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Unclear Presence: 
[ 20 Eleasias, 1372 ]

BitVyper: 
Dekar rose lazily from his resting place against the trunk of a

dead pine tree.  It had been awhile since he'd actually had a chance to

engage in any reasonable approximation of sleep.  Oh sure, he didn't

technically need it, 

BitVyper: 
but constant wakefulness didn't exactly do wonders for one's

disposition.  Besides, the elf had discovered over time that even the undead

mind became addled after a month or so without any rest.  He'd always enjoyed

the reverie 

BitVyper: 
anyway.  After packing his things up, Dekar resumed a rather

leisurely pace through the cold forest.  There were a number of ways for him

to get where he was going faster, but there was no particular rush at the

moment.  His spells

BitVyper: 
had probably expired by now, but the pursuers would likely take a

good day or two to catch up with him, and in any case, he wasn't running now.

Dekar smiled as he strode through the woods; like most of his kind, the elf

had a

BitVyper: 
certain appreciation for natural beauty, and this was a welcome

change from being cooped up in a cave for the last few months, though he

still felt a little.... uneasy in the sunlight.  He even whistled some random

tune as he walked

BitVyper: 
All in all, Dekar looked a prime target for any who might be

interested.

Unclear Presence: 
Though he was but a figurative stone's throw away from a

ruined city full of great evils, no such creatures had yet taken the

opportunity that Dekar was providing. It could have to do with the fact that

he was not in their blighted 

Unclear Presence: 
part of the forest yet, and that he was relatively near

the area where the remaining druids of the forest held their last bastion of

power. Normal forest creatures tended to shy away from his kind--the wight

part of him, in contrast

Unclear Presence: 
to his elven heritage--so there wasn't much opposition

along those lines either, save for some pesky, floating gnat fields that he

strode through on occasion. Yes, all in all, time was passing in a most

uneventful manner, for what 

Unclear Presence: 
seemed like a very long while. However, much as he

figured, his previous pursuers had finally caught up to him, the smell of

brimstone and sulfur suddenly permeating a small section of forest nearby,

though the telltale sign Dekar

Unclear Presence: 
had caught was a more visual one, that being a sudden and

rapid wilting and rotting of said clump of trees and undergrowth. Everything

smaller than a tree in the area simply shriveled down to nothing, with the

leaves of the larger

Unclear Presence: 
plant life wilting away; in essence, this gave him good

view to the hulking, red-skinned, batlike-winged form standing amidst the

chaos. Hellish flames licked and played at and upon the beast's body, which

caused the wilted area 

Unclear Presence: 
around it to start swiftly smoking. The creature was

already facing Dekar's position, though it appeared as if Dekar would have a

moment to react as the act of bringing itself here seemed to leave the thing

a tad disoriented. What 

Unclear Presence: 
little wildlife Dekar had been appreciating was now

scattering to the four corners of the globe, leaving an eerie sort of silence

in their wake. A quick glance around would not reveal any other foes, at

least none out in the open 

Unclear Presence: 
and viewable by normal means. From the look of the twelve

foot tall fiend he could see, the thing probably didn't need any help.

BitVyper: 
Startled, to say the least, Dekar had leaped away from the fiend

now dragging itself onto the material plane.  Reacting quickly, he activated

one of his many wands before dropping it back into its pockets.  Upon the

wand's 

BitVyper: 
activation, two more Dekars, identical to the original seemed to

appear out of thin air.  Hopefully, that would give him some time.  He

planned to attempt a somewhat diplomatic approach, but honestly, he hadn't

expected something so

BitVyper: 
...fiendish, and he began to doubt the viability of that

particular plan.  He was unfamiliar with the sort of devil that stood before

him now, but it appeared similar to a balor.  Dekar hoped it didn't share any

traits with those

BitVyper: 
beasts.  He recalled the time he and his friends had encountered

on such creature years ago; the results had been rather unpleasant.  Still,

the elf assumed a confident posture, folding his arms across his chest, as

the mirror

BitVyper: 
Dekars did the same, and doing his best to look terribly

unimpressed with the monster's entrance.  When its eyes finally came to rest

on him, the elf spat the reed he'd been chewing on off to the side and looked

up at it.  

BitVyper: 
&quot;Well, I suppose you're here for the Eye of Night's Embrace

then?&quot; He asked, as casually as possible.  Even in undeath, keeping

one's cool around such creatures wasn't always easy, but Dekar felt he

performed rather well.  

BitVyper: 
He had to sound as confident as possible without openly mocking

it.  It was also important for the creature to know that he knew what the eye

was, so that whatever curiosity it had might be piqued by the fact that he

hadn't used it.

BitVyper: 
&quot;You are welcome to it.  I really have no need of the

item.&quot;  That, at least, might stop the thing from attacking outright.

Dekar still found himself wanting to dive into the shadows all too much.

Fortunately, the 

BitVyper: 
dense forest made such a thing possible if it became truly

necessary.

Unclear Presence: 
Gaze making a deliberate sweep of the trio of Dekar's in

front of him, the beast did apparently choose to hold itself in check, at

least for the moment. The fact that it remained silent for a long moment

indicated that perhaps it 

Unclear Presence: 
was surprised Dekar knew of the item's name, and most

likely its function as well. Despite the power it exuded, the monstrous fiend

was apparently playing it cautious as well. Dekar had, after all, defeated

many of its lessers. 

Unclear Presence: 
While that may not be overly impressive to one of its

stature, it was intelligent enough to not discount the mortal's power all the

same. It also appeared to be waiting for something, which became obvious not

to have happened by the

Unclear Presence: 
momentary look of frustrated resignation that flashed over

it's demonic visage right before it spoke. "No, unliving one, I suppose

someone of your kind would not have a need for it. Now I understand why you

have survived so long. I 

Unclear Presence: 
hope...." An ironic smile crept at the corner of its

fiendish maw just then. "...for your own sake, that you speak honestly. My

kind take oaths, even spoken ones, quite seriously." At that point the

creature took a deliberately slow

Unclear Presence: 
step forward, in as much of an unthreatening manner as it

could, and held one hand out, palm up. "Bring it to me, and be full well

aware that should you play any part of trickery, that I will not be so easily

defeated as my earlier 

Unclear Presence: 
...comrades." There was a certain glint to the creature's

eyes, but despite the fact it was a malicious glint, there wasn't any true

tell tale sign that it would pull any stunts of it's own. Considering it

didn't know which of the 

Unclear Presence: 
images was the true Dekar, it made a show of trying to

keep all three in frontal view, without appearing to do so.

BitVyper: 
That the creature had not simply rushed out to attack him, and

seemed to be making an attempt at parley served to calm Dekar's nerves a

great deal.  Maintaining the confident facade would be simple now.  &quot;You

are welcome to 

BitVyper: 
it,&quot; he said again, flashing a grin at the fiend.  &quot;I

will not go back on my word.  However, I cannot simply give it to you

outright; all things come with a price, I am sure you know.  This one,

however, I 

BitVyper: 
believe you will find agreeable.&quot;  He paused for the barest

of moments to see the fiend's reaction before continuing.  &quot;I already

understand the item's use, but I have no desire to alter myself.  I simply

wish to 

BitVyper: 
know of its history; information I am sure you can provide.  A few

hours of your time out of an eternity, in exchange for an item of great

power, is all that I ask.&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
During that brief pause, he most definitely noted the

fiend's irritance, by the narrowing of its eyes, and the slight unfurling of

it's wings, accompanied by a momentary flare in the flames wreathing it's

form. Along those lines, 

Unclear Presence: 
the forest was smoking in a noticable manner now, in the

area directly surrounding the beast. However, the creature seemed able to

keep itself in check long enough to hear him out. It actually gave Dekar a

rather odd, scrutinizing 

Unclear Presence: 
look when the baffling request was made. It almost

appeared to crack a humored approximation of a smile. Almost. "I do not know

what would be the worst case in this scenario...if you were mocking me, or if

you were 

Unclear Presence: 
serious about your desired payment. I admit to being

puzzled and intrigued by your offer, and may take you up on it. For the

amusement value, of course." Lowering it's hand, it then paused momentarily

to consider the three

Unclear Presence: 
Dekars. Despite the fact that various games of

manipulation and the like were a daily mainstay in his existence, the fiend

truly didn't know what to make of Dekar and the offer at this point. The

undead one seemed quite genuine and 

Unclear Presence: 
honest. True enough, he could just slay the "mortal" and

be done with it, but that may take time, and the creature has shown itself to

be resourceful in getting away from such plights. Perhaps it would be best to

play along with the

Unclear Presence: 
wight's request. If it didn't pan out, then he'd simply

show the creature the doorway to True Death. That in mind, he nodded his

great, horned head once in acquiesence. "Very well, I will take up your

offer, on the condition that we

Unclear Presence: 
leave this place for another more suited to keep prying

eyes away. While I yearn to drink the blood of the celestials that will

surely soon arrive, that is not my current mission. If you agree to come with

me, you will have your

Unclear Presence: 
'history lesson'." He left it off by offering the trio of

elven wight's a questioning glance.

BitVyper: 
Dekar had very nearly drawn his blades when the fiend showed its

irritation, but had managed to maintain his composure, though he'd watched

the creature somewhat more carefully afterward.  &quot;Knowlege 

BitVyper: 
is its own reward,&quot; he'd remarked when the fiend wondered

about the seriousness of his offer.  &quot;I will agree to your terms,&quot;

he finally responded, once the pit fiend had finished speaking.  &quot;The

celestials 

BitVyper: 
*are* a persistant lot, after all.  I've already had to kill one.

In any case, my one condition is that we remain on the materium.&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
It's demonic visage scrunched momentarily in

consternation, as it had not specified where they would go. Once more it

considered the option of fighting, but then it simply snorted and shrugged it

off. "Very well. You will have to

Unclear Presence: 
give me a few moments to...arrange some appropriate

accommodations." Without further ado, it moved its hands in a nonthreatening

manner, in order to twist a ring around one great, red-skinned, clawed

finger. There was no apparent 

Unclear Presence: 
effect, but there was a definite look of concentration

upon the bestial face, so perhaps it was holding a telepathic conversation

with someone, or some thing. A full minute passed by, then the creature

twisted a second ring, on the 

Unclear Presence: 
other hand, and an image sprang to life between them, of a

rather unadorned looking stone-walled chamber. Though the image was

semi-transparent, it held enough clarity that Dekar could certainly make the

place out and etch it into 

Unclear Presence: 
his memory. "You've already proven your ability to whisk

yourself where you will. Therefore it will be up to you to do so again."

