Main Square -- Carnac(#913RntJ)





The Broadway ends in this paved square. Trading occurs in the Bazaar north, and most of the more upscale residences lie further south--the main square is used largely as a meeting place these days. A round fountain, its pool one hundred feet or so in diameter, dominates the flagstones of the square. It is likely the only remaining structure built by the city's original elven designers.





An alley leads east, and another street in better repair runs southwards. The former governor's palace compound, now in ruins, is to the southeast against the slopes of the great mountain. The ruins are sprawled against the forested western slopes of Mount Arabel--from here the crumbled towers have an eerie majesty.





Contents:


Execution Block(#8131n)


Obvious exits:


 Ornate Gates <SW> leads to City Hall -- Carnac.


 Alley <E> leads to Alley -- Carnac.


 Road <S> leads to Residential Square -- Carnac.


 Road <N> leads to The Bazaar -- Carnac.


 Road <W> leads to The Broadway -- Carnac.





Mecmer has arrived.


Gorbash has connected.





Tallanvor walks into the square, the torch in his hand making his black uniform seem darker because of the halo of light surrounding him. Behind him several other guards come, all carrying torchs and wearing their swords. He stop in the middle of the square, and calls out to those there, "Greetings Citizens of Carnac! We are here in your square today to help find a traitor to the Empire, a dangerous criminal, and we request your aid in finding her!"





Mecmer is standing off by himself in the southeast area of the square, looking through the fog at the ruins of the mansion of Athaval. The tip of his long staff, held by his side, glows, giving him light, and, in the fog from a distance, looks like one of the moons has fallen down to earth. As the guard makes his announcment, the black-cloaked and hatted form makes no response.





Gorbash is moving with the ranks of guards, cloak pulled about him to hide his features. He glances about the crowd as the announcement is made, and then to the fellow guard members. He then looks up to the skys, through the light of his own torch, muttering, "Oh, this'll make it easy..." grumbling, he stops as the guard awaits any from the crowd who'll join in the search.





Tallanvor walks in a slow circle in the center of the square, looking outward and into the faces of each person, a piercing gaze that pins them where they stand, until it moves on. Stopping again in the middle of the square, he calls out, "Any who aid us in finding her will be rewarded. Any who know where she is already will be /greatly/ rewarded. Her name, is Jael."





Mecmer reacts now, turning in place to face the guards. After a moment, he starts moving towards them. With the fog, and the swirling of his cloak, the man seems to be gliding, not actually walking like a mere mortal. Once withen earshot and easy eyeshot, the man asks "What sort of reward?"





Tallanvor turns to study this first person to approaching, a weighting look in his cold blue eyes. Taking a step towards Mecmer, black boots crushing a small flower growing in the cracks between the paving stones, stopping three yards away. "It depends on what you want, though the usual is a bag of gold, of varying size."





Underneath the brim of his hat, which shields his face from easy inspection, Mecmer sneers. "Gold? What would I want with a mere metal, when I could have all that I wished at any time I wished, if I wished?"





Tallanvor tilts his head slightly, watching Mecmer as he speaks, and then saying in a cool voice, "I merely said that was the usual reward, and that it depended on what you wanted. But if you can get whatever you wish, whenever you wish, if only you wished, I don't see why you inquire after a reward. You should help and look at it as a duty to the Empire, for the protection it gives your city."





Gorbash peers out from within the ranks of the guards, to the figure now speaking to the commander. He snickers a bit, just about elbows the man next to him, whispering: "Wouldya listen to that? The guy thinks he's hot stuff or something." He turns his attention back to the pair of still speaking men, barely able to hide the grin on his face.





The smirk turns into the slightest of frowns. "You jump to conclusions too quickly, child. I did not say I can get whatever I wish whenever I wish. I said that about metal. Metals are not everything, except to some greedy fools. They certainly aren't to me." He leaves the other comments, about City and Empire, hanging.





