Visage Obscured: 
alrighty, everyone in now?

Visage Obscured: 
whoops

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Log on lol, state date and start when ready.)

Unclear Presence: 
[ 14 Eliasias 1372, late evening ]

OnlineHost: 
Dark Side Mazeur has entered the room.

OnlineHost: 
BitVyper has left the room.

OnlineHost: 
BitVyper has entered the room.

Unclear Presence: 
Upon the party's collective return to the Tower, things

seemed settled enough at first. Though Rizzen had been reluctant to do so, it

was Phaerro's wish to drag the body of his spidery companion back to the

temple, and the first

Unclear Presence: 
order of business he'd insisted on was taking the burned

husk to arrange a restoration or resurrection of some sort. This was

something that Rizzen saw to personally, despite his obvious dislike of the

situation. Thus it was that

Unclear Presence: 
the Darkmask bid his brief farewells to the others,

instructing them to take what loot they would, and arranging for a guard to

lead them to the offices when ready in order to see about selling the

remainder. With that, Rizzen and

Unclear Presence: 
Phaerro had taken their leave. In no longer a time than it

took first Urlryn--though he honestly had no choice in the matter--and the

others in the group to decide that it would be best to simply sell all they'd

taken from the

Unclear Presence: 
corpses, that the Tower sprung to life all around them. As

they were situated in a central hall of some sort, the comings and goings of

many people in several directions was clearly evident. While most could

figure it to be simply 

Unclear Presence: 
another attack upon the Tower, within moments, Seldsxar's

master, Vorn, appeared in front of them and bid them all to follow him in a

direction that would indicate otherwise. Towards the ring of archwizard

towers which were attached

Unclear Presence: 
to and surround--but not connected to--the main temple

complex. It was plainly evident that he had second thoughts about bringing

them all along, but he did it all the same. Before anyone who most likely

wouldn't care, such as Dekar

Unclear Presence: 
perhaps, had a chance to argue the point, a certain

bald-headed human arrived on the scene, looking rather pissed off to put it

bluntly, and in seething silence indicated that his people should indeed

follow the archwizard. The look

Unclear Presence: 
in his eyes said not to argue, in a big way. As they were

shuffled forward into the main hallway connecting church to towers, various

urgent whispers and distant shouts brought rumors of the Masked Lord himself

being present to

Unclear Presence: 
their ears. Though a quick look would reveal all the

clergy going in a different direction altogether from where the gathered

party was now heading. The further they strode into the territory of the

wizards, the more evident it

Unclear Presence: 
became that something was going on in those particular

environs that was just as weighty to them as the rumored visitation of

Vhaeraun was to the clerics they'd left behind. Urlryn, having been torn

whether to go with the party or 

Unclear Presence: 
not up to this point, suddenly made an about face and

pushed past the glowering human to return to his proper place. Something

didn't feel right about him going deeper into mage 

Unclear Presence: 
territory at this point, though he couldn't really say

what it was if anyone had cared to ask. Several retinue of guards had moved

aside as they wound through varying halls, parting for Shadowmaster Vorn and

the trailing

Unclear Presence: 
companions. Finally, shoving their way past the largest

retinue of such, they entered a set of double doors and strode into what was

obviously a grand spellcasting chamber of some sort, what with the various

glowing

Unclear Presence: 
glyphs, runes, and other odd arcane patterns evident about

the place on floors, walls, and the ceiling that lay a full two stories

above. In the center of this vast chamber, there was a drow wizard whom none

of them had met 

Unclear Presence: 
struggling his way through some incantations above a body

that was floating at about waist height. A body that a few members of the

party would come to recognize as they were allowed to shuffle fully in and

spread out around the

Unclear Presence: 
room. That of someone who should be very much dead,

despite how healthy he looked at the moment. Sure, the hair was a bit longer,

and no traces, not even scars where the attacks of certain folks in this room

had personally inflicted

Unclear Presence: 
wounds upon the man should be, of damage could be found.

Yes, despite the subtle changes, it was Horock De'ath. The man's chest rose

and fell in a steady pattern, but for the first few moments, during which

Vorn instructed Seldsxar 

Unclear Presence: 
forward as he took his own place beside the mage that was

now obviously sweating with the efforts of whatever enchantments he'd been

Unclear Presence: 
casting, Horock looked unconscious. Then, as Vorn began

chanting, and indicated that Seldsxar should follow suit, word for

word--perhaps expecting a bit too much--the formerly dead cleric of

Vhaeraun's eyes fluttered open. While the

Unclear Presence: 
trio of wizards began their work in earnest, two of those

in the room, Dekar and Jivin in particular, were given mental instructions by

the still obviously angered--and confused--human that they should spread out

and prepare to

Unclear Presence: 
strike down anyone he bid on his signal. That the human

didn't seem to know what was happening for once would probably surprise the

both of them to some degree or another.

