You have just entered room "A Breed Apart."
Nathvas: Hello
EuolAlya: Greetings
Suneagle03: Hello hello
Unclear Presence: [ 21 Eleasias, 1372 ]
The 1st Oracle: (Reminders: No player chat her, only RP, game date is posted for the record. If you mess up post edits in here to be recorded for editing logs later. DM may start.)
Unclear Presence: The unremarkable stone chamber that served as council chamber for the Tower seemed to almost rebound, echo, and redouble the unspoken, near-palbable anger that emanated from the senior-most of the two men who sat 
Unclear Presence: across from Taz'Doral, that being the Shadow Sorcerer himself, Pharaun. As leader of the Tower, it had been he who was made to answer to the Inquisitor agent, the undertakings of which had not gone well up to this point. The fact 
Unclear Presence: that Rizzen had interrupted them with news of the new girl's presence should have relieved him, but alas it was serving to do quite the opposite. It would be far more of a relief to get the interview with Taz'Doral completed and all
Unclear Presence: the issues resolved. The fact he was forced into this meeting while still garbed in leather armor from the last battle he'd overseen outside the Tower, rather than in his usual comfortable robes, wasn't helping to abate his 
Unclear Presence: irritation any. When Rizzen stepped out to actually grant entrance to the woman, Pharaun shot a narrowed glare to the rather ugly, lavender-robed drow male who sat at his right. Apparently, up to now, Bragh had not made the dealings
Unclear Presence: with the apprentice Inquisitor any easier, and it was starting to show. Bragh, of course, flinched visibly in his usual, cowardly style when confronted in any way by those of greater power, be it temporal or physical. Turning that 
Unclear Presence: glare swiftly in Taz'Doral's direction, during the short interim before Alya opened the door, he added in a final tidbit in rather heated, if hushed, tones. "Please do allow us the respite of carrying out this meeting with our new 
Unclear Presence: blood without overly much of your inter--" Catching himself before he insulted the junior inquisitor too openly, even placing a forcedly polite smile onto his thinly formed lips, he then continued. "--most esteemed opinions. While 
Unclear Presence: your authority stands above and beyond any single church's, it is not you who must deal with these folk daily." In other words, he was asking that Taz'Doral not berate him or belittle him overly much in the eyes of Alya. Or those of
Unclear Presence: the other ally, that merchant Nathvas, who'd been asked to attend, and should be arriving shortly, by way of another secret entrance to the chamber which lay in the wall opposite that which Alya had just stepped through and 
Unclear Presence: announced herself. Letting his pleading gaze rest on Taz'Doral a moment longer, he then turned that oh so aptly faked pleasant smile to Alya, hoping that the inquisitor would not choose to talk over him right now and ruin it right 
Unclear Presence: from the start. For his part, Bragh just kept himself shrunk as small as possible in his chair and continued his silence. "Greetings, Alya, please do take a seat." He noted the fact that the secret panel in the other wall was now 
Unclear Presence: opening, without actually turning to look.
The 1st Oracle: On cue that secret door open, just as Pharaun finished speaking and in stepped A darkmask. He was masked and dressed for field work. He came in quietly, bowed and looked about the room quickly. The drow male unmasked himself when 
The 1st Oracle: he saw Taz'Doral. He was a hard looking drow and battered. Apparently he had been in a recent fight, one of his eyes had swollen shut and he was bleeding from various scapes and cuts.
The 1st Oracle: It was very obvious that he had no time to cean up before reporting for duty. Solaufein was undaunted about it and adressed an apology mixed with his report to everyone present. "Forgive
The 1st Oracle: my intrusion, but the new wizard is here." Not waiting for anyone to say anything, he gave Nathvas the okay to enter. 
Nathvas: Nathvas stepped forward once given the ok. He toke two steps, and quickly checked the room around. Noticing the various people in the room. 
Nathvas: Once he noticed Pharaun, he gave a respectable bow and address him. "You wished to see me sir?"
EuolAlya: Alya let the door close behind her and after a nod she took the nearest seat. 
