You have just entered room "No Turning Back."
The 1st Oracle: (state date for the record if needed. This logs itself, start whenever you are ready.)
Unclear Presence: [ 22 Eleasias, 1372 ]
Unclear Presence: Having left the immediate chaos behind, Dekar found himself standing just outside the large, heavy-looking double doors that served as the main entrance to the castle building itself. A quick glance around revealed that there were 
Unclear Presence: several smaller outbuildings of various sorts in the massive courtyard. To note, everything here inside of the outer wall appeared in much better repair than the rest of the town had been when he arrived there a short while ago. The
Unclear Presence: sounds of battle still raged not so very far away, and as if sensing his presence and desire to be away from that which was causing the noise, the massive doors swung inward. For the briefest of moments, Dekar could see nothing but 
Unclear Presence: an inky blotch within the doors. Most likely due to his eyes needing to adjust to the varying light conditions between outside and in. However, the darkness seemed more to retract away from the door, than anything along the lines of
Unclear Presence: his eyes suddenly penetrating it. A moment later, the suspicion was confirmed, as the dark blot formed into a cloud-like tendril that led deeper into the castle. A 
Unclear Presence: tendril that even his enhanced vision could not see through. Just inside was a massive foyer, with some rather fine, if dusty, couches and tapestries along the walls. An inner set of doors was already open, with what appeared to be 
Unclear Presence: an even larger chamber behind that doorway. The tendril of darkness continued pulling away from Dekar, as if 
Unclear Presence: perhaps beckoning him forward.
BitVyper: Dekar took a cautious step forward, examining the foyer for any hint of what the tendril might belong to. He hesistated for a moment before passing between the doors, but struck down the doubt before it had a chance to grow. 
BitVyper: Whatever the black thing was, it was likely standing between himself, and whatever artifact the drow had been after. Pity they weren't around to claim it. Real pity. With a smile at his... interesting fortunes - if not
BitVyper: necessarily "good" in the truest sense of the word - Dekar proceeded forward, eager to see what secrets might be uncovered. If some shadow-thing wanted to get in his way, that was really its problem.
Unclear Presence: Beyond the second set of doors was indeed a vast room...an audience chamber of sorts, perhaps even a ballroom, if the decor and tapestries in this two-story high room were any indication. Two grand stairs wound lazily at either 
Unclear Presence: side, leading to an upper balcony and most likely to rooms beyond. Half a dozen doorways led out of the place--aside from the set he entered--in various directions. An overly large chandelier hung overhead, which moved ever so 
Unclear Presence: slightly as if caught in a breeze, one which Dekar could not feel. The tendril of darkness continued it's journey ahead, through one of the lower doors, in the right hand corner on the far side. Then it stopped, as if waiting for
Unclear Presence: him. No signs of life, nor sounds of movement anywhere, save for a faint tingling from the chandelier, could be detected.
BitVyper: "Very well," Dekar chuckled, as he followed the tendril. "I'll play." Despite his bravado, the elf actually found this more than a little unsettling. He preferred an enemy he could sneak up on. Nothing 
BitVyper: to do now though, but follow. Besides, it might just his benefactor trying to unsettle him again. No reason not to be cautious though, Dekar thought, activating one of his rings, which caused a shimmering globe to spring up 
BitVyper: around his body. He also used one of his wands to create two illusionary simalcrums of himself, which would serve to distract any opponents. With that matter handled, the elf drew his blades, and continued on, calling forth their 
BitVyper: respective abilities as well.
Unclear Presence: The tendril made no response of any sort to his chuckled words. For it's part, it patiently waited until he'd crossed the hall and neared the doorway, then it disappeared into the hall beyond. A hall which took him deeper towards
Unclear Presence: the center of the castle, with another set of doors soon found on the left. As they were open slightly, he was able to view a few dining tables and chairs on the way past. There were two other doors along the opposite wall, though
Unclear Presence: neither was open. The tendril paused again at the far end of the rather lengthy hallway, just long enough this time to make sure Dekar saw it, then it disappeared into what must be another doorway on the right
BitVyper: Dekar continued following the tendril, scanning the walls as he went. It was strange; there was the occasional tapestry or design, but nothing similar in any of them, and nothing indicative of who might have owned this castle. It 
BitVyper: all seemed very suspicious to the elf, but moreso, it intrigued him. What could the drow have possibly wanted with this place? What artifact might reside within? He'd searched his memories for anything that might be in this region.
BitVyper: However, the only unique thing about it, was its extravagance. The castle was simply too large; its walls too well adorned. Dekar had already taken down a few small portraits as he walked along, and after examining them, placed
BitVyper: them in his magic bag. Hopefully, wherever this tendril was leading him would have some answers.
