Xullrae Zauviir: 
(log on)

Unclear Presence: 
[ 5 Eleint, 1373 ]

Unclear Presence: 
Though it had been quite some time by the standards of

shorter-lived races, as Lyth had entered Sshamath, he found that it really

hadn't changed all that much. Certainly there were fresh faces aplenty

strolling the streets, 

Unclear Presence: 
and he noted a few buildings that he didn't recall being

there last time around, but the place was the bustling market that he

remembered all the same. The brilliance of the multi-colored magical lights

which suffused the city is 

Unclear Presence: 
one of the more distinctive things he recalled about the

place. It was quite a contrast in comparison to the utterly dark tunnels

laying just outside the city's single entrance which rest several stories

above his head by this

Unclear Presence: 
point. The run-around that the City Watch gave him was

much like his last visit as well. While he was of a race that was considered

free while visiting, that didn't stop the distrustful glares from certain

passers-by, nor did it 

Unclear Presence: 
lessen the forced politeness engendered upon him by the

Watch themselves as they pointedly marched along with him to a certain point

within the city, apprising him of the general do's and don'ts, of where he

should stay, and even of

Unclear Presence: 
where he should stay away from. While having had to at

least half-heartedly seem to listen and offer a nod every so often, Lyth did

manage to observe a few subtle yet significant things along the way. The

first didn't connect at 

Unclear Presence: 
first, and probably didn't mean all that much, but he did

end up noticing that there were clergy of both the Vhaeraunian and

Ghaunadaurian faiths openly walking with the city patrols. Something that he

could now clearly recall being

Unclear Presence: 
the province of the last remaining Lolthites in the city.

Then he just as quickly surmised that it had something to do with that

Silence of Lolth that he had at least heard rumor of, if not actually seen

evidence of himself during

Unclear Presence: 
his various travels in the Realms Below since returning to

this Plane. Another thing of note was that part of the great Bazaar, which

never closed, was actually shut down and roped off, with a few guards

standing watch and keeping 

Unclear Presence: 
anyone from straying too closely or lingering too long. It

had occured to him at that point that he'd noticed more than one crew of work

slaves being ushered in certain directions, the bulk of which seemed to be

heading in a 

Unclear Presence: 
generally southerly direction. After being given all the

'lectures', Lyth had been handed a small chapbook of sorts--also something

new--that detailed pretty much everything he'd been told, and had a rather

handy map of key points 

Unclear Presence: 
of interest to visitors. He now found himself left to his

own devices in the heart of the Bazaar.

BitVyper: 
Lyth recalled a time when the attitudes presented by the guards

would have bothered him.  Now, it barely seemed to register, beyond how tame

it all seemed.  

BitVyper: 
He'd very nearly chuckled when they &quot;offered&quot; an escort.

What in all the hells could they have done to stop him from doing whatever he

wanted? Of course, this time, 

BitVyper: 
Lyth had no business in mind that would be likely to upset any of

the city's major powers.  At least, that was what he told the guards.  Just

here to shop, and hawk some magic items.  It wasn't like he planned to hunt

down and gut

BitVyper: 
a human who'd taken up residence here.  He felt his heart rate

quicken at that though.  Could the damned human still be alive? It had been

so long.  Lyth sincerely hoped so.  He'd very nearly given up on ever finding

the wizard,

BitVyper: 
Koran.  If he still lived, Lyth intended to pay him back in kind

for every bit of pain he'd caused.  He very rarely took pleasure in killing,

but this, he felt, would be an exception.

BitVyper: 
And then there was the matter of Glahl.  How that fiend had clawed

his way out of Baator, Lyth didn't know or care.  He'd be sending the bastard

home as soon as his business with Koran was finished.  Let him freeze his ass

off in

BitVyper: 
Caina, where his kind belongs, and await the day when Lyth would

come back to finish him and the rest of them off permanently.  He had much to

do, but for the moment, more mundane needs required his attention; he needed

food

BitVyper: 
and a bed to rest on.  The guard had suggested a particular

location, wherein his kind were tolerated.  He wasn't in a particularly foul

mood at the moment, so he decided to go there, rather than piss anyone off.

Hunger can do

BitVyper: 
wonders for a man's temperment.  So it was, that Lyth ignored

whatever damage had been done to the baazar, and began walking in the

direction of the Vengeful Weave.

