Unclear Presence: 
Upon entering the office, at the behest of one of the drow

males that had been present at the group meeting--the extremely ugly

one--Phaerro's initial take on the chamber was one of down to earth style

business. Though the place

Unclear Presence: 
must be flowing in money, what with it being not only a

temple to a god of thievery, but also effectively the city's central thieve's

guild

Unclear Presence: 
the environs were not overly plush nor extravagant. Two

comfortable chairs sat before a large desk of what looked to be wood, with a

few large bookshelves adorning the walls surrounding them. The only real

adornment in the office

Unclear Presence: 
that looked to have any monetary worth was a finely carved

statue of a masked drow male that stood off to one side of the desk along the

wall. Phaerro's scans offered nothing overtly out of place to his vision--the

desk contained 

Unclear Presence: 
various writing implements and papers, the bookshelves

contained books, and so on. One thing did stand out, however--the fact that

the outer walls, including a door which sat behind and slightly off to the

side of the desk, 

Unclear Presence: 
could not be penetrated. And it wasn't a matter of a

barrier being built into them. That would reveal the barrier itself set

within. No, something kept the ring from affecting them at all. The same for

the ceiling and floor, if 

Unclear Presence: 
Phaerro cared to look. Those thoughts aside, there seemed

to be no trickery of note set in place. Whatever defenses were in the room

were most likely of the magical sort. A few moments after Phaerro was ushered

in by the ugly male--

Unclear Presence: 
ushered the key word, as the man proceeded to follow

Phaerro in and shut the door behind them--the room's other door opened, and

the Shadow Sorcerer entered. Pausing but a moment to regard and nod in

greeting to them, the Shadow

Unclear Presence: 
Sorcerer then proceeded to his seat behind the desk, and

motioned for them to take up in the two chairs in front of

Unclear Presence: 
it. "You will have to forgive the brief delay. Pressing

matters seem to crop up quite often as of late."

Kitty De Carabas: 
Phaerro nodded and cautiously took a seat, shifting its

position and giving himself plenty of buffer space to escape from the

confines of the armchair if needed.  

Kitty De Carabas: 
"I would hear more of what you offer me before making a

hasty decision.  You have done your homework, so I am curious where you wish

to begin."

Unclear Presence: 
Glancing briefly at Bragh, the uncomely male beside

Phaerro, as an indicator for exactly what Phaerro would not know, he then

turned to regard Phaerro for a moment before answering. When he spoke, it

seemed as if he were weighing

Unclear Presence: 
his words ever so slightly. "We have done our homework,

yes, though on what you can offer us, moreso than what we can offer you I

daresay. So if you would, enlighten us once more on what precisely it is you

would ask of us in return

Unclear Presence: 
for your services." A brief pause, during which the

slightest of polite smiles forms. "Think of this as a bargaining session, if

you will, just to clear the air on that and push aside any pretenses."

Perhaps he would annoy the man

Unclear Presence: 
by making him repeat such things, but that was all part of

the assessment they were taking. It didn't truly matter if they actually did

employ the man or not. Others could fill the gap if need be. But this would

be convenient and

Unclear Presence: 
timely, so it was his hope that they could come to an

actual and binding agreement.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
The ugly drow male stayed silent during this conversation,

offering the barest nod to the high priest. Those dark red orbs burned like

coals as he looked upon the new male. He stared just into Phaerro's face and

no where else, as if

Xullrae Zauviir: 
nothing else about the new comer mattered, he binked like a

bird, and he was unembarressed about being so strange or rude as some may see

it that way.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
*blinked

Kitty De Carabas: 
He pursed his lips in consideration.  Conceal too much of

his ambition and they would think he had something to hide beyond the norm. 

Kitty De Carabas: 
 Be too candid and they would take advantage of his trust.

"What to ask for?" he thought to himself.  "They are wizards.  

Kitty De Carabas: 
They are Vhaerunites.  They have the ear of the Mages of

Sshamath, if not an outright seat of power.  They are invested in the

stability and power of the Magi here then. 

Kitty De Carabas: 
 Best not to bring up our other plans..."  He drew his

thoughts together and spoke in a neutrally disinterested tone, familiar to

any drow negotiator.  

Kitty De Carabas: 
"Rilyn Tree'Duis, my company for hire, needs to establish

a repuation for efficacy and accomplishment.  It also can well-use the

patronage of steady employment and favor from those in power.  

Kitty De Carabas: 
We also have trade and travel ambitions, and in time we

hope to create protected magical transportations of exclusivity, that would

benefit the city and us. 

Kitty De Carabas: 
 As such, I would ask for the laying of a foundation for

such a relationship of mutal favors and promotion."

Unclear Presence: 
Taking it all in with more than mild interest, though of

course feigning outwardly that his interest was only mild at best, he paused

before answering, letting proper time for him to ponder such things. Of

course, he'd already

Unclear Presence: 
thought ahead on such matters after their previous

conversation, but he too should not seem too far ahead of himself, so to

speak. Before laying his own propositions on the table, however, he had one

honest question. "I believe it 

Unclear Presence: 
was commented on before, and we have our own

assessment--valid or not--but exactly how many are in your emploY?"

Kitty De Carabas: 
He took a breath.  "The exact number can fluctuate, but is

generally growing.  At this time, I can say that Rilyn Tree'Duis has

approximately thirty men under readied arms and spell."  

Unclear Presence: 
Nodding in response, no sort of thanks given, nor most

likely expected, he then proceeded. "I believe we can easily accomodate you

on all counts. Aside from this tower, we have various holdings in the city,

for just as many varying 

Unclear Presence: 
reasons. One such property, easily suited to purposes of

setting up as a barracks and headquarters for your company, will be provided

to you. Cares would be taken to assure that the use of this property does not

link your company

Unclear Presence: 
directly to us in any way." He pauses momentarily, as if

considering whether or not to reveal something. "I mention that last part, as

we are not considered with high regards by all in the city. For reasons both

obvious and

Unclear Presence: 
not. Which brings me to another point of bargaining. You

state that you desire steady employment and ties to power. We can give you

those, not just directly, but indirectly. Though I do not desire to short our

own establishement in 

Unclear Presence: 
the doing, I propose you split your manpower in two

different endeavors. The first would be a contingent kept here at the tower,

to bolster our own forces. This would serve to aid us in mundane ways we

could use right now, and also 

Unclear Presence: 
serve as a means for you to prove the competence of your

people in the long term. To us, that is. In order to bolster your companies

reputation with those of a low opinion of our own, I would bid you set up a

second, perhaps larger 

Unclear Presence: 
contingent with one of the other Schools. An endeavor we,

of course, could arrange behind the scenes, and you would have full credit

for it publicly. That part is not only for your benefit, but would keep ours

from being stained if 

Unclear Presence: 
for some reason your company falls short of expectations.

I'm sure you get the gist of that part of what I'm proposing. Should your

public endeavors fare well, the rest of what you have asked for will fall

naturally into place. We 

Unclear Presence: 
will, of course, provide what resources we may when and if

it is required. I'm sure it is your hope as well as our own that once we get

your feet on the ground, your enterprise will flourish and grow of it's own

accord." He pauses

Unclear Presence: 
again, briefly, adjusting slightly in his chair, and

almost seems as if he'll continue, but then thinks better of it, and lets

that much be digested before adding anything further. After all, one should

only offer as much as they

Unclear Presence: 
absolutely had to.

Kitty De Carabas: 
He nods while listening to the proposal.  "I can arrange

to split the company, but I prefer to rotate them on a periodic basis,

perhaps once every two tendays.  I am sure a discreet method of trasferring

the troops can be arranged."

Unclear Presence: 
Smiling honestly, though thinly, this time, he nods full

acquiesence. "Of course. Discreet is our specialty. And I agree to and with

such a term fully. Now...." Again his eyes dart for the briefest of moments

in Bragh's direction

Unclear Presence: 
before settling back upon Phaerro. "...we here at the

tower would easily find use for ever larger contingents of your company to be

present, should it indeed flourish and the ranks swell. Especially

if...forgive me, when...." Yet

Unclear Presence: 
again, his eyes dart to Bragh, in what almost seemed

sincere apology. "....the school of wizards here is fully sanctioned by the

city, we would require an actual army, to keep on par with the other

established schools. So again, it 

Unclear Presence: 
would be to both our benefits for your enterprise to do

well. I point it out to try and assure you that we are being earnest in our

part of these dealings."

Kitty De Carabas: 
He tilts his covered visage just so, regarding the

off-putting Bragh with equanimity before looking back at Lhalabar.  "Agreed

then. 

Kitty De Carabas: 
 Are there any other details you may disclose to me at

this time regarding the mission at hand?  I am a man of preparations, so the

more I know, the better I perform."

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Bragh offered nothing, his beady eyes shifted to Pharaun

momentarily before shifting back to the other drow with a witch of his dark

lips, that formed the smallest of smirks, it seemed that was all his mouth

was capable of doing.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Not only was Bragh ugly, he was thin to the point of being

frail, that not even his robes could hide. The thin dry whisps of hair that

fell from his hood was oily, giving it an odd sheen. He did nothing and said

nothing. An observer

Xullrae Zauviir: 
for certain but if he served another purpose it was never

implied. When Phaerro looked upon him, he shifted his feet slightly and

looked at the man's slippers. Perhaps apologizing for staring, perhaps being

respecful, or maybe it 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
was some form of odd submission, but it was obvious nothing

was out of place so perhaps ot was normal of the ugly man.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
*it

Unclear Presence: 
Taking note of the small exchange between the two males

sitting across the breadth of his desk, he said nothing, and hoped his

curiousity and perhaps his disapproval of Bragh's shortcoming were not

Unclear Presence: 
apparent. Pushing that swiftly from his mind, he then

proceeded to answer, again carefully considering his words at first. "In the

interests of maintaining proper...loyalties from those we are sending on the

task, specific details

Unclear Presence: 
of the journey and the goal will be given to only our own

agent from here at the tower. Such specifics will be issued from said agent

on a need to know basis during the journey. In all honesty, we do not...more

to the point, can

Unclear Presence: 
not...know exactly what obstacles the lot of you will come

across, so we have taken on the widest variety of talents such as yourself

that we could, in order to accomodate any situation that may arise. I will

advise, however, that

Unclear Presence: 
you prepare yourself for the possibility that something

may go amiss, that would leave you stranded in some far off locale, and left

to your own devices to return here. It is something we most sincerly hope

does not happen, but one 

Unclear Presence: 
cannot say that such a folly may not occur. Failure of the

mission for such a reason would not adversely affect the relations you and I

are now establishing. Save were it later found to be a fault of yours that it

happened. In

Unclear Presence: 
short, so long as there comes no betrayal from you during

the journey, win or lose, the deal we establish here today stays in place."

He pauses briefly, looking now past the two seated before him, as if perhaps

staring at an unknown

Unclear Presence: 
and unseen companion--or simply receiving a sending that

neither of them are privvy to. Then his attention darts back to Phaerro.

"Now, unless you have anything else that needs be discussed directly with

myself, I will have one of

Unclear Presence: 
my attendants go over the trivialities with you, and help

you set up shop, so to speak. I believe it will simply be a matter of

selecting which site in the city you would prefer, and letting him know

exactly what resources you need 

Unclear Presence: 
to outfit it properly." Though he didn't say as much, his

body language now indicated that he desired to leave as soon as possible.

More of that sudden, urgent business cropping up, no doubt.

Kitty De Carabas: 
A browridge raises, just barely visible behind the veil

and helm.  "The apprentice is to be your agent?  Very well..."  He makes a

mental note to bring Coronel along for this trip and

Kitty De Carabas: 
 to begin scrying rotations between the two of them on the

scrawny mageling after the meeting, so as to gain more insight on their new

mission that the agent might not see fit to share.

Unclear Presence: 
Arching a brow of his own in honest surprise at the

question, he then showed some genuine mirth, though briefly, when he figured

out what it meant, and took it in the context of the conversation that had

occured at the group

Unclear Presence: 
meeting. "The apprentice...nay, not the agent I refer to.

He will represent the wizards of the tower, not the collective Tower's

interests. A much more...capable and seasoned member of our clergy is whom I

am referring to. You will 

Unclear Presence: 
meet him soon enough."

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Bragh fidgeted more and his eyes flickered to Pherro's then

just as quickly to Pharaun and spoke in a raspy but meek voice, "Forgive me

Shadow Sorcerer, but shall I get the merchant now or should I arrange other

matters and let the 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
merchant wait longer?"

Kitty De Carabas: 
He sighs inwardly, the mageling apprentice would have been

easier to keep tabs on than an unknown cleric.  

Kitty De Carabas: 
"Ah....very well then.  When can I expect this meeting to

take place?  Hopefully before the onset of the journey begins... "

Unclear Presence: 
Shooting Bragh a glance of minor irritance, indicating he

should wait a moment, his gaze then darted back to Phaerro. "If all goes

well, the lot of you will be summoned together again three days hence, and

summarily be acquainted

Unclear Presence: 
with the expedition leader at that time. Now, I believe

the attendant is on his way, and will meet you shortly just outside the

office." That was more or less to serve as Phaerro's dismissal, for as much

as he disliked doing it, his

Unclear Presence: 
attention then turned back to Bragh. "Find him, and if it

is convenient, bring him to me. Otherwise, make it clear to him that he must

arrange to meet with me on the morrow."

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Bragh nodded and before Phaerro moved, the skinny man was

already at the door and leaving offering a choppy bow to both men and was

gone from the room in the next instant. The door softly clicking shut.