Unclear Presence: The kitchen. Yes, definitely find some answers there. Finding himself standing amid a myriad of tables, cookware, and utensils, it took Dekar a moment to find the tendril, situated in a far corner of the rather sizable cook room, 
Unclear Presence: waiting in yet another door. At this point, a couple of other oddities may come to mind. The fact that he did not detect even the faintest movements or noises of any mice or rats, which would surely be raiding the food bags and
Unclear Presence: crates which Dekar could see through another doorway, that was much closer to him. A moment's more scrutiny would reveal no signs whatsoever of the grain bags having been chewed into at any point. If he bothered to take an 
Unclear Presence: inhalation of breath in order that he could smell, there was no scent of rot, either, from the pantry. Stepping around the hanging rack of pots and pans that blocked the majority of his view to the tendril would reveal that it was 
Unclear Presence: waiting atop a set of stairs that were situated in it's particular door. As soon as it noted Dekar had seen it, the tendril drifted downward.
BitVyper: Strange... but perhaps not too strange. The armoured human had said this was some sort of haven for undead. Perhaps there was nothing present that actually required foods. Then again, rodents had a habit of getting in no matter
BitVyper: what one did, so either they were dying when they came, or something repelled them. He knew that some entities, such as wraiths, repelled animals. Perhaps that was the answer. Still nothing particularly interesting though, so 
BitVyper: Dekar continued to follow the tendril.
Unclear Presence: Down into the depths of a large, if simple, cellar. A half dozen tuns of what was most likely wine were situated down here, along with other crates of what was presumably food. As the air was chiller down here, perhaps unnaturally
Unclear Presence: so, he could begin to guess that maybe there were lavish enchantments in certain areas that could explain the preservation of foods, and the absence of critters. Whatever the case, the tendril now appeared to be sticking out of the 
Unclear Presence: room's opposite wall, waiting patiently once more.
BitVyper: How peculiar. Perhaps there was some sort of secret passage. It wasn't entirely uncommon in such castles to have an escape route, however, Dekar suspected that if that were the case here, it wasn't made for an escape. Was it some
BitVyper: sort of prison? Whatever the case, Dekar figured the tendril could wait a few minutes longer. He no longer had any particular use for alcohol, but whatever was stored here, was likely of the very valuable sort. If he knew his 
BitVyper: wines, a taste might reveal something at least about the general time period of this castle. Sadly, he did not. None-the-less, he took a few minutes to remove a keg from its stand, and carefully place it inside his bag. No 
BitVyper: reason for it to go to waste. With that matter resolved, the elf began to search the environs for any sort of catch or switch, which might open the way deeper.
Unclear Presence: Before long, he found the opening switch, a simple lever hidden cleverly as one of the support posts attached on a nearby tun stand. Whether from long disuse or simply the way it was built, the hidden stone door only opened enough 
Unclear Presence: to squeeze a hand through. Without overly much effort, he was able to push it far enough to move through. What lay beyond was a simple tunnel, of worked stone like the cellar, some five feet wide and seven tall. Small, as opposed to
Unclear Presence: the hallways of the castle's interior above. The tunnel was rather short, leading to a stair which lead downward a good ways. Dekar could see the tendril floating ever farther below, waiting in what appeared to be a larger hall, or 
Unclear Presence: even a chamber, some fifty feet below.
BitVyper: Dekar stopped before entering the stairway. He had no idea who might be following, and this seemed a good place to cast a spell of alarum, just incase someone did. Sheathing his swords for a moment, Dekar opened a small scroll,
BitVyper: and chanted a short spell from it. It wasn't perfect, but it would not be expected, so hopefully, he would be alerted if the bald one decided to follow. Redrawing his swords, the elf began to cautiously descend the stairs, 
BitVyper: checking for trip wires or pressure plates as he went. He almost hoped to find some trap or another, as it would affirm that the place had been intended to keep people out, rather than something in.
Unclear Presence: His "almost hopes" appeared to be dashed, as he detected nothing as he slowly descended the stairway. Once he neared the bottom, the tendril drifted out of sight once more. When he actually reached the bottom and ascertained there 
Unclear Presence: wasn't a trap there either, the tendril may have drifted swiftly from his thoughts, as the large, earthen-floored chamber contained something of much more interest to himself. Or at least, it appeared to. As he could only see shades
Unclear Presence: of gray, as it were, he could not yet be certain, but based on the bits of story he heard, and the chunk of unevenly "cut" stone laying some twenty paces ahead, this could be the spot his friend at the inn had spoken of. And that 
Unclear Presence: handful of stone could be the very same as that which he'd been pursuing. While the ceiling of the chamber--despite climbing abruptly a few paces in--was easily within range of his vision, only some twenty feet at it's highest, the 
Unclear Presence: far end of the slowly widening chamber was lost in murk. A tiny portion of the tendril awaited just within his range of vision, but nothing else could be discerned of an particular note.
BitVyper: Without much colour to help him, examining things would be difficult. With that in mind, Dekar placed a small ring on one of his fingers, and called forth its magic, causing it to flicker with light, similar to a torch. First, 
BitVyper: he approached the stone and examined it.