BitVyper: 
Almost instantly upon his entry into the temple, Dekar's

expression had become somewhat more serious than the wight normally appeared.

He had enough reasons to dislike churches as it was; churches to gods that

would prefer to see 

BitVyper: 
him enslaved or dead were... actually not that much different from

most churches.  This private joke almost brought a smile to the elf's uneasy

face, but he quickly refocused himself on the situation, paying attention to

every 

BitVyper: 
minute detail around him.  Upon entering the large chamber, and

seeing his former adversary revived, Dekar's uneasiness increased

significantly, though he did not bear this change on his features.  It wasn't

that he particularly car

BitVyper: 
cared for the drow.... whatever his name had been, but things were

quickly deteriorating into a situation that could become dangerous.  Perhaps

the previous battle had merely been an attempt to see how much of a threat

certain 

BitVyper: 
members of the group posed, and gauge any weaknesses.  Well, if

the drow thought Dekar had shown them everything, they would be in for a

surprise soon.  Cogliostro'

BitVyper: 
Cogliostro's communication eased the elf's fears somewhat; at

least the wizard would be another ally should things turn bad.  After

recieving the command, he began to unnoticably creep away as had been

indicated, while others were

BitVyper: 
distracted.  His movements made no sufficient noise to alert any

that weren't looking directly at him.  Throughout this all, Dekar had noticed

Hashamar's words becoming somewhat more coherent.  It was beginning to form

actual 

BitVyper: 
sentences now.  For the moment though, he ignored anything that

didn't pertain directly to the situation at hand,

BitVyper: 
(done)

OnlineHost: 
infernal rabbit has left the room.

OnlineHost: 
infernal rabbit has entered the room.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
As they entered the room, the his eyes narrowed and he

quickly attempted to sort out the ritual taking place before him. Then to his

surprise his Master ordered him forward and instructed him to copy him. The

wizened old drow then

Dark Side Mazeur: 
began to cast and Seldsxar followed suite flawlessly.

Copying his masters movements and incantations was more difficult than

anticipated though. The old elf was chaining the spells in a fashion Seldsxar

had never read of before.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Through his training in Sorcerre he adapted and preformed

his function in the circle. While he added his arcane might to the ritual,

his familiar whispered unheard words into his ear. He was concentrating to

much to listen to the

Dark Side Mazeur: 
paranoid ramblings of his Quasit familiar.

infernal rabbit: 
He looked around with a little more interest then could be

considered harmless. It was eviddent the church had been attacked and these

had become far more frequent since all hell had broken loose. yet the

churches misfortunes would 

infernal rabbit: 
be to his benefit for in the wake of their weakness it

would allow him more mobility to establish his venues with perhaps a less

watchful eye from the masked ones. Drazoul walked and saw the humans

composure and look and knew 

infernal rabbit: 
(oops sorry scratch out the Draz parts)

Unclear Presence: 
( heh, duly noted, will be edited)

infernal rabbit: 
something was amiss. Jivin did not question the human in

the slightest and walked forwards into the casting room. What greeted him was

enough to justify the humans uneasiness as well as his. Though in truth Jivin

was more curious at

infernal rabbit: 
the moment then afraid. He had not after all killed his

former ally and in fact had been cut short in the fight early one. In fact he

found the whole situation ironic as he had once sworn to kill Horock but in

the end he and Horock 

infernal rabbit: 
had landed up dead, though both at different times and by

different hands. He heard the humans command and moved closer to the unknown

mage prefering not to attempt a strike on Vorn who was more then a force to

reckon with. Drazoul 

infernal rabbit: 
watched the unknown mage carefully studying vital spots

prepairing to attempt to gather the right information to excecute a

debilitating attack. However Jivin knew better than to make his attentions to

the mage obvious and rather 

infernal rabbit: 
feigned them as innocent curiosity.

RogueJediAlaron: 
Horock looked around slowly, his ice blue eyes fluttering

open at the familiar surrounds.  He was weak, a weakness brought on by the

resurection spell.  Slowly he began to sit up as he viewed his surrounds.

