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XX Cogliostro XX: 
[ 15 Eleasias, 1372 ]

BitVyper: 
Upon returning to his room, Dekar withdrew Hashamar from its

sheath, and tossed it carelessly to the floor.  After staring at the blade

for a moment, he produced the small scroll which he'd 

BitVyper: 
purchased earlier.  &quot;I sincerely hope that you are listening

right now, because what I am about to say is extremely pertinent to your

continued existence,&quot; he snarled, though his anger had mostly faded by

this point

BitVyper: 
mostly due to his excitement at learning of a new treasure.

Maintaining the act would be important here.  Unsure of exactly where to hold

the scroll, he simply held it up.  

BitVyper: 
&quot;This scroll creates an interplanar gate.  If you EVER

attempt to control my actions again, I will not hesitate to banish you to

that infernal place where the light never dims, and the pain never

BitVyper: 
stops.  I suspect that an eternity spent there will be rather

unpleasant for you,&quot; he allowed that comment to hang in the air for a

moment before continuing.  &quot;You and I could make an excellent team,

however, 

BitVyper: 
do not begin to imagine that I require you.  I will not be

controlled, and Shar be damned for all I care!&quot; It felt awkward to be

threatening a sword, but the wight had done stranger things in his 

BitVyper: 
life.  &quot;Who I work for, and who I stab in the back is my own

damn business.&quot;  When the moment had passed, Dekar resheathed the weapon

without waiting for any response that it might make.  

BitVyper: 
(bold letter)

Visage Obscured: 
There had been a stirring of sorts in the soft,

subconscious murmurs the blade had been making as it &quot;slept&quot; when

Dekar began speaking to it. Along with the stirrings were faint traces of

emotion. Perhaps, among those, 

Visage Obscured: 
was a touch of fear at the given threat. But also, a

lingering sense of compliance had begun to build up. That was until after a

certain goddesses' name had been taken in vain. Much as anger had been

flowing from Dekar,

Visage Obscured: 
so too did it seem to suddenly swell within the blade. By

the time Dekar had sheathed it, there was total silence. Not even the

faintest of mental murmurs. It remained thusly for quite some time to come.
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BitVyper: 
Perhaps he had gone a bit too far, but at this point, Dekar didn't

really care.  With that ugly business complete, Dekar proceeded to the common

room, and spent much of the remaining night exchanging stories with Felstan, 

OnlineHost: 
Hellish Requiem has entered the room.

BitVyper: 
particularly embellishing the defeat of the shadow dragon.

Hellish Requiem: 
It had been far to long since the Malaugrym had made an

appearance, though the past events could not be ignored, not when he could so

openly defy the bald human which has caused him nothing be grief in the past.

There was little 

Hellish Requiem: 
trouble moving through the shadowed streets of this grand

city, disguised as an Elven male this time, though details were hard to make

out due to the hood that hung over angled features, he knew his destination,

and what had to be

Hellish Requiem: 
done. So there he was at the Inn, silent footfalls ushering

him within.

Hellish Requiem: 
If that weren't enough, he didn't stop there, with a face

pace to his step, moving past anyone who might oppose his presence there with

little regard, not even a shift of his eyes was given, he was on a mission,

and right into that

Hellish Requiem: 
room he went, locked or not, all it would've taken was a

gesture of his hand, though noise would've been purposefully made to wake the

target  individual.

BitVyper: 
Dekar stirred at the noise.  He hadn't been sleeping, and was

surprised that something could get so close to his door without him hearing

it.  The elf hadn't forgotten the warning burned into his wall though, and

was instantly  

BitVyper: 
on his feet with Celphied in hand (he didn't feel particularly

confident relying on Hashamar at the moment).  Darkness could no longer hold

any secrets from him, and so he recognized the form as an elven male.

Unfortunately, 

BitVyper: 
there were any number of surface elves after Dekar at any given

moment, and now it was entirely possible that members of Cogliostro's

organisation were out for his head too.  The moonlight glinted off Celphied's

strange surface,

BitVyper: 
creating a blue glow in the room as Dekar pointed the shortsword

at the intruder.  &quot;You've chosen the wrong room,&quot; he said

cautiously, ready to leap for the window if the man let loose with any

spells.