Rather than simply vanish at that point, the creature lingered a moment,

perhaps being uncertain of

Unclear Presence: 
Dekar's ability to continually do it--taking a measure of

sorts, in other words. The fiend honestly could not take Dekar with it

through it's own power, but there was no way it would admit that to such an

inferior being.

BitVyper: 
&quot;Of course,&quot; Dekar said, nodding to the demon.  He eyed

the fiend for a moment as it watched him.  It was entirely possible that he

would be teleporting into some sort of trap.  Fortunately, what the fiend

BitVyper: 
didn't know, was that Dekar still had that gate scroll if all else

failed.  No use worrying about it now, in any case; he'd come this far, after

all.  He uncrossed his arms, and purposely flicked his eyes down to one of

his rings,

BitVyper: 
hoping that the fiend who loomed before him would take it as an

involuntary motion, so it appear as though he was reassuring himself of the

ring's presence.  He then focused on the picture laid out before him, sensing

his way 

BitVyper: 
through the shadows.  Finally, he melted into the shadow of one

tree's trunk, and disappeared.

Unclear Presence: 
What the devil made of Dekar's glance at the ring would be

left unknown, as it made no tell-tales before Dekar whisked himself away. He

arrived in the stone chamber a few heartbeats before the fiend; enough time

to assess the

Unclear Presence: 
surroundings and situation. The chamber was larger than

the spell-born image indicated, which was probably due to the fact that the

devil didn't care to reveal what was in the rest of the chamber: various

parts of what appeared to 

Unclear Presence: 
be some human's body strewn and splattered all about the

walls, ceiling, and floor on one section of the room. Dekar also now noticed

that there was a huge, central glyph on the floor that hadn't been in the

image, thought what 

Unclear Presence: 
exactly it meant, and it's purpose, couldn't be discerned

immediately. A single door led out of the sizable, otherwise empty chamber,

near where the body had been shredded, of course. However, there were no

signs of an ambush

Unclear Presence: 
waiting for him, but he knew that the devil from the

forest hadn't done this, so some sort of minions must be nearby. When the

hulking devil arrived, it glanced about slowly, regarding first Dekar, then

the small bit of carnage near

Unclear Presence: 
the door. Then it simply settled it's wings about itself

like a cloak and stared silently at Dekar. Perhaps it was doing a bit, for

instance maybe trying to guage if the undead elf would have some averse

reaction to the bloodshed.

Unclear Presence: 
*though

BitVyper: 
Dekar simply shrugged at the mess.  He'd once had the entire lower

half of his body torn... or rather bitten completely off.  Such sights really

didn't bother him anymore.  &quot;Shall we begin then?&quot; He 

BitVyper: 
queried, facing the devil.  This was going to get a little tricky,

and it was likely that he would have to do battle with the fiend before all

was said and done; not a thought the elf relished.  He still possessed the

means by which

BitVyper: 
to leave this place, but could no longer do so as quickly, having

expended what he'd learned in the past few days was something of a fleeting

power.  Still, there was a chance he could escape without conflict.  Well, no

sense in 

BitVyper: 
worrying about it now.  Now was the time to get what he wanted.

Slowly producing his writing utensils from within the pockets of his cloak,

Dekar addressed his host again, &quot;in here, or elsewhere?&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
"Here, of course. It is the only conveniently shielded

area that I personally knew of on this...materium, as you call it." Once

again, it had a sort of perplexed look when Dekar drew out the writing

implements, then it shook its 

Unclear Presence: 
head ever so slightly and motioned one clawed hand towards

the door. "If I remember correctly, the wizard kept some furnishings in the

room beyond." He then paused to give Dekar a chance to grab some such

furnishings, if desired.

Unclear Presence: 
( ignore that last bold letter)

Unclear Presence: 
Noting that Dekar had no intention of doing so, it frowned

slightly, then gazed at him thoughtfully for a moment. Again, why did these

mortals feel the need to record such things? Especially considering he could

feed the whelp a 

Unclear Presence: 
load of oxshit and never be the wiser for it. However,

evil as it was, the creature was also one of law and twisted honor, so it

would keep up the bargain in an honest manner. For so long as the undead elf

did, that was. Or it

Unclear Presence: 
became otherwise inconvenient to do so. No matter the

specifics, the artifact was going back to the Hells with him this day, where

it rightly belonged. At least in his mind. "The beginning, then....

Unclear Presence: 
*then...."

Unclear Presence: 
And so it began. The Eye predates the creation of Toril,

the exact dates of which even the fiend couldn't, or wouldn't, say. There was

an upstart pit fiend who believed himself a Lord of the Hells, Belisteraam,

who had been 

Unclear Presence: 
experimenting on mortals, and was in time caught up in

certain treacheries that he was using these freak spawn for. As it is a sin

in the Hells to actually get caught openly in such betrayals, Belisteraam was

put down by the true 

Unclear Presence: 
Lords, and aptly punished, becoming a focus for his own

studies. In essence, what would equate to his soul, more like his fiendish

essence, is what powers the Eye. He is only semi-sentient now, of course,

though enough that his

Unclear Presence: 
fate and imprisonment are known to him throughout

eternity. This minimal sentience is one of the reason's that the Eye can

sometimes take possession of a favored body, and use it for it's own. In

order that no squabbles and repeats 

Unclear Presence: 
of Belisteraam's experiments would ensue amongst the

Lords, Asmodeus himself took possession of it. For a time, it was simply

locked away, whilst Asmodeus considered the possibilities it harbored.

Eventually, the Lord of the Ninth 

Unclear Presence: 
entrusted one of his lieutenants with  the device, giving

orders to go forth and put it to use in amassing more soldiers for the Blood

War. The petitioners took far to long to amass power enough for them to have

a decided win 

Unclear Presence: 
against the demon armies, so by twisting mortals in mass

quantities into something far stronger and more immediately useful, it was

his hopes that they could actually bring an end to the war within a century

or two. However, mortals

Unclear Presence: 
being the pests that they are, those plans were put to an

abrupt end before a few decades had passed. In the wake of the battle which

left Asmodeus' lieutenant destroyed, the Eye then passed through generation

upon generation of 

Unclear Presence: 
mortal hands, some as pawns, others using it for their own

ends. The cosmos being vast as they were, it was eventually passed on to

other worlds and planes. While Asmodeus occasionally sent agents out to

retrieve it, for some

Unclear Presence: 
reason, most likely the remnants of Belisteraam's

intelligence, it continually disappeared from their ranks. Being more or less

a nuisance, Asmodeus came to the point where he considered it beneath his

worries, and had done with it.

Unclear Presence: 
Not so for all the devil lords, and would-be devil lords,

however. To this day, some still strive for the artifact. Back to the story,

it eventually wound up on Toril, and it turned out that the information Dekar

had already read 

Unclear Presence: 
about the Eye was accurate, for the most part. What was

left out was that it had passed through other hands a time or two, and that

it's first recorded use and disappearnce had to do with one of the devil

lords retrieving it. True 

Unclear Presence: 
to it's self, the item managed to make its way back into

the hands of another mortal, a necromancer of some power, and certain reknown

amongst the devils themselves for a certain alliance with the Lord of the

Nine himself. This 

Unclear Presence: 
mortal is the one who decimated one of Netheril's great

flying cities, then disappeared. Even the legions of Hell, the ones that

cared, at least, were not sure of either the fate of the man or the Eye, but

they believe both were 

Unclear Presence: 
locked away and hidden somewhere through very great

magics. It wasn't a case of simply being eluded whilst active. This is

speculated to be true entrapment of some sort that cut them off from the

cosmos completely, for all intents 

Unclear Presence: 
and purposes. Hence, why it could not be found, and why

after a millennia or two, the searches were largely called off. However,

certain lingering divinations were placed here and there throughout time and

space, so that when the

Unclear Presence: 
Eye recently and suddenly did resurface, the hosts of both

the Hells and the Heavens became aware. Oddly enough, the storyteller made

little mention of any celestial armies vying for the item over the eons. Nor

did that fact seem to

Unclear Presence: 
be deliberate omissions. So for whatever reason, to all

appearances they angelic ones only started to care in very recent history.

What names and relative dates that the pit fiend did know were revealed to

Dekar during the telling, 

Unclear Presence: 
though not a single name among them was in any way

recognizable to him, not even the handful of references in the Realms. The

creature had not moved from its spot during the entire telling, and showed no

discomfort for the efforts, 

Unclear Presence: 
despite a lengthy amount of time having passed. When he

considered the matter done, one hand was held out again, in order to receive

the Eye.

BitVyper: 
Dekar listened to it all intently, filling pages upon pages with

notes.  It was an amazing stroke of luck that he had stumbled upon such an

item completely by chance.  The elf had to wonder who the wizard that it had

been stolen 

BitVyper: 
from was though.  Could it have been the necromancer? That was a

frightening thought; Dekar had had trouble with necromancers before.  And it

was an item that Asmodeus himself had sought after for a time... perhaps this

would be

BitVyper: 
worth the return of his soul after all.  Also intrguing, was the

lack of angelic involvement.  Perhaps they had simply hoped the devils would

kill each other.  In any case, he might have to get a celestial's perspective

on matters

BitVyper: 
before all was said and done.  Then again, that would be

difficult, and probably not overly necessary; the devil seemed to be telling

the truth.  Now, the important thing was getting out of here... alive, or

whatever passed for it

BitVyper: 
in his case.  &quot;A very interesting, and thorough

history,&quot; Dekar said as he stood up, and placed his book back into one

of the cloak's hidden pockets.  &quot;Well told, I might add.&quot;  He began

to approach the devil.

BitVyper: 
&quot;In any case, you have my thanks, and more importantly, the

eye.&quot;  He reached into another of the pockets on his cloak, this one

lower than the first.  &quot;I wonder what power and prestige it might bring

you.&quot;

BitVyper: 
Suddenly, when he was little more than a few feet from the

imposing creature, Dekar's hand flicked out from the cloak, tossing a small

jewel off to his right.  Seeing that the demon's eyes not even move to chase

it, he drew Hashamar

BitVyper: 
before the demon could react to his treachery, and commanding ten

bolts of pure black to stream forth from her blade.

