OnlineHost: 
Unclear Presence has entered the room.

OnlineHost: 
infernal rabbit has left the room.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
hrm, looks like it's already givin Scott an error

XX Cogliostro XX: 
bah, i have to update buddy list on AIM

OnlineHost: 
Kitty De Carabas has entered the room.

OnlineHost: 
Kitty De Carabas has left the room.

OnlineHost: 
infernal rabbit has entered the room.

OnlineHost: 
Kitty De Carabas has entered the room.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Log on.)

Kitty De Carabas: 
(testing)

Kitty De Carabas: 
(Testing)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( just to note, I'm going to open a second room that is

used for dice rolling, and OOC chatter. try to keep everything in here In

Character)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( I'll need a minute to BL everyone on AIM to send out the

room)

Kitty De Carabas: 
/nick Phaerro

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Change color)

Kitty De Carabas: 
(roger)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
*Thanks hun.)

OnlineHost: 
Thommy Tsunami has left the room.

Unclear Presence: 
Despite their collective trips to the temple complex being

uneventful, the fact that they were in the middle of a contested zone was

quite evident. Even traversing through the roof of the cavern, well above the

battles, sounds of it

Unclear Presence: 
came to ear all the same, with the occasional explosion

reverberating through the stone. Upon arriving at the temple proper, and

descending through the single, guarded gateway that led down from the

tunnels, it only appeared to get 

Unclear Presence: 
more pronounced. Every so often the Tower shook, despite

the various wards encompassing it, though nothing more than settling dust was

evidenced as any sort of sustained damage. Apparently, the collective

spellcasters were able to

Unclear Presence: 
erect protective barriers of merit. Each had arrived at

roughly the same time, and through slight observation while waiting together

in a small sitting chamber outside of the Shadow Sorcerers office, they'd

found out that he made

Unclear Presence: 
their appointments for exactly the same time for some

unknown reason. And each of the three seated within, comprised of Divyl,

Phaerro, and Seldsxar, had been waiting now for an equally long time, some

quarter hour beyond the

Unclear Presence: 
appointed time, on top of however early they had arrived.

For all that the single acolyte they were attended by kept going through the

room, in and out of the Shadow Sorcerer's office, one would think they would

be apprised more on 

Unclear Presence: 
their situation and reasons for waiting. But alas, each

was more or less left in the dark with nothing more than brief grunts of

acknowledgement thus far if inquiries were made. After another quarter hour

or so passed, the acolyte, 

Unclear Presence: 
Dinin by name, returned and asked collective trio to

follow him. The brief trip took them down a spiraling staircase, an educated

guess placing them some three levels lower in the stalactite tower. The

chamber they were brought to

Unclear Presence: 
seemed to be centered well inside the complex, meaning

that its outer walls were not the outer walls of the stalactite itself, and

hence had no windows. It was circular in shape, and they door they entered

was not visible as such

Unclear Presence: 
upon arrival, being more of the secretive variety, a

shifting panel of wall. A single, large, oval table adorned the center of the

room, and about a dozen and a half people were situated around it's polished

stone surface. All save 

Unclear Presence: 
one was drow. The exception was a tall, swarthy skinned,

bald headed human, the skin upon that clean shaven crown adorned with various

tattoos. It was this man who was speaking when they entered, in rather

sarcastic and somewhat

Unclear Presence: 
heated tones. &quot;...really expect to utilize people

whom you know nothing about other than what you've observed discreetly for

less than a day, and have anything productive come of it? And you say my

people are

Unclear Presence: 
imbeciles....&quot; No retorts came from any of the drow,

as a sudden hush settled over the room when the trio was led in. All eyes

fell on the newcomers, whom Dinin then led to three seats on the left side of

the table, the only

Unclear Presence: 
empty ones there. A tense silence occupied the room whilst

the trio settled in.

Kitty De Carabas: 
*is covered up from head to foot.  He is garbed and

cloaked in soft green-grey garments of spider silk, gloved, belted, and

booted in muted green lizardskin.  

Kitty De Carabas: 
His head was covered with a close-fitted open-faced helm,

made of some dark metal and polished to a dull slate-like finish. 

Kitty De Carabas: 
 His visage beneath the helm was obscured by a veil of

spider's silk, exposing only his eyes, which glowed a soft violet hue.  

Kitty De Carabas: 
No other form of armor or protection is worn by him, and

he carries no visible weapons.  Were it not for this oddity of drow society,

the figure before you would completely unremarkable.*

Kitty De Carabas: 
*He dipped his head*

Kitty De Carabas: 
I have come.  It was told to me there would be advantage

top my needs in doing so.  How can we assist each other?