Kitty De Carabas: 
Phaerro eased out of the armchair, and with a small bow to

his new employer, he withdrew from the office while digesting all the terms

and information given to him.  

Kitty De Carabas: 
"I'll amend my plans for scrying then, but I may as well

find out more about my new companions regardless.  All of them from the

meeting.  Yes...."

Kitty De Carabas: 
  He nodded to himself as he made his way out to meet the

assistant, saying nothing as he made his plans within plans.  

Unclear Presence: 
He'd managed to turn his attention back to Phaerro in time

to offer a polite inclination of his head in parting. Taking a moment to

consider this new prospect, he sincerely held hopes that their joint ventures

for the future could

Unclear Presence: 
pan out, as it would indeed be beneficial for the Tower.

However, being amongst the dregs of drow society on a daily basis instilled

too many harsh realities in him, so with a sour, wry inward sigh, he then

hoped to simply come out 

Unclear Presence: 
of it no worse for the wear. The Tower had nothing to

really fear from the new employee and his company should something along the

line turn sour, but he didn't discount the fact that they could be a thorn

all the same if push came 

Unclear Presence: 
to shove. Turning swiftly away from such thoughts as he

remembered the urgency of the last plea to come his way mentally, he then

heaved himself almost wearily from his chair and stepped swiftly back through

the rear door of the

Unclear Presence: 
room.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Heya, I'm toDM for a bit while Mike is working with Scott's

part in another room, that he doesn't want you privy to. ;) So I'll give you

a tour of the tower to pass the time until he is ready.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Awesome.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
According to Mike, this is 2 hours after the meeting, so

let me get started, I'm not as fast as Mike so bear with me.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
no problem.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Mike says this can be a full day later actually... so 11

Eleasias, 1372 for the record.)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
His first day at this Tower, went uneventful immediately

following the meeting.  In truth his new master and teacher let him to the

dormitory and told him, he was to bunk with the other acolytes, which he

found was a tad crowded 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
with a dozen others like himself, most of which had secured

spots of interests and beds for themselves, so he had to take what was left.

A small room at the far end of the corridor.  It was quaint, but cozy enough

to not be cramped

Xullrae Zauviir: 
or down trodden.  Apparently the room was very bare,

consisting of one bed and an empty closet space. Along the wall was an empty

bookself and beside it was a small desk.  After settling in, he was left

alone to roam as he wished. 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Vorn had said that his classes would begin after he learned

the basic layout of the Tower. But after a night of observing and walking he

got lost twice and no one seemed willing to help.  So after finding his room

again he decided 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
he'd try again in the morning.  

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Stiring out of reverie, seldsxar sat up and opened an eye.

He fixed his gaze instinctivly upon his familiar, even though it was

invisible the quasit could not hide from its master. &quot;Hello Master&quot;

squeaked the tiny demon.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar spat out the name of a random Baenrae noble he

had chosen for his gaurds and wards password. It would not do to have ones

own defenses go off on ones self. Gracefully he slid out of bed and strode

naked over to his closet.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Quietly he whispered the words to deactivate the shadow

trap he had placed upon its doors. Finishing them he swumg open the doors and

addressed his familiar. &quot;Hello Roatak. Lets go find us a tour guide

today.&quot; The quasit

Dark Side Mazeur: 
flew down from its perch above the door and landed atop

the small desk. It watched its master dress and gazed nervously at the door.

Living amongst darkelves had made it an even more paranoid creature than was

the norm. I could also

Dark Side Mazeur: 
&quot;I could also use a trip into town to pick up some

things at the bazaar.&quot; said Seldsxar. Finished dressing and donning his

items of power, Seldsxar used a cantrip to clean himself up and sat down to

study his spells.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
First things first, rememorizing the defensive spells he

had cast the night before he replenished his arcane pool of power then safely

pocketed them away in his magic haversack. Calling his familiar to his

shoulder and ordering

Dark Side Mazeur: 
it to remain invisible, he strode out to search for a

guide for the tower and the bazaar. He figured a small bribe of five gold

might go aways.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
He came to the main hall where which was more like a

lounge.  A few were out and about, most were doing their own thing: Eating,

ready, practicing cantrips but on a small couch there were three gathered

together, talking quietly. 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
One he did not remember seeing, his robes were different

from the others.  He was wearing the acoltye robes to be certain but wore a

symbol of some sort around his neck and had added vestments to his outfit.

No one looked at him, 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
but he could sense he was not ignored today as he could

feel eyes on him but as before he took note no one was actively looking at

him.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
*reading

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Pulling a silver flask from his traveling cloak, he took a

sip of warm honey tea and placed it back into the folds of the cloak. He

gazed around the room once again before giving in to his inate curiosity and

heading towards the

Dark Side Mazeur: 
stranger. Moving through the room he kept his gaze

roaming, eyeing the spells that the other students were practising. Wondering

if any would be aimed at him, and grinning inwardly at the though of

destroying the offender.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Stopping infront of the reading acolyte Seldsxar grinned

his noble smile and inclined his head.&quot;Greetings, my name is Seldsxar. I

was wondering if you could help me. I am in need of a guide and am willing to

pay.&quot;

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Noting the symbol worn around the strangers neck, Seldsxar

tried to place it (Knowledge religion/nobility or royalty check?)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Go ahead. State bonuses if any and such.)

Dark Side Mazeur: 
(religion +13)

OnlineHost: 
Dark Side Mazeur rolled 1 20-sided die:  10

Dark Side Mazeur: 
(royalty and nobility +13)

OnlineHost: 
Dark Side Mazeur rolled 1 20-sided die:  18

Xullrae Zauviir: 
The one reading looked up in annoyance but instead of being

rude just simply shook his head.  His two campanions snickered. The one with

the symbol was deemed a priest as it was the symbol belonging to Vhaeraun.

He surmised that if

Xullrae Zauviir: 
was a noble that id did not matter as this scool was

actually a temple, but still a priest in the apprentice wizards quarters was

odd. The fellow offered a smirk, "New meat always think money will buy their

way. Why not go 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
downstairs and check into the main office, there are

business dealings there."  The third companion learned over and whispered

loud enout for Seldsxar to here, "Clueless fop." The two lessars snickered

but the leader only sighed 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
dismissively.

OnlineHost: 
The 1st Oracle has entered the room.

OnlineHost: 
Visage Obscured has entered the room.

OnlineHost: 
infernal rabbit has entered the room.

OnlineHost: 
Unclear Presence has entered the room.

Unclear Presence: 
( hey there, will be with y'all in a bit, have to make

lisa something to eat, and read through what y'all did so far)

The 1st Oracle: 
(If ya'll need a seperate room for this name let me know so

I can exit this room, as I can't with my xullrae name cause I'm logging.)

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Sedldsxar fixed the face of the acolyte in his mind.

&quot;Thank you Acolyte of Vhaeraun&quot; Seldsxar said, speaking Vhaeruans

name in a sneer. He had grown up with the wicked priestesses of the spider

queen, who was this

OnlineHost: 
Unclear Presence has left the room.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
fool to think he could demean him. His worship of the

underling god was reason enough for his execution. Pushing down the quick and

sudden urge to slay the male where he stood, Seldsxar gazed at the other two

at the table and 

Dark Side Mazeur: 
snorted in contempt. Turning about he gave the acolyte his

back then strode for the door and the stairs leading down. As he spun about

he spoke through his telepathic connection to his familiar &quot;Watch them

while we leave&quot;

Xullrae Zauviir: 
The two companions started to rise to put Seldsxar in his

place, but their priestly leader gave them a sharp gesture to sit. Going down

the stairs a man in fashionable clothes, he was reading a book, but before

the drow could 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
apologize both could hear the priest speak, "Correction

apprentice of Vorn, the name is Calimar, Wizard Acolyte of Jeggred Mlezir, I

am a full ordained priest of Vhaeraun." 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
The drow that had bumped into Seldsxar looked perplexed.

"So you are the new apprentice?" Welcome to the Tower of Masked Mage, I'm

Nadal. Let us go down, it is not wise nor safe to rile the priests especially

if you scorn them.  How

Xullrae Zauviir: 
has your stay been so far?" Nadal gave a small smile, it

was welcoming and civilized and the closest thing to assistance since he got

here.

OnlineHost: 
Unclear Presence has entered the room.

Unclear Presence: 
( lemme jump in here)

Dark Side Mazeur: 
(kay)

Unclear Presence: 
Stepping silently from a shadowy recess near the spiraling

stairway, a figure slowly strode into the faint candlelight present in the

room. Though largely unimposing, dressed in fashionable robes of mixed white

and blue hues, this 

Unclear Presence: 
newcomer's presence caused a general hush in the room all

the same. Something of an excited hush, as the newest apprentices quickly

discerned that it was one of the Tower's premier arcanists, none other than

Seldxsar's new master,

Unclear Presence: 
Vorn. However, despite the silent anticipation and

reverence present in those apprentices, Vorn paid them no heed whatsoever,

his calm, collected visage concentrated fully on Seldxsar and Nadal. When he

spoke, it was not in harsh 

Unclear Presence: 
tones by any means--rather bland, actually--but Seldxsar

got the impression that he meant what he said as a lesson all the same.

"Apprentice, Master Nadal speaks the truth. We do not wish to strain

relations with the priests any

Unclear Presence: 
more than they already are, especially in these times of

particularly harsh conflict." His gaze shifted momentarily to Calimar, in

perhaps something of a warning look, or a polite plead to acquiese, then he

continued on, walking to 

Unclear Presence: 
the stairs with the intent to head upwards, rather than

down, as Nadal suggested. Seldsxar got the distinct impression that he was to

follow. "Not to mention the little lesson Vhaeraun himself imparted upon us

not so long ago. The 

Unclear Presence: 
former Headmaster's soul cannot be located nor contacted

in any way to this very day in the wake of the Masked Mage's wrath." Offering

the briefest of what could pass as a smile to Nadal, he mounted upon the

first step. "You may

Unclear Presence: 
join us if you so desire, Master Nadal. Now...." Turning

his attention and words back to Seldsxar at this point. "...how has your

settling in gone otherwise?" Not that he particularly cared, but he'd play at

politeness for the time 

Unclear Presence: 
being, in order to garner better cooperation from what was

to be the Wizards' agent in the upcoming mission.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar wasnt sure if Vorns words were meant to calm and

assage the assembled acolytes or instead further drive a wedge by reminding

them all of Vhaerauns past anger. Regardless apparently tensions were thin,

something the noble

Dark Side Mazeur: 
wizard could potentially use to his advantage. Looking to

Calimar he plastered an apologetic look upon his face and lied &quot;My

apologies&quot;. Following his master up the stairs he addressed his masters

question.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
&quot;I have settled well and was just on my way to pick

up some things from the main office. Intrigued with his masters sudden

apperance, Seldsxar wondered where he was leading him too.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Calimar tipped his hed in acknowledement and said nothing

further as Vorn and Seldsxar passed.  Nadal bowed humbly and said, "you grace

me Shadow Master Vorn, I shall accept your invitation." As Nadal passed the

trio though, they

Xullrae Zauviir: 
gave him rude geatures and coughed, snickering the cough

coming out as "Suck up." Nadal grinned wide and replied in a casual airy

voice, "Jeggred's fuck buddy." He offered a little wave then went silent as

he followed Master and 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
apprentice to their destination, leaving behind a very

affronted Calimar who was too choked to offer a rebuttal.

Unclear Presence: 
Quirking a brow as he momentarily glanced over his

shoulder at Calimar, then summarily turned that gaze to Nadal, something of a

humored, though outwardly affronted smile crooked at the corner of his lip.

"Indeed? How...

Unclear Presence: 
disturbing. Though of no import at the moment." Letting

the smile fade, he continued onward, turning attention to Seldsxar. "The main

office it is then." He continued spiraling upwards, and did not speak again

until after they were 

Unclear Presence: 
out of earshot of those below. That fact was gauged by the

ceasing of the tirade Calimar was throwing on those he was left behind with.

"Truth be told, I don't particularly care for the priests. However, I am wise

enough to realize 

Unclear Presence: 
that they have their uses, no matter that those

commodities seem trivial at times. In light of what I am coming to see as my

predecessor's mistakes, I am swallowing some degree of pride in order to

assure that I will be the one to

Unclear Presence: 
hrm, fill his shoes, so to speak. I fully expect those

backing my bid...and those under my wing...." He pointedly glanced at

Seldsxar at that point, the calm look on his face not able to hide the

veracity which suddenly flared in

Unclear Presence: 
his crimson orbs. "...to do likewise. Failure in this

endeavor is not an option. I will hold the coveted seat of Headmaster, no

matter the cost." His attention then turned back to the path ahead as they

mounted the landing for the

Unclear Presence: 
next floor, then continued on upward. "Of course, once

I've cemented myself into the position, and have received the...blessings of

the priesthood on the matter...." His brief pause was an interruption caused

by a wry smile creeping

Unclear Presence: 
upon his visage, thinking of the play in words. "...I will

only play nice with the clergy in so far as is absolutely necessary." It

occured to him then that he may be coming off as a bit ambitious to his new

apprentice. The truth

Unclear Presence: 
was that he wanted the position simply because his

competition was not worthy of the position. And the last thing they needed

was a new leader that truly was as ambitious and rutheless as the last. That

served no purpose save to

Unclear Presence: 
heighten overall hostilities, which in turn kept him from

his true pursuits of delving into ever greater magics. No matter, let the

young Shadowcaster believe what he would.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar smiled at the last words of his master and the

intent the carried. &quot;Of course Master, I will accomodate the

Clergy.&quot; His masters desire to become Headmaster was barely contained,

and Seldsxar could not blame him.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Ambition was part and parcel with the Drow. He himself had

murdered his way into the seat of House Wizard back in Menzoberranazan. Why

would the drow of Sshamath be any different. And of course his master being

Headmaster

Dark Side Mazeur: 
would grant Seldsxar more recognition and power. Perhaps

it would be tempting enough for him to stay. Or perhaps he would have to

murder his Master and then take the vaunted position. Keeping his thoughts to

himself, Seldsxar

Dark Side Mazeur: 
followed his master to the main office.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
"If I may impose to answer something for you Shadow Master

Vorn.  You HAVE the backing of the priests, they just want the transition to

be quiet and smooth with no announcement on the matter. Simply put the

position is yours already

Xullrae Zauviir: 
and has been since Vuslyn's disgrace against the favored

priest of Vhaeraun. They hope that the mages see you announce the position

yourself so the wizards think you are doing it without their direct sanction.