Unclear Presence: 
The trip was a relatively short and direct one, as a major

route through the city ran in that direction straight out of the Bazaar.

Though of course the path veered westerly by the time it hit the edge of the

Darkwoods

Unclear Presence: 
District--which Lyth recalled seeing on the map as now

being called the Foreign Quarter, which was a major change if he cared to

ponder on its meaning--

Unclear Presence: 
as most folk of the city didn't care to foray into that

particular area. Unless they were up for a bit of sport with the local

lowlifes, that is. Despite the fact that the Vengeful Weave Inn hadn't

existed during his last trip, it 

Unclear Presence: 
was easy enough to find, its tall outer wall being one of

the only significant landmarks on that particular border of the Darkwoods. As

he neared the open gates along said wall, he was easily able to note the

bustle of activity 

Unclear Presence: 
within the outer fringes of the Darkwoods, and that the

work crews he'd seen earlier were indeed going into and out of there in

particular. Large piles of debris were being hauled out and off in the

direction of the work areas to 

Unclear Presence: 
the west for whatever purpose. Several contingents of City

Watch patrols were situated along the border, though whether it was to keep

people in or out was up in the air. As it stood, there wasn't much time to

linger, as folk of all

Unclear Presence: 
creeds, including a few drow, were headed into and out of

the large, open gateway. Beyond he could see a rather lavish garden of

various trees and shrubs, most definitely kept alive by magics of some sort,

as they were all plants 

Unclear Presence: 
from the surface which needed sunlight to survive. There

was various statuary, fountains, and benches also situated within the grand

courtyard, with larger paths running near the wall in both directions upon

which he saw several

Unclear Presence: 
Underdark steeds coming and going, to stables which seemed

to be set within the outer wall of the city, much like the bulk of the Inn

itself. From his vantage, he could see several stories of well-lit windows

set into a rather 

Unclear Presence: 
sizable expanse of smoothed-flat wall. The large, ornate

double doors of the Inn's entrance foyer were opening and honestly rather

inviting right now, with some sort of music streaming outward, and the sounds

of merriment. Not to 

Unclear Presence: 
mention some rather delectable smells that were even

overpowering the aromas of the various flowering plants found in the

courtyard. With the comforts of inside beckoning more than those presented

outside, Lyth soon found himself 

Unclear Presence: 
standing amid what could be any rather upscale inn and

tavern on the surface. Upscale yet somehow with a raunchy undertone all the

same, that is, what with the mostly nude dancers situated on various small

stages dotting the massive

Unclear Presence: 
floorscape. Not to mention the many gambling tables that

were running just about any conceivable game in the entire Realms. There was

also a larger stage present, but no show seemed to be running at the moment.

The lighting was much

Unclear Presence: 
dimmer around the dancing areas, and quite bright at the

gambling tables, giving Lyth the notion that there was no expense spared on

magics working in the area, at the very least. There were women and men of

many creeds both waiting

Unclear Presence: 
on the clientelle, and amongst the clientelle themselves.

While many tables were occupied, several options were still open to him among

them. There was also a large, centrally located bar where he could take up a

seat as well.

BitVyper: 
Lyth  chose to seat himself at one of the smaller tables which

remained unnoccupied.  He briefly focused on one of his higher senses, and

was more than a little surprised to find the place teeming with tanari.  He

had no qualms 

BitVyper: 
their kind, however.  He'd even fought beside a few before, though

he didn't particularly relish the experience.  Not big team players, demons.

A silent urging from the blade at his side assured the elf that none of the

fiends he'd

BitVyper: 
detected were baatezu.  Fine then; he could stand to be waited on

by a few demons for once.  For the moment though, he simply drank in the

sights, remembering when he would have been more involved in such a crowd,

and tuned his mind

BitVyper: 
into the song which had been his constant companion for nearly

eleven years, and awaited service.

Unclear Presence: 
He was soon acquainted with a dark-skinned beauty that

kept her long hair loose and free, which was about the only thing covering

her ample breasts. While he may or may not find the drowess attractive, one

fact that may be in her 

Unclear Presence: 
favor is that she was one of the few non-fiends among the

wait staff. Despite her being pleasant and subservient enough--which was odd,

coming from a drowess--he could feel some underlying tensions, and a sense of

her being hurried,

Unclear Presence: 
perhaps. Though honestly, the tensions didn't seem to be

concerning him. A better feeling out of the place would reveal a certain

level of tension among all the staff, though the reason wasn't so easy to

determine. She took his 

Unclear Presence: 
order and left with a smile, heading towards a door that

could only lead to the kitchens, leaving Lyth to himself once again. Despite

the fact that he chose a rather solitary place amongst the tables, he

suddenly found himself with 

Unclear Presence: 
a visitor of sorts all the same. A rather short, wiry,

dark-skinned dwarf--a duergar--took up a stool along the wall near his table.