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Dressed in a rich black robe with a green cloak, the

finely dressed wizard smoothly took his seat. His eyes roved across the faces

of the men and women arrayed around the table. The only visible skin he

showed was his face,

Dark Side Mazeur: 
even his hands were gloved. Various pouches hung at his

belt and the Insignia of some noble house hung around his neck. As he sat he

unslung his backpack and cradled it on his lap. On his shoulder perched a

tiny demon, a quasit.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Inclining his head towards the Human, Seldsxar addressed

the group. &quot;I have come from Menzoberanzan seeking apprenticeship in the

School of Shadows. An apprentice informed me this is where I could

inquire&quot;

OnlineHost: 
Thommy Tsunami has entered the room.

infernal rabbit: 
Thin obsidian lips arched ever so slightly in a faint smile

as he recalled how many hours it had taken. The work was tedious, patientce

the key. If a single detail was missed it would cost him his life. It had

taken hundreds of 

infernal rabbit: 
various dyes to acheive the perfect obsidian hue he wished

to wear. He remebered the sensation of feeling smooth skin. The eyes

reflecting back at him within the mirror were two finely cut rubies which

burnt with ambition.

infernal rabbit: 
The tips of his ears jutted upwards thinning as they rised

to end in fine points. Impressed with the job he had done he gave a toothy

grin revealing a series of  sharpened ink black teeth.

infernal rabbit: 
 After all that had been done he had intoned a few words of

magic to furthure accentuate his ploy. With the final touches having been set

in the drow walked over to his bed.

infernal rabbit: 
 Sported all over the bed were various types of daggers.

All were beautifully created and many swore the vicious lick of magic. He

quickly pocketed the ones he felt were to be needed and the rest he hid in

various places.

infernal rabbit: 
 Currently Jivin sat in a room. He was rather plain looking

standing little over 5'4. He was muscled though lean none the less. He bore

no insignas or any other sorts of symbols.

infernal rabbit: 
  His garb was no worse or better than that of a commoners

and he seemed to bearing no armor at all. He looked at the three figures as

they came inside the room. Jivin's eyes strayed upon one in paticular who

sported scaled

infernal rabbit: 
 boots.      

Thommy Tsunami: 
A slender foppish drow, Divyl seems barely aware of the

others in the room. 

Thommy Tsunami: 
In reality, his onyx eyes were taking in every detail. In

these chaotic times, Divyl knew that oppurtunity awaited in the most

unexpected places. 

Thommy Tsunami: 
Although he had been kept waiting for some time, several

years of long treks in the Underdark had built his patience. These newcomers

seemed... promising. Divyl allowed himself the smallest smile.   

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Condescending would suffice to describe the glint within

his oak-brown orbs as he gazed upon each of the three newcomers in turn. All

the same, it was a blatantly studious gaze as well. Though he'd taken time to

observe each by

XX Cogliostro XX: 
various means earlier in the day, at the Tower's request,

he felt the urge to take their measure yet again. If not for a gesture for

silence from the Shadow Sorcerer, he'd have made his thoughts--equally

condescending, to be sure--

XX Cogliostro XX: 
known to the collective whole. Forcing a polite smile of

sorts upon his face as he absently settled back in his chair and adjusted his

maroon and black jacket, he decided to humor the temple's leader this once.

He was unused to the 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
concept of not running the show, but able to step down

from the limelight all the same. For now, at least.