The catch is, they 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
are looking to you to return the favor by bridging the gap

between wizard and priest.  They know your disdain, but if you show interest,

most wizards are likely to follow." He was reading his book as he was

speaking.

Unclear Presence: 
"Indeed? Interesting. Perhaps I will rethink my strategy a

bit, then. However, we have a more immediate matter to attend." Without

further explanation, the darkness around them deepened, waves of magic

washing over them all. For 

Unclear Presence: 
those familiar with such magics, they could sense that he

intended to tranlocate them all somewhere, in a quick manner. 

Unclear Presence: 
Indicating that something may be amiss elsewhere in the

tower. When the sensation passed, nothing became apparent. They were all

standing in a long, slightly curving corridor of some sort. One riddled ever

twenty paces or so with a 

Unclear Presence: 
window that looked out into the depths of the Darkwoods

beyond the tower. Just as Vorn turned and took a step towards one such

window, a solitary figure appeared around the corner ahead. Quite an imposing

figure, by drow standards, 

Unclear Presence: 
looming some seven feet tall, though any particular

details were obscured by the clothing it wore. All the same, it was humanoid.

And obviously not what concerned Vorn, for his attention was on what lay

beyond the window. "I believe

Unclear Presence: 
we are about to experience another--...." At that precise

moment, he was somewhat rudely, though completely unintentionally,

interrupted by a loud, guttural yell from the hallway behind them. "Breach!"

An eerie flash of light, 

Unclear Presence: 
followed by a pained scream soon followed. Vorn, however,

didn't appear to be concerned in the least. "Yes, just what I was about to

say...." His crimson orbs shifted quickly to a patch of wall that lay between

themselves and the

Unclear Presence: 
solitary figure ahead. A patch of wall which quickly and

irrevocably disappeared, as if silently and literally eaten away.

"Apprentice, I leave this matter to you. I will go rouse the others and join

the battle shortly." Without

Unclear Presence: 
further ado, the archmagus cloaked himself in darkness

once more, and disappeared. As for the solitary figure, and how he came to be

here, it was a simple matter of business, which he'd just finished

conducting. Simple matters, 

Unclear Presence: 
though sensitive all the same, enough so that the bald

human sent him, one of his best agents, so conduct it. Drazoul hadn't even

been let in on exactly what it was he was doing, but after dropping off a

rather small, yet heavy case

Unclear Presence: 
at the office, he was now carting a rolled parchment to

the vaults of the tower. Go figure that something would have to go amiss in

the middle of his transaction. Not only did he notice the three strangers

appear ahead, and the hole

Unclear Presence: 
that began opening in the wall a few moments after, along

with the scream from far ahead that went hand in hand with it all, but he

could also hear something crash repeatedly into the outer wall some ten paces

behind him.

Unclear Presence: 
( need to open a dice room, one sec )
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infernal rabbit: 
Wrists flicked in a fluid motion to produce two especially

wicked looking daggers. The twins gleamed in the light as it reflected off

them. His eyes locked upon one of the forms and Drazoul instantly let fly

both of the daggers 

infernal rabbit: 
awaiting to see if these foes were capable of being touched

by mundane weaponry.

infernal rabbit: 
He quietly carted the parchements and when certain priests

and mages had their backs turned he offered obscene gestures making childish

faces. He had no idea what the scrolls were all about but seldom did the

assassin ask questions 

infernal rabbit: 
unless he felt it absolutley pertinent to his safety or the

success of his objective. After the human had debriefed him the assassin had

taken the liberty to scout out some of darkwoods, perhaps to discern a

location for his plans. 

infernal rabbit: 
It was dangerous in these times especially so the assassin

had taken precautions before hand fully gearing himself when he went out. At

this moment apparently it had paied off for he was geared. The human had

mentally summoned him 

infernal rabbit: 
to a menially seeming task and though normally in such

cases the assassin would not be armed so heavily his previous endeavours had

seen to his current situation. He heard the screams and even before that had

sensed something  

infernal rabbit: 
amiss. Without even moving his eyes to where his daggers

were concealed his thick scaled arms darted to their location. Like vipers

striking a mouse his hands came up with two daggers, the twins. He could not

be certain whether he 

infernal rabbit: 
would be able to penetrate the enemies defences with more

mundane methods. With silent swiftness he let the twins fly.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Nadal, slinked back and fell into the nearest shadows,

blending in as he gave off shadow stuff, it quickly surrounding and "smoking"

off his form. To all appearences he was seeking to hide and perhaps flee. His

eyes were focused and

Xullrae Zauviir: 
his face intent as the tingle of magic touched the air but

nothing seemed to be casting it or taking an obvious effect right now.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar took out a wad of bat quanno and quickly broke it

off into two seperate pieces, begining a hurried incantation as he did so.

Beholders were a dangerous creature, one of the few deserving the respect of

the drow. So it

Dark Side Mazeur: 
wouldnt do to let them continue they're existance any

longer than nessecary. Drawing more energy form the shadow weave than was

nessecary he quickend his spells casting. Two firery orbs sizzled into being

and sped off down towards

Dark Side Mazeur: 
the beholders, both orbs fifteen feet apart to disperse

the blast among the beholders. Grabbing at the amulet around his neck, he

drew upon the latent energies in the Insignia and his form became blurred and

indistinct.

Unclear Presence: 
 [ Log Note, edit out the Blur . And edit Scott's post

above ]

infernal rabbit: 
He grinned as he saw his blade sinks deep into beholder

flesh and by the amount of ichor that bleed he knew some serious work had

been done. His smirk however was stolen from his face as the angry beholder

sent three rays hurtling 

infernal rabbit: 
at him. He dodged to the side rolling on the ground which

made the other shots completely miss. He got up with a start eyes blazing

anger as he used his mind to send a powerful blast of aversion towards the

beholder. He taunted 

infernal rabbit: 
and continued to work faster than possible due to his

enchanted boots.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Nadal bided his time, he had not moved this moment, staying

still and quiet. Like a spider he was weaving a web, planning to spring on

his prey when the opportunity was present. Patience and concentration was the

key.

infernal rabbit: 
He fully expected the beast to flee him in panick but

apparently he had overestimated his abilities as the beast bore down upon him

in a vicious bite. Sheer reflexes saved him from the devilish bite but the

assassin managed to dodge

infernal rabbit: 
far enough backwards to just miss the teeth as they clamped

down upon empty air. Instead of risking a failed mind attack he once again

threw his daggers.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
The enemy came at him, but he dodged them, his calm

unruffled, soon, very soon he would retal, just a little bit longer and he

would strike.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Two  eye beams streaked towards Seldsxar but missed and

impacted upon the outerwall instead. They discharged thier energies with an

arcane crackle and on came the beholder still. Seldsxar ducked and rolled

back towards the solid

Dark Side Mazeur: 
portion of the wall as the flew up, rolled over and

snapped at him. The creatures mouth was huge and filled with daggers,

thankfully it only caught air and a few errant whisps of Seldsxars hair.

Withdrawing back five feet

OnlineHost: 
infernal rabbit has left the room.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar wove his hands through a simple gesture and spoke

a quick arcane phrase. Using the shadow weave, Seldsxar began to weave the

creatures subconcious fears into a concious assaul.

OnlineHost: 
infernal rabbit has entered the room.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
&quot;Die Beholder&quot; spoke the wizard.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Carefully assessing his allies, all seemed to be safe and

out of range it was then a light was trying to smother his shade aura, his

form crackled with electrical energy and his eyes glowed a purplish hue as he

become the rod of his

Xullrae Zauviir: 
spell, lighning crashed dow upon the nearest beholder and

spiraled in a loud snap and choactic chain of its companions inside and out.

The air became static and soon smelled of charred flesh.

Unclear Presence: 
Drazoul may have even managed to surprise himself, when

taking the ease with which he dispatched his foe into account. Apparently his

term of voluntary isolation, during which he'd recovered and trained

extensively, had paid off. As

Unclear Presence: 
for the others, despite Nadal's electrical ministrations,

the floating beast had continued it's advance towards them. That was, until

Nadal's powerful enchantment took effect. Overwhelmed it, more appropriately.

No humanoid would

Unclear Presence: 
ever fathom exactly what it was that a beholder could fear

so much, but the effects were apparant. It's large central eye had opened at

the last moment, though not in defense of itself, but rather out of sheer

terror. The toothy maw

Unclear Presence: 
had also opened in a silent scream. That particular show

of emotion was the last thing etched on the creature's face, before it fell

to the floor with a loud, dull thud. Before any of them could actually

contemplate the matter, 

Unclear Presence: 
Vorn's form stepped forth from the darker recesses of the

hall. Despite the fact their was a large scale battle still raging on nearby,

he seemed completely at ease, his pace casual and demeanor cool and collect.

"So, where were

Unclear Presence: 
we?"

Unclear Presence: 
[ Log note: edit that to Seldsxar's powerful enchantment ]

infernal rabbit: 
Slited eyes raised upwards following the pathway of the

lighting then aburptly dropped as the enchantment crashed into the remaning

beholder. He was more then a little pleased at the ease with which he had

dispatched the first 

infernal rabbit: 
creature but did not show this outwardly. He took the

appearnce of the mage as his cue to leave and with little disturbance

returned to his job delivering what he had been entrusted with.

OnlineHost: 
infernal rabbit has left the room.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar watched as his Illusion took effect and the

beholder droped dead from fright. Because of the nature of the spell, only

the target saw what killed them, still Seldsxar always wondered what they saw

before the end. Gazing

Dark Side Mazeur: 
around he noted that the others had fared well and the

beholders were being driven off. His companion, Nadal seemed untouched like

himself. The chain lightening spell proved him to be a competant caster, but

nothing outside his

Dark Side Mazeur: 
abilities. He just chose not to reveal his full powers

just yet. Let them wonder. He was not surprised when his master sudenly

returned. Such &quot;surprise&quot; comabats were often used to test new

nobles or graduating students.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Perhaps the old wizard had planned for this. If not he

obviously wasnt concerned with the outcome, as if it were ever in doubt.

Thought the arrogant drow wizard. Turning to address his master he kept his

face neutral. &quot;We were

Dark Side Mazeur: 
.. on our way to the main office Master. You teleported us

here to deal with the imminent  breach. And as you can see its all under

control.&quot; Seldsxar let a smile touch his lips.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Nadal was fiddling with his component pouch, tying the

strings shut, he offered a ghostly fainst smile to Seldsxar.  When Vorn came

onto the scene he looked fretful, patted his hair and felt was a mess.

Fussing to get his hair 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
under control from the statitic. Undoing one of his hair

clips, he unfolded it to a act as a two pointed pin to use as a mini brush.

He let the apprentice speak as he put his hair straight and checked his

clothes for singes. When 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
all appeared better he put the clip back into its cylinder

shape and attached it back into his hair. "All is well sir, we were just

awaiting for you to get done with your errands so we could perhaps speak of

your new job as 

Xullrae Zauviir: 
headmaster."

Unclear Presence: 
Indeed, Seldsxar had been whisked here in order for Vorn

to take his measure in a combat situation, though truth be told, the battle

itself was not planned. An opportunity taken up, is all. Despite the fact

Seldsxar made a very

Unclear Presence: 
competent showing for himself, Vorn was hoping the

apprentice would be forced to show his highest hand, so to speak. No matter.

Another opportunity would come, and aid such as Nadal had rendered would not

be a factor if he had

Unclear Presence: 
anything to say about it. All the same, he was impressed

enough for today. His thoughts soon became distracted by Nadal's

Unclear Presence: 
primping; a thing which amused him more often than not,

though at this particular moment, he didn't let it show. We all have our

eccentricities, I suppose. Moving forward now, expecting them to follow, he

answered both men at

Unclear Presence: 
once. "Ah. Very well then, let's be about it." Throwing a

glance over his shoulder at Seldsxar as they continued forward, he couldn't

help but let the traces of a prideful...smile?...crease his aging visage.

"Did I mention that, as 

Unclear Presence: 
I am the premiere archwizard here at the tower, my

apprentices are supposed to live up to similar standards. And that they are

free--and completely expected--to assert such when in the presence of the

other gathered apprentices? 

Unclear Presence: 
Just thought I'd put that out there...." And so their talk

would continue. The battle would be over by the time they reached the office,

not that it was of any real consequence. The conversation that did occur

between them before

Unclear Presence: 
they would come to part ways was mostly small talk, as

Vorn was still in the process of appraising just how much...trust...he would

put in Seldsxar.