Tallanvor's face grows red by the word, and his hand moves for his sword hilt, but he stops himself. Speaking in a cool voice laced with ice, he says, "If you are not willing to serve the Empire and do your duty in searching for a dangerous criminal, then move along, I have no wish to see your person here. If you are willing, then say so. You can discuss rewards later."





Mecmer observes the guard captain's growing anger, and his mouth - the only part of his face that can clearly been seen - quirks up again, into a slight smile. "Child, you have much to learn about people. Patriotism for your empire, in a city such as this, is far less common than folk lusting for money, or a reward. Money I care nothing for, as I have told you. But, for the right reward, I can find this person you seek. I care not for him, or her. Just for what might be given for my time and trouble."





Tallanvor manages to only frown this time, though he takes a step forward again, black boots making crunching from the small rocks scattered about on the paving stones. "Rewards are better discussed in private though, aye? So that others do not make a target of you, to gain what you so recently gained?" He gives Mecmer a cold smile, "You will get your reward, whatever it be you want, if it is possible. Do not ask for more than your work is worth though." His cold smile seems to hint at what might happen.





Mecmer does not flinch as Tallanvor steps forward, and neither does the light atop his staff waver, but instead grows stronger and brighter. "Any who make a target of me would soon learn the error of their ways. Now, a reward is something you are willing to give, and I wish to possess. If this person you seek is truely wanted, you would be willing to give much. What would you be willing to give, I wonder?" The man's head shifts, eyeing Tallandor from head to toe. "Your life, should I ask for it?"





Tallanvor snorts, "My life is my own, and I plan on keeping it." He begins to turn around now, turning his back to this man who thinks himself so dangerous, "But speaking with you is now wasting my time. I have a criminal to find. If you will help, you will be rewarded. If you won't, then more along and out of my sight."





"Very well," says Mecmer to your back. "You do not wish to make an offer, and I do not wish to take the time without a concrete one, not just vague promises of something undescribed. Find your criminal, if you can, without me. But I will not move along util I choose to move along."





Tallanvor stops, turning his head to speak over his shoulder. "You were tolded to name what it was you wish, and instead ask me what I offer. If you do not know what it is you want, then I certainly will not." He chuckles drily, "And do not be so certain you will move along only when you wish."





"Hearken back to what I said about those that would try to steal from me, child," Mecmer says, keeping the same calm, impassive tone he has throughout, "They would soon learn better. Now, I know several things I want. You are in no posisition to supply any of those. So unless you offer something I find desirable beyond my immeadiate needs, we could have done buisness. But you cannot think of anything to offer, it seems, and I have no further interest in you today."





Tallanvor continues speaking over his shoulder, "Then good night to you, kind sir and loyal servant of the Empire." The last is delivered in a mocking tone. Tallanvor turns about and begins walking towards the others of his group, torch held high, burning the fog away. Glancing at the faces, he nods, and says, "Ok. We will search the Dusky Rose first. Form up."





Mecmer turns, now, and moves back to where he was standing before the troops arrived, at the ruins of the mansion, without further comment.





Most of the troops have remained in the formation they were in when they entered the square. The few that moved, did so to get a better view of the confrontation. They are the ones who begin scrambling as soon as they notice the commander begin to turn around. By the time the commander speaks, there are still several which have not formed up, one of which is Gorbash. He was apparently whispering to the guard next to him, who is now sniggering. Gorbash quickly drops into place, facing forwards, towards the commander.





The troops fall in behind their commander, heels clacking on the pavement blocks as they move off to the north.





----------





As the patrons of the common room sip their drinks, several armed Imperial Guards march into the room, hands on their swords, spreading out around the room. Their leader, Tallanvor, stops in the center of the room, glancing about the room. Suddenly he says for all to hear, "We are in search of a dangerous criminal. Her name is Jael. Do any of you have any information that can help lead to her capture?"





A cloaked figure, carrying a torch which belches soot, moves along the outskirt of the room, looking over the patrons. Dressed all in black, he looks over many, just as the other soldiers do.