Unclear Presence: 
Having issued the human the signal for silence, the well

groomed, black robed Shadow Sorcerer now turned in his seat--which was

situated at one end of the table, of course--and took a moment to assess the

trio of newcomers as

Unclear Presence: 
well. Though they'd already taken pains to procure what

information on the three that mundane and minor magical means could obtain,

he would not give away that fact overly much. Feigning some degree of

ignorance was a useful talent 

Unclear Presence: 
in many of his business dealings, and he would apply it

here now as necessary. Though individual questions had been asked, his first

statement to the trio was rather generalized. When he spoke, it was less

imperious than mildly

Unclear Presence: 
business-like. He did not come off overly haughty, though

an astute observer could tell that it took deliberate effort to pull that

off. A truly astute observer could discern that he was somewhat uncertain and

perhaps

Unclear Presence: 
even...needy. Perhaps. &quot;On behalf of the

Faithful...and the Arcanists...I welcome you, and thank you for joining us

here today. Each of your concerns and questions will be addressed in turn,

but first I would like to address

Unclear Presence: 
the lot of you.&quot; He paused for a moment, as if trying

to discern the best way to put some thoughts to word. Very briefly, to his

credit. &quot;To put it simply, we wish to...employ each of you for a certain

shared task,

Unclear Presence: 
based on what skills and areas of expertise that we've

observed about you, and learned from word of mouth. In return for this task,

we are willing to address and entertain your own individual points of

interest. You will have to

Unclear Presence: 
forgive any bluntness and forwardness on our parts, but

circumstance....&quot; As if to emphasize his point, the chamber shook around

them. &quot;...leaves relatively little time for beating around the bush, as

our human guest would

Unclear Presence: 
put it.&quot; At this point, his crimson eyes fall onto

Seldxsar. &quot;Though my concerns and tenure of office reside moreso with

the clergy than with the mages of the Tower, I have been asked to speak for

them this day.&quot; His

Unclear Presence: 
gaze then shifted momentarily to another of the drow

seated at the table, one wearing robes of black trimmed with electric blue,

who appeared to be the physically oldest of them all, with fine age lines

showing on his dark grey

Unclear Presence: 
skin. This elder nodded silently in acquiesence to the

Shadow Sorcerer's words.

Kitty De Carabas: 
He shrugs without much investment.  "This sounds

mysterious... secretive even.  But you've enough witnesses and all three of

us here, so I hesitate to wonder what you would ask of us.  

Kitty De Carabas: 
What is the general task, at the very least?  After

explaining that to us, then we can mull it over for ourselves, while you

explain what you want from us individually."  He shrugs again.

Kitty De Carabas: 
He glances over to the other three, recently in the care

of his company of men, making a mental note to ask Coronel about each of them

in private.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
It seemed the apprentice was correct. But as to what had

they been volunteered for? One of the other two he had come with vocalized

his concerns, but left out the question of the human iblith. Perhaps another

time. After all

Dark Side Mazeur: 
it seemed he was approaching his goal. The soon he begin

his studies, and apparently all he had to do was run an errand for them?

Coming from an adventuring house, errands could range from small to deadly,

but no matter he was a

Dark Side Mazeur: 
drow. The most dangerous hunters of all. Plastering a

smile across his fey features he spoke to the shadow sorcerer. &quot;I thank

you for speaking on thier behalf and for this chance your giving us. Of

course we all share the same

Dark Side Mazeur: 
concerns as our companion here. Perhaps you could explain

what it is you wish us to do?&quot; Roatak, Seldsxars quasit familiar leaned

over and whispered words of betrayl against the human wizard and the elderly

mage. Ignoring them

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar awaited the reply of the drow magE

infernal rabbit: 
Jivin's eyes lingered a moment longer upon the scaled

aparrel. A shiver ran down his spine as a paticular threat resurfaced. A

flame haired drowess to be precise was the source of such a threat. And Jivin

knew well she would follow 

infernal rabbit: 
through with her threat if ever given provocation. He

watched the three carefully appraising each and makeing mental notes to

himself.

Thommy Tsunami: 
Divyl becomes more amused. The others were taking the lead

in questioning their mysterious would-be patrons. Excellant.    

Thommy Tsunami: 
This allowed Divyl to observe without showing his hand. He

smiled pleasantly yo all around him and bided his time.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Upon noting the elder more or less bowing out to the

Shadow Sorcerer, he leaned to the right, where Jivin was seated, and

whispered in a manner louder than it needed to be. Intentionally, of course.

"The only reason he's speaking 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
for them is that the moron wizards still haven't been able

to select a new leader among themselves, after what...a month?...since their

old one came to a mysterious demise." Traces of a wickedly humored grin had

accompanied his

XX Cogliostro XX: 
words, which shifted into a mockingly apologetic smile as

he turned back to the collective wizards upon noting their dark glares. "Oh,

sorry, I had forgotten you were all here. Do go on...." At that point, he

played at ignoring the 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
glares and unspoken threats, and listened to the

newcomers. At least, to the two who were actually speaking. The quietness of

the third one caused his gaze to linger on that particular form.

Unclear Presence: 
In light of the human's rudeness, a slight bit of

irritance evident, he paused momentarily before answering the queries brought

up by Phaerro and Seldxsar, looking to the elder, Vorn, 

Unclear Presence: 
wondering if a response would be given to the human. Vorn,

meanwhile, held his tongue and his composure, figuring the human  and his

slights beneath rebuttal. For the moment, at any rate. Vengeance of a sort

would be dished out

Unclear Presence: 
later. Oh yes. Seeing that Vorn would let the matter drop,

the Shadow Sorcerer gave a brief warning glare to the human, then turned back

to the trio. &quot;What we ask of you...collectively...is to retrieve a set

of...objects. The

Unclear Presence: 
specific natures of each object will be discussed, if and

when we strike a deal. Acquiring these objects will take time, and efforts of

varying natures. Hence the different areas of expertise we wish the agents we

send to

Unclear Presence: 
have. All expenses of the trip...the endeavor, more

appropriately...would be covered by the collective church and school.