Looking around,

RogueJediAlaron: 
he attempted to take in as many of the people gather as

possible.  His mind slowly began to catch up to the present.  After a moment,

he realized that he was not sure if he actually knew any of those that were

gathered around 

RogueJediAlaron: 
him.  What made it even worse was as his soul and body

began to reconnect, he realized what he had to groaning, he finally began to

stand after a moment.  Narrowing his eyes at those who had witnessed his

ressurection, Horock began 

RogueJediAlaron: 
to stare directly in Cogliostro's direction, unsure of what

the Bald Human had planned and if he had actually anything to do with his

death and resurrection.

Unclear Presence: 
Though he dearly wished to snap an order at someone,

indicating they should keep the slowly rousing and rising Horock still, Vorn

could not cease his string of castings long enough to do so. The Masked Lord

had made it very clear 

Unclear Presence: 
that these enchantments needed to be put in place with

utmost haste, and failure would not be tolerated. Though he despised being

given such orders in the impertinent and threatening manner in which Vhaeraun

had issued them, he was 

Unclear Presence: 
intelligent enough to figure he'd best heed a god when

spoken to in such a manner, and do it with a smile. The human, however,

seemed to have some knowing of the need, and when Horock's gaze met his own,

he snapped out a brief, 

Unclear Presence: 
harsh order for the man to lay back down again. The

enchantment for keeping him floating was now broken, so he'd have to do so on

the floor, but the spells wouldn't be interrupted unless Horock actually

stepped off the central set

Unclear Presence: 
of glyphs. That same human was more frustrated than

anything at the moment, and still largely confused. Moreso because he had

personally interred Horock's body in a place where no one should have been

able to breach. Yet here it

Unclear Presence: 
was. A quick silent and gestureless spell revealed that

the body was indeed missing from it's former roost, so it wasn't a matter of

someone having crafted a new body. Back to the matter at hand, he felt it

prudent to actually 

Unclear Presence: 
reassure the reviving drow male before he inadvertantly

screwed things up, so he issued a less harsh statement but moments after the

order. "The resurrection is not complete. Lay back and be still so the

casters can finish." Never 

Unclear Presence: 
mind the fact that there weren't any priests doing any

casting at the moment. Hopefully Horock would be dazed and confused enough

right now to not notice that fact. Finally able to push aside his

frustrations and own inner questions

Unclear Presence: 
enough to listen to what exactly it was Vorn was doing,

his irritance--and perhaps the slight bit of trepidation he'd been

feeling--only deepened. He cast a quick gaze about the room to make sure that

the spellcloaked Drazoul, and

Unclear Presence: 
Dekar, were getting into place, and took a slight step

back from the others himself, to get a better view of the room. In the doing,

his hands already being at the small of his back as usual, he deftly and

quietly slipped a dagger 

Unclear Presence: 
into his grip, taking it from a small extradimensional

pocket of sorts set into the folds at the back of his overcoat. Though Draz

and Dekar, if they noticed what he was doing, may take it as a sign he

actually intended to help

Unclear Presence: 
them, in truth Cogliostro was not concerned in the least

about anyone in the room at the moment. Rather, he was wary of someone very

interested in Horock's welfare showing up, that had not been around in some

time.

BitVyper: 
Dekar didn't bother moving for a weapon just yet; his favoured

blades could be brought to bear in an instant if necessary.  Once he had

taken up a favourable position; one with a direct path to an exit, just

incase mundane means of 

BitVyper: 
escape became necessary, he merely continued to wait, and watch

every dark little corner of the room for potential enemies.  He didn't feel

any need to watch the ritual as it continued; what it was seemed fairly

obvious, though it 

BitVyper: 
was more elaborate than the typical fare.  He noticed that the

other drow was also circling the room; perhaps he worked for Cogliostro as

well...

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Frowning as the man began to rise, Seldsxar followed his

masters alterations to the spell and continued to easily follow pace.

Movement was occuring all around him, but his years of schooling had taught

him to block out such

Dark Side Mazeur: 
disruptions and concentrate solely on his art. Perhaps

this was another test, perhaps it was just what it seemed. Though seldsxar

was sure it seemed something else to the others. Irregardless, he would see

the spells through and

Dark Side Mazeur: 
finish the ritual as his master wished.

infernal rabbit: 
Jivin watched the unknown mage carefully biding his time.