While the male wasn't much of an oddity here in the sea of oddities, one

feature of note stood

Unclear Presence: 
out--he had a full head of hair, though only about

shoulder length. Quite rare, if not completely unique, for one of his race.

Not seeming to care if Lyth wanted to be left alone or not, the bouncer spoke

out to him. "The place has 

Unclear Presence: 
seen a bit more business in the past few days, what with

it bein' under new management and all. Try not to mind any o' us staffers

bein a bit out o' sorts or seeming distracted. The change hasn't entirely

been a good one." 

Unclear Presence: 
Apparently, the man was at least observant, as a bouncer

should be, and had noted that Lyth's waitress wasn't up to par in her

service.

BitVyper: 
Lyth was polite, if not overly personable with the waitress.  He'd

never really talked with a drow woman who wasn't a complete bitch, and she

was certainly attractive.  It was odd to look at one in that way... then

again,

BitVyper: 
foul character had never really stopped him before.  He had to

smirk somewhat at that, as an old memory surfaced.  When the duergar spoke

up, he shrugged, and responded, &quot;better here than anywhere else, so far.

I just need 

BitVyper: 
food and a bed anyway.&quot;  He thought for a moment and then

added, &quot;what happened to the last owner?&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
The duergar took a moment of his own to apparently think

as well, then sort of grimaced and simply said, "Died." Lyth got the

impression that it was sort of a sore spot with the man, but there was no

overt hostility in the simple 

Unclear Presence: 
statement. That the man quickly changed the subject was

further proof of the soreness. "So, food and a bed, eh? Well, once yaer

rested, the place offers many forms of entertainment, just a few of which ye

can see." The duergar then 

Unclear Presence: 
paused a moment, and seemed to scrutinize Lyth in the

interim, though not in a bad way. In the wake of that silent assessment, the

dark-skinned male leaned forward conspiratorially and nudged his head towards

one of the far back

Unclear Presence: 
walls, and more specifically to a set of double doors set

therein. "Though back there may be entertainment more tae the liking of one

like yaerself." As the man leaned back into his sitting position, the look on

his face showed that

Unclear Presence: 
he gathered that statement could be taken in more than one

way, at least one of which could be derogatory, so he quickly made an

addendum. "With the sword and whatnot, I mean." He left off with a short

cough, and as if on cue, the 

Unclear Presence: 
a waitress walked over from the bar and through the doors

in question, revealing the faint sounds of roaring applaud and what seemed

like the din of battle.

Unclear Presence: 
*applause

BitVyper: 
&quot;Sounds like a good warm up,&quot; the elf responded, feeling

his muscles immediately tense at the thought of a good fight.  &quot;Anyone

good in there?&quot; He thought about pressing the dwarf on the tavern's

former owner, 

BitVyper: 
but it hardly seemed to matter.  He didn't plan on spending too

much time in Sshamath anyway... unless more baatezu were about.

Unclear Presence: 
Eyeing Lyth up again, this time with a bit of a grin, the

dwarf responded. "It depends on yaer idea of 'good'. To be blunt, ye look

like one who's used his blade a time or three, so it may be a tad harder for

ya to find any real 

Unclear Presence: 
sport. But that's the lovely thing about the Fights. Once

word gets out about certain contenders, always someone to be steppin up to

the plate soon that might just be able tae knock ye down a peg or two. Or at

least give yae a real 

Unclear Presence: 
workout."

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Xull'rae had been listening in from time to time.  She had

a head wrap to hide her hair and a sheer veil to distort her features

slightly, but otherwise she was dressed like any other waitress.  It was

something she got into the 

OnlineHost: 
BitVyper has left the room.

OnlineHost: 
Unclear Presence has left the room.

OnlineHost: 
Unclear Presence has entered the room.

OnlineHost: 
BitVyper has left the room.

OnlineHost: 
BitVyper has entered the room.