Unclear Presence: 
( okay, unless anyone wants a final touch put on, that'll

be a wrap)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Nope I'm in exhaustive pain.)

Dark Side Mazeur: 
(I'm good. One question in the other room though)

Unclear Presence: 
( sure )

Dark Side Mazeur: 
(btw thanks guys that was wonderfull)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Mike you need to have a serious talk with the no shows..I

don't want players to have to hang back cause the no shows can't keep up

cause they lag behind.)

Unclear Presence: 
( yeah, think that went very well all in all)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Yeah. :-D )

Unclear Presence: 
( I'll talk to them and see what's up, no worries.

everyone was supposed to be here, except Chase)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
DC 5 million

BitVyper: 
12 million

XX Cogliostro XX: 
okay, it's an ancient language

BitVyper: 
sweet

XX Cogliostro XX: 
roll again, i'll set it at 20

XX Cogliostro XX: 
though it should be at 25 or 30

OnlineHost: 
BitVyper rolled 1 20-sided die:  8

BitVyper: 
so, no

XX Cogliostro XX: 
lol, Dekar won't know, but for your reference, it's the

ancient high netherese language

BitVyper: 
okay

BitVyper: 
cool

XX Cogliostro XX: 
had to use them, as the only ancient shadow magic users

BitVyper: 
awesome

XX Cogliostro XX: 
i swear to every vile god out there that people must

deliberately wait until a solo is ready to start to IM me

BitVyper: 
hah

BitVyper: 
tell them I know where they live

XX Cogliostro XX: 
heh, that should scare 'em

XX Cogliostro XX: 
especially once they realize you have Sight Beyond Sight

BitVyper: 
damn right

BitVyper: 
so

BitVyper: 
shall we

BitVyper: 
get dis party started?

XX Cogliostro XX: 
yeap

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Log on.)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
 [ Stardate 11 Eleasias, 1372. Morning ]

BitVyper: 
By the way Dekar strolled into the tavern, one would have guessed

he'd only gone out for a stroll.  In truth, many things weighed heavily on

the elf's mind at the moment; his debt to the mysterious benefactor had

increased 

BitVyper: 
substantially now, and he had no clue as to just how he would find

the individual he was supposed to find.  Even then, how to convince someone

that they should give up their soul? It would require more effort than he was

used to 

BitVyper: 
putting into his own manipulations.  None the less, his primary

goal remained the same; to find Everlasting Darkness, and combine the two

gems.  Other matters could be dealt with in their own time.  Besides, it

wasn't like he had 

BitVyper: 
any more chance of finding this individual if he went looking for

them; he didn't even know what race it was.  Forcing those contemplations

away for the moment, Dekar's eyes were drawn to the maimed creature, now

suspended like

BitVyper: 
a trophy above the mantle.  While Dekar had never had the pleasure

of meeting a phaerimm personally, he had seen pictures a time or two in the

past, but those pictures really didn't do the gruesomeness of the creature

justice

BitVyper: 
With no desire to stare at that particularly hideous sight any

longer, the shade who was formerly a wight, who was formerly an elf noticed

that the place seemed rather quiet in comparison with the atmosphere he had

come to know in

BitVyper: 
his time here.  &quot;It's no wonder,&quot; he chuckled, taking a

seat at the bar.  &quot;With such grotesque decor.&quot;  Ordering a drink

was rather pointless, but he did so on reflex anyway.  Now the question was,

just what to 

BitVyper: 
do next...

XX Cogliostro XX: 
"Groteque? No, that speaks of great achievement, which

makes it beautiful...." Though he'd heard nor detected no movement, the words

issued from what seemed right beside his ear. In truth, it was the human

playing with a minor

XX Cogliostro XX: 
cantrip, his true position some two feet behind and off to

the left of where Dekar was perched. "...what's unbecoming is the apparently

carefree attitude you wear like a mantle, considering I've had no word from

you in days. Or

XX Cogliostro XX: 
weeks, more appropriately." Moving swiftly yet casually

forward to the bar, he shoved in at the stool next to Dekar, and gruffly bid

the tender to see to his own needs before those of the pale elf. When he

spoke next, it was to the 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
tender. "Charge him full price, in coin. I'm not feeling

overly generous today. Now...." Turning to the side to fully face Dekar now,

leaning one elbow on the bar. "...would you do me, your employer, the

kindness of at least trying 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
to come up with a less than feeble excuse? I sure could

use some humorous entertainment right now...."

XX Cogliostro XX: 
*Grotesque

BitVyper: 
Though momentarily distracted by the cantrip, Dekar's eyes quickly

found the wizard.  He'd hoped to at least have a few moments to think things

through before dealing with this confrontation, but lately, things hadn't

really been 

BitVyper: 
going his way.  &quot;Weeks? Well, that was quite a journey,&quot;

he began, as though speaking with an old friend.  &quot;Well, you see I was

having a bit of trouble making ends meet, 

BitVyper: 
and it just so happened that a particular drow was in need of my

services.  I found his method of up front payment, and honest decription of

just what my job would include rather preferable to other practices I have

encountered in

BitVyper: 
recent memory.&quot;  Though his tone indicated that he spoke of

another, it was obvious just who Dekar was referring to.  After giving the

human a moment, he produced the small, black gem that 

BitVyper: 
had been recovered from the Netherese ruins, and placed it on the

bar.  &quot;As you can see, I had my own goals to pursue as well,&quot; he

said, though in truth, the journey had brought him no closer to 

BitVyper: 
those goals, and unbeknowest to him, had resulted in the

destruction of a potential fountain of knowlege.  Still, perhaps he had

gained something, having learned that the black gems were once used by the

Netherese for webs of 

BitVyper: 
magical energy.  It wasn't much, but it helped to justify the

trip.  Of course, in Dekar's mind, just having a chance to record some

Netherese script had made the entire journey worthwhile.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
The nervous drow girl nodded to Cogliostro and slid him a

bottle of cheap whiskey in the next move.  For Dekar, her ruby eyes glanced

him over, got the drink, held it in one hand and held out the other to

receive payment before

Xullrae Zauviir: 
handing over the refreshment.  She looked at the gem, then

to Cogliostro, not sure if this was acceptable for a price.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Offering a brief, mockingly sweet smile, he replied to

Dekar's attitude in kind. "Well, if I should come across anyone who deals in

ways opposing that of this drow you speak of, I'll be sure to let them know

not to try and strike a 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
bargain of any sort with you. I know, I'm such a

wonderfu...." His voice trailed off as the gem was produced, and his slight

look of astonishment was soon replaced with irritance. It was the latter

which he'd portrayed with the

nlineHost: 
XX Cogliostro XX has entered the room.

BitVyper: 
(bargain of any sort with you. I know, I'm such a

wonderfu....&quot; His voice trailed off as the gem was produced, and his

slight look of astonishment was soon replaced with irritance. It

BitVyper: 
 was the latter which he'd portrayed with the)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
simpleton woman tending them. "His drinks are on the

house. Now unstopper my bottle, then go make yourself useful in some other

part of the tavern." Waiting a moment for her to comply, he then began to

reach for the gem, and

XX Cogliostro XX: 
summarily shot Dekar a warning glance. Figuring the elf

was intelligent enough not to try and stop him, nor find a reason to in the

first place, he continued on and plucked it up to inspect it. Outwardly, he

acted like it's presence

XX Cogliostro XX: 
surprised him, though in truth it did not. Without taking

his eyes off the gem, he spoke to Dekar. "Believe it or not, I was not being

untruthful when we first spoke of these. And yes, it is the same variety of

stone. Anything else 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
I could say on the matter will cost you." He still hadn't

set it down, nor stopped moving it about between his fingers to inspect it.

BitVyper: 
&quot;Cost me, eh.  I think I've had enough bills for the

moment,&quot; Dekar responded, finding his mood somewhat darker at the

mention of fees.  He had gained from the endeavor though, 

BitVyper: 
even if returning to the tomb for more answers was a futile notion

now.  At that though, he was suddenly aware of Hashamar's presence again.

Its quiet mutterings in the back of his mind still made little sense; indeed,

the blade 

BitVyper: 
seemed to slip between languages constantly, even using a couple

that Dekar himself had never heard.  How to wake it up though? Perhaps it

would feed on the shadows, as he had come to do.  That line of thought caused

the elf to 

BitVyper: 
notice that he now felt a stronger kinship with the blade.

Perhaps it would even grow in power as he did.  Realising that the silence

betweem himself and Cogliostro had become somewhat awkward for the wizard

BitVyper: 
he spoke up again.  &quot;I happened to encounter some more of

those creations our fire-haired friend's mother employs.  She seems to have

quite a lot of them now.  Speaking of which, where is Xull'rae?&quot; 

BitVyper: 
He asked, the darkness that had temporarily clouded his mood now

replaced by his ordinary, overly casual demeanor.  &quot;I had a gift for

her, but haven't had the chance to present her with it just yet.  

BitVyper: 
It's been collecting dust in my room for some time.&quot;

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Awkward wouldn't exactly be the word for it. Intrigued

would fit better, for aside from the curiosity of the gem, he too could sense

something was different about Dekar's blade. Since the blade hadn't fully

awakened, it took him a

XX Cogliostro XX: 
while to catch onto that fact, but he could sense

a...presence? Not feasible, considering it hadn't seemed to possess one

before. But he'd seen enough in his lifetimes to know that it wasn't

impossible. For some reason, though, he

XX Cogliostro XX: 
couldn't glean anything from it other than the fact that

there was a personality stirring somewhere within. Something prevented him

from determining anything beyond that. It was this consideration that really

intrigued him. When

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Dekar spoke back up, his thoughts were swiftly stripped

from such musings, as mention of the flame hair irritated him more than a

bit. All but slamming the gemstone down on the bar top with one hand, he

snatched up his bottle in the

XX Cogliostro XX: 
other, taking a quick though deep draw from it before

answering. "Then your gift will continue to collect dust, I'm afraid. She has

gone...out of town. For an indeterminate amount of time." No mention was made

that he even

XX Cogliostro XX: 
heard the part about Matron Zauviir's troops were

encountered. Though Dekar would most likely reason that off as something the

human would already know, considering the bald prick was the one who created

them in the first place. In 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
truth, however, he caught it, but the thought was swiftly

shoved aside by mental musings about the Zauviir daughter. Wanting to rectify

that fact, he glared down at the gem and went for a change of subject. "Where

did you find it?"

BitVyper: 
Seeing no reason to withhold the information, as the ruin would

likely have been picked clean by now, Dekar replied with a grin, &quot;I am

glad you asked that, Cogliostro,&quot; before proceeding to relate the

details of his 

BitVyper: 
journey to the Netherese ruins, up to and including his

acquisition of the gem.  There was an unmistakable gleam in the elf's eye as

he told the story, though he left out some minor details about the tomb.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
He listened with mild interest, his thoughts thankfully

turning to Dekar's story. In truth, he was more than a tad interested, and

already planned to make a venture to the ruins as soon as time permitted. "It

surprises me that you

XX Cogliostro XX: 
were not incinerated on the spot for doing something that

idiotic. I suppose Tymora favors you for some reason. That, or the Netherese

weren't the spellcasters everyone cracks them up to be." Pausing just long

enough to take another

XX Cogliostro XX: 
drink from the bottle, he then waved the bottle absently

towards the gem. "I'm sure you are holding more of the story back, but my

curiousity turns now first to wondering if that was the only gem of that

particular variety...."

BitVyper: 
&quot;I don't need the favour of any god,&quot; Dekar replied

arrogantly, &quot;I found the wall to be bereft of any traps, however, my

companion suggested that one was enough, and I was inclined to agree with him

at the time.&quot;

BitVyper: 
(bold letter)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
"Did I bloody well ask about your 'companion's'

suggestions in any way, shape, or form? What I asked was if this was the only

gem of that type? Need I have Bertok come down here and use his mop in your

damnable ears?" It was obvious

XX Cogliostro XX: 
at that point that something had irritated him, by the

gruff words and the pissy way he said them. If Dekar was astute enough, he'd

figure out quickly that it was mention of Vesz'aun that angered the human.

Why would be up in the

XX Cogliostro XX: 
air, of course, as Dekar wasn't privvy to a lot of

happenings that occured in the past few weeks.

BitVyper: 
&quot;There may have been,&quot; the elf replied, not actually

looking at Cogliostro now.  &quot;But if the story upsets you to such a

degree, perhaps you do not wish to hear it.&quot;

XX Cogliostro XX: 
"Pah." Taking another deep draught from the bottle, he

then waved the irritance aside--at least outwardly--and bid him go on. His

irritance at mention of the red head and the bladesinger was out of place

when he actually thought

XX Cogliostro XX: 
about it, so he was able to calm himself down for now.

Relatively speaking. "Continue the story, there has to be something more of

interest between where you left off and when you walked in the front door."

BitVyper: 
&quot;I believe there were as many as a dozen more.  However, they

seem to have been connecting powerful weaves of magic, so I would not

reccomend further removal for any who lack the finely tuned reflexes of an

experienced treasure 

BitVyper: 
hunter,&quot; Dekar replied with a smirk.  &quot;As for the

rest... well, I am sure you would not find it particularly interesting.

There are still many texts which require my attention before details will be

available.  