He could easily pull out his daggers to strike the blow but as this was a

mage he was unsure of what magical traits this one could employ.

RogueJediAlaron: 
Horock's mind swam in confusion for a moment, the bald

one's voice not withstanding.  This whole situation was alien to him, despite

the fact he had been told something similar would occur.  After a moment's

reflection, he saw

RogueJediAlaron: 
no good reason why he shouldn't do what the Bald One said.

Slowly, he laid back down once again, his mind a swirl of confusion.  As life

began to return to him, he became tired, fatigued and otherwise incapable of

doing anything 

RogueJediAlaron: 
other then lie there and allow them to do their work.  As

it seemed to increase and the magical energies around him began to build, his

ressurected mind began to overwhelm itself.  Finally, his mind slipped into

blissful 

RogueJediAlaron: 
unconciousness, away from all of the trials and other

events the living have thrown at them for some much needed recovery.  He

would be well soon enough, was his last thought before darkness completely

took him.

OnlineHost: 
RogueJediAlaron has left the room.

Unclear Presence: 
Somewhat relieved by the fact that Horock had apparently

followed orders, and even conveniently lost consciousness once more,

Cogliostro was still alert and wary to some degree all the same. Turning his

attention back to Vorn and

Unclear Presence: 
his assistants momentarily, he quickly guaged which of

them should be put down first...if the need should arise, of course. As he

still had no answers as to how and why Horock was here and alive, he began to

draw conclusions that

Unclear Presence: 
may just as likely be false as not. All the same, he'd

have to act on nothing more than guesses and assumptions at this point. By

the Hells he detested not being in the know of everything! As it stood, Vorn

was still busily chanting

Unclear Presence: 
through chained spell after chained spell. The Master was

good at what he did, though personally, Cogliostro knew a simpler way to

chain and web together spells that would take a single word to unleash all in

a quick

Unclear Presence: 
succession. Credit was given to both the newcomer,

Seldsxar, and the wizard who had been here first, whom even he did not know.

Figuring it better to take out the unknown variable first, he sent a mental

indication to both Drazoul

Unclear Presence: 
and Dekar--finally realizing they did not both know each

other in current guises, but not having a way around that without betraying

Draz--

Unclear Presence: 
of his conclusion. Drazoul was already in place, so he

figured the assassin could most likely make quick work of that first wizard.

But just in case, Dekar had been given orders to put the same one down as

well. Seldsxar would come 

Unclear Presence: 
second, if only because he'd be the easier between the

remaining two. Vorn would be his own to deal with, should it come to that.

Going on the limited information that he was right now, he very much thought

it would come to

Unclear Presence: 
that. Somewhere along the line he'd been duped in some way

by the vaunted Masked Lord...something he would of course avenge. For at

least a few more moments, however, he was content to wait. Mostly due to the

fact that the spells

Unclear Presence: 
Vorn was currently casting would be most helpful if

Malag'tel should indeed show up.

BitVyper: 
Dekar heard the wizard's mental command, but was of yet, unsure as

to whether or not he would adhere to it.  If Cogliostro didn't have some

handle on the situation, then things could definitely become very dangerous.

Then again, it

BitVyper: 
was entirely possible that the bald one knew exactly what was

going on, and was simply withholding information, and attempting to use him

again.  Were that the case, Dekar's employment with the human would come to a

very abrupt, and

BitVyper: 
very pronounced end.  For the moment, however, he eyed up the

indicated target.  His decision would have to be made on a dime, but then

again, it probably would have been such anyway.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar continued to follow his masters castings, falling

into the flow of the circle he continued laying down chained spell after

spell.

infernal rabbit: 
Jiving continued to study the unknown mage.

Unclear Presence: 
At this point, even Vorn was sweating with effort, though

he never even came close to faltering. The wizard that had originally been

casting spells was visibly trembling from exhaustion at this point, but to

his credit, he was still

Unclear Presence: 
continuing his own chants, that were different from, but

going hand in hand with, those of Vorn and Seldsxar. Cogliostro, meanwhile,

discerned that those chantings were coming to a climax, and a closure. Time

to make a

Unclear Presence: 
decision. He'd already sensed that Vhaeraun had left the

Prime, and that yes, the deity had indeed made a visit to the temple earlier.