Suneagle03: Taz'Doral leans back in his chair crossing his arms over his chest, his eyes darting around the room taking everything in
Unclear Presence: First offering a nod of affirmation in return to Alya, he then turned a did likewise in Nathvas and Solaufein's direction. He also offered a motioning of his hand towards the table to the two males who'd just entered, indicating 
Unclear Presence: they should take a seat. While he did so, a brief glance was issued in Taz'Doral's direction, and it was noted with some satisfaction that the man had chosen to remain respectul of his wishes. At least thus far. Knowing what 
Unclear Presence: little he did of his previous interactions with Taz'Doral down the years, he doubted that it would last long. Just as he was about to speak to Nathvas, another thought occured to him. One that brought a smile of smug mirth, at least
Unclear Presence: in his thoughts. Perhaps he could use this situation to his advantage in waylaying his dealings with the junior inquisitor. Wishing he could share his thoughts with Bragh and Solaufein beforehand, he decided not to take the
Unclear Presence: chance. As who knew what resources the Inquistor's circle may have equipped Taz'Doral with. "Make yourself welcome, Nathvas. Forgive the lack of refreshments, everyone, as I was unfortunately called here with undo haste 
Unclear Presence: earlier." Having grown so used to social niceties that they no longer really bothered him to play out, he had to steel himself all the same when it came to not laughing about the half-drow male's name. That still brought a chuckle 
Unclear Presence: to his thoughts if not his lips every time he saw the man. It wouldn't do to insult Nathvas overly much, at least not when his true usefulness to the church hadn't been played out as of yet.
The 1st Oracle: Solaufein took a seat and eased down fluidly hoping his wounds were hidden. His dark red eyes focused on Pharaun, sensing he was needed. He kept quiet all the same, brifly glancing at Bragh.
The 1st Oracle: He ten made a survey of the room and its occupants. Nathvas the half drow, he wasn't sure what he was exactly here for but would make a personal purpose to find out.
The 1st Oracle: Alya, he completely dismissed, he would talk to Rizzen about her later. His main attention centered on Taz'Doral. Studying him discreetly. Seeing him here put his mind at ease in truth, 
The 1st Oracle: for it showed the Circle's concern for the Tower, but Also Xull'rae's absence. Her name was forbidden to speak of since her depature, so those loyal to her now wore Red Sashes like he did now around his waist. 
The 1st Oracle: With the new arrivals, the tower wasat a loss to know the Web of the Spider Queen and Cogliostro's inn without her. He hoped the Circle would do SOMETHING while they waited for her return. He nodded to the inquisitor 
The 1st Oracle: and shifted his gaze back to Pharaun. These two better behave. The Tower was hurting and didn't need a power struggle now.
Nathvas: Nathvas toke the indicated seat and sat queitly. After a moment or two he was comfortable as he could get. "So sir?" He spoke to Pharaun. 
Nathvas: "Is there a need for a large number of enchanted items, jewerly inspected or is there something else??" He inquired as he noticed Alya's fine curved body. For a moment he was distracted and then closed his eyes
Nathvas: , he was here on business. Not to lust and imagine bending that new female over the desK.
EuolAlya: Alya glanced over each being in the room with her bright orange eyes taking notes of names and manner as she does so. She glanced at the half drow at the mention of jewelry but then looked to Pharaun. 
EuolAlya: The thought of being called for her skilled as a jeweler was not what she hoped would be her first roll in the temple but if such was the case then she would serve as needed. 
Suneagle03: Impatience flashing in his eyes Taz'doral turns back to Pharaun. "Time grows short Shadow Sorcer what I need is simple your people as I call them, for questioning or services" Taz watches him for any hint of annoyance.
Suneagle03: "My superiors grow impatient for results with the heretics of LoltH"
Unclear Presence: Just as he thought things were progressing smoothly, and was about to answer Nathvas appropriately, there it was. Taz'Doral's outburst, that is. He couldn't hold in the nervous tick that coursed through his body just then, though he
Unclear Presence: did have wits enough to hope it didn't show overly much. Annoyance? Oh, yes, there was that, to be sure. But it was tinged with underlying fear. While he wanted to do nothing more at that point than give the order for his underlings
Unclear Presence: to smite the damnable junior inquisitor down where he sat, that was not a feasible option. Not unless he wanted to chance his entire church being deemed 'tainted' and have the full wrath of the 
Unclear Presence: Circle come down upon them. Taking a moment to let those emotions and thoughts pass, he did his best to retain some composure and form a reply. "Your superiors would also take into account the extenuating circumstances, such as the 
Unclear Presence: fact we've been under siege for weeks, would they not?" Not wanting to be overly pushy, he formed that as a question, rather than an assumption. That should help, at least. "Rest assured that we here at the Tower have also grown 
Unclear Presence: irritated by the lack of time in which to pursue our agendas against said institution." Sparing the briefest of glances at Solaufein, again internally debating the option of killing the 
Unclear Presence: inquistor and being done with it, he instead then turned to Nathvas and replied, hurrying on with that to help dissuade another immediate outburst from Taz'Doral. "We've not called you here--nor our female ally, Alya--for any 
Unclear Presence: service related to the subjects you mentioned. There is another task which we've selected both of you--among others--to undertake." At this point his gaze shifted back to Taz'Doral, the tone within bordering on challenge, though not
Unclear Presence: quite there. "One which, upon completetion, will help us get back to the task of weeding out Lolthite heretics." Of course, that last part wasn't an entire truth. While it would, in the long run, aid in the way stated, it had 
Unclear Presence: nothing whatsoever to do with that subject directly. A very brief glance was then shot towards Bragh, where he received silent confirmation on the subject that the room and it's occupants were protected from various forms of scrying
Unclear Presence: and mind-reading. Good, as that meant Taz'Doral couldn't use magical means to call his bluff, at the very least.