Unclear Presence: 
Just forming a snarl on his lips as he noted the elf's

trickery with the stone, he was caught more or less by surprise with the

bolts of dark magic, turning the blossoming snarl into a growl of pain. Not

to mention frustration, as 

Unclear Presence: 
he had dealt fairly with the cretin, and look where it got

him. Time to kill the insolent pup, then. Final death, that is. Noting that

the undead elf had two blades out to bear at this point, the fiend unfurled

it's wings and stood 

Unclear Presence: 
to it's full, unfettered height, the flames wreathing its

body reaching a new intensity. Yes, this fool of a mortal would pay dearly

for it's treachery.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(log on state date if neccessary all edits post here to be

recorded.)

Unclear Presence: 
Damnation but the mortal was fast in eluding his blows.

Still, he'd managed to land a few hits, though it did nothing to abate the

fiend's anger at the undead elf's treachery. Thus far, he'd managed to elude

the brunt of the pale 

Unclear Presence: 
elf's assault, but the devil had to grudgingly admit to

himself that it was more out of luck than any superior skill. Noting which

blade seemed to be causing the most damage--the one with which the

backstabbing cretin had used that 

Unclear Presence: 
powerful energy attack--the devilish creature considered

using some magics of his own to nullify it. However, he'd hold off a bit

longer, as the desire to simply rend the maggot to shreds was still

overriding.

BitVyper: 
Dekar took two rather nasty gashes from the fiend's claws, but had

otherwised managed to avoid its attacks, even landing a few blows of his own

as he tested the thing's defenses.  He had more than a slight urge to simply

flee, 

BitVyper: 
however, he had no idea where he was now.  Killing this one as

quickly as possible would probably be for the best.

Unclear Presence: 
This battle, however brief thus far, was nothing if not

frustrating. At least the devil seemed to be slowly gaining the upper hand,

as more of it's attacks were connecting with the mortal than said elf's were,

but 

Unclear Presence: 
there was no guarantee this would last. A slightly

triumphant smile, if one could call it that, crept into place on it's hideous

visage as it managed to grab the lowlife with it's tail and begin squeezing

the life--or unlife,

Unclear Presence: 
rather--right out of the annoying once-elf. Natural hubris

coming into play finally, it slowly began to reassert it's confidence in the

fact that it couldn't lose. Not that it may turn out to be the truth.

BitVyper: 
While he couldn't necessarily feel the pain from the fiend's

crushing grasp, Dekar grunted with the effort of resisting it.  He couldn't

beat it with physical force, he realised, so it was time to either run away,

or try something

BitVyper: 
different.  Despite his considerable skill with the blade, the

fiend had proven just fast enough to make sure most of his attacks were

repelled by its thick hide.  That left a couple of options.  For now though,

the important thing 

BitVyper: 
was getting away.  He felt a couple of his ribs crack; not

painful, but not all too pleasant either.  Before the fiend could become too

pleased with himself however, Dekar's form became hazy, and began to

disappear.  &quot;Catch me 

BitVyper: 
if you can,&quot; the fading elf said before disappearing

entirely.  In that same instant, he reemerged on the outside of the door to

their room.

Unclear Presence: 
Roaring in frustration at the elf's mocking disappearance,

he then swiftly turned it into a barking order for one of his invisible

attendants to find the abominable undead thing. Hoping beyond all reasoning

that the elf couldn't

Unclear Presence: 
have traveled very far, but realizing it was a

possibility, the fiend quickly turned one a ring that was set upon one of

it's clawed digits a quarter turn, activating it's magics, though expecting

no real results. Thus it was that 

Unclear Presence: 
it's great, ridged brow creased in surprise, and its anger

even abated just ever so slightly, when it's quarry registered within the

range of the ring's enchantment. That means the elf hadn't completely eluded

them, and was

Unclear Presence: 
somewhere nearby, relatively speaking. Considering the

doorway for a moment, and the fact that the elf could be anywhere within a

quarter mile of here, he simply waited momentarily to see if his underlings

could turn anything

Unclear Presence: 
up. And to better prepare himself for when they did find

the wight.

BitVyper: 
Immediately upon exiting the room, Dekar turned around, and

lightly dashed up the wall, invoking the spider's power from his boots.  When

he had positioned himself above the door, the elf simply crept back into the

shadows and

BitVyper: 
waited, feeling his body draw in strength from the darkness with

every passing moment.

Unclear Presence: 
Having perhaps heard, but not completely understood, the

muffled, roared order from inside the larger chamber, Dekar still soon found

out that he had company, as a slight shuffling sound moved steadily across

the width of the 

Unclear Presence: 
chamber he was now in. However, he could not actually see

anything, so it was an easy guess to figure out whomever or whatever it was

had indeed been invisible. This room proved to be smaller than the other,

only twelve feet f

Unclear Presence: 
*from floor to ceiling, and some rather comfortable

looking furnishings set about, mostly a few couches and chairs. Judging from

the series of large windows along the wall opposite himself, it appeared to

be an casual observation

Unclear Presence: 
area. Most likely even wizards needed some rest now and

then. The windows were heavily curtained, and despite the fact that the

thickest curtains were pulled aside, there were thinner, more sheen ones that

still obsctructed his view

Unclear Presence: 
of what was actually out there right now. The room was

indeed deep enough in shadows for his regenerative abilities to kick in, so

he could find comfort in that much. As for his intended foe, it still had not

shown up as of yet, nor

Unclear Presence: 
was there any sign or sound of movement from within the

chamber he'd left, at least nothing he could hear through the door. In truth,

the devil was simply waiting word from it's lieutenants while casting a

simple enchantment on

Unclear Presence: 
itself. The elf hadn't moved out of range yet, so the

fiend figured there was still time.

Unclear Presence: 
*obstructed

Unclear Presence: 
*time.

BitVyper: 
For his part, Dekar simply remained hidden.  He was playing a

dangerous game here; quite possibly the most dangerous he'd ever played.  A

year ago, he never would have though of standing against a creature such as

that one alone.  

BitVyper: 
It was true that he'd become a good deal stronger in recent

memory, but it still wasn't enough to fight something like that directly, he

realised now.  In any case, a good deal of caution would be required here,

and while killing 

BitVyper: 
whatever fiend was attempting to locate him now was tempting,

Dekar had to be patient.  Still, he doubted that simply catching the fiend -

a pit fiend he had now realised, based upon his memory of one particular book

of the planes -

BitVyper: 
would be enough.  Fortunately for him, he could continue

travelling through the shadows as he was.  Retreat was an option too,

however, he had no idea where he was, or what other devils lurked in this

place.  Besides, his hiding 

BitVyper: 
spot was actually something of an advantage at this point.

Meanwhile, large, bloodless gashes all over his body began slowly repairing

themselves, and he could even feel the ribs that had been cracked becoming

less apparent as time

BitVyper: 
progressed.  The shadow-powers had been helpful to him, Dekar had

to admit.

Unclear Presence: 
Nothing. Yet. Of course, only moments have passed, but his

patience wasn't unlimited in his current state of mind. The undead one

annoyed and frustrated him to no end. Frustrated many of the devils,

apparently, with his flitting 

Unclear Presence: 
about here and there. No worries, as soon as they found

him again, measure would be taken to eradicate the whelp with certain

finality. No more time for petty personal vendettas or posturing. Cloaked now

in invisibility, much like

Unclear Presence: 
his roving minions, the fiend once again consulted the

power of his ring, and noted that the general direction of his prey hadn't

changed. Why by the Ninth Layer could they not find the elf already! Again,

it waited for some word or

Unclear Presence: 
sign. Meanwhile, Dekar finally heard a door opening at one

end of the rectangular chamber's length, and summarily close. No more

footsteps could be discerned, so perhaps he was alone now. Perhaps.

BitVyper: 
As his body continued to repair itself, Dekar recalled a

particular item that he had recovered some time ago.  It wasn't much, but it

might allow him to create a distraction and gain the upperhand once the fiend

inevitably emerged. 

BitVyper: 
Once he was confident that his invisible stalker had left, the elf

pulled a staff forth from one of his pockets.  He immediately called upon its

summoning abilities, not sure exactly what it would bring out this time...

Unclear Presence: 
At first, Dekar may have thought he activated it wrong, as

no creatures, most certainly not any monkies, made an appearance. Then he

noted that the floor nearby seemed to be moving, almost as if in a liquid

state. A heartbeat later,

Unclear Presence: 
a gargantuan head and shoulders popped up through the

stone as if it were liquid, with an accompanying set of arms taking shape

immediately afterward. The thing was roughly 

Unclear Presence: 
humanoid, accompanying, roughly chiseled face and all, but

it was comprised completely of stone which resembled that of the floor

itself, and the walls surrounding them. The entire building seemed to tremble

around Dekar when the

Unclear Presence: 
summoning appeared to be completed. Judging from the size

of what he could see of it, there was small doubt as to why the tremor

occured, as the thing had to be standing at least a floor or two beneath him

as well, if there were 

Unclear Presence: 
such. Meanwhile, someone else very near by took notice, as

it's thoughts were interrupted. Having no clue whatsoever caused the

momentary quake, and less clue as to where his servants now were, the fiend

opted to at least go to the 

Unclear Presence: 
one other chamber it was familiar with from the visions

it's lieutenants sent earlier, to get a better look around. Invoking yet

another of it's natural abilities by force of will, it whisked itself into

the chamber beyond the 

Unclear Presence: 
doorway, seeing something so simple as walking there as a

mortal would beneath him. He would probably come to regret that decision.

BitVyper: 
Well, THAT was certainly a lot more useful than a few monkies,

Dekar thought to himself.  He quickly replaced the staff in his cloak, ready

to draw Hashamar and Celphied again at a moment's notice.  The elemental had

made enough

BitVyper: 
noise in its arrival that his opponent would likely have taken

note of them by now.  If the fiend were still present, he would likely emerge

from the room.  Dekar readied himself for the strike that would follow.

Unclear Presence: 
Taking a swift step back as a gargantuan arm of stone

nearly swiped it out a window, the fiend quickly composed itself, for nothing

other than the sake of composing itself, and made a quick assessment of the

situation. Elemental. 