So whatever was going on, the Masked Lord had a personal hand in it. That

made things a tad more 

Unclear Presence: 
complicated. He'd recently cut some new deals with

Vhaeraun, in the wake of his own emergence as a being unto his own right and

the departure of his 'creator', but there was nothing about what was going on

now in those

Unclear Presence: 
dealings. Damn the black-skinned elf deity anyways. Fine,

he'd not chance mucking things up entirely, but an example would be made.

That in mind, he gave the mental nod for both Drazoul and Dekar to proceed

with killing the first

Unclear Presence: 
wizard as planned. And as Vorn's chanting, and that of the

other mage, just now ended, he indicated that now would be the time to do so.

For his own part, he quickly brought a spell to mind and began the summoning

of it in order to 

Unclear Presence: 
waylay Vorn and Seldsxar from interfering.

BitVyper: 
The moment Cogliostro's command came, Hashamar and Celphied

flashed into Dekar's hands.  He was not one to obey orders without question,

but the elf had already been on edge, and now was not the time to force the

issue.  Instead, he

BitVyper: 
simply thought back at the wizard his demand for an explanation

once the fight had ended, and proceeded to act.  Not knowing that he had

another ally in this, Dekar quickly rushed in to attack, hoping to finish the

wizard off 

BitVyper: 
before the others could react.  That in mind, he tore into the

drow's unprotected back with both blades.

OnlineHost: 
infernal rabbit has left the room.

OnlineHost: 
infernal rabbit has entered the room.

infernal rabbit: 
Finally the time had come and the assassin sprung to life

in an attempt to fell the mage in a single blow. Like before his attack was

not a purely perfect one and quietly he cursed yet it was enough to fell the

mage all the same.

Unclear Presence: 
With the mild and vain hope that Seldsxar would not

interfere and get himself into a full blown battle while he attended to Vorn,

his spell was unleashed, breaking through the drow wizard's natural

resistance to such things quite

Unclear Presence: 
easily. Though he was still wary all the same, as for

caster versus caster, he believed Vorn could outstrip him. No matter, that

was now hindered greatly as his Antimagic Aura settled over the drow

archwizard, snuffing out the

Unclear Presence: 
possibility of him retaliating...for the moment, at least.

The antimagic would do little if Vorn recovered himself and was able to start

throwing Epic magics about.

Visage Obscured: 
Exhausted to some degree by the castings, he cursed aloud

with eyes widened in alarm as he saw the pale elf and the relatively unknown

drow that was in the human's employ suddenly put down one of his assistants

with relative ease

Visage Obscured: 
and swiftness. Mostly he cursed for bringing them here and

allowing a chance for this to happen in the first place. It had been at

Vhaeraun's bidding, however, so he would not be held responsible nor

accountable as far as he was

Visage Obscured: 
concerned. Though the cursing took a different bent as he

recovered quickly enough to begin a casting of his own to bring some more

protections to bear, only to feel all magics dwindling around him in

mid-casting. Versed as he was

Visage Obscured: 
in such things, he figured it to be antimagics of some

sort, and also figured correctly that only one being in the room could do

such to him. Though even that fact was a surprise, and as he was whirling

about whilst unnecessarily 

Visage Obscured: 
finishing his spell, that surprise showed in his eyes as he

looked upon the human. Along with a very hefty dose of utter hatred.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar cursed in surprise and shock. He knew he was no

match for either wizard, but he verry well couldnt do nothing. Quickly he

brought to mind a spell of summoning and hurried through the incantation.

Flinging the peice of bone

Dark Side Mazeur: 
in the direction of the Human filth he spun on his heel

and flowed into a second casting. The bone fragment splintered and distorted

in the air. A dark flash surrounded the human wizard and three drow sized

zombies suddenly circled

Dark Side Mazeur: 
him. As one they shuffled forward to attack, and Seldsxar

completed his second spell. A glistening wall of eyeballs erupted from the

floor and blocked off Dekar, Draz and the newly ressurected however.

Currently the drow wizard

Dark Side Mazeur: 
couldnt care if it was an avatar or a rothe herder, his

life was in danger and there was nothing more important.

BitVyper: 
Dekar had been prepared to stop fighting after the first kill, but

it seemed as though that would not be possible.  Seeing the strange wall

erupt from the ground, Dekar decided it would be best to take out the other

wizard before he

BitVyper: 
could cause any serious trouble.  Calling upon his abilities, the

elf melded with the shadow, using it to traverse the distance between himself

and Seld in an instant, appearing a scant few feet behind the wizard.

