Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Clear log back on.)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( thank you, okay, starting up at the appointed dinner

time)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
The first indication that the tattooed human finally

showed up to their dinner appointment was the slamming of the heavy outermost

doors of the taproom slamming against one of the inner walls. Which was

accompanied by a grunt and

XX Cogliostro XX: 
scuffle of movement as the pot bellied duergar bouncer had

to get out of the way. The stool he'd been propped upon was now naught but

splinters in the human's wake. A loud string of curses that came to Hahn's

ears even while he was 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
situated up on the human's private deck, which had noise

dampening enchantments in place, was the second indication. It didn't take

but a few moments more until the sound of purposefully heavy footfalls

climbing the stairway came to

XX Cogliostro XX: 
ear. The rather sumptuous feast of various surface foods

that had earlier been laid out were getting cold by now. At least, that which

Hahn may not have partaken of, for the single, buxom human waitress had not

even tried to make

XX Cogliostro XX: 
him wait. Despite the gruff entrance he'd made down below,

by the time the human reached the top step and moved forward onto the deck,

he was forcedly composed, at least to outward appearances. There was still a

hint of agitation in

XX Cogliostro XX: 
his voice despite any efforts he was putting forth,

however, his tone a tad clipped. "Ah, you are still here. Very good. You'll

have to forgive my lateness. There was some...urgent business that needed

tending. As usual of

XX Cogliostro XX: 
late." Not having spared Hahn more than a momentary glance

upon making his entrance, his gaze was already lingering on the fare laid

out, feet carrying his form absently to the large, plush chair which sat at

the 'head' of the

XX Cogliostro XX: 
table. Frowning in consternation, he settled for grabbing

up one of the bottles of dark liquor that had been accompanying the food,

settling into the chair a heartbeat later. Almost as if Hahn weren't even

present now, he took a

XX Cogliostro XX: 
long draught and sat silently contemplating the bottle.

BitVyper: 
For his part, Hahn had changed to a second set of clothes he kept.

They were mostly the same combination of red and black as before, and Hahn

made no attempt to hid the fact that he still carried his weapon.  However,

the robe he 

BitVyper: 
had chosen was somewhat more formal, bearing the design of  an

oriental dragon rising to swallow the moon.  It had no meaning that Hahn

cared about.  He simply liked the design.  He had been picking at the food

occasionally, but 

BitVyper: 
otherwise, there was no indication that he had done anything but

remain still while he waited for his host.  In response to Cogliostro's

excuse, he replied in his usual apathetic manner, "whatever," before taking

another bite of the

BitVyper: 
food laid out before him.  "The food is good," he continued, and

though it sounded more like a completely objective, mechanical statement of

fact, it was the closest thing to a complement that Hahn had given in roughly

twenty years.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
After Hahn's words finally settled in, his gaze fell away

from the bottle and to the other male. An open assessment was made of Hahn

and his choice of attire, and as he said nothing snippety in any way, Hahn

could take that as

XX Cogliostro XX: 
indication that he actually liked the clothing. Or he

could take it that the human didn't really care, much as Hahn's outward

demeanor portrayed him to the world. "I wouldn't know, obviously, but I have

one of the finest cooks in

XX Cogliostro XX: 
the Realms on my staff, so tis believable." Again, after

taking a quick glance at the fare, he opted for the bottle, taking another

hearty drink. "So, your mission was successful, and now you want your

promised reimbursement." More 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
statement than question, he still looked somewhat

questioningly in Hahn's direction.

BitVyper: 
Hahn's only reply to the man's comments regarding his chef was to

grunt in a manner that didn't sound entirely hostile.  He'd said the food was

good.  Wasn't that enough.  Next thing he knew the man would be wanting to

compare 

BitVyper: 
dicks with the other tavern owners.  Hahn gave no outward

indication of this monologue other than to continue frowning in his usual

manner.  Upon hearing the issue of his payment addressed, Hahn immediately

refocused himself on the 

BitVyper: 
other man, and replied, "yes."