Furthermore, each of you would be granted certain other forms of recompense,

based on your individual

Unclear Presence: 
desires. In so much as they've previously been expressed

to us. As your desires and intentions have been necessarily brief thus far,

further discussions are not out of the question. For starters, and example, I

will address one that

Unclear Presence: 
has been openly presented here.&quot; His gaze turns fully

to Seldxsar at this point. &quot;You speak of wishing entry into the School.

In return, we would be willing to waive all entry and tuition fees--which

would total

Unclear Presence: 
thousands of coin--for the duration of your

'apprenticeship'. Room and board would be provided as well.&quot; That

spoken, he turned to the other two. &quot;I hesitate to speak openly of your

private dealings, as thus far they have

Unclear Presence: 
kept exactly that--private. The choice of discussing them

openly or not is yours to make. Our part of the general bargaining has

already been established.&quot; Considering the not insignificant amount of

reimbursement that Seldxsar

Unclear Presence: 
had been offered, Divyl and Phaerro could expect their

respective offers to be just as juicy.

Kitty De Carabas: 
There is a moment of pause as Phaerro takes in the offer,

looking at it from all possible angles.  

Kitty De Carabas: 
As a job offer went, it was lucrative and held potential

for future dealings with those in power, something he had been looking for.

Kitty De Carabas: 
The question lay with the others here.  How trustworthy

were they?  How reliable?  How ...competent.  His brows furrowed at the

thought.

Kitty De Carabas: 
All too many times he had witnessed short-sighted members

of his people destroy and abase themselves in mad and futile grasps for

personal power.

Kitty De Carabas: 
The one thought lingered within the back of his mind.

"Can I work with these?"

Kitty De Carabas: 
He responded to the waiting Shadow Sorceror.  "I shall

need to discuss this with you in private, and consult with my company before

accepting, but I am amenable."

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar smiled inwardly. He had just been handed the key

to his current problem, Matron Olonrae would be pleased. Now he just had to

see to it that the tasks were accomplished. Remembering the two others he

came in with, he took

Dark Side Mazeur: 
solace in the amount of fodder already present. Who knows,

perhaps one of them would be competent, the world was full of surprises.

&quot;I can only speak for myself,

Dark Side Mazeur: 
but I agree to your gracious terms. Where can the first

peice of the set be found?&quot;

infernal rabbit: 
Barley able to surpress his mirth he forced himself not to

look at the wizards knowing their mere sight would send him through a violent

fit of laughter. He knew well that the human had said the comment for a

purpose. Jivin 

infernal rabbit: 
attempted to discern as best as possible the emotions of

the three.

Thommy Tsunami: 
Although they were masked by his enchanted mask, Divyl's

wings were nonetheless growing pained from being pressed against the hard

back of the chair. He shifted his position as subtly as he could to relieve

the pressure. 

Thommy Tsunami: 
Although he was not ashamed of his fey blood, far from it,

the more overt effect of his mingled parentage tended to draw attention,

something he wished to avoid. Likewise, Divyl had to suppress the excitement

he felt.

Thommy Tsunami: 
Opportunity for great reward Connections with entities of

great power. There was only one question... 

Thommy Tsunami: 
Should he risk allowing these powerful wizards a glimmer of

his grand scheme or simply ask for a more mundane reward and allow his plans

to slowly unfold like a flower from the cursed Lands of Light? 

Thommy Tsunami: 
Divyl simply smiles at the Shadow Sorceorr and says

&quot;Please.. continue.&quot; 

Unclear Presence: 
Waiting a moment for the Shadow Sorcerer to nod an

affirmation of further discussion to Phaerro, the elder then interrupted the

conversation, rather abruptly, but he was politely apologetic--and not

mocking in the doing--all

Unclear Presence: 
the same. &quot;If I may, Shadow Sorcerer....&quot;

Leaning forward a bit in his seat, his powerful presence concentrated

pointedly upon Seldxsar. When he spoke, it was as if to him, they had already

fallen into a Master-Apprentice

Unclear Presence: 
relationship. Which should be all the proof that Seldxsar

needed to verify the truth of the offer. &quot;Adept, for reasons I'm sure

you can comprehend, such specifics will not be discussed in company that is

as of yet in

Unclear Presence: 
questionable standing. You will be briefed on specifics

while you are settled in to the School this afternoon.&quot;