Unclear Presence: 
Pah, and a damn big one at that. Was the elf really a

spellcaster after all? No matter, the undead freak would die whether it

continued pulling these tricks or not. If indeed the elf had. Not that it

much cared, as the primary thing

Unclear Presence: 
was to get rid of this lumbering hulk of stone before it

accidentally caused some inconvenient damage. To the fiend, that is.

Summoning it's will once more, a different power was invoked, one that could

hopefully get rid of the 

Unclear Presence: 
elemental's annoying presence. That it was still there,

waiting obliviously for whatever reason, a moment later, the devil roared

once more in frustration, it's form fully visible now as it's attack upon the

stoney creature whisked 

Unclear Presence: 
away the invisibility enchantment.

BitVyper: 
The moment the fiend's invisibility spell dropped, and it

reappeared, Dekar dropped from his hiding place, drawing his two blades even

as he fell.  The fiend felt a sharp pain, and some added weight as Dekar fell

upon him, plunging 

BitVyper: 
his blades into his back.  And then the added weight was simply

gone, as Dekar disappeared again, this time reappearing at the far end of the

hall they were in.

Unclear Presence: 
Cursing in every foul language it could think of, the

fiend easily got out of the way of the lumbering stone behemoth's wild swing,

despite the fact that someone--the elf, most likely--had caused it

considerable pain. This really

Unclear Presence: 
was getting bothersome. The whelp disappeared again.

Taking a quick glance around, it backed up a few steps in order to deal with

the creature properly, though it didn't relish the thought of the elf

possibly being in the room, and 

Unclear Presence: 
ready to stab it's fiendish form in the back.  Not taking

note of the elf as of yet, it kept the bulk of it's attention on the rocky

giant, and worked its will once more in an attempt to send the thing back

from whence it came.

Unclear Presence: 
This time, it actually worked, the stone behemoth making

one droning, guttural sound as it was forcibly removed from the material

plane, and hence it's master's service. Without even waiting for the creature

to completely fade from 

Unclear Presence: 
view, the pit fiend whirled it's head about the room,

swiftly looking for any further opposition. In a short time, it's servants

would no doubt be here. Not that they've served any real purpose thus far.

Spotting the elf at the far 

Unclear Presence: 
end of the room behind the position he was in, the devil

offered up something of an honest salute. Time for the wretch to die.

BitVyper: 
Too bad.  He'd been hoping the elemental would keep his assailant

busy longer, but at least it had provided some reprieve.  He was still

injured though, and didn't stand too much chance in a direct confrontation.

Time to get away

BitVyper: 
again.  Smirking at the fiend as it began moving in his direction,

the elf simply disappeared again.  This time, he traversed the shadows back

to the very room in which their confrontation had begun.

Unclear Presence: 
Blast it all anyway! Noting that the situation has gone

beyond annoying, the pit fiend once more lets out its frustration, but with

merely a deep, resonating, rumbling growl this time. A quick glance around

showed him no sign of the

Unclear Presence: 
wight in the room, so he had to resort to the magics of

his ring once more. Ah, there's the foul abomination. Back in the direction

from whence they started. Considering that the elf wouldn't have any idea

what was beyond that room 

Unclear Presence: 
in said direction, it was likely that he was in the

casting chamber again. However, there was no way to know with the limited

magics imparted by his ring, so only one way to find out. Perhaps he should

have prepared more adequately 

Unclear Presence: 
for this foe, after all.

BitVyper: 
Reappearing in the corner of the room nearest the door, Dekar

quickly sheathed his weapons.  He still had a few tricks to play, but this

was becoming very expensive.  No wasting time though.  He quickly produced a

small book from 

BitVyper: 
one of the pockets in his cloak, opened it to a particular page,

and began reading from it, chanting one of his more powerful spells.  A few

seconds of chanting later, the elf disappeared from view, cloaked in the

power of an 

BitVyper: 
invisibility spell.  It was lucky too, for at that very moment,

the fiend had chosen to convey itself to the room via magic.  Quietly

replacing the book in his cloak, Dekar began to stalk toward it.

BitVyper: 
The fiend remained blissfully unaware of the elf's presence, right

up until it felt the blades of Hashamar and Celphied stab directly into its

back.

Unclear Presence: 
Arching backward from the dual blows to its spine, the

creature bellows aloud in pain...and anger. Such impudence! Time to finish

this. Unleashing one of it's more potent attacks, the creature swiftly

gathers its will to detonate a 

Unclear Presence: 
blossom of hellfire directly beneath it's feet, content

that it will remain unharmed, and incinerate it's foe, wherever exactly the

undead elf stood. The smug smile of triumph that began to bloom on it's

devilish features was washed

Unclear Presence: 
away just as quickly as the painful biting of the elf's

blade continued. Where was the damnable abomination anyway?! Unable to find

the wight with a quick scan, and no longer discounting the possibility that

the elf was a caster of 

Unclear Presence: 
some merit, it decided to unleash one of it's two most

potent abilities, though it would have to blanket the area and hope for the

best, as he certainly could not target the cretin. Summoning what may be the

last of it's will, as it

Unclear Presence: 
finally realized the extent of the damage that Dekar

caused, it loosed a shower of meteors within the chamber, detonating the

stones all around itself in a 

Unclear Presence: 
last ditch effort to smite the heathen once and for all.

BitVyper: 
Dekar began to duck and roll, but the fireballs all collided

against some manner of invisible barrier.  Caught unawares by this, the elf

was unprepared when the final meteor breached his barrier, burning some of

his hair, and 

BitVyper: 
rendering most of his normal clothes... not particularly effective

anymore.  However, Dekar finally got his bearings in amidst the chaos, and

with one final slash, removed the fiend's head from its shoulders.

Unclear Presence: 
And so it ended, without any real to-do, though Dekar

would have the satisfaction of seeing a look of complete, utter stupification

etched upon the fiend's face as the head fell to the floor with a crash, one

which remained as it 

Unclear Presence: 
rolled erratically away. It soon became apparent that this

was yet another one of the creatures that hadn't been summoned, but rather

fully came into the prime, as it's headless body did not disappear in the

next few heartbeats.

BitVyper: 
Despite the fact that he couldn't technically feel exhaustion,

when the creature finally fell, Dekar slumped to the floor, weapons still

loosely in hand.  He hadn't been in a fight that bad since that bull-headed

demon.  That thing 

BitVyper: 
had been nothing compared to this though.  Frankly, Dekar was more

than a little amazed that he'd managed to fell the devil.   Sure, he'd had

powerful magic at his disposal, but a pit fiend? He was getting stronger.

This was 

BitVyper: 
perhaps the first time he'd truly realised that.  This thing would

have ripped him in half not too long (by the reckoning of an elf) ago, but

now he'd been able to fight almost evenly with it for a short time.  He

wondered for a

BitVyper: 
moment, just how far one could go.  However, in the end, that

really wasn't important.  In any case, he was fortunate on two counts that

the pit fiend had truly crossed over to the materium.  For one thing, it

meant that he'd truly 

BitVyper: 
slain it, and wouldn't have to worry about it plotting against him

on its own infernal plane.  Much more importantly, it meant that he could

loot the bastard's corpse.  With that thought in mind, Dekar quickly regained

his vigor. 

BitVyper: 
Standing up and sheathing his blade, the elf began searching over

the fiend's body for anything of value.

Unclear Presence: 
And in the doing, found nothing overtly so, the only

equipment, clothing, or item of any sort being a small pouch that was tied up

around one shoulder and tucked up under it's massive, sulfury

Unclear Presence: 
armpit. Considering how tiny the pouch was, one had to

wonder how the devil's brutishly large fingers got it open and closed. All

the same, the small, velvety sack was in good condition and the small

metal-like lump he could feel 

Unclear Presence: 
within seemed quite secure. A further inspection of said

metal contents would reveal a miniscule-scaled tower made of dark metal.

Nothing overly fancy looking, the depiction that of a simple, rectangular

tower one could see whilst 

Unclear Presence: 
passing by fairly much any castle, though the

craftsmanship itself was of superior quality. After a moment of toying with

it, a simple word came to Dekar's mind: Breogime.

BitVyper: 
He had some idea of what the item might be, but decided to be

careful with it anyway.  If the thing turned out to have some kind of extra

dimensional space in it, putting it in one of his pockets would be a very bad

idea.  With that

BitVyper: 
in mind, the elf dropped it into one of his more conventional

pockets.  He also removed the ring from its finger, noting its similarity to

the one worn by the lead-devil he'd killed before.  After pocketing the ring,

Dekar turned

BitVyper: 
his mind back to more immediate problems.  Namely; escape.  Well,

he'd bought those scrolls for a reason.  Time to put them to use.  He

unfurled one, and began to chant from it.

BitVyper: 
Just as he'd progressed halfway through the first spell, the glint

of steel caught Dekar's eye.  There was a blade of some sort near where the

fiend had fallen.  Unfortunately, this distraction proved a bit too much, and

the spell

BitVyper: 
which would have granted him flight simply fizzled out; the words

disappearing off the scroll.  Grumbling a little bit at that, Dekar walked

over to inspect the blade.  It seemed to have been tossed beneath the table

in the center

BitVyper: 
of the room when the creature's meteor swarm had gone off.  It was

a shortsword; a beautifully crafted one, and very clearly magical.  He didn't

have time to inspect it further however, so he simply attached it to his

belt, and 

BitVyper: 
began casting his second spell.  Fortunately, this one went off

without a hitch, and Dekar was rendered ethereal.  As much as he would have

liked to remain and steal everything remotely of value in the tower just for

the hell of it,

BitVyper: 
he decided it would be best if he left as quickly as possible, and

began striding through the walls as easily as if they hadn't been there at

all.