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( lol )

BitVyper: 
(you know it)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
"Mmph, blunt and to the point. Can't say that I like it,

but I suppose I'm not in the mood for idle chat right now either." Turning

his glance to the rather comely waitress at this point, he waved absently at

the table, indicating 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
she should clear it. Whether Hahn was finished or not was

of no relevance. Noting she got to the task immediately, he nodded to himself

in satisfaction, and ignored Hahn for a time as he instead put his full

attention on her

XX Cogliostro XX: 
luscious curves as she went about her task. As it wasn't

overly long, Hahn didn't have to wait much. "So, before I impart what I may,

I'd like it to be known that I'm interested in employing you for another

mission of sorts, once

XX Cogliostro XX: 
you've taken care of business with the 'paladin'. Your

services would be...invaluable." That last part was added to make sure Hahn

knew he really didn't plan to take no as an answer, but was being as subtle

as possible about it 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
for now.

BitVyper: 
That was better.  The prospect of more killing always seemed to

brighten the assassin's mood ever so slightly.  Truthfully, he bore this man

no more grudge than he felt toward any other individual, but that mountain

was 

BitVyper: 
insurmountable enough in itself.  He would work for the tavern

owner as he would work for any other, "as long as you can pay," he added

audibly.  "Once I am finished my other business," he continued, verbally

prompting the man to 

BitVyper: 
give up the damn information already.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Noting Hahn's eagerness to move on, and willingness to

perform further work when the appropriate time came, he decided to give the

man what he wanted without

BitVyper: 
.

BitVyper: 
(sorry)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
further ado. Reaching into the folds of his maroon jacket,

that was of similar style to Hahn's own clothing, though not an exact match,

he took a folded piece of parchement out, and laid it on the table before

him. From his position

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Hahn really couldn't see much other than that it was a map

of sorts. The human studied it silently for a moment, then turned his gaze to

Hahn. "To be blunt, there are...forces...that have worked against my finding

the woman. So I

XX Cogliostro XX: 
admit to a bit of truth stretching earlier. However, I

called in a couple of markers, and found out that she, hrm, departed here

with a caravan of sorts a couple of weeks back. I'm not keen to the

particulars as of why she left, but

XX Cogliostro XX: 
I can't see it mattering. Though I am still unable to

locate her directly...." At that point, he held up a finger indicating to

Hahn that it was not a problem, and no reason for

XX Cogliostro XX: 
protest "....it so happens that I found out she and the

caravan took up on a ship when they reached the surface. A rare type of

ship...extremely rare...which I've been able to locate. Though I find it odd,

this particular ship is

XX Cogliostro XX: 
stopped along a remote shoreline, and looks to be in a

state of disrepair from the divinations I performed. Meaning that it won't be

going anywhere anytime soon." He paused again, giving Hahn a pointed look.

"Though it is so far

XX Cogliostro XX: 
distant that were you to travel via mundane means, it

would take you months to get there. Time which you don't have, as this

particular ship will be completely out of your reach once the repairs are

finished." He felt no need to

XX Cogliostro XX: 
mention that the ship would be going off-world completely,

figuring Hahn knew little to nothing of Spelljamming, like most folk on the

Realms. Those who were ignorant of such things should remain so. At least in

his opinion. "As

XX Cogliostro XX: 
you've not protested against future employment by myself,

I would be willing to arrange far quicker means of transportation for you, at

an extremely generous price."

BitVyper: 
"I would be willing to disregard that one of your underlings made

a pitiful attempt to attack me from behind, and another interfered with my

job in exchange."  Normally, Hahn didn't bother with any sort of haggling 

BitVyper: 
Either the rate was good, or he left.  Normally he wouldn't even

bother with so many words, but he was in no mood to go looking for another

wizard at the moment.  Of course, his assumption that the drowess had

interfered was simply 

BitVyper: 
that, an assumption, but she had been the last one to speak with

the troll.  Frankly, he'd considered opening a few holes in her throat as a

thank you.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
At those implications, he quirked a brow, in what was not