Unclear Presence: Though stained somewhat with dried blood, it was indeed a rather sizable chunk of the very stone he'd come across both in a certain other set of ruins with Vesz'aun, and like that of the small stone the innkeep from South Ward 
Unclear Presence: showed him. Naturally having viewed as much of the cavern room as he could whilst moving to the stone, Dekar hadn't noted anything other than the fact that the chamber seemed to go on for some considerable length, as again he could 
Unclear Presence: not see the far side, even from his current 
Unclear Presence: position. Despite having seen nothing before crouching down to examine the chunk of peculiar rock, a heartbeat later a somewhat familiar man's voice broke the silence, seemingly coming from right beside Dekar. In truth, the figure 
Unclear Presence: was unable to be seen. The voice, however, was somewhat familiar. "Intriguing stone, isn't it? Quite worthless, however. At least in it's current state. It really is a shame so many died trying to take it out of here." The voice 
Unclear Presence: belonged to none other than the armored man he'd met and fought beside briefly outside. As Dekar's Alarm spell hadn't been triggered, the man obviously had--or simply knew of--other means of 
Unclear Presence: entry into this place. That still didn't make any sense, however, if Dekar had caught sight of the male plummeting into the Hells just
Unclear Presence: a short while ago. Soft footfalls then came to Dekar's sensitive ears, and within seconds the figure which went with the voice made itself known, 
Unclear Presence: stepping forth from the shadows with casual ease and demeanor; even the man's great blade was slung into place and stowed away upon his back.
BitVyper has left the room.

You have just entered room "No Turning Back II."
The 1st Oracle: (Logs itself, though if you want a back up logger you might want to log it yourself. State date if needed, post edits in here to be recorded. Start when ready.)
BitVyper: Dekar stood up and turned around to face the human. His first instinct was to mentally try and force the man out of his perception. He'd seen Nilco plummet into the abyss, and ruins like these often had ways of playing tricks 
BitVyper: on intruders. Furthermore, this place, and Dekar himself were both of interest to men who could weave such spells as easily as they breathed. When Nilco did not change or disappear, the elf ceased his attempt at disbelief. 
BitVyper: Either it was the real man, or more powerful magic than Dekar could resist. "So I hear," he responded after a moment. "I don't suppose anything you told me before was the truth then, was it?"
Unclear Presence: Something of a playful smile crept into place upon his handsome visage, though that fact may have been overlooked, as at the same time the male's hair lengthened and turned into a purest of silver shades. During the transition, one 
Unclear Presence: ear tip was momentarily exposed, revealing it to be slightly pointed. The transformation left his other overall features unchanged, save that his eyes took on a reddish tint, and his skin turned slightly toward a duskier tone. "Oh, 
Unclear Presence: there were enough truths present in what I told you. I did serve Lord Amcathra for a time, if more for my own agendas than his own. The old fellow is now dead, as well. And let's not forget his son. That young fool is indeed 
Unclear Presence: hereabouts, though I do know a bit more on that subject than I let on previously." He paused a moment, the smile slipping, a more serious look coming to surface on his face. "What I tell you about the stone is true, as well. My word
Unclear Presence: as a knight on that count."
BitVyper: "Your word it is. Whether your word is the true or not is more important, however," Dekar responded with a hint of sarcasm. "In any case, I am sure the wizards will be finished with their little spat soon enough. 
BitVyper: Perhaps you might tell me what your purpose here is, so that I may complete my own before the castle is brought down on our heads."
Unclear Presence: Absently dismissing certain notions with one hand, he laughed briefly. "Their spat, as you put it, is already done. True to form, the good Saer Xarann took his leave, in order to infuriate Saer Van Roeyen. Even if it were not so, 
Unclear Presence: their battle would cause little to no harm to the castle." Pausing another moment to look over his shoulder, during which time the room was slowly illuminated, revealing the far end of the cavern and the two doors set into it
Unclear Presence: , he then turned back to Dekar with no amusement present. "However, if you want to go about this bluntly, we shall do so. You and I are allies by...association. One of our masters wishes me to render a...favor upon you. Simple as 
Unclear Presence: that, I'm afraid."
BitVyper: A favour? No one who fancied themselves to be Dekar's master - a laughable notion in itself - would ever do anything for him without the idea that it would somehow benefit them. Cogliostro seemed the least likely, so it was 
BitVyper: probably the shadow thing. That one unnerved the elf most of all. "A favour, hmm? And what manner of favour is it to be?" Despite his question, Dekar wanted most of all to know exactly what the man's relation to this 
BitVyper: ruin was. This clearly hadn't been his first time in the place.
Unclear Presence: Noting that the wight hadn't bothered to refute the part about having master, he smiled inwardly and turned about, stepping towards the far end of the chamber in such a manner that showed he expected Dekar to do the same. "I am to 
Unclear Presence: be your catalyst. To give you the power you desire. That He desires for you. That you seem to desire for yourself. Should you choose to accept it, we step through door number one, and be about it. However, I have come to believe 
Unclear Presence: that you are not completely blinded by such things, nor do you serve willingly. In that, you and I are the same. Questioning. Finding alternatives. Making choices for ourselves. 