Unclear Presence: 
( in now?)

BitVyper: 
(jes)

Unclear Presence: 
( alrighty )

Xullrae Zauviir: 
habit of doing, blending in with her employees and working

like them to find out valuable information that she did not trust them to

always gather. Now she made herself known and moved ever so effortlessly to

Lyths table and 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
leaned across the table with a mischeivious smile. "I know

lot's about that room and if you are interested I can get you inn. The owner

is always looking for fresh faces to spice up the entertainment value."

BitVyper: 
&quot;If this is your staff at their worst,&quot; Lyth said to the

duergar, &quot;They must move like quicklings the rest of the time.  He

turned to face the drowess before  continuing, &quot;a fight sounds good.

How soon?&quot; 

BitVyper: 
The soft song, ever present in the back of his head had begun to

quicken its pace to match his mood.  A good fight might help him loosen up

and get back into the crowd, the way he used to.

Unclear Presence: 
( alrighty, close log for the night)
Unclear Presence: 
[ Continuation; 5 Eleint, 1373 ]

Unclear Presence: 
The bouncer seemed rather taken aback and speechless at

the moment. Apparently it was quite a surprise to him that the veiled woman

was there; and it was also easy to gather that she was someone of import from

his reaction as

Unclear Presence: 
well. Not one to be outwardly off-guard for long, the

black-skinned dwarf cleared his throat loudly and set his face to a grimace,

folding his wiry arms over top of the slight pot-belly--which his simple

leather vest does little to 

Unclear Presence: 
cover--that comprises his abdomen. "That'd be one way o'

puttin' it, Saer elf...." He responded rather absently now, eyeing up the

drowess with some degree of open scrutiny. In all honesty, while they'd

gotten along well enough in 

Unclear Presence: 
the past, he was one of the few people that was rather

fond of the old owner and said entities methods. It would be a while until he

was comfortable with the drowess in complete charge, and with her seemingly

abrupt and somewhat 

Unclear Presence: 
outrageous methods. Not that it meant anything to their

elven visitor. For now, he let the ball lay in her court.

Unclear Presence: 
*entity's

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Xull'rae giggled softlyat Lyth and winked to Rengar as if

to try and put him at ease. "Good service means great money and a working

girl has to earn her keep somehow.  If its a fight you want now, Pt Belly

here can escort you to the

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Pit with this pass," she digs in her short top and

retrieves a rectangular piece of paper and hands it out to him to take. It

reads: the Blood Pit: Admit one challenger.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Pot belly

BitVyper: 
Lyth noted the interaction between the drow woman and the duergar,

but decided to leave it be.  She had shown up pretty quickly , but hell, if

it was some kind of 

BitVyper: 
hustle, at least there'd be a bit of action.  &quot;Alright,&quot;

he said, giving the duergar a quick glance to see if he reacted to the pet

name.  &quot;Fight'll

BitVyper: 
give me an appetite.&quot;  He took the offered pass.

&quot;Thanks.&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
Noting the eagerness on both their parts, he decided to

comply, leaping from his high stool to land with the softest of thunks.

Cramming the paper into one of the small pockets on his vest --as it was

honestly unnecessary--he shot 

Unclear Presence: 
Xull'rae one last scrutinizing look, then shrugged and

headed off towards the doorway in question. "No worries that ye ordered

already. The management will make sure that  your food remains warm and yaer

drink cold...." Besides, he 

Unclear Presence: 
thought silently to himself, if you are as good as I

assess you to be, this might not take long. The more powerful adversaries

usually needed to be called upon ahead of time for a fight. One never knew

for sure, however.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
"Woo hoo a brave one that looks snuff too! Have fun

stranger and come back alive," she smiled brightly to oth men and walked

gracefully to the next waiting table with a little dance to her step.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Both