Unclear Presence: 
Glaring momentarily at Seldsxar's form at taking note of

the wall that suddenly sprang to being, he then quickly shifted that gaze to

take in the zombies. So, the mageling had fighting spirit. Something he'd

credit him for, though

Unclear Presence: 
in truth, he'd not have blamed the wizard if he'd whisked

himself away instead. From his peripheral vision he took note of Dekar's

appearance, and while he trusted in the elf's abilities well enough to deal

with Seldsxar, he decided

Unclear Presence: 
to not take any chances. Well, none other than the fact he

was still uncertain of what Vorn could pull from up his sleeve while he was

cloaking Seldsxar in antimagics.

infernal rabbit: 
Jivin sighed shaking his head as the wall came crashing

down effectivley cutting him off from the rest physical. Despite his physical

limitations his mind was anything but barred. Jivin sent a powerful blast of

force hurtling at 

infernal rabbit: 
Vorn. he knew well Dekar should be able to hold up his own

front. In truth Jivin had never seen the human fight and was unsure of what

the human was capable though it never hurt to stack the odds in their favour.

Visage Obscured: 
Realizing that his only chance under these surprise

circumstances was to attempt a magic of epic proportions, Vorn swiftly

mouthed out the words of one of his favored instant slaying spells, targeting

the human with much

Visage Obscured: 
vitriol. His anger certainly didn't abate when the

antimagics quelled his attempt.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar spun about to face the ibilith when it covered

him with an aura of antimagic. He saw that Dekar had appeared before his

&quot;Master&quot;, traversing the wall by mystic means perhaps. Cursing the

damned gods of the

OnlineHost: 
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Dark Side Mazeur: 
Qiuckly and siletnly the demon familiar speed from the

room, seeking aid for its master. Pushing at the envelope of magic

surrounding him he attempted an escape.

Unclear Presence: 
[ Edit that attempt at spell, to just pushing against the

envelope ]

Unclear Presence: 
In the next heartbeat, complete darkness fell over the

room, as all the many and varied glyphs and runes that had been aglow winked

completely out. Seldsxar and Vorn both felt the odd sensations of antimagic

magics being swept from 

Unclear Presence: 
their forms, and when the area lit up again an instant

later, the wall that Seldsxar had erected was completely gone as if it had

never been there, and the zombies were gone. Even the human seemed to be

taken aback somewhat as he 

Unclear Presence: 
looked around, and a wry look of mixed surprise and

expectation settled on his face as he looked to the familiar, blue cloaked

drow male crouching over Horock's form. Vorn had already begun calling forth

his next spell when the

Unclear Presence: 
hooded, blue cloaked male called out a soft command to

cease, and so it was that Vorn's voice faltered. There was a distinct,

ominously oppressing presence of great evil and power in the room now, which

everyone felt down into their

Unclear Presence: 
bones--save for Dekar, who could tell something was there,

but his natural state of being prevented any true semblance of the aura

settling in. A quick glance around would reveal a half dozen other cloaked

figures in the room 

Unclear Presence: 
surrounding them all as well, though all these figures

were shrouded in black cloaks trimmed with purple. There was a general sense

of waiting tension in the room now, brought on by that presence, one which

even the human and the

Unclear Presence: 
archwizard Vorn felt. Neither of them dared to take any

actions at the moment, and for the sake of their respective underlings, they

hoped it would be likewise with them. A few more soft words broke into the

tension, emitting from

Unclear Presence: 
the crouched figure as he quickly turned Horock's jaw

aside in his grasp and shoved the unconscious man's face aside. "Too late, it

appears. Completely worthless to me now...."

BitVyper: 
Dekar ceased his actions against Seld at the new turn of events.

While he couldn't feel the powerful aura present in the room, the elf was

wise enough to recognize it, and hold his place for the moment.  Still, he

held his weapons 

BitVyper: 
at the ready, prepared to strike at any who got to close.

BitVyper: 
too*

infernal rabbit: 
Jivin stilled rather quickly understanding something

powerful had just entered in the picture. He gave a quick glance across the

room. If things came to blows he would attempt to escape in anyway possible

understanding the odds were

infernal rabbit: 
shifted tremendously.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar blinked repeatedly as his arcane vision blurred

with tears. The thing before them radiated magic like a sun, he was in the

prescence of the divine. Standing perfectly still he awaited its decree. For

whether you worshiped

Dark Side Mazeur: 
or not, you obeyed when a god came calling.