The 1st Oracle: Solaufein shook his head. "Let me be blunt." He looked around at everyone and bore down his gaze at Bragh he shrank back further into his robes. "Nathvas and Alya are here, that is done, whatever thier uses for this
The 1st Oracle: temple can be sorted out as soon as we priests sort out that we are at war and that this tower is under siege. We have lost five good men and one agent. We are hard pressed with no backing from the conclave
The 1st Oracle: or that lazy human. The city proper does not care about the Foreign Quarter's outcome and we here in the Darkwoords are being attacked daily.
The 1st Oracle: The LOLTHITES have nothing to do with this war, nor will they get involved, they are safe in the city itself.
The 1st Oracle: So are going to squabble over an enemy who is sitting pretty and not doing anything or are we going to focus on the true enemy." His smoldering eyes rested on Taz'Doral. "With all due respect, perhaps the circle
The 1st Oracle: didn't know our true situation, or perhaps considering your rank...they didn't tell you everything...maybe they are testing you and us to see how bad we really are here fore they offered true aid. 
The 1st Oracle: Whatever the case. I don't care, we are ALL brothers of the faith, we all have a trial before us, so lets put aside RANK and just deal with the real problem. Think we can dothat gentlemen...because I will without either of 
The 1st Oracle: you back me..."
The 1st Oracle: *backing
Unclear Presence has left the room.
Unclear Presence has entered the room.
BitVyper has left the room.
BitVyper has entered the room.
The 1st Oracle: (I'll edit my post later...I know what nees fixing. I typo a lot. :-D)
Nathvas: Nathvas sighed silently and pushed all the distracting thoughts aside. He face was calm in the sea of emotion and his face was neutral. He didn't give a rats ass about the church. If it fell, he would go some where else. 
Nathvas: Theifs guild, merchants guild, something until he got out from under the Lolthlites bitches. "Sir, barring all politics, what would you have us do?" He inquired PharauN.
EuolAlya: Sol's words stired a great desire for action in Alya yet she quelled the need to learn more of what was going on. A fire burned in her eyes as the very thought was not something she was willing to just sit back and allow
EuolAlya: "Who dare attack this temple?" Alya asked. 
Suneagle03: "Hmm perhaps now is the time for action. Let us deal with the imminently problem then perhaps we can look to our Internal Matters". Taz pauses looking around the room a sly smile playing across his face. 