Unclear Presence: 
As such, it didn't take him long to exit the building, as

going through the room where he'd summoned the elemental was a single "step"

to freedom. Passing through the wall in between two of the heavily draped

windows brought him out

Unclear Presence: 
to a rather scenic view, with the ground far below. Very

far below, as the building was situated upon a mountainside of some sort,

that appears to have been either naturally or magically crafted into various

levels of plateus. Far 

Unclear Presence: 
ahead of his vantage point, another range of mountains was

visible on the horizon, and in between lay a vast lake and some lush, green

fields. A few specks that resembled towns, or mayhaps even cities, could be

seen here and there

Unclear Presence: 
across the expanse. In the more immediate surroundings,

the room he'd just left jutted out over some rather bland and bleak looking

rocky badlands, no great concentrations of plant life nearby. The building,

seemingly carved into 

Unclear Presence: 
the rockface between the highest plateau and the one below

it, was elegantly crafted, and apparently had three or more levels to it. No

other buildings of any sort were in direct line of full view. Basically, the

view he had now 

Unclear Presence: 
wouldn't give him any real clue as to where he was, though

it most likely didn't matter, as he knew where he had to go, and could whisk

himself there come tomorrow. If more mundane accomodations were desired for

the night, however, 

(Log cut off..couldn’t recover)