entirely feigned suprise. A moment later, he offered a thin lipped, forcedly

polite, yet somewhat humored smile. Accompanied by an absent wave. "I cannot

dismiss such

XX Cogliostro XX: 
notions as a possibility. However, if you refer in any way

to the drow males you came across, I'll let it be known candidly that they

are not my underlings. More like allies of mutual convenience. The opening of

a Forgein Quarter in

XX Cogliostro XX: 
this city has made for some strange bedfellows, as it

were. Of course, the conveniences are heavily in my favor, but all the same,

I cannot truly lay claim. As for the drow female, or the less noteworthy

troll that you were in

XX Cogliostro XX: 
contact with, my first statement stands. People have their

own agendas, and so long as they do not cross nor counter my own, it is of no

particular concern to me." Taking another long draught from the bottle, he

locked gazes with

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Hahn once more. "Since you've stated you were willing to

disregard such matters, perhaps we shall simply do so, and move forward. I

propose that--taking future employment into account--I would be willing to

hasten you to your

XX Cogliostro XX: 
destination, and simply detract an appropriate amount from

what I would pay for your upcoming services. Though you are of course open to

negotiate the exact amount that would be deducted from your usual fees."

BitVyper: 
Hahn's eyes narrowed at the man's comments, and he replied, "in

that case, keep your comments in mind."  If personal matters were so

unimportant to the man, then he wouldn't care what happened to either

employee.  "Who is it, and

BitVyper: 
how much will you pay?" He would have preferred to let the matter

wait until he finished with the current job, but the wizard had made this

discussion inevitable.  He would listen to the offer, and if it was as

laughable as the 

BitVyper: 
assassin half expected it to be, he would find another wizard.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Starting to detest Hahn's attitude the slightest bit, his

own gaze hardened a tad, but he remained civil enough all the same. For now.

"We can discuss this at another time, if you so desire. However, I'll let you

know now, either

XX Cogliostro XX: 
way, that it will be a bit more complicated than that.

What I have in mind will take an indeterminate amount of time...and will have

an indeterminate amount of targets. Now, don't get me wrong, this is not

exactly open ended

XX Cogliostro XX: 
employment. It is simply that I wish to hire you to go

along on a particular...endeavor, and look after my interests in the doing. I

suppose one could call it an infiltration mission of sorts, as you'll have to

integrate yourself in

XX Cogliostro XX: 
with a certain group of...people. How many assassinations

occur in the doing is left completely unknown at this point. I'm willing to

pay by the day, and by the individual kill, should the second actually become

necessary." He 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
paused there, to give Hahn a moment to consider.

BitVyper: 
The man took so long to say something so simple, Hahn's decision

had already been made by the time he finished.  He'd been hoping that people

in this place would be less talkative, but apparently, that wasn't the case.

"Payment by 

BitVyper: 
the job, and I stay here.  Don't expect me to make any friends,"

he stated when the other had finished talking.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Satisfied, and having an inkling of Hahn's annoyance with

all the yammering, he left it off with a few brief words, a nod, and an

almost genuine smile. "I'm not even aware of what the word means...."

Referring to, of course, 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
friend. Figuring that concluded, he sat upright and leaned

to the side a bit, so that he could signal to some unknown party behind one

of the mirrored-glass windows of the twin offices at the inner end of the

XX Cogliostro XX: 
deck. That swiftly done, he turned back to Hahn. "One of

my wenches will be bringing a few items that may be of use to you while

during your endeavor with the do-gooder. Not to mention a sum of coin to

assure that your interest...

XX Cogliostro XX: 
and our agreement...is kept. I'm not beyond bribing, nor

being bribed, considering that works better than threats with some folk.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( er, take that "while" out)

BitVyper: 
(NO!)

BitVyper: 
(IT STAYS! BITCH!)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( damnit, don't tell everyone i'm yer bitch, i have to

keep up face as the DM)

BitVyper: 
(Oh, right)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( heh. how long you have tonight?)

BitVyper: 
(couple more hours)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( alright)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Log back on.)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( thank you)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Welcome.)