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Deciding that he too, would interrupt the conversation,

much as the Shadow Master Vorn just did, he carried on with that thought in

an appropriately abrupt manner. Though he seemed not in the least bit

apologetic or questioning in

XX Cogliostro XX: 
the doing. "As my interests are yours...." Meaning the

church as a whole "...in this endeavor, I will of course, hrm, loan the

services of some of my own agents to the cause. Of necessity, based on an

earlier discussion, I will send

XX Cogliostro XX: 
the archaeologist along on the expedition. In addition, I

will send two others, who will help to assure that no...ills befall the

collective group." In other words, he was stating in scarcely guised words

that some people who would 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
look after his personal interests were to go along for the

ride. Fighters and/or assassins, most likely. That said, he respectively

leaned back and indicated with an absent wave of his hand that he'd had his

say, and the table was 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
turned over to the Shadow Sorcerer once more. That last

gesture actually seemed genuine. Perhaps the man wasn't an ass all of the

time. Perhaps. Without glancing at Jivin, he easily bypassed the rooms wards

and other enchantments, 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
in order to issue a mental sending to his current right

hand man. ---All three of them are more than they appear. We will compare

notes on them later, and discuss which of them you will most likely be

employed to eliminate after the

XX Cogliostro XX: 
expedition is completed.--- He kept the channel open, just

in case Jivin wished to respond at all.

Kitty De Carabas: 
Waiting patiently, he kept his eyes alternating from

person to person in the room, so as to not seem as if he was staring.  

Kitty De Carabas: 
Wondering if he should broach the topic of a private

audience, or just wait for the cue from the shadow sorceror, he leaned back

in his chair, and wonderd if it had been wise to leave Coronel behind.

Kitty De Carabas: 
"I shall have to contact hi later on, in private and

discuss my thoughts on this assignment, but it was why we came here...  Why

then do I feel nervous?"

Kitty De Carabas: 
The answer was easy.  The others also here.  "I must find

a way to know if they are worthy allies for the company or not."  

Kitty De Carabas: 
Breagan D'arrth had started out small, so too then would

this fellowship grow into something to be reckoned with.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar was mildly surprised at the speed at which he had

just been apprenticed with. The powerful old drow was to be his master at

that. The man had to be strong, or very crafty to have survived to a ripe old

age, a rarity among

Dark Side Mazeur: 
the backstabbing drow.  &quot;Of course Master&quot; He

looked forward to moving his stuff from the inn to his new chambers and

starting his education. The adventure was secondary in his view.

infernal rabbit: 
Not in the least surprised was Jivin when he heard the

humans voice. He listened craefully though not showing the slightest change

in his demeanor or even facial expression. Jivin continued to watch the three

already working on  

infernal rabbit: 
figuring out which one he would assassinate. All were up

for the position but he would have to take serious consideration as to which

would be the best choice. The wizard was dangerous because his power would be

something to reckon 

infernal rabbit: 
with if it were allowed to grow. The mercenary with the

reptilian boots possed a danger on two levels. The first was in the fact he

could pose competition for Jivins own illicit dealings but perhaps that could

be exploited. The 

infernal rabbit: 
other figure was mysertious and did not give much about

himself and that in jivin's mind was enough to warrant death. I've watched

all of them carefully and taken notes. They all have the honor of qualifying

for the honor of 

infernal rabbit: 
assassination but each in their own respect rings a tone of

profit if exploited correctly.

Thommy Tsunami: 
With every moment that passed, Divyl's glee grew. Other than

a brief shiver than ran down his spine moments before, this whole encounter

was going so perfectly. The others were revealing so much about themselves. 

Thommy Tsunami: 
The human showed such obvious disdain for the drow wizards.

What was more interesting is how it was tolerated. Seldsxar was displaying

his ambitions on his sleeve. Phaerro was just another twelve-for-a-copper

mercenary.  

Thommy Tsunami: 
But the other... he was masking his intentions nearly as

well as Divyl himself.  That one bore watching. Now the only bit of

information lacking was their objective. But the merchant in Divyl caused him

to ask one question...

Thommy Tsunami: 
&quot;If I might be so bold, surely all of us deserve

something in advance much like the mageling has already been accepted into

your School? With such a cryptic task, It would be only fair.&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
As most in the room were somewhat surprised to hear the

silent one of the trio speak up, it was he and his question that the Shadow

Sorcerer addressed first. A slight raising of his eyebrows as he spoke

betrayed enough of

Kitty De Carabas: 
No, Col's

Kitty De Carabas: 
(Shoot ignore that please)

Unclear Presence: 
the surprise to everyone despite his best efforts.

&quot;Indeed each of you deserves an advancement...a show of faith on our

part, if you will. For you, without going into every minutae in present

company, we are willing

Unclear Presence: 
( lol, gotcha) to immediately--after this meeting, that

is--sit down with you and barter specific arrangements with you on selected

fields in which you endeavor. Without betraying overly much, we are willing

to discuss those

Unclear Presence: 
specific points of interest, and figure out which we would

be in turn willing to cut you in on....and even which we could arrange for

you to completely corner the market on, so to speak. Our facilities and

agents would be at your

Unclear Presence: 
complete disposal, and as there will be an interim of days

before you would have to leave, your potential interests could be set in

place and motion ahead of time, so that even while you are away, the benefits

will be, hm,

Unclear Presence: 
harvested. If I am too cryptic, fret not, as we can most

assuredly get more specific. I just hope that the general generosity I am

trying to convey is coming across enough now to entice you into such a

meeting.&quot;

Kitty De Carabas: 
He stands and nods his head in a dip of respect.  "I shall

await for the private discussion then, as there is little left for me to

accomplish here."