Unclear Presence: 
The figure cloaked in blue stood, and while not overly

tall for a drow, his stature seemed greater than most present all the same.

The hood swept slowly around the room, and a visible grin erupted beneath the

shadows of the hood

Unclear Presence: 
when it had swept to Cogliostro. Something of a

challenging grin. When the human gave no indication that he was going to take

up the challenge, a brief, mocking chuckle escaped from the hooded figure,

and it's gaze swept swiftly in 

Unclear Presence: 
Jivin's direction. That smile twisted somewhat, as if he

was portraying that he could see through the guise to the true man beneath.

The next words were said in a cryptic, off hand manner, but Drazoul would

know they were for him as

Unclear Presence: 
well as for the one on the floor. "Like I said, worthless

to me now." Thinking back on what it was Malag'tel had wanted of them,

Drazoul may feel relief intermingled in with whatever else he was feeling

now. That said, the figure

Unclear Presence: 
turned towards the single set of doors leading out of the

room, and absently beckoned that his minions should follow as he strode in

that direction. His steps took him deliberately in a direction that made the

human step aside just 

Unclear Presence: 
a tad, as if the cloaked one were trying to provoke and

goad him into a fight yet again. Impassively as possible, the human ate his

pride and ignored the challenge once again.

BitVyper: 
Dekar watched the drow carefully as he left.  A man who could make

the bald one swallow his pride was no mean foe.  The elf would most certainly

desire information on that one before he continued any line of employment

with the 

BitVyper: 
human.  Though the previous battle seemed to have ended, he kept

his weapons drawn, and watched the reactions of others in the room.  Things

were quickly becoming much more serious than the treasure hunter preferred

his life to be.

BitVyper: 
Whatever happened, things had gone too far this time.  He would

not allow Cogliostro out of his sight until he knew exactly what had

transpired here, and how it would affect him.
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infernal rabbit: 
Drazoul started at the comment but quickly kept himself in

check recomposing himself. Inwardly though he did talk back and you were

worthless from the day your sorry existence was sired. Jivin knew well who

this potentially was but 

infernal rabbit: 
his impious streak was legendary and he had to do

everything to keep his tongue from slipping.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar watched as the divine presence, which could be

none other than Vhaerun, left the chamber along with his attendants. He

puzzled over the gods parting words, wondering what they meant and who they

were for. Taking a step

OnlineHost: 
infernal rabbit has left the room.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
towards his master, he brought to mind a spell of death,

another of protection and one of transportation. The fight had been stalled,

but was it about to begin anew? Seldsxar readied himself for the conflict,

urging his familiar

Dark Side Mazeur: 
to seek aid. The creature had stopped dead upon Vhaeruns

arrival, but quickly it headed its masters demand and flew from the room.

Unclear Presence: 
When all the cloaked figures had parted from the room,

Cogliostro's impassiveness shifted abruptly into scarcely contained anger and

frustration. All the same, when he turned to regard those left in the room

with him, he kept

Unclear Presence: 
himself from losing control. A simple glance and absent

wave were given to Dekar and Jivin, to indicate it was time for them to

leave, then he turned his attention fully upon Vorn and his remaining

apprentice, at which time a slight

Unclear Presence: 
inclination of his head was given in parting. "Until we

meet again, gentlemen." With that, he followed his underlings out the door,

sure that Dekar would start spouting out questions before they could even get

out of earshot. Well 

Unclear Presence: 
enough, the man had the right to know certain things at

this point. Plus, he was sure Drazoul would want affirmation on a certain

thing. As for the matter of Horock, he'd get back to that as soon as things

had settled down a

Unclear Presence: 
bit. For Vorn's part, he watched everyone depart in

silence, and remained quiet for some time afterward, keeping his thoughts to

himself. Then he abruptly turned and glanced first at the body of his one

secret apprentice who lay in 

Unclear Presence: 
a pool of blood beside Horock's slumbering form, then

shifted his crimson orbs to his living apprentice. "Go fetch someone to clean

up this mess, then make an inspection of the room. Be thorough, down to every

last glyph and

Unclear Presence: 
sigil. Once that is completed, meet me at my study. We

have some things to...discuss." The orders given, he then held his hand over

Horock's form and enacted a levitation magic of sorts, then headed silently

for the doorway, with

Unclear Presence: 
the floating body in tow behind him. He was sure the

clergy of the Tower would meet him soon enough to collect.
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