Common Room -- Endroad Tavern, Carnac(#1191Rnt)





This is the busiest room of the Tavern. You see many people standing and sitting, filling the room with people. To the north is a large fireplace, with a roaring fire keep the room well lit and warm. The floors are a solid, dark wood. Tables fill the room and are filled with people sitting at them. The walls are stone near the floor, but as the wall goes higher it turns to a light colored wood.





Contents:


Dannar(#1201)


Obvious exits:


 Out <O> leads to Archway -- Endroad Tavern, Carnac.





Demian has arrived.





As early morning sunshine streams in the windows, borne on dusty motes, the door creaks open and a towering figure steps into the near-empty room. He is clad in a long woolen cloak, simple in design but absolute in its concealment. The man simply stands, his face swathed in shadow, as he surveys the room.





Sitting at a table not far from the entrance so recently used by this man, a grizzled trader slowly eats his breakfast, in no particular rush to complete it. Taking up his mug, he sips from it as he turns his bearded head towards the door to see the newcomer. Nodding his head in a neutral greeting, he stabs his fork into his breakfast, and goes back to eating.





Unresponsively, the figure gazes back, then begins a slow but deliberate progress towards the trader's breakfast table until he is standing just on the other side of it, his still hidden face turned downwards. Odd, it was such a sunny day but moments before; now a definite chill seems to have entered the air. "Kaervek," breathes the figure, his voice scarcely a whisper, but sufficient at least to cross the distance to the man's ear. "It is time we spoke."





The trader stops eating rather quickly, frozen. Blue eyes stab at the figure, and he slowly rises. Breaking eye contact only with the man for the moment needed to see who might be watching - Luckily the common room is empty at this moment - he asks, "A strange name you give me, traveler.." His voice is cold indeed. "Perhaps you have the wrong person.."





A cold, lifeless chuckle greets this remark. "Sit, Kaervek." It is not a request. "I could address you by yet another name if you prefer. We have business to discuss." There is no mistaking it. Something too familiar resides in that gravelly, inhuman voice.





Kaervek breathes out the name, "Valdaran," quietly, to himself. Few people can truly hide their identities from him. Sitting down and shoving the plate away from him slightly, he says, "The name is Darrien Travance, you who would speak with me." And to continue the role he plays, he says, "I've dealt with you before I believe. You had some order from the South that needed to be filled?"





Valdaran makes no answer for a moment as he stretches out one ivory-hued hand to pull away the other chair from the table, then seats his bulk with surprising grace. A faint light now penetrates the shadow surrounding his face, revealing dead black eyes and rubbery, bloodless lips pursed in what almost be called amusement. "Yes," he answers shortly. "Some order indeed. From the far South." Eyes flick briefly to the side, then back to the man who is not a man before him. "A competitor requires elimination, you see. And you are just the man to do it."





Darrien leans forward in his chair slightly, then says, "Indeed." For an instant, the man purposely drops his guard, yellow eyes flash at the other, then are gone, "Indeed. The far South has always paid good." Taking up his mug again, though not drinking, he asks, "Where does this competitor live, and in what way does he impose on their business?"





Valdaran allows his lips to curl upwards, dipping his head once in a nod. "They do indeed. And one would not wish to displease them. Business has faired poorly of late. And one man more than any other is responsible. Kellinan Loguire. We require his elimination." Surely, he must be joking. And yet, for all the blandness of his tone, he might as well be discussing the weather. "Have you any further questions?"





Darrien really doesn't care about Kellinan's strength, he has his own special strengths. He knows of the man, though. "Then to Rathain I must go. Ahh, and business was just starting to pick up here, too." His eyes flash a bit dangerously, "Are any others being hired for this job? And.. Is anyone being released into my service, or am I limited to my own resources and people?"





"No," answers the erstwhile lord of Carnac brusquely. "Only you. And you surmise correctly; you must immediately leave Carnac thereafter. At least for a time. The rebels will be blamed for this, as I have learned that one of them directly attacked our competitor but of late. If you fail, of course, it will mean your death. If not at Kellinan's hand, at our master's."





Darrien chuckles drily. "I've never failed." A moment later he is standing, and pushing his chair under the table. Turning towards the exit, he throws over his shoulder, "Good day, traveler. It was interesting talking to you, and I'll get on that order immediately."





Valdaran inclines his head, "It is well. Good day." And with that, he stands as well, leaving only moments later himself.