Suneagle03: "My blades grow hungry, perhaps you can suggest where I might let them feast." He looks at SoL
Unclear Presence: Both relieved by and somewhat irritated by Sol's words, he pondered for a second and figured it best that it was out on the table. While he didn't want to discuss such matters in front of two persons who were not as yet established 
Unclear Presence: allies and agents of any true merit, he was pleased to see that Taz'Doral was willing to let that subject drop. At least to appearances. Who knew what the next moment would bring. The fact that Nathvas let out a soft sigh was 
Unclear Presence: something of an irritation on top of it all. Apparently, they had more work to do with the man. Noting the glare Solaufein offered Nathvas as well, he could see he was not the only one who thought as much. He'd speak with the half-
Unclear Presence: breed later. For now, he'd go on the initiative Solaufein put forth. And hopefully pull Taz'Doral into the thick of things, as well. Out of the immediate environs, to boot. Quickly looking to Alya, now, he quietly answered her 
Unclear Presence: query. "He speaks of the foreigners that have been let loose in the Darkwoods, to do as they will. You've been largely shielded from it, as our roof tunnels have proven sufficient for skirting around the matter. At least so far. We 
Unclear Presence: haven't allowed you access to them purely for asthetic reasons. Should you wish to view the 'battlefield' for yourself, it is something that you will indeed do alone, though we caution against it." Hoping that matter was done with, 
Unclear Presence: and disliking having to address it now at all, he moved on quickly, addressing the whole now. "Most, if not all of you, have seen the human wizard, Cogliostro, around here a time or two. The impudent wretch comes and goes as he 
Unclear Presence: pleases, after all...." Realizing that particular rant was taking him off track, he quickly shook his head and went on. "In any event, we were planning an undertaking in which he was playing an equal part, to retrieve an artifact 
Unclear Presence: which would supposedly turn the tides of battle for us. However, several monkeywrenches have since been thrown in the works, none of which I personally feel were unintentional. Delays, in other words. To darken matters, two of the 
Unclear Presence: human's top agents--at least only two that we are aware of--have gone missing. One of which were we have been able to find. We feel that one or both have been sent to retrieve the artifact 'behind our backs', so to speak. While we 
Unclear Presence: can do nothing to check on the one we are unable to find, the other we are going to send a small group after. Which is where you come in." At that point he glanced first at Alya, then at Nathas. Finally, his gaze shifted to
Unclear Presence: Taz'Doral, and a tidbit of 'hope' flashed in his eyes. Malicious hope, but hope nonetheless. "As your revered blades grow hungry, perhaps you could bless the mission with your presence, as well, Inquisitor. The aid you could render 
Unclear Presence: would be...invaluable. It would also serve to help you understand our plights as of late better. If it should prove to be what we've feared, then you could lay claim to having retrieved the artifact yourself, and further your own 
Unclear Presence: status within the Circle...." He paused to let that last part sink in. While it sickened him to play up to the man's ego like this, anything to get the damnable inquisition off the Tower's back for any amount of time would be worth 
Unclear Presence: it. In truth, following the human's agents was a longshot, and one he had no plans to send his trusted and true men out to undertake in these harried times. Now the trick was making it seem more important than it really was,
Unclear Presence: something he was hoping that Sol and Bragh would realize and play along witH.
The 1st Oracle: Seeing that Pharaun had the floor, Soluafein let him take it with no anger. His wounds were hurting and he was tired and hungry. So he sat back in reclusion and was content to study the other's more. Nathvas flickered 
The 1st Oracle: his irritation for all that he and his darkmasks had done to get him here, he was showing signs of a lost cause. Taz'Doral refreshed him though, the man's thirst for blood was what he needed to hear. He smiled. It was then he 
The 1st Oracle: caught the look in Alya's eyes that backed up Taz'Doral's words. She looked like Xull'rae and Taz sounded like her. It was truly uplifting.
The 1st Oracle: When Pharaun spoke of Cogliostro, Solaufein looked at his leader and nodded. It was time to tag these three on the man's agents. Not only for Xull'rae but how the man was using Rizzen. He spoke up then, "the agents he speaks 
The 1st Oracle: of are both non drow. One looks like a moon elf, he carries two swords, one is dark looking and a favored choice to use. The other is a yaun-ti who likes to try and disguise himself as drow. He's an assassin but often lets his 
The 1st Oracle: forked tongue jabber too much in the form of jokes. Neither work togther from what has been gathered, so weare tryong to see if they really are loyal to Cogliostro.
The 1st Oracle: If not we want their alligence. Your main goal is to befriend them if possible, if this can be accomplished then we'll give you the next steps.
The 1st Oracle: You'll be paid of course, half up front and the rest when you succeed." How they would do this would be up to them. Taz'Doral could be a problem, but he could serve other functions if need be. This mission was more or less
The 1st Oracle: testing loyalties and getting Taz out of Phaeraun's hair. The rest had to do with other plots and such, but it all had a purpose.
Nathvas: Nathvas noticed the glares and filed that knowledge for later. "I see, bring to our side if possible, if not deal with them. So the question remains, 
Nathvas: "Do you want their corpses indentifable or do you want them extra crispy?" He asked taking a geniune intrest now that the petty pissing contest was done. "Also which one is our first target?" He inquireD.
EuolAlya: "My blades are yours." Alya agreed. "Do we have more information to work with I pray?" 
EuolAlya: she asks no longer interested in remaining at this table. 
EuolAlya: She ignored the half breed drow adding "If a alligence is what the temple desires then I at least will put every effort into seeing it achieved." 