Kitty De Carabas: 
He looks at the remaining guests.  "Vhaerun willing, we

shall meet again soon, in cooperation for this task set before us."

Kitty De Carabas: 
There is a dip of the head to each of them, which seems an

odd gesture consdering none of them look like Melee-Magthere graduates.  "I

shall wait outside the room."

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Having got what he wished out of this meeting, Seldsxar

sat back in his seat and awaited its conclusion. Turning his attention to his

three companions to be, his master, and the insulting human mage he began to

study them.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
He thought it blasphemous that the one called Phaerro gave

blessings to the masked lord Vhaerun, but then remembered the city he was in.

Loth no longer held sway here, something he would enjoy getting used to he

thought.

Thommy Tsunami: 
Divyl was quite satisfied. The purpose of his query was to

give the appearance of being nothing more than a materialistic hireling. Plus

he did not want to appear too secretive, something the quite common looking

drow should learn. 

Thommy Tsunami: 
All in all, Divyl knew all these would make fine pices on

his sava board. While he would like to linger until the quiet drow left, he

felt his lingering would draw attention. 

Thommy Tsunami: 
So after rising, Divyl bowed so low his white cloak touched

the floor.

Thommy Tsunami: 
&quot;If you wish to contact me, word can be sent to eith

the Glora's Wings festhall or to any member of the Lael Solon merchant

company. I look forward to our future dealings.&quot; 

Thommy Tsunami: 
With a dramatic flourish, Divyl stode from the room. 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Taking the complete unresponsiveness to his 'demands' as

something of an affront, he too stood in a rather abrupt manner, ready to

follow in Divyl's wake. He of course fully expected his present cohort,

Jivin, to follow suit, but 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
was above actually checking if the male did so. Glaring

once across the board in a sweeping manner, he swiftly yet imperiously made

his way around the table, heading for the door. When he spoke, he did it

without deigning to look 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
back to the Shadow Sorcerer, whom he was more or less

directly addressing. "You will entertain and accept my 'contribution' to the

endeavor, if you should wish for the continued service of my shock troops in

defending your...

XX Cogliostro XX: 
temple. Such as it is." The words had a finality to the

tone that gave the impression he would follow through with the threat of

removing his much needed troops if his demands weren't met. That statement

alone could explain some of 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
reason to the newcomers as to why his presence, and

indignities, were tolerated. Even while he was speaking to the Shadow

Sorcerer, his thoughts were already carrying out another 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
conversation, with Jivin, of course. --Exploitation. Yes,

definite possibilities there. Especially with the merchant, though perhaps we

could make some use of the 'mercenary' as well. As for the other, well, let's

just say that I am

XX Cogliostro XX: 
diametrically opposed to him for reasons we will discuss

later, and he will be summarily wiped from existence along with the majority

of these so called wizards in times to come. After we leave, follow and

observe the one who 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
conversed the least until such time as I bid you do

otherwise.-- Not caring to wait for any sort of response from the gathered

drow, he swept out of the chamber.

infernal rabbit: 
In one fluid movement the drow lifted out of his seat

without using his hands for propulsion. He gave a glance to all the wizards

committing faces to memory for future use all the while listening to the

human. The assassin  

infernal rabbit: 
intently listened to his orders already picking up the

trail of the one who spoke very little. It is as you wish. Though like you

have said there is more to these three and I can feel it to some extent as

well.

Unclear Presence: 
Rising also now, and sporting a rather dark look on his

face in the wake of the human's words and imperious tone, he nonetheless

ignored him outwardly and turned to Vorn. &quot;You may take your apprentice

and leave now. And rest

Unclear Presence: 
assured on the knowledge that our collective interests in

the endeavor will be represented by one of our Darkmasks. By circumstance,

you will also have a direct representative of the wizards there, a fact for

which you should

Unclear Presence: 
be most gracious.&quot; The human had left him a bit

testy, and it began to show as he basically took the opportunity that was

presented earlier and made a power play of his own against the wizards.

Because they conceded him to be

Unclear Presence: 
speaker, the Shadow Sorcerer had full say in who was to go

on the trip. By sending a cleric, the wizards would have no ability to sway

events. Beyond that of a fresh apprentice, who could not possibly do an

appropriate job with all 

Unclear Presence: 
the more time they had to train and pass their wishes on

to him. He paused momentarily as he watched the collective wizards as a whole

get up and storm out, then he turned to the two nonwizards, and simply nodded

towards the doorway

Unclear Presence: 
before waltzing off himself in the wake of the fuming

arcanists. &quot;If you would both follow me, we can go somewhere much more

comfortable to carry out our respective conversations.&quot;

Kitty De Carabas: 
Phaerro follows the sorceror and makes ready for his

discussion

OnlineHost: 
infernal rabbit has left the room.