BitVyper: 
"I will be prepared to leave in five hours," Hahn said, his tone

indicating that he also expected to leave at that time.  With the

conversation finished, he rose, and began to leave the room.  As he moved

toward the door, his pony 

BitVyper: 
swayed from side to side, briefly revealing a strange marking that

appeared to be a necromatic symbol on the back of his neck.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
"Five hours it is, then. The wench will visit your room

shortly. Feel free to partake of her in whatever way you may wish, on the

House." While he spoke, his gaze had narrowed in a scrutinizing manner upon

noting the revealed

XX Cogliostro XX: 
mark. Strange indeed. Something vaguely familiar about it

all the same. Perhaps he'd do a bit more research on this man, when he had a

bit of time to spare. For now, he turned his attention back to both the

bottle and the

XX Cogliostro XX: 
map. Looking at the map brought back memories of the

divinations he'd performed. Perhaps he should have divulged what information

he knew about the ships surrounding and remaining crew. But then again, Hahn

never asked. Well, if the

XX Cogliostro XX: 
assassin didn't live through it, he could always retrieve

any losses easily enough. As much as Thea had irritated him, however, he

silently wished the assassin's mission well.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( hrm, should we make that a log on it's own, and open

another for the actual mission? or keep it meshed?)

BitVyper: 
(doesn't matter to me.  Whatever works best for the Xull'rae)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Keep with it, logs are broken apart as they are edited

anyway.)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( alright, we'll keep it together then)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( five minute break, smoke 'em if ya got 'em)

BitVyper: 
sure

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Just state time frame for the record so I can know where

to break ^_^)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( okay, i'm back)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( and badder than ever)

BitVyper: 
(You're up to the level of that Home Alone kid then?)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( yep, quite an accomplishment, i know)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( okay, this'll be roughly six hours later, making it

about just before midnight for posterity's sake)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( ya know, i need to ask if they ever made time zones for

the Realms)

BitVyper: 
(What'd I get from my wench?)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( probably syphillis and some other fine treats)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( i'll note it in the opening post)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( you can do a thinking back thing or something to cover

any specifics on yer end)

BitVyper: 
(Oh, and if she hung around after giving him whatever, Hahn just

told her to fuck off)

BitVyper: 
('kay)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( heh, gotcha)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
A brisk, salty breeze blew in off the waters that lay

ahead and below of the bluff that Hahn was now perched upon. The moon was

high, illuminating the surrounding environment quite nicely, revealing more

of the scene below than his 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
darkvision would have been able to afford him from this

far away. The human had dropped him off farther inland, about an hour's

travel in to be exact, and his directions to reach the shoreline had been

accurate enough. Before

XX Cogliostro XX: 
closing the portal they'd led in, the human confirmed that

the wench had dropped off the four potions, the sack of gold coins, and the

ring. He'd also told Hahn to keep the amulet he'd 'acquired' from the troll.

Three of the potions

XX Cogliostro XX: 
were of a the same make, healing potions of a minor

variety. The fourth was of healing as well, though more powerful. Perhaps the

human was silently giving Hahn a clue that he may run into just a tad bit of

resistance. A brief

XX Cogliostro XX: 
explanation had been given about the ring, so Hahn knew it

would grant him the ability to send limited telepathic messages to the human,

should the need arise. If nothing else, he was to use it to inform Cogliostro

that the mission 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
was completed. As to any other powers the amulet may

possess, above and beyond those he already knew of, Hahn was left clueless.

Concentrating on the scene below once more, Hahn could see an odd shape,

something that looked like a

XX Cogliostro XX: 
gigantic spider from here, upon one of the rocky beaches

that dotted an area between high, steeply sloped cliffs. There were two large

bonfires lighting the area directly near the grounded ship, and two large

tents were visible

XX Cogliostro XX: 
near to it as well. Though unable to make out specifics,

there were several silhouettes moving about below that must be the crew

and/or passengers. Even at this late hour, it appeared that they were

carrying out repairs on the

XX Cogliostro XX: 
ship. After a time, it became apparent that there must be

some caves below near the wreckage as well, for many silhouettes disappeared

into and emerged from the rock face as time ticked by. From Hahn's vantage,

he could see one more

XX Cogliostro XX: 
of the rocky beaches below, maybe a couple or few hundred

feet of rock separating it from the beach that the odd ship was on. As far as

Hahn could tell, they had not bothered posting guards of any sort this high

up on the cliffs,

XX Cogliostro XX: 
and it didn't truly appear as if any large contingents of

guards were lingering around down below.

BitVyper: 
(So, about how far am I from them right now?)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( couple hundred feet above them)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( relatively easy climbing, just might be slightly time

consuming)

BitVyper: 
(climbing?)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( climbing down)

BitVyper: 
(I wouldn't degrade myself)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( as opposed to can't actually walk down........heh)

BitVyper: 
(so, directly above them then, right? Is the beach pretty rocky,

or just flat?