Hellish Requiem: 
There was a moment of silence before chuckle was issued,

through the various scrying sessions this was the anticipated result. "No, I

do believe I've chosen the correct room." His gaze shifts if only for a split

second to take in 

Hellish Requiem: 
his surroundings. "You see, you've done me a great service

and I'm here to make you an offer." A hint of smile twitched at the very

corner of tiers, he didn't move closer, realizing that his methods of

entering were suspicious 

Hellish Requiem: 
enough as is. "This entails the bald human, you see, it'd

appear the both of us share a common enemy." He said little more, wanted to

gauge the amount of interest it piqued first, a walking staff (which I

neglected to mention.) was

Hellish Requiem: 
held in one hand, which he used to shift his body-weight

into a lean, eyes were unblinking, staring at the man before him.

BitVyper: 
&quot;Close the door behind you,&quot; Dekar responded,

intentionally inviting the elf in.  He didn't sheathe Celphied just yet, but

allowed the sword to drop to his side.  

BitVyper: 
Matching the intruder's gaze, he continued, &quot;he still lives,

then?&quot; Dekar had been aware of that possibility, but had hoped the man

to simply be dead.  It would certainly have made things easier for him.

Hellish Requiem: 
A simple glance to door was all it took, quietly it shut.

"Yes, he does live, and is plotting revenge as we speak, and from what I

could gather a fate worse then death may await you." He bows his head

momentarily before

Hellish Requiem: 
speaking. "I've been watching what I could you see, there

is a power in you that he assuredly fears. That blade of yours, it holds in

it the ability to rid the lands of that foul human."

BitVyper: 
So he did live then... but plotting revenge? Dekar expected that

the elf was exaggerating that detail at least somewhat.  If he truely desired

revenge, Cogliostro seemed the sort to come right out and take it.  He

certainly had the

BitVyper: 
resources to do so, and at least one chance had already arisen.

&quot;I do not particularly care about how he smells,&quot; Dekar said in

response to the, 'foul,' comment.  &quot;What exactly, are you

offering?&quot; 

BitVyper: 
This one seemed to be a wizard himself.  Getting caught between

two wizards was rarely a good idea, even if one already was after you.

Hellish Requiem: 
It didn't take much thought on the Malaugrym's behalf, he

uttered. "An allegiance of sorts, surely you don't plan on returning to the

humans services, not with what you possess." His eyes shift to Hashamar. "I

can offer you many 

Hellish Requiem: 
things, information, power and wealth if you serve me.

Perhaps you'd like to know more about your transformations." Yeah, he always

knew more then he should, but thats why it was so great being him. "You can

only gain out of 

Hellish Requiem: 
becoming my ally."

BitVyper: 
Whether the other elf realised it or not, Dekar had made up his

mind the moment the word, 'serve,' was uttered.  Tightening his grip on

Celphied almost imperceptably, Dekar responded, &quot;I have just now decided

to wash my hands 

BitVyper: 
of this entire matter.  Besides, there is nothing you can offer me

that is worth getting caught in a war between two wizards.  I have my own

business to attend to, and if the bald one wishes to pursue revenge... well,

it is, as

BitVyper: 
they say, his funeral.  Is there anything else you wish to

discuss?&quot; He asked, implying that he was quite finished with the

conversation.

OnlineHost: 
BitVyper has left the room.

OnlineHost: 
Hellish Requiem has left the room.

OnlineHost: 
XX Cogliostro XX has left the room.

OnlineHost: 
Visage Obscured has left the room.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(this picks up from last nights log.)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Log on.)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Everyone was sent where ya'll left off, to my knowledge

you two dpn't need Mike to start yet, so whoever's turn it was may go, Mike

is busy in IM's at the momement.)

Hellish Requiem: 
There was a hint of smile touching the very corner of his

tiers, followed up by a chuckle, there was a sense of amusement in all of

this that perhaps only he could draw from. "I see. . . I'm afraid thats not

the answer I wanted to

Hellish Requiem: 
hear." The smile all but gone now, showing only disapproval

on his visage, which began to distort, anyone knowledgeable enough would

recognize a shapechange in the process, digits tightened around that staff,

his reddening eyes

Hellish Requiem: 
falling toward that sword one last time. "There is only one

thing standing between you, and utter destruction right now." He shook his

head, shifting his stance to face the door, that shook, then flung open,

obviously an extension

Hellish Requiem: 
of his anger. Yet, he didn't make any other sort of motion,

indicating he was leaving.