Unclear Presence: Therefore, I have given you two other choices. Through door number two also lay power, but not that granted by the master." Having nearly reached the twin doors, he then turned to look at Dekar. Whether Dekar had followed or not is 
Unclear Presence: irrelevant, as the man's voice carried easily in the environs. "Of course, I would not limit you to two choices. You could always turn about and simply walk away from it all. Choose to accept neither form of power. Choose to turn 
Unclear Presence: your back on all that I and these ruins surrounding you have to offer. Not just power, but knowledge, which some of us deem just as important." 
BitVyper: Power. Of course those were the only terms he could think in. Knowledge for power, strength for power... How so many could percieve the world only in that manner, Dekar didn't know... or care, really. Still, given his current 
BitVyper: situation, a little extra power couldn't hurt. "This power your master offers," Dekar began, without any pointed emphasis on the pronoun. "I assume there is a price. I have purchased my asylum from him, and have 
BitVyper: no intention of giving it up so easily. What is the price?"
Unclear Presence: "Of course there is a price. Though you've already paid the bulk of it. The remainder, you pay for as you go, simply by what you do, without even trying. In other words, you serve." Allowing for a moment in order that it can settle 
Unclear Presence: in, he then continued. "That which I offer is 'paid for' as well, for much the same reasons. And that I'm not a completely disobedient servant." Looking past Dekar, towards the entrance that the elf had first come down, he added one
Unclear Presence: last thought. "Should you choose option number three, well, I warn you fairly that the master's price for that would be your death, sooner than later." He left that off with a shrug, as if he didn't care, and most likely did not.
BitVyper: Dekar raised an eyebrow at the last remark. If the price for refusal was death, then whatever this one's master was, wasn't finished with him just yet. Its loss, he supposed. In truth, the only thing that kept Dekar from turning
BitVyper: around, or possibly killing the elven creature in front of him first, was his desire to explore the ruin. "As I said, I have paid for my freedom. Regardless of the choice I make, I will not accept any commands. If my actions 
BitVyper: benefit your master, so be it, however my body and soul belong to me. Are either of those included in the price of this 'favour?'" What bothered him most of all was that this man's master was sounding more and more divine. 
BitVyper: "Your unnamed master would not be the first to lay claim to these, and somehow, I find myself doubting that he will be the last." That much was true. If another god wanted something with him, it would inevitably 
BitVyper: come into conflict with the second (after Dekar himself, of course) claimant. "Or do you simply mean that my soul would be replaced with whatever this shadow growing inside of me is?"
Unclear Presence: "Ah, you are an amusing one. Such naivety. No wonder he's chosen you, Six of Five. But enough of that. You are correct enough. By choosing door number one, you willingly give your soul over, but not to the master. Rather, to the 
Unclear Presence: shadows themselves. Irrevocably replacing one with the other." Turning to glance at the second door, he continued. "By choosing door number two, you give up your soul in a much less literal sense." At that point he turned swiftly to
Unclear Presence: allow his gaze to bore into Dekar's own. "Either way, you are better equipped to continue serving Him. Now choose. Though we could both stand around debating this forever, the world moves on around us...."
BitVyper: "Your pressures are unwelcome," Dekar responded. It was a similar tactic to one employed by craftier merchants; to give something a sense of urgency and keep the customer from thinking rationally. It was a tactic 
BitVyper: Dekar himself had used a time or two in life. Of course, few merchants had the power his unwanted 'allies' did. "But in any case, I am decided," he continued, taking a step toward the first door. No matter what he did 
BitVyper: here, it was clear that the shadow-being would persist in its attempts to control him. Taking the second door would only introduce another player, and leaving would mean not exploring the ruins and earning yet another enemy. 
BitVyper: Resolved that this was for the best, he continued toward the door, placing a hand on its handle. Dekar turned his head just far enough to see Nilco again and said "your master would be well advised to simply consider this the 
BitVyper: favour you said it to be, and forget about me. You may look to the bald wizard for an example of how well I work for others." He allowed no time for a response, turning the handle and stepping 
BitVyper: through the door without hesitance.
Unclear Presence: As he hadn't paused before stepping through and experiencing the momentary disorientation of forgein translocations
Unclear Presence: , any response was lost on him. When Dekar did complete the transition, he found himself in another cave, this one much higher and wider than the last from the look of it, though it was hard to tell as the bulk of it was engulfed in
Unclear Presence: darkness and beyond the range of his darkvision. There was a lighted area just a short ways ahead, where he could see his newfound 'ally' already standing and waiting. The ground around the man's feet would probably catch Dekar's 
Unclear Presence: attention moreso than the man himself, however, for in the shifting light offered by the torch hanging on the wall over there, the piles of rubble 
Unclear Presence: glimmered and shifted themselves, or at least appeared to do so, in a color scheme that he was becoming quite familiar with. That of the stone he'd been searching out. The chunk found in the last room was but a small piece of the 
Unclear Presence: greater, broken whole that could be found here. For his part, Nilco waited silently, staring down at the piles of stone in a somewhat somber manner.