BitVyper: 
)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( yer more or less on a rough triangle of rock between the

two beaches below. from what you can tell, some people are going into the

rock which is directly beneath your feet. the ship is on the left beach. more

rocky on the right 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
beach, where the waves come in, the left beach is more

open, though very gravelly near the water as opposed to sandy)

BitVyper: 
(So, pretty much everyone is on the left beach then?)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( that you've seen, yes)

BitVyper: 
After spending a few more minutes observing the crew's movements,

Hahn turned around and walked over to the opposing side.  He spent several

minutes observing that beach before deciding it was safe, at which point he

stepped off the

BitVyper: 
cliff's ledge and began to descend slowly, still keeping an eye

out for any that might spot him.

BitVyper: 
(flying, in other words)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
As Hahn descended, the lulling rythm of the waves became

more evident. It also soon became eviden that there were indeed two figures

on this side of the beach, near the bottom edge of the clifftop he was

decending from. From what

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Hahn could further tell, they were standing in front of a

small cave entrance which led into the rock, giving him the impression that a

cave system of sorts must connect both beaches. There was a copse of scruff

and trees off to

XX Cogliostro XX: 
the left, far enough away that Hahn could use that as a

landing point out of sight if needed. Or he could simply try coming down

directly above them and perhaps escape notice as long as needed. Further

inspection revealed nothing

XX Cogliostro XX: 
other than the two humanoids below on this side of the

dividing cliffs.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(When is the last time the dogs went out?)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( damn if i remember)

BitVyper: 
(Wanna call it a night then? I need to sleep anyway, and it's not

likely we'll finish in the next forty five minutes)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( sure, we can do that, didn't mean to keep you up)

BitVyper: 
(Doesn't matter to me.  I'm just saying if you need to do other

things, it doesn't really matter)

BitVyper: 
(Now seems like a good time to stop, in any case)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Whatever is best for you, Mike returns to work Monday, so

gaming will resume on its normal schedule.)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( okay, we'll wrap up here then, cause no, can't get done

with the dice fights in 45 mins)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( easy fights, but a good many possible ones coming up)

BitVyper: 
('kay)

BitVyper: 
('night then)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( g'night Chase)

BitVyper: 
(first though)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( we can chat more on Dekar and Gren whenever ya get time)

BitVyper: 
(I was just gonna ask if there's a good time this week to do a

session for Dekar)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( can do it Wed if ya want, and i'll see if anyone else

wants to jump in, assuming you want to do it pre-Forgein quarter)

BitVyper: 
(Da)

BitVyper: 
(sounds good)

BitVyper: 
(talk to you later then)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( okay, Wednsday it is)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
( see yas)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Night)

OnlineHost: 
XX Cogliostro XX has left the room.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Log on, start when ready and state date if needed.)

BitVyper: 
Keeping an eye on the guards so as to make sure he didn't enter

their line of sight, Hahn quickly descended to the small copse, not wanting

to remain in a visible position for any longer than necessary.

Unclear Presence: 
Closer inspection from his new roost granted him knowledge

of the fact that the two humaniods were bugbears. From their lack of

attention on the area of hiding spot, it was apparent that neither of them

saw his descent. Hahn could 

Unclear Presence: 
still see nothing else, nor anyone else, from his current

vantage. Though the nearby waters caused a significant bit of noise as they

crashed off the surrounding rocks and washed up onto the rather pebbly beach,

Hahn could still 

Unclear Presence: 
hear a louder echoing of similar noises from the cave

entrance the two bugbears were standing vigil in front of. Meaning there was

also a water entrance to the cave, for one astute enough to grasp that fact.

BitVyper: 
Reacting to their lack of attention more than thinking, Hahn

immediately began to close the distance between himself and the two bugbears.

As he moved, he quickly drew two daggers, preparing to throw both if either

Bugbear began

BitVyper: 
turning in his direction.  He made no attempt to keep to the

shadows, simply taking the most direct route from himself, to the creatures.

Once the distance was closed, he would wait only a moment, to listen for

anything else going 

BitVyper: 
on near the entrance of the cave before he acted.