You have just entered room "Turning the Tables III."
BitVyper: (Shall I make an OoC chat as well?)
The 1st Oracle: (Aim logs inself...so no talking in this room ooc...state game date for record. Any edits should be posted here to be recorded. Begin when ready.)
Unclear Presence: ( i will in a sec, adding names to the BL)
BitVyper: cool
Visage Obscured has entered the room.
BitVyper: For the moment, Dekar simply wanted to put as much distance as possible between himself and any servants the late Pit Fiend might have lurking about. Unfortunately, there looked to be a good five hours or so of light left. 
BitVyper: He doubted that there would be anything else quite so dangerous about, but it would still be advisable for him to move quickly. With that in mind, he lowered himself to the ground not far out from the building he'd left just as 
BitVyper: his spell of etherealness expired, and quickly began moving away, though not so quickly as to make his presence easily discerned by any fiends who might be within earshot. How many fiends would he have to balk before he could 
BitVyper: finish his own business with the gem, anyway? How many celestials, for that matter? Oh well, let them try and take it. He was Dekar Longblade; greatest treasure hunter in the realms. He wouldn't be stopped by something so minor
BitVyper: as the will of the divine. Dekar smirked to himself as he hurried along. 
Unclear Presence: His previous vantage point had offered quite a bit more in the way's of scenery and indications of which direction he should go than the roughly flat, barren badlands he now found himself standing in. Far above, on the steep slope 
Unclear Presence: to his back, was the building from which he'd descended, and despite the distance between itself and him at this point, he could make out tiny humanoid shapes beginning to flock around its surface. A few of which appeared to be
Unclear Presence: flying, most likely via magic as no wings were evident. Thus far, none seemed to be either aware of--or overly concerned with--Dekar. At least they didn't look demonic or devilish in any way. While he couldn't currently see any of 
Unclear Presence: the towns or other major landmarks that stood out while searching from above, memory should serve well enough to get a general direction towards any. On the horizon he could make out something of a depression in the landscape that
Unclear Presence: would most likely be the winding river he'd seen, beyond which he could distinctly remember two towns laying. A road lay far to the north, one which held what looked to be the only bridge which crossed the river. Still, it may have 
Unclear Presence: been the only bridge sizable enough to have seen from above. By simply following the river in either the northerly or southerly direction, he'd also come to a town, with the rather large lake he'd viewed along the southerly
Unclear Presence: route. Of course, there were simply a few outcroppings of stone dotting the landscape that looked able to provide temporary shelter from the sun's harsh light, should he simply opt to wait for nightfall.
BitVyper: Much as he would have preferred to try his luck hiding out in a town for the day, Dekar decided against it. The fiends had promised to lay waste to any place that harboured him, and the celestials were just jackasses in general. 
BitVyper: It was also tempting to simply wait under one of the outcroppings, and escape the weight that sunlight seemed to put on his shoulders. Come to think of it... he elf felt strangely light for being out in the day. As he made his way
BitVyper: toward the river, he noticed finally, that the scenery was moving by him much quicker than it should have. The ones he'd seen flying outside the fiend's bastion had already become mere specks in the distance. Perhaps it was the
BitVyper: pendant he had found. Regardless, he would have time to worry about that later. Not really caring one way or the other, Dekar opted to travel north when he came to the river. He did not keep his weapons drawn, but his continually
BitVyper: glanced at the sky, not doubting the possibility that the flying humanoids he'd observed would be pursuing him.
Unclear Presence: As for the river itself, it was rather broad, with a relatively slow moving current in most places, though every so often, a short, though turbulent waterfall was evident, where what seemed to be old fissures had cracked the 
Unclear Presence: landscape. There were portages at these few spots, along with what would be known as locks to those familiar with such things, which appeared to perhaps work by magic, as no one was present when Dekar passed any of them, to either 
Unclear Presence: operate or maintain them. That, or the things were simply never used, but a resource so precious in such a land left that thought seeming rather far fetched. Eventually it dawned on Dekar that, even with his newly enhanced speed, he
Unclear Presence: would not make it to the road that he'd seen to the north, let alone to the town farther up. Night was finally beginning to fall when something in the sky, off to the northeast, caught his attention. Something winged, after a moment
Unclear Presence: of further inspection, though what it's true size may be wasn't able to be discerned just yet due to the distance that still lay between them. If it weren't for the last rays of the setting sun in that direction, he'd most likely 
Unclear Presence: not have spotted whatever it was until it was nearly upon him. Though it could be a complete coincidence that it seemed to be heading directly towards his direction, one could suppose.
BitVyper: There was a possibility that whatever he saw in the distance was merely a hawk or some other winged creature, but given his luck with such things as of late, he didn't feel like taking the chance. Still, he wouldn't run. If it 
BitVyper: were another celestial, then there was a chance that he could glean the last bits of information he desired from it. Producing the same rod that he had used when confronting the pit fiend, Dekar tapped himself again. This time, 
BitVyper: five illusionary clones of himself came into being. He made no move to draw his weapons yet, and merely continued on his way north. 
Unclear Presence: It soon became apparent that it was no celestial, for the wings were more of a leathery, batlike sort. Yet neither was it a devil or demon of any sort either...the reptilian creature was far too large for that. Though Dekar had no
Unclear Presence: way of knowing what color it's scales were in the darkness which now entirely suffused the landscape, there was no doubt that it was a dragon of some type. When it was relatively near, rather than swoop down immediately upon the 
Unclear Presence: handful of Dekar's, it began to circle lazily overhead, though he could feel the weight of it's gaze even from the distance between them, if not actually see that it was concentrating on him--or rather, the several "hims". After a 
Unclear Presence: few more moments of lingering, the creature's spiraling seemed to take a definite descending manner, though it had not taken to outright diving for the Dekars.
BitVyper: Dekar's eyes widened as the creature neared. Was he going to have to face a damned dragon now!? He'd opened his mouth to swear, but found himself simply gawking for a brief moment. Still, the elf collected himself quickly. If 
BitVyper: it was a dragon, it was a dragon. He could be thankful, at least, that he would be unaffected by the infamous 'dragonfear.' However, he found himself affected by a much more mundane version of the same, and not for the first time 
BitVyper: on this particular day. The elf had seen many things in his long life, and even more in his short unlife; he'd fought demons, giant insects, beholders, and even a kraken or two, but he still had to wonder at how such a massive
BitVyper: beast kept itself aloft, and fly so gracefully. Were it not for the fact that he would likely be at odds with the dragon, Dekar would have appreciated its majestic form a great deal. As it stood now, however, he gathered his wits
BitVyper: and pulled the same staff he had used to summon an elemental before, from one of his pockets. Why couldn't they send a succubus? He'd always enjoyed dealing with succubi...
Unclear Presence: For the dragon's part, there was not much more than resigned irritation running through it's mind, and of course the underlying hatred for the mortals who were able to enslave him into performing such demeaning acts as dispatching 
Unclear Presence: with the insignificant flea below. At least the gnat seemed to possess some magics, so perhaps that would make the upcoming battle--if it could even be called such--of some minorly notable and amusing status. Yes, perhaps he'd toy 
Unclear Presence: with this one a bit, as there was nothing else on the agenda set out by his masters that seemed any more appealing. First, though, those images must go, if only to display his own magical prowess with utmost certainty. Such was the 
Unclear Presence: dragon's current mix of hubris and relative unconcern at the moment that it failed to note that those very same images should be scattering to the winds from its dragonfear by now. Closing to within a range where only a few more 
Unclear Presence: tight, downward spirals would bring it upon the figure below, it unleashed an area dispel upon the handful of images.
BitVyper: Just as he had replaced his wand in its pocket, all of Dekar's illusions vanished. Well, that just sucked Ao's balls, didn't it? Still, he figured it hardly mattered; a dragon of that size would have eliminated the images in short 
BitVyper: order anyway. What Dekar found more troubling, was that the dragon had done as much without physical means. That meant a spell, and that meant he wasn't dealing with a feral creature here. As unnerving as that was, it also meant 
BitVyper: that it might - MIGHT - be willing to talk. Especially if it thought it had a chance of coming out of this with an artifact or two. For that reason alone, he allowed the staff to remain dormant at his side. Unsure of just what 
BitVyper: would occur, he took some heart in stories of a halfling who had once fooled a great dragon. Perhaps he would be able to do the same here. Of course, that was fiction, and seeming more fictional by the moment as the dragon neared.
Unclear Presence: Ahh, yes, indeed the mortal's magics were easily defeated by it's own. Perhaps this wouldn't be so much of an entertainment after all. Then again, that staff the single remaining creature was holding seemed to be of great power, so 
Unclear Presence: the tides could turn to present some form of amusement. It was about that time that it set in to the dragon's rather lazy train of thought that the flea hadn't taken to running. Interesting, in an annoying sort of way. What fun was 
Unclear Presence: it if they didn't run screaming and offer up some sort of chase before entering the inevitable battle? Knowing full well it was the superior adversary in this confrontation, despite the other items of note on the wormling that shed 
Unclear Presence: some not insignificant power of their own, coupled with the fact that it's interest was piqued, the dragon decided to simply land a few paces from the gnat and perhaps find out why it didn't cower. Dekar had an opportunity after
Unclear Presence: all, it seemed. Even more or less sitting on its haunches, the dragon towered high above Dekar, though it's head descended enough to where they could easily converse. If it was wary that Dekar would attack while it took it's sweet
Unclear Presence: time landing, it did not show in any way. When leaning it's huge maw a bit closer to Dekar did not make him run, the interest began to turn more in the annoyed direction again, though it only showed in a slight furrowing of scales 
Unclear Presence: where it's brow would be. When it spoke, the words came out as a deep rumble, though they were coherent enough. And he was even kind enough to use the Common tongue that so many of the soft fleshlings used. "You do not cower before 
Unclear Presence: my magnificence." Though it was a statement, the tone made it come out more like a question, and the expectant look in it's eyes gave Dekar the impression that the dragon expected him to reply as if it were such.
BitVyper: For his part, Dekar did his best to remain steady even as the dragon's massive maw neared him. At least it was giving him a chance to talk, it seemed. That was something. Now the question was, what did one say to a giant, 
BitVyper: arrogant reptile that could shatter empires if it deigned to do so. Feed its ego, he supposed. Doubting greatly that the dragon would have done all of this simply to take him off guard, Dekar gave a low 
BitVyper: bow before responding. "To do so would be pointless, would it not? If you, a great dragon, seeks to destroy me, then I am already dead," he said, using the draconic tongue. His choice of languages 
BitVyper: here would likely do one of two: Either it would help him to keep the creature's interest, or it would enrage it. Dekar hoped for the first. "If I am to die, then I am honoured to truly behold one such as yourself
BitVyper: before I do. However, I believe there is another possible resolution for us. One that a mighty dragon would find far preferable to simply ending the life of a single mortal," he continued, leaving off without 
BitVyper: saying just what that resolution was. Dragons, to his knowlege, were not fiendish creatures, and this one did not bear the metallic sheen of one that might have aided the celestials who pursued him. Now that he'd had a moment to
BitVyper: think about it, Dekar began to suspect that the eye's true owner may have finally become involved.
Unclear Presence: Though it was surprised that the soft one spoke in rather fluent Draconic, that fact did not show on it's scaled visage. In part due to the fact it was not flattering to hear such a lowly creature speaking the native tongue of those
Unclear Presence: far greater than itself. However, the other flattery offered up went a long way in swiftly brushing that facet aside. Yes, this one verbally prostrated itself well enough, even if it was perhaps only a ruse to spare it's own
Unclear Presence: life. As it had been quite some time since any of the flesh-wearers had addressed him in such a proper manner, he was rather taken with the idea of hearing more. So it was that he would not kill the...undead? Having finally caught a
Unclear Presence: good whiff of the humanoid's scent as burst of wind kicked up and brought it to it's sensitive snout, 
Unclear Presence: the real reason why this two-legged beast did not run became clear. There was another scent, fainter, one which he'd been exposed to before, yet it's origin and meaning eluded the draconic being for the moment. It would come in
Unclear Presence: time. Perhaps not before he got around to slaying the worm, but all the same, the mystery would be revealed. Perhaps more light would be shed by whatever amusing offer was about to be made. Eager for more praise, it set aside it's 
Unclear Presence: reservations about speaking to a doubly-damned beast, and offered a nod to Dekar, indicating that he should continue where he left off.
BitVyper: "Thank you," Dekar responded with another slight bow. He wasn't overly fond of prostrating himself so, though it was made easier by the majesty of the creature before him. All the same, he just kept in 
BitVyper: mind that it would be all the more humbling for it when he finally chose to leave. "As your vast senses have no doubt already discerned, I am in the possession of a rather potent artifact known 
BitVyper: as the Eye of Night's Embrace." He let that hang in the air for a moment. Giving its name had worked before, and in truth, there was a chance the dragon *didn't* know about the eye. "As legends 
BitVyper: speak of dragons as the greatest collectors of treasure, I wish to offer it to you in exchange for my life. However, I do not believe a mighty dragon would have troubled himself with a long flight across a
BitVyper: landscape truly unfit to be beholden by him. Therefore, I must surmise that the most nefarious of sorcery is at work, and that it would require more effort from yourself than mortal magics are worth to simply shatter such bindings 
BitVyper: and slay the fool who set them upon you. It pains me to imagine my gains lost to the machinations of such a being, but there is no shame in freely giving it to a dragon. I offer you this: Allow me to slay the one who was so 