BitVyper: 
Dekar's eyes narrowed as the transformation began.  The elf

immediately moved Celphied back into a defensive position, and responded

to... whatever the elf truly was, &quot;I am afraid it is the only 

BitVyper: 
answer you'll recieve, regardless of how repulsive you are capable

of appearing.&quot;  He wouldn't be intimidated by some shape changing

wizard.  In any case, this at least confirmed that this man, if it was one,

would not be the 

BitVyper: 
desirable sort of employer.

Hellish Requiem: 
Repulsion was not his intention, for when it was all said

and done it, those cunning Drow features replaced his former disguise. "I'll

be keeping an eye on you.. " His voice was sharper, much more distaste then

before. "You may

Hellish Requiem: 
(*I may) still have some use for you yet." He went through

the doorway, silently striding through the corridors to his next destination.

BitVyper: 
Dekar did not resheathe Celphied for several minutes after the

drow had left.  Who could he be? Probably some fool from the Tower.  They

might be at odds with Cogliostro by now.  Then again, the man had more than

likely made 

BitVyper: 
numerous enemies in Sshamath.  Perhaps that had been the one

called, &quot;Malag'tel.&quot;  Dekar hadn't gotten a good look at him.  He

briefly considered pursuing the drow, and ending the whole matter right now, 

BitVyper: 
as he had clearly not been prepared for rejection, but decided

against it.  If Cogliostro was afraid of the wizard, then engaging him

recklessly would probably be a bad idea.  He sighed; it seemed that Sshamath

would not be quite so

BitVyper: 
easily left behind.  Regardless, his plans hadn't changed,

however, another trip to the enclave might be in order before his departure.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Meanwhile, in another corner of the multiverse, someone

else who desired to have a little discussion with Dekar had slowly been

recovering. Moreso from confusion and mild shock than from the physical

wounds which were still

XX Cogliostro XX: 
festering slightly despite his not insignificant healing

abilities. Not to mention, from a significant amount of anger. Now that he'd

had a bit of time to think the situation over, and replayed the memories

again and again in his

XX Cogliostro XX: 
mind, there was the distinct possibility that Dekar really

didn't have any intention of attacking him. Still, he could not be certain,

as the damnable shadowflames had drowned out most sounds at the time.

Besides, since when was

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Dekar the type to traffic with gods? Well, knowingly

traffic with them. That was definitely a blast of pure divine energy, from a

source even more powerful than himself. That raised even more questions.

Since when did such entities

XX Cogliostro XX: 
include the likes of Dekar in their current power

struggles? True enough, he was a specimen of some interest to people in

certain fields, but as of yet, he personally did not see Dekar as having

garnered that much attention. Foolish

XX Cogliostro XX: 
mistake, that. Thinking on it, he almost began to pity

Dekar. Almost. There was still too much lingering anger right now for that.

Before jumping to too many more conclusions, it would perhaps be best to

confront Dekar on a few

XX Cogliostro XX: 
matters. He highly doubted that the sword would pose such

a threat again, at least not so soon. All the same, he hastily reconstructed

the contingencies which may have saved his life--or at the very least, this

particular body--

XX Cogliostro XX: 
before setting off after the undead elf. Finding Dekar

wasn't much of a problem. The fool all but walked onto another of his front

doorsteps. When his senses honed in on Dekar, he saw that the man was

standing and facing the door of

XX Cogliostro XX: 
his room, with his shorter blade in hand. Odd. He'd been

too preoccupied with pain and thinking to watch what had gone on before, so

it'd just be another thing to ask about upon his arrival. Casting a quick

look at the gaping 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
hole in his favorite longcoat, he frowned slightly and

shoved forward into a quick spell to whisk him to the wight. Formality and

stealth were both eschewed, for his portal sprang to life directly in Dekar's

path. Though, being 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
slightly wary, he stepped through a few paces out of the

range of a quick sword thrust. Clasping his hands almost idly at the small of

his back, after slowly showing Dekar that they were empty, he then quirked a

brow at the man's

XX Cogliostro XX: 
blade. "Expecting me? I believe it was the other blade

with which you were able to backstab me, elf."