BitVyper: "Where are we?" Dekar called out, as he proceeded to where Nilco stood. That the rock caught his attention was an understatement. Still, he doubted that any of it was the stone that he wanted. He would have to take some 
BitVyper: before leaving, anyway.
Unclear Presence: Nilco answered without looking up. "Home" There was a short pause before he actually did look up, and bother shedding a tad more light on the subject. "At least, I called it that at one time. For a time, it will be your as 
Unclear Presence: well. There is much to learn here, of which you can partake as much as you'd like. With freedom from outside worries, I might add. Neither that bald bastard brother of mine, nor much of anyone else aside from my masters for that
Unclear Presence: matter, can penetrate the protections that my former Lady placed herein." Frowning slightly, he then turned to regard Dekar, absently kicking one of the small piles of stone as he did so. "It is my understanding that you search for 
Unclear Presence: something like this. That too, is something we could delve into...discuss, even." He then went silent and regarded the pile silently once more, as if remembering something, or reflecting.
BitVyper: The man had said many things that piqued Dekar's curiosity, but upon mention of the stone, his attention became focused. "Yes. It is spoken of by the name "everlasting darkness." Tell me about it... and tell me 
BitVyper: how long this place is to be 'home.'" His blades had not yet been sheathed, and he doubted that he would be sheathing them soon. Which reminded him of another question; one that had been bothering him for some years.
Unclear Presence: "To answer your second question, you would have to look inward. Nothing holds you here, after the 'process' is done, which in itself will take relatively little time. Neither I nor our shared master hold any shackles over you. It
Unclear Presence: will be a matter of how long you wish to stay and how much you wish to learn. Nothing more, nothing less." At that point he bent down slowly, and picked up a piece of the stone, looking it over absently. It very much portayed the 
Unclear Presence: fact that he must not consider Dekar's blades to be a threat, if his earlier blatant turnings of his back hadn't given that away earlier. So perhaps Dekar's earlier assessment of the man's power had been incorrect, or falsely 
Unclear Presence: influenced. That, or the man was an idiot. Either way, he then continued. "On the question of this 'everlasting darkness' you speak of, it's not an it, per se. Rather, an effect. A spell, one could say, but of such immense power 
Unclear Presence: that I dare not categorize it in such demeaning terms. There is only one recorded casting of it, which, if studies are correct, was ten thousand years or more ago. Confusions arise on the subject, as translations on the matter are 
Unclear Presence: difficult, to say the least. I've whittled out what truths I can, and have determined that this stone plays a major part in it's creation and casting." Standing up now, he looked at the stone a moment more, then tossed it casually 
Unclear Presence: back onto the ground. "Then again, this stone can be used to enhance many magics." A dark look crossed his face for a moment, then he turned away from the stones to face Dekar. "Moving back to the subject, 'everlasting darkness' is 
Unclear Presence: essentially man's way of taking hold of cosmic forces and blocking the sun's light from penetrating to the planet's surface. Learned people on the subject call it an eclipse. Some of the less learned, or perhaps I should say the 
Unclear Presence: more superstitious, have also dubbed it the Crown of Fire, as it somewhat resembles one." Turning once more, stepping away from the pile to face the larger, darkened section of cave, he apologized. "But forgive my rambling. As you 
Unclear Presence: can obviously see, the effect did not last. Most likely a fault on the creator's part. One which those who've tried to create the effect again have not been able to overcome, either."
BitVyper: "That stone in particular, or any of these?" Dekar asked, raising an eyebrow. It was powerful magic indeed... but what was the point? To 'eclipse' the sun seemed a needless waste of power. Surely, a wizard 
BitVyper: (or wizards) powerful enough to do such a thing could achieve large-scale darkness effects much easier. To show off? If that were the case, it would only be one caster, and what peers would such a powerful wizard have to show off 
BitVyper: to? Perhaps in the service of some god. That seemed a little more likely. 
Unclear Presence: "These? No. This reflects not even a hundredth of what's needed for such a thing. Though the tales speak of a single stone that had somehow been infused with the essence of several tons of the lesser stone. It may be that of which
Unclear Presence: you've heard, and thus got confused on as thinking of it as an item. How such a thing was possible, I cannot say. Such things are beyond my means and abilities. In any event, if such a stone really did exist, no one living today 
Unclear Presence: knows of its fate or whereabouts. Save for, perhaps, the gods themselves."
BitVyper: Well, a challenge was always nice. "One further question about the spell," Dekar said. "Do you have knowledge of where it was cast at the time that this stone was used?" Even a region would be helpful. 