BitVyper: 
I did however, have a chance to visit what I believe was the plane

of positive energy.&quot;  Dekar found himself loathe to even think of the

place now.  It had been years since he'd felt such pain, or been so 

BitVyper: 
close to death.  Indeed, Hashamar's mindless muttering seemed to

become more frantic at mention of the place.  After a short pause, he

continued, &quot;it was a... nice place; entirely too brightly lit.  

BitVyper: 
Not a bad visit, but I do not think I'll be returning at any point

in the near future.&quot;

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Finding that last part of Dekar's story a trite

unbelievable--as the man was standing here now, after all--he just let it all

go in one ear and out the other. Other matters at hand, after all. "So

anyway, are you ready to get your

XX Cogliostro XX: 
positively charged ass back in gear hereabouts, or are you

going to take another vacation on me? There is an expedition in the works,

and your...expertise is needed for it." He tried to say the expertise part

with a straight face,

XX Cogliostro XX: 
but found it difficult, so he had turned away at that

point, and brought his bottle up to his lips to cover for it. After taking a

quick swill, he then turned back and continued. "Though I find it largely

unwarranted, considering

XX Cogliostro XX: 
your lengthy absence, your first month's pay is waiting

for you. Just thought I'd mention that with the hopes it might persuade you

to not muck up my plans yet again."

BitVyper: 
&quot;Pay?&quot; Dekar's ears seemed almost to perk up at the

mention of gold.  &quot;Well, I -am- surprised.  Tell me, where might I

retrieve this gold? And what is this of another expedition? Where would you

like me to go?&quot;

XX Cogliostro XX: 
"Where I'd like you to go, and where the expedition is

heading are two different places. Though I suppose there's the possibility

that somewhere along the line, they might become one and the same...." Taking

yet another quick drink,

XX Cogliostro XX: 
he waved up towards his private deck. "Anyway, go see

Suleika at your convenience and she can get your money to you. As for the

trip, the exacts are an unknown. The journey will unravel itself and it's

destinations as you go. A

XX Cogliostro XX: 
group is being formed for the venture, and I want you

there both for your areas of expertise, and as a personal representative of

my interests. And yes, if you hadn't gathered by now, this is a joint

venture, where I am not in total

XX Cogliostro XX: 
control of it. Hence your participation for my interests.

You can learn more by showing up to the meeting at the Vhaeraunite temple

three days hence."

BitVyper: 
&quot;Very well then.  In three days I will attend this

meeting,&quot; Dekar replied.  &quot;Are there perhaps any shadow dragons, or

home-made monsters I should know about this time?&quot; Dekar actually

considered 

BitVyper: 
demanding all of the details right there, but decided against it.

As long as he knew whether to be prepared for a fight or not at this meeting,

it would be enough.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Offering something a deviously playful smile for the

briefest of moments, he couldn't help but keep a bit of mirth from his voice.

"Those are always possibilities...." Dropping the humored portrayals quickly

enough, he pointed the

XX Cogliostro XX: 
bottle towards the main doors. "If you hadn't noticed, the

courtyard gardens are quite bereft of plants and statuary. There's a reason

for that. If you'd like to find out what, take some time this afternoon to

visit the

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Darkwoods. If you are feeling particularly lazy, you can

use the gaping hole in the southern wall of the courtyard to get there. It'll

shave a couple hundred feet of walking, at least. Don't mind the large,

brutish trolls, they will

XX Cogliostro XX: 
let you pass." Not wanting to get into what could become a

lengthy discussion on the current state of affairs in the Darkwoods, he set

the bottle down and straightened his jacket out, giving indication he was

going to leave

XX Cogliostro XX: 
now. "You'll have to excuse me, but I have a meeting to

eavesdrop on shortly. Anything else pressing we need to briefly go over right

now?"

BitVyper: 
&quot;I believe that I am satisfied,&quot; Dekar said.  &quot;For

the moment, in any case.&quot;  Pushing his untouched drink aside, the elf

stood up.  &quot;I believe I will take your advice and check into the

Darkwoods, after 

BitVyper: 
retrieving my pay, of course.  I suppose I'll be seeing you later

then.  It has been a pleasure, as always, Cogliostro.&quot;  Finally

finished, he turned around, and made off to find Suleika.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
"Mm. A pleasure. Yes, that's the word that was eluding

me." Watching Dekar momentarily as the man left, his mind considered the

things they'd gone over, and those they hadn't as well, that latter meaning

the newly awakening

XX Cogliostro XX: 
blade. No real time for it now, as he did have other

places to be. So it was that he too set off, towards one of the stairwells

leading to the uppermost levels, though of course he'd not actually deign to

walk up them.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Log on, state the date for the record.)

Solafein Delyl: 
june 8

Solafein Delyl: 
05

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Not you, you're not the DM, use common sense lol!)

Solafein Delyl: 
(WHEEE)

Solafein Delyl: 
(gotcha)

Unclear Presence: 
[ 11 Eleasias 1372 ] 

Solafein Delyl: 
Walking forth towards the city which he has heard of a

temple that is allowed to operate openly without prosecution from the spider

queen.  Eager to persue, the shorter drow male with a light build continues

walking.

Solafein Delyl: 
He wears simple commoners clothing...not much more then

tattered rags and some leather bands wrapped around his feet to serve as

shoes.  The rags are stained with blood, some of it is his own, while most of

it is from others.

Solafein Delyl: 
His left arm is bound in numerous belts with which are worn,

torn, and stop at his shoulder which his shirt comes to.  both of his hands

are covered by fingerless gloves.  His 2 scimitars rest put together to look

like 2 parthensis

Solafein Delyl: 
() &lt;-- like that

Solafein Delyl: 
and hang over his left shoulder.  there is an empty leather

sheeth on each hip as well seemingly fit for the blades.  he continues

walking, hoping he got the right directions.

Solafein Delyl: 
_

Solafein Delyl: 
(forgot)

Unclear Presence: 
That his course is true becomes apparent soon enough, as

he comes across other travelers with more frequency. The steadily increasing

traffic is composed mostly of merchants, of which most are drow, though

smatterings of just about 

Unclear Presence: 
any race are seen scattered throughout. This fact lends

even more credence to the point that he is in the right neighborhood, as it

was told to him long ago that Sshamath is a free trade city, at least in so

far as those capable of 

Unclear Presence: 
spellcasting are concerned. From the tales and rumors he's

accumulated about the place during his stay in the Underdark, he could not

expect an overly generous reception, but the fact that he was drow should get

him into the city

Unclear Presence: 
all the same. And so it was that, when he reached the

gathered throngs near the entrance proper of the city, he was shuffled along

in a rather brusque manner, and given a few 

Unclear Presence: 
dark glares that let the guards know what they thought of

his outward seeming poorness. However, despite that, he could also tell they

were wary, meaning they gave some credence to his stature as an obvious

warrior. From that point,

Unclear Presence: 
there was even more travel, this time downward, in a

slowly descending spiral around some gargantuan stone column. Not much more

than a large ramp, though a stairwell ran innermost, making travel easy for

either those simply

Unclear Presence: 
walking, or those hauling in beasts and carts of various

sorts. One of the first things he noted during the trip down was that the

rumors of it being brilliant as the surface world were true. The whole city

was aglow in various

Unclear Presence: 
colors of faerie fires and other magical illuminations. At

least, what he could see of the city, for despite the fact the ramp would be

an obvious vantage point, being almost exactly centered in the city, there

were so many

Unclear Presence: 
crisscrossing catwalks, stone-sculpted buildings, and

columns of stone hanging from roof and jutting up from the floor that one

couldn't see very far beyond the inner shell it created. Once he reached the

bottom of the ramp there

Unclear Presence: 
was another guard station of sorts, though that one was

less for deciding who to keep out, than for assuring people set off in the

proper directions that they should.

Solafein Delyl: 
_walking up to the guard booth hating to play the part of a

new comer...and he has never been one that is good at disguising his emotions

so his displeasure is shown plainly &quot;Direct me to the temple of

Vhaeraun&quot;

Solafein Delyl: 
.  He folds his arms and taps his foot to keep his

attention_

Unclear Presence: 
And so it was that he was viewed with obvious displeasure

in return. Again, his ragtag attire was enough to make the guards look down

upon him, but even more was the fact that he so bluntly 'asked' directions to

a den of lowlife

Unclear Presence: 
scum. Noting that the stranger, Solafein, didn't appear as

if he'd simply go away, the guard waved irritably off towards a section of

city in a gruff manner. "The dark part of town in the southeast. Now move

along." Figuring to be

Unclear Presence: 
done with the miscreant, the guard then looked past

Solafein and barked out for the next person to come forward.

Solafein Delyl: 
walking forth towards the direction which the guard waved

him off toward, he takes his first steps into the district(?)...or the dark

part of town....whatever you would like to call it.  He steps carefully, for

he has heard of

Solafein Delyl: 
of the underground cities' inhabitants vying for power

amongst themselvs.  He could have stepped on a noble's toes and could have an

assassin out for him for all that he knows.  Slight paranoia comes, so he

keeps checking his

Solafein Delyl: 
weapons to see if an individual attempted to steal them, or

if someone is trying to do somethign else to him.

Solafein Delyl: 
_

Unclear Presence: 
Not more than twenty paces into the enveloping darkness

that comprises this particular part of the city, he is greeted by a loud

series of explosions, seeming to come from deep within the darkness ahead.

Several flashes of arcane

Unclear Presence: 
light accompany the resounding, echoing booms, granting

him temporarly view of the fact that the place seems to be riddled with

columns of stone, almost like a surface forest full of trees. It dawns on him

that it could take hours 

Unclear Presence: 
to find his destination should he simply wander in as he

was now, and that it was also apparent that some sort of blatant danger lay

ahead. Thus far, his concerns over being robbed were unwarranted, as he

looked to be as poor as

Unclear Presence: 
most rogues would be. Poor, and able to hold his own in a

fight. So he'd most likely be left alone on that count, though who could tell

what was to come judging from the gloom that lay before him.

Solafein Delyl: 
_Walking into the 'Darkwoods' area of the city he is making

sure that he can seehis way through the darkness from the 'brilliant' sunset

that he had just exited.  wanting to keep his distance but see what is

happening between the

Solafein Delyl: 
opposing forces that are battling in the dark_

Solafein Delyl: 
_sneaking up with his well placed, quick steps, he finds

himself to what he considers to be as silent as the wind blowing between the

trees of cormanthor, silent and barely noticeable.  he attempts to get a look

and be

Solafein Delyl: 
within earshot of the commotion_

Unclear Presence: 
Swift and silent he was, though, despite the fact he

wasn't aware of it, his perceptions of the environment weren't enough to give

him clue to the fact that he'd passed right beneath some of those who had

been causing the

Solafein Delyl: 
lol

Unclear Presence: 
'commotion'. Thankfully, though he had not yet been

noticed either. It was his own stealth that gave him one chance to avoid a

sudden problem when he rounded the next column of stone. A problem that was

floating some four feet off

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(log back on)

Unclear Presence: 
the ground, spherical in shape, though cursory glance

revealed several small appendages moving atop it. If he were familiar with

the creatures, he'd know it as a beholder of some sort.

OnlineHost: 
BitVyper has entered the room.

Solafein Delyl: 
_Stepping in an loose patch of groundwork, he makes a

noise...something resembling the rumble of gravel, then him cursing himself

in hushed tones as he slides out from behind the pillar...yep...he's in plain

view.

Solafein Delyl: 
Stunned, he stands there for a second, but getting the head

start thanks to his natural grace, he draws his blades.  with a fluid motion

he performs something similar to a breakdancing move.  He flings his leg as

if for a kick, but 

Solafein Delyl: 
he misses to gain momentum for a swing on the following

attacks_

OnlineHost: 
Solafein Delyl has left the room.

Unclear Presence: 
( NOTE: may have to change the date at the beginning of

the log depending when he can get back to this)

OnlineHost: 
BitVyper has left the room.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(okay log off then)

Dark Side Mazeur: 
oops

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar washed the rest of his trail rations down with

some sugared hot tea and stoppered the flask. It wasnt much, but he didnt

trust the food the others prepared. You never knew who was out to get you

until they made thier move,

Dark Side Mazeur: 
and usually it was to late then. So he instead ate what he

himself could currently create, though today that would change. The eyes he

flet at the back of his neck would cease they're spying and he could finally

relax in the luxury

Dark Side Mazeur: 
and opulance that his noble blood burned for. He slipped

the silver flask back into its pocket in his traveling cloak. He was wore his

noble attire and items of power, as he would need thier strength in his

castings today.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Silently he called his quasit familiar to his shoulder and

the tiny demon grudgingly flew down to its perch. &quot;Now Roatak we bring

blessed darkness&quot; Seldsxar quietly whispered as he began his first

casting.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
His familiar tilted its head quizically like a bird but

stayed obediently silent. Its master was working. Seldsxar pulled from his

pouches a thin sheet of lead and a pice of glass. Wrapping them in a wad of

cotton he sprinkled

Dark Side Mazeur: 
powdered chrysolite on the cotton and began his spell.

Adding words of Darkspeech Power to further feul the Abjuration. The words

rolled out and the drow wizard continued the chant, unconcerned of the damage

the darkspeech caused.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Ten minutes after the spell had begun, Seldsxar finished

and quickly began another. Finishing the second spell, his shoulders slumped

slightly as the spell took a piece of himself to cast.

OnlineHost: 
BitVyper has entered the room.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Now only those with true power would be able to peek in on

his activities. It should blind his rivals from his doings, though he needed

a way to measure Calimars divine might. No matter, on with the next spell.