Suneagle03: Taz'Doral sneers at the mention of claiming the artifact find for himself. "My loyalties are to the circle and I will lend my aid only because when I am done you will give me your full attention Shadow Sorcerer, 
Suneagle03: as it stands we are not finished tho once this problem is attended we shall". 
Suneagle03: Taz's impatience getting the best of him he pushes sharply from the table and starts to pace by his chair. The circle better know what they are about. This situation is spinning out of my controL
Unclear Presence: Overeager. But perhaps we can turn that to our advantage. Turning his gaze and his thoughts from Nathvas for the moment, he then shifted to Alya. Eager in her own way, it seemed, though he hoped in a beneficial way. Too early to 
Unclear Presence: tell, though he had it on good authority that she was loyal to Vhaeraun, if not specifically to His grasping fingers here in Sshamath. Now evaluating Taz'Doral, he was inwardly pleased at the inquisitor's own eagerness, despite the 
Unclear Presence: underlying threats. At the very least the inquisition would be delayed now, and who knows, perhaps the otherworldly inquisitor would get himself killed in the process, meaning there would be no further dealings with the man. That 
Unclear Presence: much could even be arranged, he supposed, though he'd not undertake such a thing lightly. All the same, he would prepare Urlryn properly for just such a possibility before sending them all off. "You will of course have my full 
Unclear Presence: attention and cooperation at that time, Inquisitor." He too stood at this point, taking the inquisitors pacing as a key note on which to end things. After doing so, he offered a slight, respective bow to said entity. Then he shifted
Unclear Presence: his attention to both Nathvas and Alya in turn. "As well, further information will be provided on the morrow, when each of you will be contacted by the senior agent that will be accompanying the lot of you. Urlryn Vrynn, for those 
Unclear Presence: of you who may be familiar with him. If not, let it be known that he is a most loyal and capable agent of the Church, and is to be accorded the proper respect, of both his person and his authority." He emphasized that last part more
Unclear Presence: for Taz'Doral, going so far as to pointedly turn his eyes in that direction, though the man may not even have been looking just then. Prompted by a slight tugging feeling upon his leg, he glanced down at Bragh, and noted the
Unclear Presence: few short gestures offered by the wizard, which were beneath the table level and thus unseeable by everyone else. Hrm. Well then, time to close this up indeed. Nodding swiftly in thanks for the message, he then turned back to the 
Unclear Presence: collective. "Are there any other concerns that need addressed, at the moment?" He was hoping there were not, as from Bragh's indication, he'd be needed elsewhere, but all the same the politeness 
Unclear Presence: had to be extended.
The 1st Oracle: With no one having a need for him at the moment, he stood and waited humbly to be dismissed.
Nathvas: Nathvas stood and bowed before Pharaun. "Of course all respect will be given to your honored guest. I shall prepare for tommorow with your leave sir." Nathvas stated before taking up his position behind SoL.
EuolAlya: Alya stood and bowed as well "I need but a moment of your time Shadow Sorcerer but shall wait until upon your ready." Alya said waiting to be dismissed
Suneagle03: "Until we next meet" Taz gives the sorcerer a bow and turns to leave the meetinG
Unclear Presence: Nodding to the collective, he then offered a small salute of parting, indicating that it was officially over. Thank Vhaeraun. His eyes lingered suspiciously upon Taz'Doral for a moment, as that seemed too easy, but then again, the 
Unclear Presence: man was a junior agent, and had a well known aggressive streak to boot, so perhaps it was not so far fetched as to be a ruse of any sort. No matter, as other things needed tending right now. His attention then turned to Alya. "Wait 
Unclear Presence: there a moment, if you would." Then moving to a corner, and giving both Sol and Bragh looks saying they should join him, he swiftly turned away from everyone else and relayed a silent order to them both, after which they departed 
Unclear Presence: through the door Alya had entered earlier. It was his assumption that Nathvas would go back the way he came, as it was the only one he knew, but if the man moved to follow Sol, he'd be sure to indicate otherwise to the
Unclear Presence: half breed. Then it was a matter of turning back to Alya once again. "Walk with me." That said, he moved out through the main entrance to the room, which would take them to the long hallway from which Alya had found his
Unclear Presence: office. Knowing it would close behind them all of it's own accord, he then turned in the opposite direction of where the others would go, figuring the woman would catch up.
Nathvas has left the room.
Suneagle03 has left the room.