Sorceri looks up from behind the bar, her amber eyes blink and she says quietly, "I do not know any Jael....she is not one of the girls here...", she wipes her hands off with a cloth and goes over to the group and bows, an almost exquisitely graceful movement in her oriental styled gown, "Is there anything I may get you sirs?"





Tallanvor shakes his head, waving her away, his eyes on the stair case leading up to the rooms above. "We need nothing but cooperation. And we will have it. You will not mind if we search your rooms?" He moves his eyes then to gaze at her, a cold stare that says what answer he expects.





Sorceri smiles and chuckles softly, "You may search all rooms, if I may have but a moment to prepare certain patrons ahead of time...", she says delicately, "We are quite discreet here, and it is quite....distracting...", she smiles, "I won't be but a moment to notify the girls to turn out any friends they might have upstairs...you will see them as they file downstairs...", inwardly she sighs and wonders *why* these things have to happen on her shift...





Tallanvor shakes his head again and walks towards the stairs, his men following, "I suppose they will just have to be...embarassed, yes? We will knock, before entering." With that, he places a heavy black boot on the first step, and begins to climb, "You may come along as well. In fact, I insist."





Sorceri nods and says, "Quite right sir...", she pauses and says, "So you know ahead of time...I tend to keep to myself, so I am not sure the state of many of their rooms...", her cheeks blush as she leads the gentleman upstairs..





----------





You head upstairs for the private areas, your excitement building for what is soon to come.


Upstairs Hallway and Balcony -- Dusky Rose(#2730Rnt)





The luxury that was so blatant downstairs continues up the stairs and into this hallway. Gilded mirrors line both sides of the hall, multiplying and refracting the light cast by the candles and lamps that burn continually here. The small window that sits high up, almost to the ceiling lets in only the feeblist of light, and were one to bother to look, all that would be seen is the other sice of the alley. 





Up and down the hall are doors, each painted a unique color and numbered, allowing those trying to find a specific room an easy way of identifying them, should they be literate or not. Elegant columns form a waist-high bannister, lining the balcony so that one might lean over, and see what occurs below.





Obvious exits:


 Ivory Door <ID> leads to D'Onne's Room.


 Azure Door <AD> leads to Vaelyn's Room.


 Coral Door <CD> leads to Lianna's Room.


 Peach Door <PD> leads to Sorceri's Room.


 Golden Door <GD> leads to Kuselda's Chambers.


 Downstairs <D> leads to Common Room - Dusky Rose.





Sorceri has arrived.





Sorceri smiles, "I will show you my room first if you do not mind....", she gestures to the peach door





Downstairs, Gorbash continues to move along the outside of the room. As the other approach the steps, he makes a beeline for them, following up after the barwench does.





Gorbash has arrived.





----------





You push open the Coral door and step into Lianna's room.


Lianna's Room(#4086Rnt)





This room is similar in size to the other rooms on the floor yet decorated in its own unique way. Pink and coral silk adorns the walls and bed. Furniture is sparse in the room with only a small table, two chairs, and a dresser all of which are smoothly polished a a cherry finish. The floor is partially covered by a braided rug leading from the door to the bed. 





The room is mostly empty of small pleasantries and there is a faint fresh fragrance that permeates the room.





Contents:


Jael


Obvious exits:


 Out <O> leads to Upstairs Hallway and Balcony -- Dusky Rose.





Gorbash enters into the room from the hallway.


Gorbash has arrived.





Sorceri enters into the room from the hallway.


Sorceri has arrived.





Jael is lying in Lianna's bed with one child in her arms. There is another bundle, wrapped in a blanket on the chair beside it.





Sorceri's eyes widen as she walks into the room and her jaw drops in astonishment. It is obvious this woman is not acting, she is speechless and then she says, "I...oh my..."





Gorbash enters through the door behind the commander, within the ranks of the guards who choose to enter the room. He moves to the right, along the wall, pale eyes sweeping the area, and the scene, within. He stops, waiting for something to happen within the room.





Jael looks up from the bed, "I knew you would find me sooner or later." her voice is raspy, but she seems rather calm, surprisingly.