Manipulating the

Dark Side Mazeur: 
energies that comprised the shadow weave Seldsxar began to

form an energy field. Using darkspeech to further the strenght of the field

he spokes the words to erect a dimensional lock. While not permanant it would

hold for days.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Feeling more secure than he had in days, Seldsxar began to

work spells upon himself. Sadly he himself didnt have the spells in his book

that he wished to cast. But there were ways around that, wastefull, wishfull

ways.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Besides, no one would suspect he had such spells

permanantly cast upon himself. Adjusting his newly formed wrinkles and

frowning at the crack in his voice from the darkspeech. Seldsxar composed

OnlineHost: 
Unclear Presence has left the room.
Dark Side Mazeur: 
magically amplified beyond mortal comprehension. Blinking

his eyes to acustom himself to his newly aquired arcane sight, Seldsxar put

his mind to his next problem. Picking up his handy haversack and shouldering

it, Seldsxar strode

Dark Side Mazeur: 
for his door and cast another spell after closing the

door. Draping a piece of black cloth across the doorhandle, he set a shadow

trap. The cloth sunk into the doorknob and Seldsxar could visibly see his

work and the greater shadow

OnlineHost: 
Dark Side Mazeur has left the room.

OnlineHost: 
Dark Side Mazeur has entered the room.

BitVyper: 
 for his door and cast another spell after closing the door.

Draping a piece of black cloth across the doorhandle, he set a shadow trap.

The cloth sunk into the doorknob and Seldsxar could visibly see his work and

the greater shadow

Dark Side Mazeur: 
trapped inside, ready to spring. Content with his

defenses, he entered the common room and searched out another apprentice.

Approaching the wizard, Seldsxar smiled and dregged up what little charisma

he had left.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
&quot;Hello, I'm looking for a guide through the Labyrinth

to the Dark Weavings Bazaar, can you point me in the direction of a

guide?&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
Though the fellow apprentice--one whom Seldsxar was not

yet acquainted with--never took his gaze from the book he had his nose buried

in, Seldsxar could see the irritation that his interruption caused all 

Unclear Presence: 
the same. When the short haired male spoke, it was in

clipped tones, as if he were deliberately attempting to play nice despite the

irritation, though for what reason, Seld hadn't a clue. "You would have to

inquire upstairs, as very

Unclear Presence: 
few of we apprentices ever have the privelege of leaving

the academy grounds for such a foray." Seldsxar could guess that by upstairs,

he would mean the office level, as all others would be irrelevant to the

task, or off limits to

Unclear Presence: 
those of their rank and station within the Tower.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar put the mans irritation down as being interupted

in the midst of a sentence or just gas. Either way he carred not. A crisp

&quot;thanks&quot; followed his heels as he followed the mans directions.

Telepathically he spoke

Dark Side Mazeur: 
to his familiar and upon his instructions it turned into a

spider and crawled deep into his hair. It was never wise to reveal all ones

allies. Coming to the office level he began looking about for a guide and

inquired for more

Dark Side Mazeur: 
directions from the first desk bound person he saw.

Unclear Presence: 
The first--and apparently only from what a cursory glance

around the place granted him--deskbound person was a robed male situated in

the small office directly adjoining the Shadow Sorcerer's. He, too, had his

nose buried in books, 

Unclear Presence: 
which Seldsxar noted were ledgers of some sort, though he

was far more civil than the apprentice below. Relatively speaking, at least.

Glancing up from the tome, setting his quill aside, the long haired man

leaned over the desk as 

Unclear Presence: 
much as his seated position allowed for, and pointed

toward the central, spiraling stairwell. "A small expedition set out not more

than two minutes ago, if you hurry, perhaps you could catch them and tag

along." Offering something 

Unclear Presence: 
of a forced smile, his condescension of the apprentice

plain on his face all the same, he then turned his attention back to the

book, making it apparent to Seldsxar that he was done conversing on the

matter.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
&quot;Thanks&quot; Seldsxar hurried off down the

stairwell, but paused halfway down and pulled a pinch of diamond dust.

Casting a powerfull spell of protection he hurried to catch up with the

expidition.

OnlineHost: 
BitVyper has left the room.

OnlineHost: 
Unclear Presence has left the room.

OnlineHost: 
Dark Side Mazeur has left the room.

Unclear Presence: 
Though Seldsxar would not have known it, he was able to

completely catch them at the rooftop guardpost due to the fact that the small

party, a trio, had stopped off at the senior clergy quarters for a minute.

All the same, he now

Unclear Presence: 
found himself face to face with three darkly garbed drow

figures, most of the details obscured by cloaks. As well as the two guards

posted here, one of which was using a medallion to magically part a section

of stone to reveal a

Unclear Presence: 
tunnel beyond. From Seldsxar's memory, the tunnel led into

the labyrinth that sprawled across the main cavern's top, certain paths of

which would lead directly into the city. As he came out of the temple, he

wasn't scrutinized as if

Unclear Presence: 
he were an enemy, exactly, but there was a certain

wariness present in all five gathered drow all the same, as Seld wasn't a

very familiar face, and only senior members of the Tower used this particular

path most times. Usually, 

Unclear Presence: 
"public" visitors to the temple wended there way up from

the outside, directly to the temple level, and low ranking folk were made to

do the same. However, the Darkwoods being the war zone it was right now,

exceptions could be

Unclear Presence: 
made. Astute enough to figure out that Seld must be

wanting to leave the temple without actually having to ask it, one of the

cloaked drow paused momentarily before stepping into the labyrinth to look at

Seldsxar. "Keep pace or we

Unclear Presence: 
leave you to your own devices in there. Not a good thing

for the uninitiated." That said, the figure darted forward into the dark

passage and slipped quietly yet swifty forward.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Making sure his hood covered his sloughed features as much

as possible, the drow wizard croaked out a borken &quot;Very well&quot;. As

he stepped into the dark passage, he ran his fingers across the house emblem

Dark Side Mazeur: 
hanging around his neck. Its cold familiar features

brought him a small measure of reassurance. As he followed behind the group,

he in turn studied each one, using his arcane sight to take the measure of

each.

Unclear Presence: 
He barely had the chance to glean the foremost drow, as

the tunnel swiftly turned a corner, but Seldsxar was able to tell that he,

like his two companions, were fairly bristling with magic items, though as

the cloaks they each wore 

Unclear Presence: 
were magic, it was hard for him to discern just how many

individual items of power each held or wore upon their bodies. Though he'd

been through here a few times before, this time the path seemed different,

and most likely it was,

Unclear Presence: 
considering how many side passages he viewed in past

trips. That they were in some sort of hurry was apparent, as their pace

quickened even more, though after some ten minutes of wending through the

tunnels, it became apparent that 

Unclear Presence: 
only two of them were in a true hurry, for the one who had

spoken to him paused at one intersection to wait for Seldsxar, while the

other two scurried down one of the branching tunnels. For whatever reason,

the man bid Seldsxar to 

Unclear Presence: 
stop and wait with him for what seemed like a very long

minute before he turned and walked at a slower pace down a different passage

than the other two had taken. All well and good, as it allowed for Seldsxar

to get more than a

Unclear Presence: 
cursory report from the magics he'd enacted. The man now

leading him was a divine caster, of roughly the equivalent power as Seldsxar

himself where magic was concerned, albeit granted it was of a different

nature. When they had gone

Unclear Presence: 
a bit further into the tunnel, the man casually drew his

hood down and turned to gaze momentarily over his shoulder as they proceeded.

The man was fairly handsome as that went, though his hair was kept cut at

shoulder length, which 

Unclear Presence: 
someone like Seld may find odd, where most males he would

have known sported vainly long manes as the norm. "You are Seldsxar, correct?

The new mageling?" Though the term mageling was a bit crude, it didn't come

off as being

Unclear Presence: 
derogatory from this particular speaker, though Seldsxar

may take it that way all the same.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar frowned at the term 'mageling', but what bothered

him more was the situation unravelling before him. He was now seperated from

the rest of the group, and was following an unknown priest. Staying a 

Dark Side Mazeur: 
cautious ten feet away from the nameless male, seldsxar

decided to play things out. &quot;I am Seldsxar, Apprentice to Master Vorn.

Who would be?&quot; Seldsxar let his eyes roam over the man again while they

talked,

Dark Side Mazeur: 
searching for any amulets or medallions in place on the

man. If this came to blows it would not due to be caught unawares of the

others defenses.

Unclear Presence: 
From the brief glimpses Seldsxar was able to glean of what

lay beneath the cloak, the man was bristling with magic items. Amulet,

bracers, gloves, boots, various trinkets attached to his clothing, his belt,

and of course the short

Unclear Presence: 
blade that rested in the scabbard upon that belt. Though

the gloves may cover the fact, Seldsxar may be able to determine that there

were several rings of power as well. Perhaps even more odd than the hair was

the seemingly genuine 

Unclear Presence: 
smile which was offered as the stranger offered a

response. "Me, I'm Rizzen, apprentice to none, servant of the Masked Lord,

and tour guide extraordinnaire." That said, the man turned fully foward and

continued on. "So, Vorn has

Unclear Presence: 
taken you under his wing...impressive. Now, where is it

that you wish to go? Depending on your answer, we can circumvent certain

parts of the actual city with these tunnels, not just the Darkwoods."

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Finally he was finally being shown some respect. Perhaps

this Rizzen could be a usefull tool after all. Time to test his abilities and

worth, if all went well he would be employing this fellow in future endevors.

&quot;The Dark
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Dark Side Mazeur: 
Weavings Bazaar.&quot; Seldsxar pondered the mans last

statement for a moment before adding &quot;Why dont the besiegers seal off

the labyrinth? Not that I'm complaining, but it seems pointless to besiege a

tower and

Dark Side Mazeur: 
leave them an escape and supply route open and free.

Unless your stupid enough to try and break the seige lines, it seems like a

waste of time and effort. Is the labyrinth off limits? or is there another

reason?&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
Despite not turning back in order that Seldsxar can view

the humor upon his face, Seld could detect it in his voice all the same.

"That would be because those parties who assail the Tower are unaware of the

Labyrinth. Master Vorn,

Unclear Presence: 
among others over the years, created a webbing of

enchantments within the roof tunnels that has so far kept it's presence more

or less out of general knowledge. If someone should stumble upon the secret,

the enchantments and mundane

Unclear Presence: 
traps usually kill them before they can report it. Those

few survivors that did make it out were left with the impression that it

wasn't worth the time to try and traverse what tunnels they did come across,

and the magics 

Unclear Presence: 
intentionally seal the tunnels off at various points to

give the further impression that they do not lead in the Tower's direction."

Turning back for another moment to offer up the briefest of grins, his words

seemed to hold a

Unclear Presence: 
certain truth and weight despite the brevity they were

offered with. "So, a bit of trickery and a lot of luck have kept it safe for

those who know it's secrets." When he continued speaking and took a fork in

the tunnel, the humor 

Unclear Presence: 
seemed to be gone. "Our biggest concern with the labyrith

has cropped up very recently. If the beholder hive should discover it and set

upon it in earnest, we believe they--thanks to their antimagic powers--could

Unclear Presence: 
concentrate their efforts and find a way through

successfully. But, enough talking your ear off on that. The bazaar, you say?

So be it, shopping we will go. We'll have to descend into the city about a

block from it's edge, as we

Unclear Presence: 
were unable to form tunnels directly over it, what with

the extra magics the city worked into the outer cavern walls near that

section."

Dark Side Mazeur: 
The man was well informed and seemed a capable guide. As

such the mans worth and threat to Seldsxar both rose evenly. So the labyrinth

was a secret? And a great one no doubt, its existance would proabaly bring

another wave

Dark Side Mazeur: 
of grief upon the tower. If the wrong folks found out that

is. As for the beholder hive, why the tower and city would allow thier

proximity baffled him. The creatures sustaned themeselves upon the dweamors

of magic items. They were

Dark Side Mazeur: 
a dangerous vermin to be exterminated, and thier

anti-maigc abilites porved them uncontrollable in most cases. Ah well, it was

someone elses problem, he was just here to learn. Though the mission the

council bade him take crowded

Dark Side Mazeur: 
his thoughts with questions answerable only by time and

field work. Seldsxar smiled as he thought of shopping and the finer things he

would soon once again be partaking of.