BitVyper: He needed some sort of lead, though previous information had pointed to the underdark, and there might be something to gain by searching there. That information had become suspect, however, as had the tablet's mention of
BitVyper: the stone's complement, Burning Light. That raised another question as well. Perhaps it would be best to discover where the tablet had come from. Of course, there was a great deal of reason to suspect the information beind 
BitVyper: dispensed so easily here as well. He would have to be careful.
Unclear Presence: "Though there's much speculation, what little evidence there is points to a place in the Endless Wastes. There is a large crater, supposedly from the impact of the creator's failings as the heavenly body he called forth fell to the 
Unclear Presence: earth. Very difficult to find upon casual inspection, but it's there nonetheless. It would make sense for someone to cast it in such a place, upon reflection. Fairly well perfect solitude from civilization, for one. Such a being 
Unclear Presence: that would want to cast such a spell...most likely a lich, or one of the other races or types of undead that shuns the light, would also have had easy access to the Underdark in the specified region. Though the impact ruined any
Unclear Presence: real chance of discovering exactly where any such underground laboratory and research center may have been. Honestly, the funding for such an expedition is too high for simple casual delvings into the subject, when merely looking at
Unclear Presence: it from a sage's perspective. I'd not doubt that someone who was long lived and had a reason to wish another crown of fire to come into being may 
Unclear Presence: one day unearth something that has been overlooked down the millennia." Whether the man was hinting at something, or merely making an observation, Dekar couldn't tell.
BitVyper: "Your story is missing what I am lead to believe is a fairly important detail," Dekar responded. "And so I am forced to choose between believing yourself, or a fragmented story written in stone which 
BitVyper: speaks of a second gem, called Burning Light." The unspoken question was obvious enough. Dekar watched the man carefully while he replied, watching for any hint of falsehood.
Unclear Presence: At that, Nilco's gaze turned sharply in Dekar's direction. Though the half-elven's eyes were narrowed, Dekar soon discerned it was not from anger, but rather from what could perhaps be suprise...and definite intrigue. When he began 
Unclear Presence: speaking, it was somewhat absently, as if he were thinking aloud. "Burning Light.... Yes, that could fit." The man's gaze relaxed at that point. Somewhat. Though a desire to learn more was obvious. "Nothing I speak of now is a lie 
Unclear Presence: nor a half truth, elf. What you speak of may be more clues that sages have missed. Or misinterpreted. It seems we may both use this as a time of learning. Sharing what you know would suffice as recompense for all that I can teach 
Unclear Presence: you, after all...." There was nothing to give Dekar clue that the man wasn't being honest in any way, so it could all be truth.
BitVyper: Fair enough. Besides, it wasn't like he knew anything particularly useful. "I suppose that is fair," he said, before giving a short recounting of what he'd learned of burning light itself. He even told Nilco the 
BitVyper: clues he'd gained as to where it might be found, though he neglected to mention that he'd already retrieved the item himself.
Unclear Presence: For his part, Nilco listened silently, yet eagerly, nodding a couple of times, as if things were beginning to finally make sense, that perhaps were cryptic to him before. When Dekar was done, he remained quiet a few moments longer, 
Unclear Presence: staring intently at the floor. Pondering, in other words. Yes, this would take a bit of time to digest, and he could now look over some references and try to piece things together differently. But later. First, he was beholden to 
Unclear Presence: his duties as laid out by a certain master. That in mind, his attention turned back to Dekar. "Interesting. I will consult my notes again later. Perhaps this new light you've shed will help. Now, speaking of new light...." At that, 
Unclear Presence: he turned around and willed the remainder of the torches in the place to light up. Within the next heartbeat, Dekar got full view of the immense cavern they were in. And of the many side tunnels that lead out of it. The place must 
Unclear Presence: be massive indeed, for in one far corner, he got clue as to it's former resident. The large pile of bones--both in overall size, and of some individual creatures--coupled with various coins, gems, and other small treasures scattered
Unclear Presence: about the floor gave enough evidence. Nilco then confirmed the suspicions. "My former Lady's, well, former lair. After I was released, things between us...changed. And so she departed, leaving behind only that which she felt I
Unclear Presence: needed. Or, at the very least, deserved." His words had become a tad bitter by the end. "Not the most accomodating atmosphere for those such as ourselves. But I do have an apartment of sorts nearby that would perhaps be more to your
Unclear Presence: liking."
BitVyper: Dekar took a moment to look about the room, giving brief appraisals to various items strewn about as he did. When Nilco suggested they retire elsewhere, Dekar nodded and said, "that would be appreciated."

You have just entered room "No Turning Back III."
The 1st Oracle: (I gave the last bit, if you haven't read it, it should be in your mailbox...edits should be posted here to be recorded. Please start when ready.)