Tallanvor brushs Sorceri roughly to the side, his men following him in. He walks forward, the others blocking the door. His black boots seem to be quiet, his foot steps barely heard as he approachs the girl and stops in surprise as she speaks first. "Yes, you had to, didn't you? You know you cannot escape the Great Lord now, don't you? I told you you would serve, or die, do you remember?"





Jael nods quietly, "I will die then."





Sorceri swallows and moves to one side, now *really* wondering *why* these things happen on her shift. She keeps her mouth shut, and her eyes seemingly lowered..





Several other women gather at the door to watch quietly.





Tallanvor nods to Gorbash, motioning for him to come closer, and at the same time motioning for the door to be shut. One of the guards slams it in the face of the women outside. As he waits for Gorbash, he says, "Then death you shall have. But not your children. They will not die as you will. They will serve me in your place."





Sorceri says quietly, "It appears one of the children is dead sir..."





Jael closes her eyes, "That would have been his choice regardless, not mine."





Sorceri peeks over at the bundle near her...





Jael turns her face from the other child and seems pained, "She was too weak, the child was saved by her own death."





Tallanvor glances at Sorceri, grimacing, "So it seems." He turns from her to gaze upon Jael again, "Such a waste of talent Jael, you could have been great. But perhap your..child..will be in your place." His voice is surprisingly quiet, almost soothing, as if sad that the hunt is over. "You gave a good hunt, but now it is over."





Jael grasps the child to her, "I can run no longer."





Tallanvor nods in agreement, still that slight trace of sadness. "So it seems, so it seems. I must say I will regret your death, but you've left me with no choice. You will not serve, and I can not allow you to run free." He smiles, a thing of no warmth, "Your child I take as my own, a son to train in the ways of the Great Empire, to be taught to serve the Great Lord. To bad you will not be there to watch him rise to glory, as I expect him to do."





Gorbash steps forward from his place along the wall, as Tallanvor motions him forwards. His eyes first fall upon Jael, moving to the babe cradled within her arms, finally sliding off to glance over at the bundle in the corner. He remains quiet, continuing to take note of his surroundings. He shrugs his shoulders back, tense from holding the torch. This causes his cloak to fall open, exposing the hilt of his sword, beneath. He glances back over his shoulder, making a motion with his head. One of the other guards steps forward. He hands his torch to the other, who then retreats to the door.





Jael watches them quietly, "He will have a choice. One can only be taught so much."





Tallanvor turns to Gorbash, removing his cloak in the process and handing it to the other, "Get the child and wrap it in my cloak to keep the cold from it. I will not accept the slightest harm to it." He turns then to respond to Jael. "Few can turn against what they have been taught all their lives, and for one who naturally will turn towards the darker sides of humanity, he will serve, and enjoy it."





Jael tilts her head slightly, then lays back and just says one word, quietly, "Perhaps."





Sorceri scoots towards the door, really not wanting to see all of this...





Smiling coldly, Tallanvor takes a step forward, "You know very well what he is, do you not? He has little control in which side he will choose, for he has no soul and those without a soul belong to the Great Lord Raughir." He smiles down at the child, "Yes, he will serve well."





Gorbash accepts the cloak from the commander; stepping forward, with the cloak draped over his arms, he approaches the prone female. Stopping beside the bed, a grin cracks his previously smooth features. In a low voice, he speaks, "This'd go much better if you'd hand it over... much easier." He has the cloak near the side of the bed, hands ready to snatch the baby from her, if necessary.





Jael shakes her head, "He has a soul. He is my child as well. He is only HALF of what you are."





Sorceri continues to edge towards the door, looking up at the guards she whispers, "I really shouldn't be here...I am sure they do not wish me to witness this...", her cheeks blush, amber eyes somewhat worried...definately not scared, just worried...





Tallanvor gestures towards the guards at the door, and says, "Do not let her pass." His attention then goes back to Jael, watching her as Gorbash speaks to her, "Trust me my dear, he has no soul. Oh, he will have a spark of good in him, a bit of mercy here, pity there. But just a spark, no more. Much like what I told you before, of how the candle will be snuffed out by the darkness."