Unclear Presence: 
And so the trip continued, the two of them weaving in and

out of tunnels for another quarter hour or so before Rizzen stopped in the

middle of another random passage, and worked a brief magic to meld an opening

in the stone

Unclear Presence: 
floor. The particular spot he chose didn't seem to be

marked in any way as far as Seldsxar could tell, but the cleric seemed to

know exactly the right place all the same, for their was a convenient catwalk

of sorts just the height

Unclear Presence: 
of a tall drow below them. After ushering Seld downward,

Rizzen joined him on the narrow landing, and resealed the stone. Though

Seldsxar may not figure it out for a while, being given all that information

back in the tunnel was

Unclear Presence: 
yet another test of sorts. The results of which would be

determined in future. Despite the obvious dangers of such a ploy, Rizzen, and

those running the Tower, were not overly concerned if Seldsxar did take the

information

Unclear Presence: 
elsewhere and sell it to the highest bidder or whatnot,

for they were secure in their abilities to eradicate any problems that

cropped up from such a happenstance. Being the thieving lot that they were,

the Vhaeraunites would have

Unclear Presence: 
no problem with eliminating Seldsxar at the first hint of

betrayal in order to prevent such in the first place. Though Rizzen was a

genuinely friendly sort, relatively speaking, he was still drow, and loyal to

his brothers. More

Unclear Presence: 
loyal than most, as he was raised in a tighter knit

community than most drow, and had close "family" relationships. These

loyalties allowed for him to shift moods in a swift manner when needed, and

eradicate threats such as Seldsxar

Unclear Presence: 
may pose with little to no guilt or remorse. Even now,

Rizzen was prepared and able to kill his newfound ward, though he had no

intention of doing so, so long as no true reason for it was garnered by

Seldxsar. Once the stone had

Unclear Presence: 
been fully sealed, Rizzen pointed out the direction of the

bazaar, which was largely cloaked from view thanks to the many catwalks and

stone towers around their general vicinity, then he stepped off their

particular catwalk and 

Unclear Presence: 
levitated downward, figuring Seldsxar would do the same.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar fixed the vicinity of the bazaar in his mind and

gazed about at the strings of walkways and spires of rising towers. The

Shadow Tower was blocked from sight, no surprise considering the web of

structures that made up

Dark Side Mazeur: 
the city of Sshamath. With no other directions or markers,

Seldsxar stepped of the walkway and enacted his natural ability to levitate.

As he slowly floated to the floor he fixed the structures closest to the

walkway in his mind.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
He tried to fix the position from which they exited the

labyrinth in his mind. Thankfully he had a guide to remember such details for

him. While he descended down to street level, he held his house emblem in his

closed fist and

Dark Side Mazeur: 
concentrated on activating two of the powers held within.

Upon landing he had webbed himself in arcane protections from arrows and

detection. One could never be to paranoid when it came to ones survival.

&quot;Rizzen, could

Dark Side Mazeur: 
show the way to a vendor of mundane house items and one of

torture utensiles?&quot;
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Unclear Presence: 
Settling upon the ground without much ado, he glanced

around to get his exact bearings and nodded to Seldsxar once the male joined

him. "Mundane items I can help with, though torture devices were never big on

my personal list of 

Unclear Presence: 
things to purchase, so we'll have to do a bit of

searching." Though he had other things to accomplish today, he could afford

the time to show Seldsxar around. Especially considering he could write this

off as spending time with one 

Unclear Presence: 
of his new recruits, so to speak. Though Seld was not yet

aware of it, Rizzen would be leading the expedition out of the city. That

fact would become generally known in a few days, but for now, Rizzen would

say nothing on the

Unclear Presence: 
matter. Better to gain information on Seldsxar that way to

his figuring.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar looked about him. It was not of immediate

importance that he visit vendour of torture impliments. So some time spent

looking for a vendour wouldnt pose a problem, best to take care of the

important stuff first though.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
&quot;Very well, while not high on my list of priorities I

would appreciate it if you could find such a place. But first things first,

on to a shop of household items then and perhaps a bite to eat

afterwards.&quot; Finally out of

Dark Side Mazeur: 
the tower, Seldsxar was looking forward to some

entertainment and good food as well as shopping. After all he was drow, and

the darkelves had always found a way to have thier mushroom stew and eat it

too.

Unclear Presence: 
As Rizzen had stated earlier, they didn't have to walk

more than the equivalent of a city block before reaching the outskirts of the

bazaar. From what he could see--which was considerable, taking into account

that this area of the

Unclear Presence: 
city was more open, relatively speaking, than the

remainder of Sshamath--there were booths and stone shops for as far as he

could see across the breadth of the cavern. It would most likely be the

largest bazaar he'd ever been in, 

Unclear Presence: 
and if the tales were true, it was the preeminent place to

purchase magic of all varieties in all the Underdark and Realms Above. Taking

his earlier thoughts of why beholders were here into account, he would start

thinking along

Unclear Presence: 
similar lines most likely when he got a good look around,

as nearly any type of intelligent race known--aside from those primarly known

as slave fodder--

Unclear Presence: 
was represented within the crowds, both as buyer and

seller. Rizzen started wending his way through the mobs and alleys between

booths, pacing himself slow enough so that Seldsxar could get a good look as

they went along. Perhaps 

Unclear Presence: 
they would stumble on other things the wizard would want

on the way to the houseware vendor.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Selsxar kept pace with his guide and took in as much of

the bazaar as he could.  It was a clashing enviorment of color, sounds and

smells. Drow merchants sold fine jewelry and garments, deurgar smiths showed

off racks of weapons

Dark Side Mazeur: 
and armor, even a few devils and demons were present

selling favors to those willing to pay the price. Seldsxar called out to

Rizzen as they were about to pass a drow merchant peddling fine clothes.

Picking through the mans wares,

Dark Side Mazeur: 
he came up with a pair of blood red slacks with small

pieces of obsidian running down the leg seems. The silk shirt he found

matched the color but had some of the spider motif renderings that he

habitually found appealing.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
The spiders had jewels for eyes and the black webs they

hung in broke up the single tone color. Picking up a black jacket with ruby

cufflinks to finish the outfit, he presented them to the vendor and pulled

forth his money pouch.

Unclear Presence: 
By the time Rizzen had meandered back to where Seldsxar

was selecting clothes, he was in a position to determine that the man was one

he could sway. As such, the secret sign was given discreetly to the vendor

while Seldsxar was

Unclear Presence: 
pulling out his money pouch. Thanks to this, the vendor

only asked for 60 gold. Perhaps not a major thing, but membership in the

local thieves guild had it's advantages which became apparent now and then.

No comment was made by

Unclear Presence: 
Rizzen about the selection of clothing, though from the

slightly amused look on his face as he looked at the outfit, it was not

something he'd be caught dead in. His origins were far from noble, which

caused his tastes to stray

Unclear Presence: 
towards simpler things in life. He had not taken up life

as a thief nor joined up with the church out of a semblance of greed and

desire for an opulent life. More out of duty to his kin, in his case.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Paying the vendor the sixty gold coings he asked for,

Seldsxar was pleased by the pricing. It was slightly cheaper than normal, but

not greatly so. Perhaps it was a sign of the times or fallout from price war

competition. Regardless

Dark Side Mazeur: 
he was content, and to Seldsxar that was all that

mattered. Placing the clothes carefully away in his handy haversack, he

smiled to Rizzen. &quot;Impulse purchase. One can never have enough clothes.

Now lets continue on shall we? I 

Dark Side Mazeur: 
will buy lunch once we're finished with the next

store.&quot; Seldsxar waited for Rizzen to continue on and wondered about the

mans wardrobe. If Seldsxar were a giving man he might have rewarded the man

with a new outif. As it was

Dark Side Mazeur: 
lunch was more than ample compensation for a simple job.

Unclear Presence: 
Noting that particular affectation about his newfound

ward, Rizzen smiled and nodded, then continued on their path. They had to

travel the equivalent of a few city blocks, winding through various streets,

but the deal they got for

Unclear Presence: 
the troubles should be worthwhile to Seldsxar. Of course,

Rizzen would not arrange such things for just anyone, but aside from learning

what he could in a casual manner about Seldsxar, it didn't hurt to cement

some sort of relations

Unclear Presence: 
between them based on what they could do for each other.

It wasn't a concrete bonding, but could lay the groundwork for possible

loyalties in future. Perhaps, at any rate. They finally arrived at their

destination, which was one of 

Unclear Presence: 
the more prominent shops, that actually had a carved out

stone building and not just a simple tent and counter setup. Of course, tents

surrounded the building on the ground level, expansions of a sort, as it was

that large of a

Unclear Presence: 
shop. Indicating the front entrace, which led into the

actual multistory stone structure, Rizzen offered a small bow. "I will return

within half an hour's passing, as I've an errand to run. With any luck, we

will both be ready by

Unclear Presence: 
then." He said the last part with a conspiratory grin, as

he took a guess that Seldsxar may be as discerning with the wares he'd find

here as with the clothes he selected. If so, they could be here an hour or

two total. That said, 

Unclear Presence: 
he turned to go.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar nodded and watched the man leave. If all went

well and the trip back was as uneventfull as the trip here, he would have

work for the guide later. Perhaps he would even find a use for Rizzens

priestly abilites as well.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Entering the stonework shop, he took inventory of the rows

of racks and shelfs. Letting his gaze drift to the stairs leading to the

second level, he began walking up and down the rows. Fifteen minutes found

him a heavy winter

Dark Side Mazeur: 
blanket with mystic symbols embroidered on it, perhaps too

warm for the city, but practicle nontheless. Folding the beautiful blanket

over his arm he continued searching the store. Forty five minutes

Dark Side Mazeur: 
later he was humming and hawing over a pair of belt

pouches. One was black silk and had a thin silver chain drawstring. The

second pouch was made from sturdier rothe hide leather but dyed blood red.

Perhaps using the creatures own 

Dark Side Mazeur: 
blood or that of another creature, or perhaps actual dye.

Carved carefully into the leather were stars and crescent moons. Having read

about them and finding the designs enchanting he was having a hard time

deciding which to buy.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Finally he decided that since he couldnt choose just one,

he'd have to purchase both. And one could never have to many belt pouches,

well maybe one could. Heading up to the second level, he began wandering

around and

Dark Side Mazeur: 
half an hour later came across an empty chest made from

sturdy petrified mushroom stalk. Stacking the clothes, blanket and pouches

atop the chest, the drow wizard easily lifted them all to waist height and

moved towards the stairs.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
His burden was a minor inconvienence as his muscles were

honed from years of training under his families weapon master. His matron

required all her children to be fit and well trained. As such he found

himself to be stronger

Dark Side Mazeur: 
than most mages he came across. This let him bully some in

his early carrer, but he was now at the level where his strength alone

counted for nothing. Descending the stairs and heading to a counter he placed

his burden down and

Dark Side Mazeur: 
asked the man for the last item on his list. &quot;Excuse

me, do you have a lock I could purchase for this chest? Of average complexity

will do nicely.&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
Having been back from his errand for some time now, Rizzen

was already lingering downstairs and was nearby when Seldsxar put his chosen

wares on the counter top. Silently moving up beside Seld, he intercepted the

vendor's chance to 

Unclear Presence: 
answer Seld's question. Though his words were delivered as

cheerfully as ever, if Seld cared to look, this was the first time he'd

viewed what could be called a truly threatening glint in Rizzen's crimson

orbs. Apparently, there was

Unclear Presence: 
history of sorts between Rizzen and the vendor, if the

short staredown was any indication. "Of course he does, and he won't allow

you to settle for anything average. Will you, Vextur?" Though the drow vendor

looked irritated, and

Unclear Presence: 
made an attempt at defiance, he soon broke under Rizzen's

cheerfully threatening gaze. Dropping his eyes with a nod, the vendor turned

and reached into a cupboard of some sort behind the counter. Turning

momentarily to face

Unclear Presence: 
Seldsxar, the dangerous glint in his eyes now replaced

with true camaraderie, Rizzen continued. "Since Vextur and I are such good

friends, and seeing as you are now part of the Tower's fold, I'm sure he'll

be willing to give you a 

Unclear Presence: 
substantial discount. Eyes darting back to the now

silently fuming vendor as the high quality lock was laid upon the counter,

Seld could be sure the threat was back in Rizzen's eyes. "Ol' Vextur here

would do the same for any true 

Unclear Presence: 
friend, which I'm sure won't change even upon your next

visit here Seldsxar. Isn't that right, Vextur?" Waiting until a forced smile

emerged on Vextur's face, and for a nod of agreement to be given, Rizzen then

reached 

Unclear Presence: 
across the counter and gave a friendly slap on Vextur's

shoulder. "Good to hear. Now, if you two will excuse me, I'm off to visit the

chamberpot while you settle today's accounts." Offering a broad smile to them

both, he then set

Unclear Presence: 
off to the shop's 'basement level' to do as stated.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar smiled at the vendor throughout the mans exchange

with Rizzen. Perhaps thats how he got the clothes for cheap, had Rizzen said

something to the man then as well? Seldsxar wasnt sure but he thought not.

Paying the man

Dark Side Mazeur: 
the twenty six gold and fifty two silver it came to,

Seldsxar opened the chest and carefully placed the items inside. Placing the

chest on the floor, Seldsxar pulled out a vial form his pouches and let a

drop of mercury fall onto

Dark Side Mazeur: 
the chest. Weaving his fingers in arcane passes he spoke

the words to simple spell that caused the chest to rise up off the floor to

waist hight. It would follow him at a slower pace but he wouldnt have to

degrade himself by

Dark Side Mazeur: 
carrying it himself. That was the job for servants, slaves

or magic, hardly the thing a noble would lower himself to. Waiting for Rizzen

to return he moved towards the exit and fixed the name of the establishment

in his mind.

Unclear Presence: 
Rizzen was only two steps behind him by the time he

reached the exit, readjusting his sword belt along the way. After taking a

quick glance at the floating chest, he looked at Seldsxar with both approval

and a question on his

Unclear Presence: 
face. "I did a bit of asking about while out on my errand,

and believe I know where we can procure some torture implements, but is there

anything else we should be searching for along the way?"

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar paused in thought. Rizzen was proving to be an

excellent guide, attentive to his employers wishes and needs. He would hire

the man later, and scry his activities later. Perhaps the man was being to

nice and accomidating.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
What angle was he playing at? Who was he working for?

Calimar? Vorn? Jeggred? &quot;No that will be our last stop.&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
"Very well then, the shop I mentioned is only a block

away, so a quick stop there, then perhaps that lunch you mentioned before

heading back to the Tower. If that's an agreeable plan to you, we'll be off."