Unclear Presence: A brief nod of acknowledgement, and he was leading Dekar at a casual pace across the vast expanse of the main cavern, towards one of the side tunnels off to the far
Unclear Presence: left. Perhaps simply for something to do along the way, he pointed to various of the other side tunnels as they walked, indicating ones that may be of more interest than others. "While you are free to roam as you will, there is 
Unclear Presence: little of interest, or even use, in some of the tunnels, now that She has taken her leave. That tunnel over there leads to the casting chambers, wherein your...favor...we be brought to fruition. Ahead and to the left are the
Unclear Presence: accomodations I spoke of. And there, that third one to the right, lay the Chamber of Higher Learning. That's what She called it, anyway. More like the Chamber of Droning Lectures, in my opinion. Some of these other tunnels lead into
Unclear Presence: various Underdark pathways, and one leads to the surface. The main tunnel out has been sealed, however."
Unclear Presence: *will be brought
BitVyper: Dekar listened to it all with mild interest, noting a few places that he would want to check out. If he were here for any length of time, however, the elf would be more interested in exploring the place on his own. Even if 
BitVyper: he was worthy of trust (which Nilco was most certainly not), who was he to decide what Dekar might want to see and/or steal? "Why?" He queried, when his host mentioned that the main entrance had been closed off. 
BitVyper: It couldn't be for keeping him in, since the tunnels to the underdark had been left open. Perhaps to keep out the former Lady.
Unclear Presence: Casting a charming, if tight-lipped, smile momentarily in Dekar's direction, he replied. "To keep any more of Her kind from easily moving in and taking what was once hers for their own, I presume." As if having perhaps sensed Dekars
Unclear Presence: thoughts from the previous moment, or perhaps simply because he'd studied enough about Dekar to know where the elf's mind would eventually wander, he paused then, turning fully to face Dekar. "I play a gracious host right now, and 
Unclear Presence: as I am well aware of your proclivities ahead of time, I can forsee no real problems arising between us for the duration of your stay. However, there are a few points to go over here and now. Call them guidelines, ground rules, what
Unclear Presence: have you. Overall, they are for both our benefits." At that, he swept one arm out to indicate the area as a whole. "Anything you may happen upon in your meanderings, you may keep, if you so desire. None of the scattered detritus was
Unclear Presence: worth Her time to bother reclaiming, therefore it is also of little interest to me." Detritus meaning any of the various treasures laying about. "The only treasures here that I desire are of the type that cannot be removed. I also 
Unclear Presence: (EDIT: remove also)
Unclear Presence: expect that you maintain some level of respect for such things, and bring them no harm. At least not intentionally. Of note are the devices within the Chamber of Learning. While the lessons imparted may bore me to tears at times,
Unclear Presence: the lore gathered within can only be duplicated by perhaps compiling all the subject matter at Candlekeep itself. Now, as for the matter of you wandering about the tunnels on a whim, I offer you fair warning that down some lay 
Unclear Presence: dangers far beyond even your ability to overcome. She had to have guardians worthy of Her, after all. And unless you have truly formed a craving for drow company, by all means, do avoid exiting to the southeast. One of their vaunted
Unclear Presence: cities lay not more than two days travel from here via those tunnels. Not that I truly care about your welfare, but I do not want any of those vermin finding their way in here by way of following your trail. They've already had 
Unclear Presence: their fill of toppling my kingdom once. No need offering them the opportunity again before I am fully prepared for retribution due the first slight." Though the man had unconsciously taken on a more commanding and even perhaps 
Unclear Presence: threatening tone the more he went on, when he was done, it dropped just like that as if it were never there, his demeanor that of an honestly gracious host once more. "Now then, I suppose I should hasten you to your rooms and summon
Unclear Presence: an attendant or two for you."
BitVyper: Dekar raised an eyebrow at the tone, but gave no indication that he'd been offended in any way. Did everything link back to the drow and that bald wizard these days? Dekar suspected that even now, he wasn't finished with whatever
BitVyper: was going on in Sshamath. Oh well; it wasn't like he hadn't planned to go back there. Not only was the city itself worthwhile to any treasure hunter, but there were Netherese ruins nearby. When Nilco had finished speaking, Dekar 
BitVyper: responded, "that would be fine, however, I still have questions for you. Particularly regarding the nature of the one granting me this 'favour.' What is he?" By now, the elf had sheathed his swords, and walked 
BitVyper: with his cloak pulled over his shoulders, so that most of his chest was covered.
Unclear Presence: The laughter he then issued would be found more than a tad disconcerting to most folk. "Oh, dear, naive boy. You already know that answer on some level. It's merely a matter of accepting it despite your loathing." Having already 
Unclear Presence: started walking again, he then paused long enough to turn and regard Dekar fully yet again. "You are no longer a bit player in this world. It's time to accept the fact that you've moved up from being the pawn of mortals, to being 
Unclear Presence: one of higher authorities. You've joined a whole new caliber of gentlemen's club." Turning and taking stride once more, he continued. "Fret not about that word: 'pawn'. The multiverse is one large playing board, and we are all but 
Unclear Presence: game pieces for some entity or another. Personally, I've found it's best to not dwell on whom may be pulling the strings from above, but to revel in the fact that there is plenty of opportunity for you to do likewise to 
Unclear Presence: those farther down the 'cosmic social ladder'. An endless cycle of evil, I suppose, but worrying over it does nothing but make you more susceptible the the whims of those more powerful than yourself."