EuolAlya: Alya does wait calmly and follows when he is ready for her."Thank you. I will be quick as I knew your time is precious." Alya spoke as the door closed.
EuolAlya: She waited to be sure she was okay to continue
Unclear Presence: Noting her pause, and finding it both an amusement and an irritation, he opted to continue with diplomacy and simply nodded his assent, turning to face her briefly as they continued walking.
EuolAlya: "I have a donation to give and was told that you would be the one that should receive it." Alya spoke taking the bag of gems from it's hiding place and offering it. "I would also like to know if I may stay in a 
EuolAlya: spare bedroom and whom I should speak to and pay if available." Alya adds keeping calm and keeping the same speed as the Shadow Sorcerer.
Unclear Presence: At that he quirked a brow. They'd not given this woman a room, and she's been here a week? Then again, she was a female, most of the men here probably wouldn't want to, or even know how to, treat such a sentiment. That brought a 
Unclear Presence: trickle of humor welling within. Especially when he rethought that, and figured the men would have certain thoughts on the subject, just not ones she may have been accepting of. Taking the bag of gems and weighing it in his hand, he
Unclear Presence: was rather taken with the gesture despite himself. Enough that he allowed a trace of a smile to touch the corner of his lips, despite the relative urgency of what lay ahead in comparison to their conversation. "Donations are always 
Unclear Presence: quite welcome, revered sister. Please do forgive the apparent oversight concerning your accomodations." Reaching into a pocket hidden beneath the outer fold of his armor's chestpiece, he then handed the small token he'd retrieved to
Unclear Presence: Alya. It was nothing more than a platinum-colored coin with what must be a personal seal imprinted on it's surface. "Take that to the main business office upstairs, and inform whomever is there that by my personal decree, you are to
Unclear Presence: be given ample and suitable personal quarters. This token will assure they know your words to be true and that they have my backing." Without stopping, he placed the bag into one of the pouches situated upon the leather swordbelt 
Unclear Presence: that adorned his waist, wherein it almost magically disappeared. Not wanting to be rude, but seeing that the hall had wrapped around to where the short stair upward that he was looking for lay just ahead, he then prompted what he 
Unclear Presence: hoped to be a final query. When he turned to look, he finally noted the odd color of her eyes. Quite a lovely color, at that. It made him think of another woman who used to bless these halls. Bless being a relative term. "Was there 
Unclear Presence: anything else?"
EuolAlya: "Thank You Shadow Sorcerer. No there is nothing further." Alya said with a slight bow.
Unclear Presence: "Very well, then. Here we part." Offering a polite enough inclination of his head, and hoping she took his point to heart, he then turned and strode up the short stairwell. Yes, that woman was much more pleasant to deal with than 
Unclear Presence: the fiery tempered redhead he'd just been thinking of. At least she was properly subservient, if that were the word for it. Just like that, though, Alya was out of his thoughts completely, as the task ahead overtook his thoughts 
Unclear Presence: fully. The one thing he hated dealing with more than the Inquisitors was that damnable Sharran, Malag'tel. That Bragh's report as to what exactly the heretic was up to now hadn't been very complete didn't help. A devious smile crept
Unclear Presence: into place as he thought of the possibilities concerning introducing a certain junior, fiendish inquisitor to the Sharran. Yes, that would be most amusing indeed.
EuolAlya: With that Alya moved off as she had her own business to tend to. Alakas would be less then pleased but he would deal.

You have just entered room "breedapartextension."
EuolAlya has entered the room.
EuolAlya: With that Alya moved off as she had her own business to tend to. Alakas would be less then pleased but he would deal.
EuolAlya: Alya remembering where Rizzen had said the business office hoping not to bump into Alakas on the way.
The 1st Oracle: When she arrived on the proper floor the tower was now bustling with activity when it had been empty before. There were even speckles of women milling about. At least one of them was heavily pregnant.
The 1st Oracle: She was being escorted by at least three men that Alya could see. The pregnant drow was laughing and chatting. She seemed happy and well protected. She bumped into a man as she opened the office door. He was heading out as 
The 1st Oracle: she was heading in. The young drow mumbled an apology and scurried away. He was wearing priestly vestments but no mask, so he was more than likely an acolyte. He moved too fast for her to catch details of his face, but 
The 1st Oracle: did have dark grey skin and shoulder length white hair. Entering the office showed her a small desk and work area with an old drow sitting behind it writing things down for another drow who seemed familiarly wearing all black with 
The 1st Oracle: a red sash, but his back was to her at the moment.