OnlineHost: 
Thommy Tsunami has left the room.

OnlineHost: 
Dark Side Mazeur has left the room.

OnlineHost: 
Kitty De Carabas has left the room.

OnlineHost: 
XX Cogliostro XX has left the room.

OnlineHost: 
Unclear Presence has left the room.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
Hey Scott.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
okay, what was the date on the group log last week?

XX Cogliostro XX: 
so, we musta posted that in the wrong room. have it in the

boards, though

Xullrae Zauviir: 
The first log with the new batch of players occurs

midmorning on 10 Eleasias.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
alright

XX Cogliostro XX: 
go ahead and log on

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Log on.)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(is this hours later or a new day?)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( hours. i'll note it now)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
[ Stardate 10 Eleasias 1372, Mid-day ]

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Unceremoniously popping the cork off a fresh bottle of

some vintage wine or another, it became obvious to Drazoul that the human

seated across from him wasn't much of an afficiando for fine drinks. About

two hours after the meeting 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
at the Tower, Drazoul had received a mental missive, in

which the human had asked him to return. Now, they sat once more upon his

private deck. Their only company was the last remnants of what must have been

Cogliostro's midday

XX Cogliostro XX: 
meal. "So, let me guess. You found nothing of particular

interest, or that could prove that the merchant was anything other than he

claims? Fret not if that is the case, he seemed the type to live honestly up

to any of the lies he

XX Cogliostro XX: 
might produce." Taking a moment to quaff a drink directly

from the bottle, he then regarded the dark liquid with something of a

disconcerted look on his face while waiting for an affirmation or additional

information from Drazoul.

infernal rabbit: 
The assassin listened quietly to what the human had said

and nodded thinking for a moment. &quot;In truth asides from his silence and

reluctance to give away any information there was little to him that set off

any alarms.&quot;

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Finally coming to the conclusion that the liquid wasn't

altogether displeasing, but that he'd definitely prefer a whiskey of some

sort, he turned his attention back to the task at hand, setting the bottle

aside nonchalantly as he

XX Cogliostro XX: 
leaned forward somewhat on the table. A wry chuckle then

issued forth from him, though Draz wouldn't really have a clue why until he

spoke up. "Alarms, no. Though, as you may come to know in future, there are

some definite oddities 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
to that one. He covers them aptly enough, though I daresay

he won't pull off the ruse very long once they all get underway with their

journey." Leaning back in his chair once more, appearing to be unsure in what

position he'd be

XX Cogliostro XX: 
most comfortable, he then continued. "Speaking of which,

you already know that I will be sending you elsewhere. However, I'll most

likely have you keeping tabs on this newly formed group of miscreants until

such time as I have you 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
depart. It is my intent to have Dekar accompany them, if

he should deign to show his face sometime in the near future. Though he will

only be going for practical reasons, as he may have a few skills that will

come in handy. I've

XX Cogliostro XX: 
actually acquired another assassin of sorts--far less

capable than yourself, to be sure--

XX Cogliostro XX: 
that will accompany the group, in order to make sure my

personal interests for the mission will be fulfilled. The man has already

shown obsessive loyalty to whatever mission he's put on, so sadly, I can

trust him moreso than I can

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Saer Longblade. Though, if I should be proven wrong in

that assessment, I will of course have you kill the man at a future

junction." At that point, seeing no other option, he picked the bottle of

wine back up and took another

XX Cogliostro XX: 
draught. "So, that aside, tell me what you think of the

other 'recruits' thus far."

infernal rabbit: 
He chuckled lightly at the humans mention of a

&quot;loyal&quot; assassin but did not doubt the merit of the proclimation.

As for the merchant he would definetly keep a close eye on him, though the

other two were no less of a 

infernal rabbit: 
danger. Drazoul also observed with a reserved mirth the

humans unquenchable thirst for the drink. &quot;I wonder....... this

merchant, his oddities, are they such that they pose a danger? or rather are

they chip on his shoulder 

infernal rabbit: 
to be exploited?&quot; Drazoul took a moment to survey the

surroundings then spoke again. &quot;They are a curious batch to say the

least. I find the wizard troublesome due to the fact he will no doubt lean

towards the church.

infernal rabbit: 
Yet a suspicion lingers in me that his loyalties are solely

tied to whom ever offers him a little magic trick or two. The mercinary is

typical as they come though perhaps he carries a surprise or two.&quot;

infernal rabbit: 
*two.&quot;