BitVyper: 
Dekar made a short hop back as the portal opened in his path.

Half expecting that drow to come back out leading an army, he was surprised

(though not TOO surprised) to see the wizard step 

BitVyper: 
through.  &quot;Cogliostro!&quot; He exclaimed.  &quot;It is good

to see you are well,&quot; the elf finished with a wry smile, recovering

quickly from his surprise.  His expression became somewhat downcast at the 

BitVyper: 
wizard's words, and after a moment, he spoke again with as much

sincerity as he could muster.  &quot;I apologise for that.  Something seized

control of my blade.  

BitVyper: 
However, that particular matter has been dealt with.&quot;  At

that, Dekar returned to a somewhat more casual stance, still maintaining his

distance from the wizard, and resheathed Celphied.  

BitVyper: 
If the man hadn't attacked him yet, diplomacy

BitVyper: 
would likely be the best option.  &quot;I can explain in more

detail if you prefer,&quot; he continued.  It really wouldn't be revealing

anything the elf didn't want him to know, and of course, 

BitVyper: 
the human would expect such information.  &quot;However, I believe

we may have more pressing issues at hand.  Specifically concerning a

shape-changer of some sort that seems to dislike you.&quot;

XX Cogliostro XX: 
He listened in a rather impassive manner, the brow slowly

dropping into it's normal spot of it's own accord. Reflecting on what he'd

already suspected and mused over, Dekar's story was readily believable. He

didn't have to let the 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
undead elf know that, though, and he'd fully intended to

take up that offer of further explanation. That was, until the 'more-pressing

matter' was mentioned. This time, a slight look of confusion creased his face

as his brow once

XX Cogliostro XX: 
again rose questioningly. In all the hooplah and

happenings of the past hours, he'd not thought to keep tabs on his many

enemies, outside of making sure none of them invaded his personal domain

while he recovered. So it was that he 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
had no real clue whom Dekar was referring to. He'd dealt

with several shape-shifting creatures down the years, after all. And

certainly, most did not like him. Especially now, after the sundering of his

personality from his

XX Cogliostro XX: 
progenitor. Waterdeep was the blonde idiot's home, after

all. Most likely, one of the man's doppleganger or lycanthropic allies had

dropped in on Dekar. "Yes, I would prefer explanations. Though you may touch

up on them in the order

XX Cogliostro XX: 
you deem most pertinent." His tone was even enough now,

and he still took pains to make no threats via body language either. He'd

give the elf that much, at least.

Hellish Requiem: 
"Ah, if it isn't my old friend. . . " That voice didn't

come from a particular direction, no, it was as if radiating from the air

itself, there was very little that could escape his sight, and with the

appearance of the human he

Hellish Requiem: 
he little choice but to return from whence he came, that

very same Inn room that he had left was now reoccupied, yet not by simple

means, he had to have a bit more flare when it came to this reintroduction,

this time movement was

Hellish Requiem: 
taken in the form of shadow step, bringing him into the

corner furthermost away from the two with a sudden flare of crimson eyes, a

grin set across ebony lips, showing off a row of sharp pearly whites, and

while though there were

Hellish Requiem: 
two, his eyes were focused on only one, the human known as

Cogliostro, no doubt he'd be able to tell the transformation that'd been

brooding within the Malaugrym, coming into full fruition, nearly at its peek.

"Its been quite some

Hellish Requiem: 
time"
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BitVyper: 
&quot;Well, I see that I won't be getting any sleep tonight,&quot;

Dekar joked as Cogliostro's apparent adversary returned, hardly even caring

to maintain any degree of seriousness at this point.  

BitVyper: 
&quot;Please keep it down.  I happen to enjoy this inn, and would

like to be welcome here in the future.&quot;  Despite his rather arrogant

demeanor at this point, the elf was growing increasingly concerned for his

continued safety.  