BitVyper: 
Lyth watched her go for a moment, then stood up, and moved toward

the other room.  &quot;Lets go then.&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
Winding their way through the gaming tables and dancing

stages didn't take long, and while Lyth received some assessing stares, none

dared linger long upon him. When they got to the doorway, the duergar paused

a moment, then stepped

Unclear Presence: 
through. Lyth could assess that the man was possibly

enacting some form of necessary entrance ritual, but it was all conjecture as

nothing was outwardly done. At any rate, once they stepped into the chamber

beyond, the full noise of

Unclear Presence: 
the cheering and leering crowd assaulted their ears. There

was obviously some sort of muffling magic at work upon the doorway that

prevented the loud din from fully escaping this large chamber. Tiers of

padded benches lined three 

Unclear Presence: 
sides of a long, relatively narrow pit that was set into

the floor of the chamber. The pit itself was only some ten feet deep, but it

was actually set a full level below, as the tiers only went a few upward from

their level, and 

Unclear Presence: 
continued down to the level of the pit itself for some

length. The fourth side of the pit--that being the end farthest from

themselves--was comprised of nothing more than a stairway down which

competitors could tread to the arena 

Unclear Presence: 
below. Magical globes of light were set in various places

around the pit itself to illuminate it, but the stands where the watchers

were situated were largely left in complete darkness, shrouding the

identities of those here to some

Unclear Presence: 
degree. As they circumvented their way towards the far end

by way of an aisle that ran through the stands on the room's main level, Lyth

was able to see that there was a doorway set into the side of the staircase,

near the bottom, 

Unclear Presence: 
meaning there were more chambers below. Perhaps they kept

some sort of beasts on hand at times, if knowledge of other fighting arenas

held true here. At any rate, the trip across didn't take long, and the

diminuitive dwarf stopped 

Unclear Presence: 
to have a brief conversation with a rather burly looking

human who was posted at the top of the stair. Both men nodded and the dwarf

stepped back over to Lyth. He was about to speak when his attention was

grabbed by the opponents

Unclear Presence: 
below, who both just now reappeared, having apparently

gone invisible just a bit earlier and were now revealed. One was a large,

white-skinned creature of a type that would stand out to Lyth, being an agent

of chaos, and hence 

Unclear Presence: 
akin to those he was 'bred' to fight in some way; a slaad,

though this particular color was very rare in the mortal realms. Its opponent

was a half-naked drow male, of whom not much could be discerned any 

Unclear Presence: 
longer, as his body was now impaled upon one set of the

slaad's massive claws, with the rest badly torn asunder. To the drow's

credit, his last attack left a sword sticking from the slaad's chest. Not

that it seemed to be doing much

Unclear Presence: 
harm from the way the slaad suddenly gave out a victorious

cry and strutted around the pit with it's newfound trophy. "Ah, yaer in luck,

a worthy opponent for ye." The words were said in a somewhat sarcastic, or at

least ironic, 

Unclear Presence: 
manner, for despite the fact that Lyth looked seasoned,

the dwarf obviously didn't know his full capabilities, and was well aware of

what the white skinned slaad could do. "Always time to just act like you were

here to watch the fun

Unclear Presence: 
and make a few bets." He left off with that, offering an

inquisitive look to the elf.

BitVyper: 
Lyth wondered at the various spells at play in this place.  Either

the owner was very powerful, or very well connected.  Probably both.  he was

particularly surprised to see a white Slaad here.  Very rare creatures those,

and 

BitVyper: 
more than enough to make his blood boil.  He also noted that had

the late challenger known the anatomy of his foe, that sword might have

actually done some damage.  When the duergar spoke up, 

BitVyper: 
Lyth responded, still watching the Slaad; &quot;yeah...

betting.&quot;  He handed the dwarf a small satchel of coins.  &quot;Better

put it on me,&quot; he finished, giving the dwarf a feral grin.

Unclear Presence: 
The dwarf was speechless at the moment, for the small

satchel felt awfully heavy, meaning the elf was rather sure of himself. That,

or completely daft. Offering a return grin--though not so much a feral

one--the dwarf gave a quick, 

Unclear Presence: 
appreciative slap to Lyth's arm and pointed towards the

arena. "I'll get ye some really good odds, elf, no worries. Just remember tae

buy me a drink later." If you live, that is, he added silently. "No real

rules down there, just 

Unclear Presence: 
some things that folk frown upon as it takes away the fun.

One is dispelling, unless used to counteract another wizard's spells. Nothing

so boring as flashy magics being quelled. So of course any sort of effect

that quells spells in

Unclear Presence: 
general is disliked. Not that ye seem like the wizardly

type in the first place." He added a small chuckle then began to wander off

to get the crowd riled up. Down below, the slaad looked up the stairwell to

see who would be next, 

Unclear Presence: 
absently plucking the sword from its breast. Even from

here, Lyth could see the wound rapidly close and seemingly completely heal.