XX Cogliostro XX: 
"I agree wholeheartedly on the wizard, save that despite

the fact he'll lean with the church, I have a feeling he has a higher loyalty

elsewhere." A whisp of a humored smile fell into place at that point. "As for

your question, I

XX Cogliostro XX: 
personally would see the man's oddities as a chip on the

shoulder, as even though he has a few extra tricks up his sleeve above and

beyond your average drow, there isn't anything of 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
particular danger to it. Never discount the abilities that

remain unknown to us, however, I suppose." Taking another swift drink, he

then sat back further, and tossed one foot up unceremoniously to rest upon

the table. "As for the 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
mercenary, I feel the company he keeps--yes, I've observed

him a bit as well, and know he has a right hand man of some sort--

XX Cogliostro XX: 
would pose a greater danger than he would. Though that

would be on a personal level. Who can say at this point what sort of

influence the merc could pull off in other aspects." He went silent after

that, and Draz got the feeling he 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
was pondering something. The silence drew out for a long

moment, then his eyes darted to Drazoul's own, and he spoke as if he were

uncertain of his words, odd as that would be from the human. "Drazoul, after

you complete the mission

XX Cogliostro XX: 
I am going to send you on, you may take a...leave of

absence. If you so desire. I...." A slight look of consternation creases his

face for the briefest of moments, then it turns to frustration. And slightly

irritated

XX Cogliostro XX: 
resignation. Though Drazoul could tell that it was the

human being frustrated with himself. "Ah, bloody Hells. I know I've pushed

and prodded you for some time, and though you've spent some time to yourself,

recuperating, I'd like 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
to offer the chance for you to go out and enjoy some

downtime, if you are so inclined. A vacation of sorts, if you will." He was

by no means a generous or caring sort, but there were certain semblances of

loyalty to those who

XX Cogliostro XX: 
remained loyal to him, leftovers from his predecessor, no

doubt. Irritating, but such things nagged at him from time to time, and did

not let up until he gave in. Besides, what better way to keep loyalties such

as he seemed to have 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
with Drazoul, than to give at times, rather than simply

take.

infernal rabbit: 
The Yuan-ti hesitated a moment unsure of the humans intent

for a moment. He was not incapable of trust on some small level but years of

precaution had taught him to be wry of everything. After mentally running the

offer through his 

infernal rabbit: 
mind he slowly accepted it. There were things he wouldn't

mind taking care of, though in truth taking time for himself was a foreign.

Only in his childhood had he ever truly passed time without any true purpose

or gain save self 

infernal rabbit: 
indulgence. Unsure of exactly what to say but did offer a

nod. After a moment of reflection he spoke. &quot;Even though the mercinary

did not overly impress upon anything out of the ordinary perhaps his

reasources could be put to a 

infernal rabbit: 
profitable use.&quot;

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Having been just as much at odds with the moment as

Drazoul was, he was glad for the change of topic. Clearing his throat, and

shifting a bit in his chair, he added an emphatic nod. "Indeed. I believe I

will set a scrying device

XX Cogliostro XX: 
upon the mercenary, and the small legion that we know of

he has at his command. That will free us both up for other endeavors. Of

which, I believe I sensed in you earlier the desire to look in on some

matters of your own, so if you 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
have nothing else you'd like to discuss right now, I will

give you free reign to do so. I don't believe I will require anything of you

until the morrow."

infernal rabbit: 
The assassin got up to leave knowing there was much to deal

with in these times. Profit was to be made and once again he would brush lips

with death and if luck was against him even embrace it. He stood up and

started to walk 

infernal rabbit: 
but stopped a moment without even turning around.

&quot;Thank you.&quot; it was as much as the human would get in verbal terms

of gratitude.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
The brief show of gratitude actually threw him off a bit,

though thankfully, Drazoul was not turned in such a manner as to see it. He

didn't actually respond, and he felt Drazoul would understand why, for this

had been an odd turn

XX Cogliostro XX: 
for both of them. As he watched Drazoul depart, it occured

to him then and there, that Drazoul was slowly but surely sidling into the

position of being his proverbrial right hand man. And it didn't even seem as

if Drazoul were

XX Cogliostro XX: 
attempting to do so. If it was a point of effort, then

Drazoul was even craftier than he thought. There were definitely conflicts

between his reasoning mind and emotionally turmoiled heart on the matter.

Whatever the case, he

XX Cogliostro XX: 
figured that it didn't truly matter if Drazoul were an

honest man, or someone trying to climb up the social ladder. What the yuan-ti

offered was capable service in either event, and in the end, that's what

counted. Finally getting

XX Cogliostro XX: 
irritated with all these odd thoughts that have cropped up

today, he hastily got out of his chair, and set off to establish a few more

scrying devices.