BitVyper: 
He held no desire to remain if the two wizards decided to fight.

All the same, he held his position for the moment.  Best to see how

Cogliostro would react first.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Only by great strength of will did he keep from visibly

spasming at the sound of the malaugrym's voice. Again, it seemed, he was

taken by surprise. Twice in one day, no less. The anger that had been

simmering earlier was starting to

XX Cogliostro XX: 
strengthen once again, though directed more at himself for

not keeping those tabs he'd just been milling

XX Cogliostro XX: 
over. This was all beginning to be a bit too much for even

the likes of him. Some higher power, perhaps Ao himself, must surely be

fucking with him. First, Horock and then Malag'tel had suddenly dropped out

of nowhere to intrude

XX Cogliostro XX: 
upon his latest schemes. Then the damned She-Bitch of

Darkness had manifested through Dekar's blade and nearly incinerated this

Avatar. Now one of his oldest--not to mention, another of his most

deadly--opponents just happens to

XX Cogliostro XX: 
make an appearance. All too much to be coincidental. If

not for Dekar's touch of sarcastic humour at this most critical of moments,

his frustration may have reached the boiling point. As it stood, his gaze

grew rather steely and

XX Cogliostro XX: 
darted in the manifested malaugrym's direction, a sharp

scowl settling into place of it's own accord to accompany the stare. He was

just about to open his mouth and spew out a retort when something else

occured to him...the

XX Cogliostro XX: 
burgeoning power swiftly rising within the malaugrym. True

power, this, not the cosmic inklings that the shapeshifter had sported up to

now. Divine power. By now, the silence on his part must be growing quite

drawn out. What other

XX Cogliostro XX: 
recourse did he have, however? If he were to express the

absolute outrage now sweltering within, he would expose far more about

himself and his long term plottings than he could afford to. In so far as he

knew, the malaugrym had no 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
true knowledge of his divinity, and certainly no clue that

it was he who orchestrated events to place the malaugrym in the position of

power he was now gaining. But it was too bloody fucking early!! Every inch of

him wanted to

XX Cogliostro XX: 
scream, as any hopes he had of crushing Malag'tel through

the instrument most suited to the task were now crushed themselves. No doubt,

his lengthy silence was joined by a deep reddening of his olive-hued skin.

Clenching his jaw

XX Cogliostro XX: 
visibly, and forcing some semblance of outward calm, he

offered the most politely insincere smile he was able and responded. "Indeed,

Saer Xarann. To what do we owe this most pleasantly surprising visit?" His

voice was a tad

XX Cogliostro XX: 
strained despite his best efforts to the contrary, for

looking upon the malaugrym was also bringing back memories of their last

actual encounter. And of the destruction that followed in the wake of that

meeting. He'd sacrificed more

XX Cogliostro XX: 
than valuable staff and resources when he allowed for the

devastation of his inn by this shapeshifter's hands--he'd sacrificed his

bloody fucking reputation! Now this. All his machinations thrown to the far

corners of the

XX Cogliostro XX: 
multiverse, the steep prices he paid for naught. Yes,

Dekar definitely had reason to be wary right now, for this particular corner

of Waterdeep may be joining up with a certain bald mage's shattered dreams

very soon.
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Hellish Requiem: 
Indeed there was little that Cogliostro could do to fully

hide his obvious irritation, which made this meeting that much sweeter for

the Malaugrym. "Ah, you see..  I simply came by to see how things were going.

I understand you
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Hellish Requiem: 
through quite the procedure once I took my leave." The ole

rub salt into wounds tactic, a personal favorite. A low, barely audible

chuckle rolled from inbetween ebony tiers, lifting arm, and extending index

finger, a deadly gesture

Hellish Requiem: 
coming from this particular wizard, yet in this case, a

simple point. "It also seems you've been injured, a shame." His last phrase

of course dripping with venomous sarcasm, a momentary thought of an all out

assault, but he 

Hellish Requiem: 
repressed such urges, in the grand scheme of things he has

his own plans, and agendas in the works that'd require the human in the

future. Those sizzling orbs of crimson hue switch to Deckar, in a nonchalant

manner at that, passing

Hellish Requiem: 
the human off as a little threat, purposefully of course.