In fact, though he had noted some scores upon the things body a few moments

ago, there seemed to be 

Unclear Presence: 
no freshly flowing wounds of any sort any longer. It was

easy enough for one like Lyth to recall their preternaturally fast healing,

though, so no huge surprise. In just the time it took to reflect upon that

fact, the crowd was 

Unclear Presence: 
already in an uproar of bet placing and calling out odds.
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BitVyper: 
Lyth barely paid attention to the dwarf's passing.  He felt his

heart-rate quicken in anticipation, but forcibly slowed it as he paced toward

the ring, silently recounting all that he knew of Slaadi tactics and anatomy.

A short 

BitVyper: 
leap brought him over the last row of spectators, and down to the

end of the ring opposite the slaad.  As he withdrew his sword and shield,

giving the slaad a chance to acknowledge him, the elf also silently called

upon his innate

BitVyper: 
abilities to prevent any spells of summoning his opponent might

attempt.

Unclear Presence: 
Apparently, the slaad could feel that something was amiss

in the wake of Lyth enacting his summoning damp, though probably not exactly

what. Or, it simply could have been impressed with Lyth's great leap, and

wanted to show its 

Unclear Presence: 
newfound flamboyant opponent just how good it's own

prowess was. Whatever the case, the thing moved like lightning to cover the

short distance between them, snapping its huge set of toothy jaws down at the

smaller elf with no regard

Unclear Presence: 
to the sword and shield that its opponent now wielded.

Obviously it hadn't taken any real time to assess its opponent, or something

as normally intelligent as itself might have given pause.

BitVyper: 
Lyth grunted as he took the brunt of his opponents back, but

dealth them back three fold, driving the creature back several feet with his

ferocity, leaving scores of deep cuts in its hide.  Decorus flashed its

brilliant rainbow 

BitVyper: 
of light all about the arena as the two fought, healing its

wielder for every hit he scored against the slaadi.

BitVyper: 
*opponent's attacks

Unclear Presence: 
The fact that the elf was getting the upper hand wasn't

lost on the slaad, but at this point, that fact only angered the slaad and

renewed its fervor for attacking. While it managed to land a solid bite on

the elf despite the 

Unclear Presence: 
smaller creature's armor, it had not stunned the whelp as

expected. Exasperated, the slaad could do little more than try to look past

the pain of the elf's blade repeatedly digging into its warty hide and

continue offering up what 

Unclear Presence: 
were seemingly pitiful blows from its own massive claws.

When the elf managed to cause a wound that actually seemed to tear its

innards apart from the inside out, the slaad let out a furious growl of pain,

and decided that perhaps 

Unclear Presence: 
it was time to rely less on its physical attacks and

simply kill the foolish mortal outright via other means. It had a reputation

to maintain, after all. At least it noted that the elven warrior wasn't

protected against the pure 

Unclear Presence: 
chaos that its bite had repeatedly inflicted.

BitVyper: 
The slaadi tried to cast something, and promptly had its spell

reflected by the magic in Lyth's shield.  Seeing that its spell had been

ineffective, the creature tried to move away from Lyth and more importantly,

the rainbow blade

BitVyper: 
in his right hand.  Again though, the elf was the faster, easily

pacing his opponent.  The dragons were becoming almost palpable around him as

he called upon yet another of their powers to deliver a powerful blow into

the slaad's

BitVyper: 
mid-section.

Unclear Presence: 
The fact that the elf had somehow reflected its own magic

back upon it had pretty much been the clincher for the slaad, in relating to

whether it needed to step things up. When the elf took flight suddenly, it

was just icing on the 

Unclear Presence: 
cake, so to speak. A bittersweet cake, that is. Before it

took flight of its own to chase down the elf, the slaads form suddenly began

to shift, growing larger and bulkier, with the snowy white of its hide

becoming a deepest black 

Unclear Presence: 
in hue. Normally it would consider darkening the

atmosphere around them to use to its advantage, but the slaad new well enough

that the crowd would not be so pleased at that prospect. Simply having gone

invisible last round was 

Unclear Presence: 
already pushing the limits, so he didn't want to repeat

that again. However, this elf--for whom his respect and hatred were both

growing--may force him to use such underhanded means. Now that he was feeling

somewhat refreshed, and 

Unclear Presence: 
definitely more powerful in this new form, the slaad

decided to simply go in for the kill again and test the waters first. Leaping

into the air and launching himself at the elf, it soon became apparent that

perhaps this wasn't the

Unclear Presence: 
best idea, as the elven warrior proved quite formidable in

the air as well, landing two solid blows without much effort. The slaad knew

well enough it couldn't win up here, so perhaps another shift in tactics

would help.

