looks down at the girl, making sure he has her full attention. For a moment, his face..blurs, features running together. For a brief moment, another face entirely is visible, a face with pale white skin, yellow eyes, and long white hair. And then it all blurs again, and is as before.





Rhea, having stood at the mention of Drakkloth, now stumbles backwards, face contorting with thought. Half to herself, she mumbles, "It's like looking into a mirror," and creases her brow. "But.. how?"





Kaervek smiles cruelly, "Illusion is a very powerful magic. I do not believe many understand all of its uses." He glances towards the street, "Yes, very useful. It was one of Ishamael's greatest assets, but he never reached his full power."





Nodding her head, Rhea closes her eyes, and says, "Yes, I remember more clearly now. Ishamael used it many times while I was with him." Slowly, she opens her eyes, still speaking, "But the girl Jael could see past it, somehow. And she called me a.. a living shadow.. or something of that sort."





Kaervek smiles softly, "Yes, I've heard of this Jael...though I fear she is beyond our reach now." A slight frown appears on his face, "I would have liked to have met her.." Then his smile is back. "Yes, a living shadow..that describes you well. For you see...you are half drakkloth."





Rhea shakes her head, muttering quietly, "But how is this possible? Sure, it explains a lot, but how? Why?" Her face has grown even more pale at the thought of her being half-drakkloth, though for some odd reason the silver in her eyes has dwindled to near nothing, the yellow quickly growing darker. Staring at the ground, she queries, "Then who is my father?"





Kaervek lets loose a low laugh. "The answer to that question, is what you want? Ahh, very well." He steps forward a step, "You are of the House of Aekah. Half sister of Ishamael, and daughter of the Lord Kaervek. I am your father."