BitVyper: arrogant as to think he could set you upon me. I will give you this as well." He then produced the small gem, and held it up for the dragon to see, remaining aware of its appendages at the same time. 
BitVyper: He couldn't give it up just yet. "I ask only two things in return: My life, and a single question of your great intellect, so that my research of the item will be complete."
Unclear Presence: The dragon's gaze narrowed dangerously, as if Dekar had crossed a line of sorts, or at least nearly so. "You presume much, kaegro. Even worse, you think highly enough of yourself to believe I care to bargain with you. When I want 
Unclear Presence: something of yours, or from you, I will simply take it!" The last bit had become naught more than a snarl, during which time the dragon had brought it's maw dangerously close--for either party involved, truth be told--to Dekar's
Unclear Presence: face, it's fetid, ozone-smelling breath washing over the elven wight. The fact that it had finally deigned to use a word of Draconic in response to Dekar was also evidence that it had been truly angered or offended in some
Unclear Presence: way. However, after another long, tense moment wherein the dragon battled with it's urge to carry out the threat, the great maw retreated to it's previous position. Truth be told, when it was able to take a moment and think clearly,
Unclear Presence: this was quite an opportunity that had been presented. Holding no illusions about the undead one being powerful enough to defeat itself, let alone it's master, it did believe that the insect could cause enough of a distraction and
Unclear Presence: havoc that the dragon could finally free itself of the shackles imposed upon it's will. Besides, having finally let enough anger subside to look at the presented gem, the fact of an artifact being added to its hoard on top of it all
Unclear Presence: seemed rather appealing. Surely, he could simply take it now, but what the undead one spoke of hit on the truth that if he took it now, the master would in truth be the one to gain. That simply would not do. Blanching somewhat in 
Unclear Presence: distaste at the fact it would have to concede a point or two that contradicted it's own omnipotent greatness, and hoping it didn't show outwardly, the dragon continued it's response, in much less angry tones. "And yet, your words 
Unclear Presence: hold some tiny bit of truth." Exactly what parts those were, the arrogant reptile could not bring itself to speak aloud. Both of them knew all the same. Rather than bind itself to certain promises right now, it chose to leave a part
Unclear Presence: or two of the bargain open-ended for now. The lowly one would not take any notice, anyway. "Ask your question, then I will take you to where you may attempt to fulfill the rest of your part in this...bargain."
BitVyper: He'd expected some form of outburst initially, but even so, maintaining his cool had been very difficult. It seemed to have paid off however, and there was the slightest of twitches at the side of Dekar's mouth, as he very nearly
BitVyper: smirked. "I thank you. My question pertains to the gem in particular. I know of its history, and how it is used, but there is one point upon which my research has not yet touched. That is, how it 
BitVyper: may be destroyed. When I know this, I will have learned all that I can about the eye."
Unclear Presence: It's scaled brow furrowed once more, perhaps not expecting the question, or perhaps as a sign that it was actually debating the question. After a long moment of silent pondering, it truly began to doubt the undead one's motives. For
Unclear Presence: why would the question hold any relevance at this point, when the Eye was already as good as the dragon's property? For the sake of knowledge alone. Pah, that was laughable. Perhaps he should just devour the soon to be rotting bag 
Unclear Presence: of flesh now and get it over with. There may be the possibility of hiding the Eye away before returning to the masters, after all. Then again, they seemed privvy to everything he did, so the damnable possibilities in the stranger's 
Unclear Presence: offer were simply too tempting. So for now, he'd play along, in so much as he was able. Thinking himself crafty a heartbeat later, the dragon slowly set one arm down in a manner that would allow Dekar to climb it. "Very well, I 
Unclear Presence: shall relate the means to you, though along the way, as it may take a while in the telling. What better way to pass the time as we traverse over the miles of 'unworthy landscape', after all?"
BitVyper has left the room.
Visage Obscured has left the room.
Unclear Presence has left the room.
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BitVyper has entered the room.
The 1st Oracle: (AIM logs itself, so state game date for the record. Edits should be stated here to be recorded. No more OOC in the room. Start when ready.)
BitVyper: Dekar looked at the dragon's massive hand, feeling quite like the gingerbread man about to climb onto the fox's head. This thing had to think him an idiot. Actually, it probably did think that. Well, now to choose. There was a
BitVyper: chance it actually knew something. Then again, there was a chance it just wanted to eat him. Of course, there was another possible gain from all of this... though it was a long shot, and very risky. Bah, who was he kidding? He'd 
BitVyper: never been able to pass up a chance at treasure anyway. Besides, the gingerbread man hadn't been able to teleport at will.
BitVyper: (er, no bold. Not finished. Sorry)
BitVyper: "Very well," he responded to the dragon, climbing into its hand, and thinking of just how to make his next proposal when the time came.
Unclear Presence: Indeed, being of the usual haughty sort that dragons were, it thought of Dekar as an intellectual inferior. Whether the assumption was correct or not was quite irrelevant. Content that it's ruse was working as planned, the dragon 
Unclear Presence: allowed Dekar to scramble up the arm and onto it's massive, scaly back, and once the undead meat-sack was settled in position, it turned back to the northwest, made a short dash across the grounds to pick up some speed, and heaved 
Unclear Presence: itself aloft with a few mighty thrusts of it's gargantuan, batlike wings. Those first few moments of liftoff left a lot to be desired in the comfort department for a rider, but within moments, they were making a smooth, steady climb
Unclear Presence: upwards, and soon the ground was beyond Dekar's range of vision. Off in the distance, the moon was beginning to make itself known, so perhaps what light it would come to offer would give Dekar more of a sight-seeing opportunity 'ere
Unclear Presence: long. For now, the occasional nearby cloud and the glittering canopy of stars overhead were the only things that came to eye in the dark void which surrounded them. As their path continued to angle upwards, Dekar may rightfully 
Unclear Presence: assume that the dragon was attaining ever-greater heights in order to dissuade it's passenger from "getting any funny ideas" about attacking or otherwise betraying it while in flight. A fall from even their current position would be
Unclear Presence: a sure death sentence to most creatures. While it made the honestly effortless climb from the ground, the dragon tried to pass off it's lack of speaking thus far to the need for some physical
Unclear Presence: efforts on it's part all the same. In truth, it was basking in it's own cleverness and formulating a beginning to the most untruthful tale it would soon have to bestow upon it's rider's ears. When finally it seemed to level off it's
Unclear Presence: flight and begin speaking, the creature began retelling the tales of the Eye's origins to Dekar, despite the fact that Dekar had already stated he knew the story. Far be it from the dragon's nature to not show it's superior 
Unclear Presence: knowledge to such a lowly creature, after all. Certainly no short-lived meatsack's recounting of the tale could be accurate, anyway. For his part, Dekar did not--surprisingly or not--learn anything new, exactly. Though there were 
Unclear Presence: definitely some hefty embellishments surrounding the facts he already was aware of, some of which involved this very dragon's ancestors having participated in at least one of the events of history that Dekar had previously 
Unclear Presence: learned of. That it was nothing more than flavorful lies was not hard to discern, for the more the dragon spoke, the more Dekar learned certain tell-tales about the creature. Eventually, the dragon's history lesson seemed to come to
Unclear Presence: an end, more or less in unison with signs of a storm that lay in their path ahead, the roiling of dark clouds interspersed with flashes of lightning 
Unclear Presence: become closer by the minute.
Unclear Presence: *became
Unclear Presence: *becoming
BitVyper: It was seeming more and more likely that the dragon didn't know anything. What a pain. He'd begun to rethink his brilliant plan when he'd realised just how far they were ascending, however, he remained confiden that he could 
BitVyper: escape relatively unharmed if it became necessary. As the dragon told its tale, Dekar simply enjoyed the ride. He'd flown before, but never so high, and never on the back of a dragon. Despite the height, he had to sit up 
BitVyper: straight and feel the wind rush by. Ever since he'd first taken a shadow, such things had begun to feel.... good again. His attention became focused on the sky ahead as the storm came into view. He'd hoped to hear whatever the 
BitVyper: dragon had to say about destroying the eye before attempting his own deception, however, he wasn't particularly interested in flying through that storm. Especially if things didn't go quite as planned. And so, as the dragon
BitVyper: finished its tale, Dekar finally spoke up. "I thank you for your knowlege. Previous sources have left out many details which are known to you," he said loudly, as the wind had made it difficult to hear anything. 
BitVyper: "Anxious as I am to be of some assistance to you in return, it occurs to me that we should perhaps ensure that the eye is secure in your lair first. I would hate to think of some other mortal getting his 
BitVyper: hands on the eye should I prove too frail." He hoped that the dragon had no reason to argue with this. It seemed an intelligent, and harmless enough suggestion to him. He hoped that, to the dragon it would mean 
BitVyper: exactly what he said; that the gem would belong to it regardless of what happened.
Unclear Presence: Still caught up somewhat in it's own cleverness and what it thought was a most satisfying version of the Eye's history, it really hadn't made any conscious effort to see through any ruse Dekar's suggestion offered, nor did it find 
Unclear Presence: any reason to be wary of said suggestion. It was only natural that the undead one finally concede the fact that the gem was already the dragon's property, after all. Yes, perhaps it would be best to try and place the gem somewhere 
Unclear Presence: where it's masters would not be aware of it. If they hadn't already scryed upon their conversations at some point, that is. While it would like to attain it's freedom, the dragon knew that, even should Dekar honestly attempt to slay
Unclear Presence: it's masters, there wasn't really much hope of the undead one winning against the odds. Best to try and secure what he could, while he could, then. Having thought it through with the usual draconic slowness, it eventually conceded 
Unclear Presence: the point, offering a great nodding of it's head as it half turned back to face Dekar once again. The wall of electricity filled clouds was rapidly gaining size and closeness of proximity at this point, with the edges to either side
Unclear Presence: barely visible now even in the moonlight. Having complete immunity to the more deadly effects that lay within the stormfront, and honestly even relishing the thought of a flight through such a storm, the dragon then seemed to recall
Unclear Presence: the fact that it's rider may not be so inclined. "We can go above or around the storm, if you...fear it." Again, the statement was a question, one that brought some superior sense of humor into play, at least in the dragon's
Unclear Presence: mind. Slowing it's flightspeed enough to avoid the storm if necessary, it continued a moment later. "Doing so will cost us time, of course, but I would still be able to reach your battlefield by the sun's rise." Not that it would
Unclear Presence: actually take that long to get there, but the dragon was taking into account the fact that it would have to drop the creature off somewhere before going to it's lair, as it would never give up such a secret. Even haughty as it was, 
Unclear Presence: it's practicality won out every so often. While the masters may be privvy to knowledge of it's lair's location already, who knew if someone else was not scrying upon them right now? Certainly, the Eye would attract more than it's 
Unclear Presence: fair share of pursuers. At least, that was, until he'd managed to stash it in his lair, were he could shield it from any detections. That the dragon actually planned to return and pick up the meatsack after the brief foray to it's 
Unclear Presence: lair spoke volumes about it's desire to throw off it's masters shackles.
BitVyper: Dekar could barely contain his smile. A dragon's treasure hoard. He was going to have a chance at a dragon's treasure hoard. Of course, there remained one major obstacle in his way, namely, the dragon. There was a chance it 
BitVyper: still had its own cards to play. There was the whole thing about it being a giant, lightning breathing monster too. None the less, this was a chance. Just as he was beginning to think of some different possible scenarios, the 
BitVyper: dragon spoke up again. Some time would definitely be helpful. He'd have a chance to think, and some of his other abilities would be restored. Besides, the arcing bolts of lightning looked a tad dangerous. Even if he could have
BitVyper: survived them, it wouldn't be wise to let the dragon know that when they might soon be at odds. "If you please," Dekar said in response. "I do not bear your immunity to lightning."
Unclear Presence: If it was surprised or had any other sort of reaction to Dekar realizing it's color and being at least somewhat knowledgable of it's powers and qualities, that fact was covered by the slight grunting growl of amusement it allowed 
Unclear Presence: itself in response to the undead one admitting it's weakness where the storm was concerned. Weakness in it's own eyes, at least. "Of course." Veering almost too sharply off to the right, it quickly sized up the storm's actual 
Unclear Presence: boundaries, and ended up continuing it's path around it, rather than over or under it. Such was their speed in relation to that of the storm's movement that they circumvented it without a need to lose any of the previously gained 
Unclear Presence: ground and were out and around it's edge within another 10 minutes. However, perhaps just to toy with Dekar in some way, it remained close to the storm's perimeter when they continued on. It soon almost seemed as if they were not 
Unclear Presence: actually making any forward progress, as the storm was either moving along with them now, or it was of an unnaturally huge size. The dragon didn't seem to pay it overly much heed, though Dekar did catch it throwing the odd look at 
Unclear Presence: it from time to time, which was about the only clue Dekar had that is wasn't simply circling around the storm in a continual pattern, just to stall for some reason or another. After a time, perhaps to settle what it may be 
Unclear Presence: experiencing as unease of a sort, it began rumbling out in conversation again. "When we arrive at my lair, I will have to deposit you outside of it while I take the Eye within. I have a lair-mate and children, and no desire to fight
Unclear Presence: any of them over your...welfare."
BitVyper: Dekar wasn't sure whether that bit was a lie, or just an excuse not to take him into its lair. Either way, it could mean a good deal of trouble. If it were the latter, he didn't need to worry too much, as he would still be able to
BitVyper: (Edit: er, I'm just going to completely remake that, because it makes no sense)