BitVyper: 
A black slaad now.  Then it probably wasn't an actual slaadi, Lyth

realised.  Regardless, its scales were tougher to penetrate now, and Lyth

actually grunted in pain for the first time during their fight when it spat a

gob of pure

BitVyper: 
chaos at him.  The stuff seared him harshly.

Unclear Presence: 
The slaad was largely undecided on how best to fight this

foe. Some of its most powerful spells were virtually neutered with the rules

of the arena, not to mention it also couldn't summon more of its kind, a fact

it didn't know just

Unclear Presence: 
yet. Going to the ground again would give the flying elf

too much advantage, but its own attacks were limited from the air. Running

away again and releasing another gob of chaotic spittle was about the only

recourse left to it at 

Unclear Presence: 
the moment, so that's what it did. In return, the elf

followed once more, and unleashed a painful blow of his own upon the

wart-coverd black flesh. Both were hurting each other, but it was going

pathetically slowly, and the crowd 

Unclear Presence: 
wouldn't tolerate such tedium for long. It didn't help

that each time the slaad flew away, the damnable elf was able to get an extra

blow in, but taking the shot became a necessity as the chaos creature veered

away and downward.

BitVyper: 
Irritated with the creature's tactics, Lyth shouted an insult in

the infernal tongue as he chased after it yet again, finally landing a solid

blow when it stopped to cast a spell.  Whatever it was didn't take effect,

however, so

BitVyper: 
Lyth pressed the attack again, hoping to keep it grounded this

time.

Unclear Presence: 
And grounded would be the word for it. Though the slaad

was now better off with its own damage dealing potential, the elf seemed to

keep eating it up like it were nothing. Or rather, the slaad became aware

that the elf was healing 

Unclear Presence: 
much of the damage dealt out, though not how. Healing at a

rate faster than the slaad itself, to boot. Now more enraged than anything,

the slaad just continued lashing with tongue and claw, trading blows in a

vain attempt to keep up

Unclear Presence: 
with the elven warrior's superior prowess. That was until

the pale skinned surfacer nearly killed him. Weakened greatly, and unable to

keep relying on his own healing factor, the slaad decided to try and go out

with a bang,

Unclear Presence: 
relatively speaking.
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Xullrae Zauviir: 
Lyth'ra saw the build up of magics in the slaadi's hands,

and instinctively stepped off to the side just before a bolt of white

lightning crossed through the spot he'd been standing.  Continuing with the

momentum of his

Xullrae Zauviir: 
movement, Lyth stepped all the way around the hulking

beast, and drove Decorus into the back of its neck.  As it slumped over, he

flicked the blood off his blade, and resheathed it.

Unclear Presence: 
Before the body had even fallen to the floor, it began to

revert, becoming much smaller, though it remained a humanoid. Human, to be

exact, with its olive skinned head shaved and tattooed in a style that Lyth

was very well familiar 

Unclear Presence: 
with. As the Red Wizard impacted, the body shifted enough

that the face was revealed to some degree. Enough for Lyth to know it wasn't

his hated adversary. But it may bring a triumphant note all the same, as

after a bit of scrutiny,

Unclear Presence: 
he recognized it as one of Koran's old associates, someone

in his wizard circle to be exact. The anticipation wouldn't end there,

however, as Lyth's eye caught one tattoo on the clean shaven head a moment

later; a tattoo that bore a

Unclear Presence: 
*the form of a symbol rather familiar to him: Glahl's

personal rune. It looked to be a fairly fresh addition, as well, so somehow,

this male was tied to Glahl as well as Koran. So it really may be possible to

kill two birds with one

Unclear Presence: 
stone after all. Further thought on the subject was soon

drowned out by the roaring of the crowd and the dumping of much gold at

Lyth's feet, and the feel of the duergar slapping him on the back with hearty

congratulations. One last

Unclear Presence: 
thought of the man was engendered by the ever-piling gold,

however...would it be enough to purchase a resurrection? With a

self-satisfied laugh running through his mind, lyth figured that it would

indeed be.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(log off?)
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