"You should learn to keep better company."

BitVyper: 
&quot;I try, but you're a rather determined sort,&quot; Dekar

mocked in return.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
If his skin had reddened before, it turned near black at

this point. In the slight state of shock at all the surmounting events, the

fact he was looking a tad in shambles right now slipped his mind. Of course

that social faux paus

XX Cogliostro XX: 
would have to be exploited by such as Szordrin. A

determined frown formed on his visage at that point. Enough was enough.

Damage had been done, in more ways than one, and he'd damn well not fall any

farther. Who was this whelp of a 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
soon to be godling anyway? It was his progenitor's way to

fret and be wary, not his own. This upstart shapeshifter would learn soon

enough that things were not as they stood before. But all the same, for the

sake of recovering what 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
he could of shattered plans, he would not brashly lash out

here and now. "Yes, one would think that by now, that particular lesson would

have been learned. The Hells know you were such the teaching aid in days

past." Despite having 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
to keep the bulk of his attention on Szordrin, for obvious

reasons, it did not escape his notice that Dekar was unusually reserved at

the moment. For him, at least. Then it struck him that it may not be simple

wariness on the undead

XX Cogliostro XX: 
elf's part; there were certainly many reasons to believe

that Dekar and the malaugrym may be in league with one another. Just because

no connections had been detected up to now, does not mean that something had

not been set in

XX Cogliostro XX: 
motion long before he'd met Dekar. The two certainly

shared enough rather rare qualities, when it came to certain aspects of dark

magics. Pah, that's giving Dekar too much credit. Then again....
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Hellish Requiem: 
Outstretched digit rose to mockingly rest upon his chin as

burning crimson gaze sized up what he gathered to be a weakened, if not

weaker version of the bald human, the taunting comment made in his direction

was utterly ignored, he

Hellish Requiem: 
was in far to much of a good mood to lash out, he took one

solemn stride forward, revealing the rest of his frame to the already dim

lighting of the room. " So what brings you to this location human, come to

finish on the one who

Hellish Requiem: 
wounded you?" He muttered with a faint chuckle. 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Turning his somewhat suspicious gaze ever so briefly in

Dekar's direction, those oaken-brown orbs then purposefully settled upon

Szordrin once more. "If that were my intent, I would not be lingering in this

particular 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
location." Still undecided on just whom to trust at the

moment--such as trust among these sorts went, at any rate--he shifted ever so

slightly in order to position himself that he could easily keep an eye on

both of the other men, 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
and just as easily react to any dangers that may arise. If

Dekar had caught his response, it may cause a bit of confusion. Even so, he

made the statement all the same, more as a subtle mocking of Szordrin's

abilities, keeping their 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
last encounter in mind. Straightening the tattered

remnants of his jacket, and enabling a minor magic to repair the fabric--a

ruse to explain his shift of position, more than anything--he then smiled

politely at the guised

XX Cogliostro XX: 
malaugrym. "Now, despite the fact I would oh so enjoy

'catching up' with you, I'll have to decline the gracious opportunity that

you've presented. I'm in the middle of a conversation with one of your social

betters, after all, so

XX Cogliostro XX: 
you should certainly understand." Still trying to

formulate a plan to guage any possible relations and alliances that may be in

place between Dekar and Szordrin, he figured turning their attentions upon

each other may be the best

XX Cogliostro XX: 
way to do so. One of them would let some small sign slip,

if such were the case. He'd have to do this subtly, though. In his own

somewhat weakened state, he dare not provoke an open, combined attack on

their parts. Having to

XX Cogliostro XX: 
concentrate his efforts against Dekar for even a moment

may give Szordrin all the time necessary to land a killing blow.

BitVyper: 
&quot;I would thank you, but I hardly think being considered this

one's social better is much of a compliment,&quot; Dekar responded, gesturing

toward the drow.  &quot;In any case, I would like to finish this business 

BitVyper: 
before the two of you wear out my welcome at this inn, so if you

have nothing particularly interesting to say,&quot; he turned to face

Szordrin, &quot;stop bothering me.&quot;

OnlineHost: 
Hellish Requiem has left the room.