BitVyper: Dekar wasn't sure whether that bit were true, or just an excuse not to take him into its lair. Either way, it could mean a good deal of trouble. If it was true, he didn't need to worry too much, as he would still be able to
BitVyper: escape. However, if it were a lie, the dragon might just leave him somewhere and never come back. That wouldn't do at all. Still, there wasn't much he could do about it until they landed... except 
BitVyper: maybe one thing. "Certainly," he replied. "It makes me proud to hear that you trust me to remain alone. In any case, it will be good to get it there. My cloak protects against many forms of detection 
BitVyper: magic, but nowhere near as well as I am sure your lair does." Hopefully the dragon would consider taking him closer either out of lack of trust, or to evade detection. Dekar knew it was a long shot 
BitVyper: though. Oh well; there wasn't much else he could do at this point.
Unclear Presence: Of course the great beast had been skeptical once more, though the minor praise offered blunted that somewhat. Half turning it's head to regard Dekar and formulate a response, it ended up slewing naught but a loud, roaring curse
Unclear Presence: while it's great, slitted eyes swung back towards the storm to their left, the movement nearly jolting Dekar from his unsaddled roost. Or, it could have been the fact that the dragon suddenly and sharply veered down and away from 
Unclear Presence: the storm that nearly unseated Dekar. At least that's what it was attempting, though Dekar caught a glimpse of a great appendage forming on the storm's edge and moving out to intercept them. A quick glance back at the storm would 
Unclear Presence: now reveal a most odd sight, that of a face of sorts coming to being in the clouds themselves, a huge gaping maw of deeper darkness forming a mouth, while lightings in constant play and position created eyes of a sort. Very 
Unclear Presence: malevolent eyes, at that. Dekar became aware at that point that the dragon was trying to yell something along the lines of the fact he should secure himself, but a resounding shockwave that seemed to rattle even his undead bones 
Unclear Presence: drowned it out.
BitVyper: Dekar was nearly thrown from his seat atop the dragon. As it was, the blast had jarred one of his shoulders out of its socket, and he was having difficulty maintaining his grip on the dragon. As much as he wanted to get a crack at
BitVyper: a dragon's hoard, things just weren't looking favourable enough right now. If they were on the ground, it might have been a different story, but not here. Leaning in nearer to the dragon's ear, Dekar 
BitVyper: shouted above the ruckus, "I am afraid I have a prior engagement. I'll have to be going now. Good luck," and then he simply disappeared, melding into the darkness. This time, however, he'd forgotten to
BitVyper: focus on any particular spot due to the confusion caused by the attack, and so it was that when he emerged from the shadows, he was in an unfortunately familiar setting, surrounded by shadow on all sides.
Unclear Presence: The dragon's furious and confused response was completely lost to Dekar, as would be the outcome of that battle. Of little importance, one could suppose, when Dekar's new predicament was taken into account. He was soon able to make 
Unclear Presence: out what that was, at least to a degree, as his eyes readjusted to their favored environ, revealing the humanoid-shaped area of deeper blackness lounging almost casually atop a small rock outcropping nearby. A fairly large humanoid 
Unclear Presence: shape, devoid of any true features, though of course much smaller than the dragon he'd just parted company with. While the figure seemed to be some 12 or so feet in height, it was slender overall. The presence it seemed to exude 
Unclear Presence: would most likely have cowed someone into believing the creature was far larger, such was it's weight, but the fact Dekar was immune to such things dampened the effect greatly, to say the least. Still, Dekar knew who it was soon 
Unclear Presence: enough, and that fact might give him reason for at least a touch of trepidation, for he knew this being to be truly powerful. It had saved him from a certain death in a certain Plane not long ago, after all. When the featureless 
Unclear Presence: figure spoke, it was in almost merry tones. "Well Met, Dekar Longblade!"
BitVyper: Just who he'd been hoping to find. This certainly made things simpler. As the being approached, Dekar stood up from the position he'd arrived in, and faced it. He knew it to be powerful, likely far more powerful than either of 
BitVyper: the two he'd just left behind. Despite that, he found it far easier to maintain his generally casual demeanor in this one's presence than in that of the dragon. It could also have had something to do with the fact that this plane 
BitVyper: was feeling more and more like home every time he passed through. He didn't know whether to be put at ease, or become cautious at the being's tone. It was the sort he would have taken. Matching it, he gave a friendly smile and 
BitVyper: responded, "well met yourself. It is good to see a friendly face at last."
Unclear Presence: A face of sorts then formed...at least a crookedly mirth-filled mouth, and a set of pupilless eyes of a glittering, greenish hue. "I'm sure it is, considering the company you've been keeping as of late." The affected mirth faded 
Unclear Presence: somewhat at that point, though any hostility portrayed now was not of a blatant sort. More something Dekar could feel brimming beneath the surface, so to speak, than anything his eyes would reveal. "These...sidetracks, they've been 
Unclear Presence: keeping you tied up a bit on attaining our bargain, I'm sure. Though I admit to being nearly as busy as yourself, as of late, so I don't suppose you could impart any news of progress in that department, could you...?"
BitVyper: "Unfortunately, my sole lead is that the soul I am looking for exists somewhere on the material plane," Dekar responded narrowing his eyes slightly, and watching the figure for any signs of its intent. "To quantify 
BitVyper: one's progress under these circumstances is not particularly easy. However, I do have something that will appeal to you."
Unclear Presence: "I am sorry to hear that, though it does sound like you've made at least a slight effort for returning the favor of my earlier troubles on your behalf." The darkness-encloaked figure paused a moment to allow some emphasis on the 
Unclear Presence: underlying points, then continued on. "But enough of that for the moment, your presumption of my desires has intrigued me. That you have a thing or three on you that I desire is true, but do go on, as we can then find out if you 
Unclear Presence: really can look into the depths of my heart and mind." An off-handed wave was given with the words, signaling a casualness to it all that Dekar could easily guess wasn't really present.
BitVyper: "Of course," came the wight's reply. "I am sure I don't need to tell you that I have recently come into the possession of the Eye of Night's embrace. All in the upper and lower planes certainly seem 
BitVyper: to know it already." He watched to see how the figure reacted to this. "It is an artifact that was once sought after by Asmodeus himself. With it, one could easily create a thousand thousand soul 
BitVyper: hunting fiends if they so chose. Each far more dedicated to that particular business than myself," he added. "I am sure it has other uses as well, and there is already one 'soul' residing within it. Of 
BitVyper: course, under normal circumstances, and item such as this would be worth the combined fortunes of several kingdoms. However, these are not normal circumstances." Again, he left off for a moment to see how his benefactor had 
BitVyper: reacted, if at all. "I am not, and will never be much of a servitor to you, so what I propose is a simple trade to rid us both of the trouble. I desire only two things: Dominion over my own soul... or whatever 
BitVyper: approximation I have of one, and to know the final secret of this relic. In exchange, I offer it to you for whatever use you prefer. I am sure you can find a use for the vast power contained within even if its traditional ability 
BitVyper: is not to your liking." In truth, Dekar only cared to have their more recent bargain nullified. He wasn't fond of stealing souls, but if it came down to it, it didn't mind grabbing a couple random ones.
Unclear Presence: Dekar could tell that his benefactor was intrigued, at the very least, both by the information revealed and the offer. There was silence for some long moments, wherein he could tell by the glint in it's eyes that certain ponderances
Unclear Presence: were occuring. The being casually stood, and in as nonthreatening of a manner as possible, slowly paced a circle pattern around Dekar's position while it considered for a few moments longer, though it seemed to be scrutinizing Dekar
Unclear Presence: himself at this time, rather than contemplating the offer. When full circle had been made, it stopped, looming directly in front of Dekar, it's gaze and mouth taking on another sort of mirth, though the malevolence of it was 
Unclear Presence: scarcely held in check. However, there seemed to be a certain honesty within, as well. "You have some very valid points, and alas, I do believe that you would prove too difficult to sway to my 'side' for any length of time. A pity, 
Unclear Presence: of sorts, for we could make a powerful team, you and I. But enough of such unrealistic dreams." He paused long enough to lean back against the large rock it had been seated upon earlier, folding it's arms almost casually. "Keep the 
Unclear Presence: Eye. At least until such time as you have transformed five beings with it. Then bring the Eye and it's thralls back here, whereupon I will take them all into my possession, and our earlier deal will be set aside, with payment for
Unclear Presence: my...previous services considered paid in full." Again it paused, and the mouth took a shape that portrayed a more honest humor. "I had sent you on something of a fool's errand, anyway." Not willing to elaborate on exactly why that 
Unclear Presence: was or what it meant, the humor faded once again. "However, before you leave, I do require something of you. Something that will serve as incentive for me to keep my half of our newly adapted bargain...and perhaps, to help in
Unclear Presence: assuring that you do likewise." In the space of the next eyeblink, the humanoid form had dissipated into a roiling cloud of shadows, which swiftly moved to swirl about Dekar's form, which served to send a chill through even his 
Unclear Presence: undead spine, then summarily reformed into a humanoid shape once again directly in front of Dekar, though on an even eye to eye level. If Dekar were to look closely enough, he'd notice that he was staring at what would be his own 
Unclear Presence: shadow, in perfect mimicry. A contented sigh was let out before it resumed speaking. "Ahhh, such delicious scents. Two. I will have two of the souls." What exactly was meant, it hoped Dekar could catch onto.
BitVyper: Dekar felt and understood what was being taken from him, and he wouldn't let it go just yet. He cast a glare at the being who stood before him. "I am making this deal to avoid losing that. If you're 
BitVyper: going to take them anyway, then this deal becomes a good deal less beneficial for me. What is this for?"
Unclear Presence: Narrowing it's own eyes somewhat, and losing all touches of humor, Dekar's 'shadow' responded in calm enough tones. "Better to suffer a temporary setback, than a more far reaching and permanent one, would you not agree?" Perhaps the
Unclear Presence: undead elf didn't truly understand his powers just yet, or the fact that he could later take more souls to replenish what he'd thus far attained. No use revealing it to him just now, as perhaps it was best the wight found out for 
Unclear Presence: himself. If that fact didn't stop the deal from going through. Then again, if this new deal was not taken, the old one still held, and though it may take longer to achieve, it would certainly be worth the wait. For his part, this 
Unclear Presence: was a win-win situation. No matter which deal was finally set in stone, he stood to gain.
BitVyper: "Temporary," Dekar responded. "Then I can replenish them, yes? In that case, fine. Take them." He waited a moment for the shadow creature to do whatever it would do. "Now, the other thing 
BitVyper: that you promised." He had almost debated the point further, but frankly, the elf didn't care at this point. The sooner his business with this one was finished, the better.
Unclear Presence: Pointedly not answering nor even simply affirming Dekar's question and deduction, the shadowy figure enacted a quick spell during the pause, at which time a softly glowing pattern sprung to life beneath Dekar's feet, a sigil of some
Unclear Presence: sort. Otherwise, it too waited until after responding in kind to Dekar's last statement. "While there may be other methods, the one way I know of is that a deity of light and goodness, or an extremely powerful celestial servitor 
Unclear Presence: creature, must willingly place the Eye in his or her own eyesocket. Doing so will destroy whomever carries out the act, but the purity of both what serves as their 'soul' and the act itself will destroy the Eye forever." A brief 
Unclear Presence: pause, during which time it regards Dekar's form and the sigil in quick succession. "Now, time for your payment, and then we are squared away." Without further ado, two shadowy hands plunged unerringly fast into Dekar's chest. While
Unclear Presence: the act caused no real damage of any sort, it evoked some largely unremembered feelings of pain. Not to mention the shock his system went through when parts of his still forming shadowsoul were ripped from his body. But it was over 
Unclear Presence: within a moment, with two shadowy clouds of a sort now held in his benefactor's hands. These summarily disappeared into the shadowy body, bringing a satisfied smile to the thing's mouth once more. Though nothing would be said on the
Unclear Presence: subject, another sort of darkness had taken the place of the souls within Dekar. The wight had concluded that sucking more souls would replenish what he'd lost, but it simply would not do for a certain being's longer range plans, 
Unclear Presence: should the undead elf hurriedly try to do so again. No, best that it left the 'filler' inside, so that no more could be absorbed until such time as Dekar's duties were fulfilled. Still smiling, it thought of the current frustrations
Unclear Presence: running through Dekar, and of those yet to come. Ah, tasteful indeed. What happened from here was largely up to the elf. He would now be either his own swift salvation, or his own worst enemy in every sense of the word, if he should
Unclear Presence: tarry overly long in the tasks.
BitVyper: Dekar grimaced from the pain. However, there was more than just physical pain. He felt a sensation of loss at the same time. Whatever happened at this point, Dekar wanted to end his dealings with this creature as quickly as
BitVyper: possible, and regain what he'd lost. "Send me back to the forest where I met the Pit Fiend," he demanded. "Small payment considering what you've just taken. Send me back, and you'll have your soldiers... 
BitVyper: or whatever it is you desire them for." He would have to handle these matters quickly, as there would no doubt be further pursuit of the eye from all directions at once. He'd do it, and if it was at all possible to screw this 
BitVyper: prick over at some future date, he'd do that too.
Unclear Presence: Satisfied in his own machinations, the shadowy figure offered a mockingly polite inclination of it's head, then took a step back. As it did so, the smiling mouth opened wide, the jaw dropping open to an uncanny degree, the entirety 
Unclear Presence: of the open maw increasing in size and warping until there was naught left in front of Dekar save a huge, fang-filled mouth of shadow, in which rested a gateway to the kindly requested location. Obviously, the creature considered 
Unclear Presence: the conversation done as well, and it entrusted Dekar to figure a way back here when the task was complete.
BitVyper: Dekar shrugged his shoulders, and stepped through the gate, not caring to spend any more time here.