Unclear Presence: *to the
BitVyper: "I will do as I please, as always," Dekar responded. If that helped another, then so be it, but the only interests Dekar served were his own. "The size of the board matters little." He would, however, 
BitVyper: endeavor to ensure that no stupid gods - "higher authorities," Nilco had said - held any direct control over him. "That does not answer my question, however. For the sake of discussion, perhaps you could 
BitVyper: imagine that I have made no assumptions of my own on the matter." Might as well be sure. "To start simply: Does he possess a name or title beyond 'master?'"
Unclear Presence: Half-turning in Dekar's direction, he offered something of a disappointed frown. "Come now, I've held you in higher regard than that, thus far. I do sincerely hope you will not yet come to make myself, and the Master, regret
Unclear Presence: choosing you for the tasks which lay ahead." Shaking his head once, he turned back and continued walking. "However, I, at least, shall allow for this one indiscrepancy. Though I am unfamiliar as to whether or not your people have a 
Unclear Presence: separate name for him, humans simply call him Mask."
BitVyper: Mask then. Well, at least if the prick wanted something from him, it would be theft. "I see," Dekar responded, after a few moments of silence. "Well, I suppose there are less... preferable gods one could 
BitVyper: be involved with. And these 'tasks' you speak of?"
BitVyper: (bold letter)
Unclear Presence: "Indeed there are, though I suppose opinions do vary wildly. As for the tasks...." Just then, he shrugged. "You will either realize when you've carried one out, or you will not. They are not the sort that are laid out before you in 
Unclear Presence: clear terms and we in due course expect you to follow. Pawns we may all be, yet many are like yourself, wanting to believe they have total control of their fates. So, rather than shatter such illusions, or cause you to buck even 
Unclear Presence: further against the 'system', we won't even bother wasting the time presenting them to you in such a manner. Besides, free will does account for some variables here and there, despite the best set plans. That's where the amusement 
Unclear Presence: comes in. But excuse me, I've wandered a bit off topic."
BitVyper: "Very well," Dekar responded with a dismissive wave, though in truth, he was not so unconcerned as he preferred to appear. The idea of some god purposefully guiding his actions was not one the elf was unfamiliar with. 
BitVyper: He despised it just the same. Oh well, no sense in worrying about it right now. Perhaps he could find some way to balk Mask in the future.
Unclear Presence: Glancing at Dekar with a knowing smile, he then crossed the threshold into the appropriate side tunnel, after which a few more steps revealed a stone door frame. As it led nowhere and was contained in a rather small chamber, it was 
Unclear Presence: easy to guess that it was a portal. A quick gesture from Nilco confirmed it, as a sunlit scene soon filled the arch. The picture was one of a broad, lush green valley, with a river running through it and mountains filling the 
Unclear Presence: background. A heartbeat later, the scene began to narrow and shift, gaining ground on one specific points in those mountains. Soon a huge castle, or more appropriately, a fortress-city, that was in some disrepair, came into
Unclear Presence: view. In the next heartbeat, the portal was already zooming into a point within the main castle building's interior. Though the outside of the place had appeared less than well maintained, the lush apartment suite that filled the
Unclear Presence: portal now ran completely counter to that, everything about it clean, spotless, and in no disrepair. That's where it stopped. "Those should suit you. I will attune the gate on this end to allow you passage back and forth, and to 
Unclear Presence: open on the other end when you will it into being. For the time being, you will be unable to leave your rooms and explore the remainder of that place, though if you and I establish some level of trust in the coming weeks or months, 
Unclear Presence: that may change."
BitVyper: "Certainly," Dekar responded. "I'll retire for the moment then. Good day." And with that, he stepped into the portal.
Unclear Presence: Satisfied for the moment that all seemed as if it would go well, he then closed off the portal and made his way toward the casting chambers. Final preparations needed to be made, now that the elf had finalized his decision on which 
Unclear Presence: spiral of doom and glory that his soul would be spent on. "Ah, yes, things are falling into place quite nicely. Soon, dear brother, all your former tools will be turned against you, and I will sit back and laugh gleefully while you 
Unclear Presence: finally fall from grace." Speaking to himself seemed to spark off another, somewhat related thought, which caused him to turn abruptly and take a small detour first. There was one incantation in particular that the elf should learn 
Unclear Presence: above all others, for what lay ahead, so that one should be prepared and readied. He had no idea if the elf was really such the lore junkie as some claimed, but if so, this place would finally earn the monies, time, and energy that 
Unclear Presence: She spent on it all. Yes, falling into place nicely, indeed....