He'd already moved out 

Unclear Presence: 
into the street, in a casual manner, in order to take the

lead. And perhaps he was being a bit too nice and accomodating, though for

all Seldsxar may scrutinze the facts, Rizzen seemed genuinely sincere. Which

could mean either that

Unclear Presence: 
he really was so, or he was damn good at portraying such

when he wanted to be. Drow being drow, the second option would be the one

most likely deduced, though the truth was a bit of both. Rizzen had no reason

to personally dislike 

Unclear Presence: 
Seldsxar as of yet, as one was not given and he

didn't--like so many of his clerical brethren--simply dislike the man because

he was a wizard. As for Rizzen's loyalties, even the man himself could not

say where they truly lay, for

Unclear Presence: 
he was equally loyal to both his kin and his faith, and

thus far, those disparate loyalties had not come into conflict. Thus far, at

any rate.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Entering the shop Seldsxar made his way directly to a

group of large table like structures. Each one would easily accomidate a full

sized drow. Inspecting each in turn he finally settled on one and called over

a salesman.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
&quot;I wish to purchase this Rack as well as a

Jawbreaker.&quot; Opening his money pouch, Seldsxar was curious to hear the

cost, would there be a discount this time? The Rack would be pricy, but he

had both a reason and a person

Dark Side Mazeur: 
already in mind for it. And the Jawbreaker would serve to

keep the person situated in they're place of torment. &quot;How much?&quot;

he asked the salesman.

Unclear Presence: 
This particular time, Rizzen was not able to garner any

discounts with ease, as the vendor they were at was relatively new--a

replacement for the person who used to run the shop, if he'd heard

correctly--

Unclear Presence: 
and as such had not been "initiated" into the fold as of

yet, so to speak. Something he took a mental note to accomplish in the near

future. Perhaps he'd send someone to carry out the task as soon as they

returned to the temple. The

Unclear Presence: 
conflicts in the Darkwoods prevented them from

strongarming a lot of the merchants for a cut as of late, something they'd

have to try and find other means by which to rectify. If the pressure kept up

from all the various foes on the

Unclear Presence: 
Tower, they could lose the stranglehold they had over the

majority of the permanent salesmen in the bazaar. Not a good thing. So it was

that the vendor asked 160 gold for the items. Though Rizzen could step in and

still try to

Unclear Presence: 
persuade the man for a lower price using his own natural

charm, and the magical enhancements he normally used, he decided to see how

Seldsxar would handle the situation.\

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Not wishing to push his luck due to his spell damaged

features and voice, he deigned it passable to pay full price. Apparently not

all vendours gave discounts to tower students, not surprising given the fact

they were under seige.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
&quot;Very well.&quot; Seldsxar pulled forth the required

160gp and slid it across the counter to the salesman. Slipping his money

pouch into a dimensional side pocket on his haversack, the wizard went to

work storing the jawbreaker

Dark Side Mazeur: 
in the partially full chest. He took care to place it on

the bottom as not to damage his new clothes, then placed the rack atop the

floating shadow disc and the chest atop the rack. With a genuine grin he

turned to his guide
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Dark Side Mazeur: 
&quot;We are finished here Rizzen. Lead us onwards to an

inn and a good meal.&quot; With a silent telepathic command to his quasit

familiar, the creature skuttled out of his hair and down his arm. Using the

form of a tiny spider

Dark Side Mazeur: 
it came to a rest atop the chest as its master ordered and

began an invisible and silent vigil. Nothing would be stolen while his master

ate.

Unclear Presence: 
And so it was that with an emphatic nod, Rizzen did just

that.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Log on, will play NPC's as needed, just let me know.)

Unclear Presence: 
[ 11 Eleasias 1372 ]

BitVyper: 
After his conversation with Cogliostro, Dekar had decided to

collect his pay before heading into the Darkwoods.  In his experience, it had

always been a good idea to do so before funds, and individuals mysteriously

disappeared.  

BitVyper: 
The elf had hardly spoken with the human in charge of handling

such matters since his arrival, and only had a vague idea of where her office

even was.  It was relatively easy to locate, however.  Finding the door

closed, he gave it

BitVyper: 
two, solid knocks.  No need to barge in rudely.  He could save

such behaviour for his employer.

Unclear Presence: 
There was only a short pause before he heard an exotically

lilted, somewhat stern feminine voice issue through the the door. "You may

enter." When he did so, he was looking upon a rather large, well maintained

and furnished office, 

Unclear Presence: 
though one could not truly call it lavish, as it was far

too utilitarian, much like the woman seated behind the large desk halfway

into the chamber appeared to be. Having something of a strict librarian

demeanor about her, she was

Unclear Presence: 
offering a faint, polite smile upon her lips all the same

as she looked upon the man entering. Aside from the desk, there were several

shelves full of books, most likely ledgers, two comfortable chairs in front

of her desk, a plush 

Unclear Presence: 
looking couch right near the door in what must be

considered the waiting area, and a fireplace behind the desk. There appeared

to be only one other door in the room, along what would be the back wall if

one were standing on the deck

Unclear Presence: 
and in between the twin offices, those being hers and

Cogliostro's. The floors, like the deck outside, were made of fine hardwood

and held a high polish, with various rugs of oriental origin dotting it's

surface here and there. The 

Unclear Presence: 
rugs too were much like the woman. Whether Dekar has ever

seen one or not, the woman appeared to be half, or maybe even three quarters

stock from some country in the Far East regions. "Welcome, Saer Longblade.

What may I assist you 

Unclear Presence: 
with?" Apparently she kept apprised of Cogliostro's

employees, even if the employess did not do the same where the staff was

concerned.

BitVyper: 
Upon surveying the room, Dekar nodded approvingly.  &quot;Not

bad,&quot; he remarked.  &quot;Certainly a better sense of style than whoever

decided to put a corpse in the taproom.&quot;  

BitVyper: 
He quickly snapped back to attention upon hearing the woman's

inquiring voice.  &quot;Ah, my apologies,&quot; he replied, now taking in the

woman's appearance.  Bleh, an accountant; certainly not

BitVyper: 
his type... though technically, he couldn't really claim to have

a, 'type.'  Deciding that she was most likely the efficient sort, Dekar

simply got on with it, rather than making any small talk.  

BitVyper: 
&quot;Yes, our illustrious employer has informed me that I might

recieve my payment from yourself.&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
"Mm, yes, of course. One moment." With efficiency that

certainly wouldn't let his surmising of her down, she reached into one of the

lower drawers of her desk and pulled out a ledger. After making a quick

scroll down the front most 

Unclear Presence: 
page, she nodded to herself and placed the ledger back in

the drawer. That done, she pushed her chair back a tad and stood, though she

paused before moving away. "In what form of currency would you like it?"

BitVyper: 
Without a moment's deliberation, Dekar responded, &quot;Gems if

possible, please.&quot;  While the woman went about appropriating the correct

number of gems, the elf continued to speak.  &quot;I've 

BitVyper: 
been away for a short time, but our situation here seems to have

changed rather drastically, hasn't it?&quot;  Allowing a moment for her

response, he continued, &quot;I imagine it can't have made your own workload

any lighter.&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
She hadn't more than glanced at him briefly over her

shoulder as she went about collecting the gems, offering no immediate

response. The task did not take long, however, and when she laid a small,

open coffer with the appropriate

Unclear Presence: 
stones upon the table, she looked at him gain, a bit of

what may be puzzlement or scrutinizing upon her exotic face. "No, the

workload certainly has not gotten lighter, Saer

Unclear Presence: 
Longblade." She paused long enough to push the coffer

forward across the desk to him, dropping the scrutinzing gaze in the process.

"The...changes you refer to have not overly burdened my own duties, however.

I run the business

Unclear Presence: 
affairs of the inn, and aside from having to scribe a new

slew of employees into the roster, that which is occuring outside of the inn

has not affected nor does it concern me." When she looked to him once more,

he could tell that

Unclear Presence: 
she wasn't being completely honest, at least where the

part about her insinuations of not caring was concerned. It dawned on Dekar

at that point that she had indeed been assessing him earlier, and taking it

into context with the

Unclear Presence: 
rest of her words and the situations he'd seen crop up

since returning, that she may be guaging as to where his loyalties lay. That

in turn brought up the question of if perhaps there was internal strife of a

sort occuring in the

Unclear Presence: 
inn. Certainly, he hadn't seen more than a few familiar

faces within the staff today, most of those working the taproom were

completely unfamiliar to him. Things to ponder later, if nothing else, should

he care enough to.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
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BitVyper: 
&quot;Yes, I noticed a certain lack of... friendly faces,&quot;

Dekar responded, nodding his approval of the payment before placing it inside

of his cloak.  &quot;Though to be entirely honest, I have not yet been back

long enough
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BitVyper: 
to learn of exactly what has been transpiring.&quot;
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Unclear Presence: 
Offering not much more than a nod on the matter, she added

in a bit of advice and left it at that. To appearances, the man seemed honest

enough on that count, and so she'd simply wait and see what side of the quiet

internal conflict

Unclear Presence: 
he would end up on. "Then I suggest you take some time to

get a feel for things yourself in the very near future. Now, if you'll excuse

me, I have work to get back to." Again, she offered a thin, polite smile,

though it was touched 

Unclear Presence: 
with weariness at the edges. Perhaps the work was tiring,

or perhaps the woman was tired of whatever it was exactly that was going on

and of having to watch her back against unknowns such as Dekar. Whatever the

case, the look she

Unclear Presence: 
gave him included the hint that he should stop asking

further questions of her.

BitVyper: 
&quot;I suppose that is what I will do then,&quot; Dekar

responded, slightly irritated that the woman hadn't just made a chart

explaining every little detail then and there, though he gave no hint of it.

He could 

BitVyper: 
probably press her for news, but decided that he might as well

stay on the woman's good side... if she had one.  Returning her smile, though

somewhat more genuine, he added, &quot;thank you for the assistance.  Perhaps

I'll see you 

BitVyper: 
around the tavern,&quot; and proceeded out of the room, insuring

that the door was fully closed after he'd left.  With that matter out of the

way, Dekar began making his way down to the large hole

BitVyper: 
 that Cogliostro had indicated to him as shortcut earlier.

Unclear Presence: 
The brief trip involved leaving the inn and crossing the

courtyard, in the direction of the nearby Darkwoods. Though the courtyard

itself was largely deserted, the surrounding wall had sentries milling along

it's entirety, and 

Unclear Presence: 
when he came to the quite visible hole that had been

punched through the wall, he could see a trio of large, brutish figures

standing vigil just outside of it. The sentries were some variety of troll

from appearances, though not the

Unclear Presence: 
garden variety, as they were larger, wore well maintained

armor and sported finely crafted weapons, and when he got close enough to

see, their eyes had more intelligence in them than bestial cunning. Aside

from a brief, assessing

Unclear Presence: 
glance, the brutes made no effort to speak to him, and one

stepped aside enough that he could pass by and enter the Darkwoods.

BitVyper: 
Now came the question of what exactly, he was supposed to find

here.  Of course, someone must have attacked the inn.  That much was obvious

even if one ignored the gaping hole in the wall.  Phaerimm then? That would

explain the 

BitVyper: 
bald one's, 'trophy.'  In any case, he supposed it couldn't hurt

to look a little deeper into the forest of stone.  Perhaps luck would be with

him, and he'd even find the lair of that vampiress, and if he was attacked,

he might 

BitVyper: 
discover exactly what could constitute 'food,' for Hashamar.  The

sword was still in his mind too; he would have to make an effort to learn

more of the history surrounding it in the near future.  He also noted the

trolls.  Perhaps

BitVyper: 
if they possessed intelligence beyond that of the average for

their race, he could learn something from them.  Not particularly happy to be

dealing with one of the rather imposing creatures, Dekar approached the

nearest of them, 

BitVyper: 
though he didn't move too close (he'd learned the hard way that

they had a tendancy to spit while talking), with an inquiring gaze.  Figuring

there was no sense in beating around the bush with one of the creatures, he

simply asked,

BitVyper: 
&quot;tell me, what does the wizard having you guarding against

here?&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
All three of them glanced down at him momentarily, not

appearing to be happy about speaking with him much as he was with them, then

one of them spoke up to the shortest of his companions. "Your turn." That

said, the brute--who must 

Unclear Presence: 
have been the ranking officer--simply moved back to block

the spot Dekar had stepped through. The one commanded to answer Dekar glared

balefully at his commander, then turned his gaze downward to Dekar. Along

with a touch of 

Unclear Presence: 
condescension, there was also a look of incredulity, as if

the brute found Dekar daft. "Intruders...."

BitVyper: 
Not ready to back down just yet, Dekar gave the beast slightly

irritated look and continued, &quot;yes, I'd gathered as much.  I suppose you

wouldn't know exactly what sorts of intruders he is expecting though.  Will

you tell me 

BitVyper: 
what created this hole in that case?&quot;  Since it seemed to

have at least a rudimentary grasp of undercommon, Dekar felt no need to

simplify his sentences.  Still he should have expected that he would need to

be 

BitVyper: 
particularly direct with the troll.

Unclear Presence: 
Looking more irritated than anything this time, the troll

answered him in rather rude tones, though not overly loud. "You would suppose

wrong. And it was an explosion that created the hole." Apparently, this breed

of troll was at 

Unclear Presence: 
least intelligent enough to produce some smart asses. "Do

you need my services or not? If not, move along."
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