EuolAlya: Alya waited patiently for them to finish there business before approaching. "I would like some suitable personal quarters." she says with a calm tone.
The 1st Oracle: The two stopped talking, the writer put his quill down until the other man leaned over and whispered something to him, the old drow continued on without a word to Alya, while Solaufein turned to address Alya. "Have a key?" 
The 1st Oracle: he asked. He looked much better than at the meeting. He was completely healed of all injuries, so both eyes were well and his features were firm and smooth. His expression was unreadable but his gaze was stern.
EuolAlya: "Not yet." Alya said. She pulls out the coin given to her by the shadow sorcerer "Although the Shadow Sorcerer says I have one of quality coming. Do you know whom I should speak to?" she adds
The 1st Oracle: "Ahh the Shadow Sorcerer's seal. I'll take you myself then, to be certain you get your room right now. Follow me." He led out of the office waving to the scribe and took her the same path Rizzen did...backtracking. 
The 1st Oracle: His stride was strong and his presence dominating. He didn't come off as the talkitive sort.
EuolAlya: Alya matched his speed as normal keeping her own graceful quick pace in check. Her curiosity had tugged at her sense her first meeting with Rizzen of the red sashes worn by the darkmask of this temple. She stayed quiet for a time 
EuolAlya: before asking "What do the red sashes stand for if I may know?" She was fully prepared to be dismissed but dared to ask never the less.
The 1st Oracle: Her question caused a light to enter in his dark red eyes and his profile as he turned his head, showed a devilish smirk. "It is a 'flag' of alligeance and loyalty to one of our agents. The Tower seems to want to forget the 
The 1st Oracle: person so we where these sashes to remind this church that the agent is gone...not dead and still carries the favor of Vhaeraun." They kept walking and Alya realized that they took the lower level stairs instead of the upper 
The 1st Oracle: one she had used before.
The 1st Oracle: *wear
EuolAlya: This tower made her miss her familar surface temple regardless of the fact that it had must as many twist and turns. "The agent must be great to have so many remember them. " Alya said testing to see Sol's reaction 
The 1st Oracle: Solaufein nodded but offered nothing further, his smirk not even disappearing. Alya recognized the servants quarters but they went passed that by going down a corridor.
EuolAlya: Alya continued following Sol keeping track of where and how they reached each point. She listened to her surroundings and took in what little Sol would give her. 
The 1st Oracle: "Do you have any belongings or poseessions in the tower?" He asked at length, going down a few marble steps where a large platform lay and with it a dozen doors, six on each side were now in view. They were decently sized
The 1st Oracle: and spaced. This where they stopped, so Alya gathered this was her destination. Solaufein, fiddled at something at his belt. Lifted the key ring and picked a key and opened the first door on the right. He stepped aside so she 
The 1st Oracle: could take a look inside. "You don't have to choose this room, but this sector houses our finest for loyal followers. Six are double rooms for more than one person to sleep in the other six are singles."
EuolAlya: "Yes. I have to find Alakas for my personals." She replies 
EuolAlya: Alya looked the single room over a moment and the only thing she truly desired was a chance to have some privacy. "This will do nicely." she replies. 
EuolAlya: She knew where to find Alakas as he made it more then clear to her before he left.
The 1st Oracle: Solaufein shrugged. "suit yourself." 
The 1st Oracle: The room was small but had all the essentials. A bed, a dresser, a closet and a bathroom. It was neatly furnished and even had an empty bookshelf by the end of the bed. Ther was one plush chair about fifteen feet away. 
The 1st Oracle: A little cramped, but cozy nonetheless.
The 1st Oracle: Solaufein studued her reaction and sly smirk. "I know of Alakas and I can help get your things, you can have them in here by the half hour without having to go through him...up to you of course."
EuolAlya: "That wont be needed." Alya said knowing such a action would cause far more trouble between her and Alakas then she desired. 
EuolAlya: She desired space, not a war with one of her few allies who would most likely ome to try to stay with her 
EuolAlya: regardless. "Thank you for the offer." she said remaining polite.
EuolAlya: She hesitates a moment as she wanted to know more of the battle going on but had already been given her orders. "If I can aid in the battle please let me know." 
EuolAlya: Alya said sincerely her feelings on the subject once again flickered in her eyes like a wild fire threatening to break lose and bring with it massive destruction but her face remained neutral.