Sorceri sighs and stands resignedly by the door, looking a bit bored, a bit disgruntled, and perhaps a bit of pity in her golden eyes as her gaze falls on Jael...





Jael shakes her head, "If you wish to believe that, you may, but you must understand who his mother is." she smiles slilghtly and lays back.





Tallanvor chuckles drily, "Yes, understand who his mother is." He smiles, "But perhaps she should remember who, or rather, what the father is, and to whom she is speaking. Where you know nothing of his nature, I have long studied his kind. At birth, he had a soul of sorts from yourself, a pitiful thing without the strength to hold onto the body that did not need it. He is Raughir's, and will forever be so."





Gorbash's grin widens a bit as Tallanvor speaks. He leans down closer to the bed-ridden figure, and speaking so that only Jael should be able to hear the words, spoken with venom, "Yes, it might grow to show a spark of good... but, how can its father be wrong?" His smile widens a bit, watching for any sign of Jael's response... "After all... it'll be growing up within my shadow... my teachings, and the teachings of others with my beliefs... if father believes such as this, what is going to cause it to believe otherwise?" He almost laughs as these last words pass his pale lips... His hands reach further out, now touching the child.





Sorceri sighs and says quite plainly, "My Lords....why must I stay? If you wish me to witness the taking of the child, then fine...I have seen such...but may I please be excused? I have a tavern to oversee downstairs, and supposedly some patrons visiting later...", her tone is polite, and respectful...





Jael just lays back quietly, still smiling slightly.





Jael holds the baby tightly, apparently, they'll have to pry it from her arms.





Tallanvor turns to study Sorceri, then nods his head. "You may go, but for your life, it would be best to forget you even left the tavern below, understood? You may not like what would happen if you speak" He doesn't wait for her answer, turning back to watch Jael and Gorbash. He glasps his gloved hands in front of him, waiting, and saying nothing for the moment.





Gorbash growls slightly, a low tone, in the back of his throat, having expected some other form of response from Jael. With his righ arm, he grabs one of Jael's pulling on it, to remove it from its' position around the bundle. His left reaching for the baby at the same time.





Sorceri's shoulders shrug and she asks, "forget what?", she quirks a faint smile and turns, awaiting the guards, just thrilled to be able to leave with her life intact and unjailed..


Sorceri heads out as the guards part


Sorceri pushes in the hallway and closes the door behind her.


Sorceri has left.





Jael has no choice but to let go of the baby, yet she manages to place one last kiss on it's forehead.





Gorbash's smile breaks out wider, as he finally wrests the baby from the grasp of the woman. He lets go of her arm, using his freed hand to wrap the cloak about it. He backsteps then, supporting the baby with both of his arms, though it is awkward. His gaze flips to Tallanvor quickly, then back to the reclining Jael, as he assumes his previous position in the room.





Tallanvor nods briefly to Gorbash, and then he motions two guards forward, "It is time to go Jael. As you will no longer be with us before to long, I will have your cell furnished to be more comfortable, but you will not escape this time." He smiles cruelly, "Do not think I have any pity or mercym as your child might. I do this in thanks for providing me with such a healthy child, perfect for twisting to the dark side."





Lianna has connected.





Jael stays in her position, "You'll have to carry me or drag me. I'm too weak to walk."





Tallanvor motions to the guards, and they do exactly what Jael said, picking her up and carrying her between them. Motioning them to come, and for the guards to open the door, Tallanvor turns, "Come along now Jael, your hard life is approaching its end, no need to feel desperate. Try to enjoy it." He gives her a cold smile over his shoulder.





Jael smirks slightly, her spirit still intact. She turns to Lianna, "Give her a proper burrial, Lianna?"


Jael whispers to Lianna.





Gorbash stands where he is, until the guards haul Jael from the bed. He falls in beside Tallanvor, looking out to the hall as the door is opened.





Lianna simply nods and whispers, "I will, little one. I promise. Everything will be taken care of."