The 1st Oracle: Solaufein nodded and accepted her decline with dignity. He offered a nod and turned to go and stoped when she spoke. He listened and considered her words. "We will see your mettle first in your assignment before you're 
The 1st Oracle: put into a war." He turned on his heel then that his boots clicked together, offering nothing further and left her to her privacy that she so clearly made evident. She was now alone.
EuolAlya has left the room.

Having secured her own room Alya walked through the temple with the soul purpose to find Alakas. It wasn't a hard task as he was where Alya had left him but a hour ago. He smiled at Alya as she aproached "My Euol, have you satisfied your cursioty so quickly?" Alakas asked disgarding the book he was reading and standing to greet her. "I don't remember being yours." Alya said with a slight smile. "Come with me to the privacy of your room. I have something I need to tell you." she added as she pulled her hand out of Alakas grasp continueing past him in the direction of his room. Alakas stood for a moment with a neutral look on his face but Alya could sense he was already displeased. Alya gave him a smile and then beckoned for him to come and waited as Alakas caught up with her. 

 Alakas opened the door letting Alya enter first, following in and locking the door behind him. "I want my own room." Alya said to Alakas as she moved to his book shelf and selected the books she had added to it. Alakas give a somewhat amused look to Alya before saying "You where there when I spoke to the bookkeeper on your behalf ,my flower.," the fact that he had paid for the response given was besides the point." I am sure you shall have one as soon as there is a room to be had. What are you doing?". Alya neatly stacked her books in the comfy chair she had grown fond of while staying with Alakas. "What does it look like I am doing, Alakas?" she asked as she went to the closet. Alya had but barely opened it when Alakas slammed it closed and holding it closed. "Where do you think you are going Alya?! You really think you can trust anyone but me in this place?! What's his name Alya?" Alakas asks with anger in his question that built as he spoke. Alya smiled at Alakas which only seemed to anger him more. "I am going where I can have some privacy." she replied forcing the door open and grabbing her backpack before letting Alakas slam it closed. He grabbed Alya's pack out her hand and tossed across the room knocking the books from the chair which achieved a glare from Alya. "A name Alya! Who is he?" Alakas growled again. "Pharaun Lhalabar." Alya replied calmly. In a flash Alakas grabbed Alya's arm voilently in a attempt to slam her into the wall but she resisted easily as she was far stronger. "Take your hand off me Alakas, now!" Alya demanded. Alakas removed his hand and turned his back on her knowing she would not strike him from behind stepping closer to the door. Alya grabbed her bag and began to recollect her books, placing them in her pack more then a little annoyed. Upon doing so she realized her deep blue thick winter blanket was missing from her belongings. Alakas turned back around having calmed himself offering Alya a hand up which she ignored now searching for her blanket. "Come now my Euol. This is foolishness and whom ever you have your eyes on has clearly decieved you. Please tell me his name so that I might straighten this matter up." Alakas said returning to stand beside Alya and gently brushing a loose piece of hair from her face and tucking it behind her ear ignoring her glare. "I told you a name. The Shadow Sorcerer is allowing me to have my own room. I do not want to share my space with another! I want to be able to spend a hour to myself! Don't touch me!" Alya replied continueing her search. Alakas attempted to grab Alya's face and in response she grabbed his wrist and pushed his hand away now meeting his eyes. "Don't." she repeated more then a little annoyed.

He put his hands up showing his palms."Please my beuatiful Alya, remain with me." he pauses gently putting himself in Alya's way as she spots the corner of her blanket hanging slightly longer then the blanket Alakas had covered it with on the bed. "At least come out with me to dinner and maybe a dance so we might talk more." he adds giving Alya the soft look that he had used to sway her into hugging him. Alya took a step back considering Alakas a moment who opened his arms silently asking for a hug. Alya walked into his arms with one hand on his chest and as he went to wrap his arms around her she gently pushed him onto the bed which he willingly allowed with a look of pleasant surprise on his face. He smiled at her as she leaned over him and Alakas gently brushed a stray hair from Alya's face and tucked it behind her ear. Suddenly, Alakas found himself covered in his own blanket as Alya tossed it over his head and snatched her own blanket out from under him."Another time perhaps my dear Alakas." Alya replied with a smile. Having everything she desired she quickly retreated from the bed chamber, collecting her bag as she exited. Alakas gave chase after fumbling with the blanket that had surved as a net but she was already to far out of his grasp to recover. "Good bye Alya, my flower." He called just loud enough for her to hear ignoring those in the hall as he enjoyed the view of Alya walking away before returning to his own room. 