Unclear Presence: 
Aside from the soft chinking noises of the bugbear's

weapons banging off their armor in the slight breeze blowing Hahn's

direction, he could discern that something was moving not far inside the

cave...and that there was a soft, 

Unclear Presence: 
female voice chanting somewhere inside the entrance as

well, the words echoing ever so gently from the stone hall. As of yet, the

bugbear sentries did not appear to detect him, their attention mostly being

on the waterline and the

Unclear Presence: 
open beach area directly ahead, where most folk would

approach from.

BitVyper: 
It wasn't the best position, but the assassin could make it work.

Regardless of what happened afterward though, he would have to kill the

Bugbears now, and quickly as possible.  With that in mind, his hand darted

out twice, 

BitVyper: 
throwing on dagger for each of the creatures that barred his path.

The moment the second dagger left his hand, a third flick of the wrist

brought blood drinker into his right hand.

BitVyper: 
Not even waiting to see the effects of his attack, the assassin

rushed in, and stabbed at the Bugbear nearest him.  With luck, he could kill

both before they made much noise.

BitVyper: 
(bold letter)

Unclear Presence: 
For his efforts, Hahn was rewarded with two deaths, both

relatively quick. The first had fallen to his initial dagger assault, a look

of surprise etched into it's face for eternity, as it was taken quite by

surprise when the dagger 

Unclear Presence: 
suddenly found itself embedded hilt deep in his neck. The

other survived the initial assault, only to turn and get just as wide eyed a

stare on it's already ugly face before Hahn's follow up stroke pierced

completely through it's

Unclear Presence: 
armor, then on through the remainder of it's torso and out

the backside. A quick cursory glance at the cave's entrance did not reveal

anyone else's form to Hahn's vision, but he was sure that he had heard

movement and chanting not 

Unclear Presence: 
far within.

BitVyper: 
Without waiting to see if he'd been heard, Hahn took advantage of

his more recently acquired ability of flight, levitating directly up until he

hovered just over the cave's entrance.

Unclear Presence: 
It did not take Hahn long to determine he had been heard,

or rather his small scuffle had been heard. A gargantuan, lumbering shadow

first greeted him, as light issued from the tunnel not long after Hahn could

hear odd, loud

Unclear Presence: 
footfalls/scrapes on the sandy ground. The creature the

shadow belonged to didn't exactly look much less imposing than the shadow it

was casting once it had come out the doorway. From his recollection, the

vaguely instectile brute

Unclear Presence: 
shuffling below him was an umber hulk. It's two sets of

eyes seemed intent upon the bodies laying in the beach, and it had not

thought to look up yet, it's head scanning the breadth of the beach and the

steeply sloped walls to the

Unclear Presence: 
side of the entrance. The large, outer mandibles were

clicking erratically, and what looked to be disgustingly large antennae of

sorts were

Unclear Presence: 
working furiously as it tried to determine where the

killer or killers were.

BitVyper: 
Without a second thought, Hahn quietly lowered himself close

enough to attack the large creature, the fact that it outweighed him more

than ten times over not even entering the assassin's mind.  Had he been using

a scythe, an  

BitVyper: 
observer noting his demeanor and intent might have thought they

had seen a spectre of death.  Like the spectre he appeared, Hahn plunged his

blade toward the creature's neck without hesitance.

Unclear Presence: 
The blade plunged in unerringly, though the tough

chitinous carpace of the creature nearly turned the blade aside. Despite the

fact his aim was true and the damage was massive, the creature seemed as

resilient as it's massive size

Unclear Presence: 
belied, the wound not appearing to slow it down as it

lurched about and tried to dislodge whatever struck it so that the pest could

be squashed.

BitVyper: 
Drawing his blade out as easily as it had gone in, Hahn quickly

made another thrust at the creature, still hovering so as not to expose

himself to anything that might be inside of the cave.

Unclear Presence: 
Hahn's blade, by virtue of the fact it had turned and made

a pathetic attempt to swipe at him with one of it's pathetic claws, 

Unclear Presence: 
plunged directly into and through the carpace between it's

smaller set of eyes. Normally, looking into those eyes would cause confusion

in a man, but the swiftly glassing over orbs held not such threat for Hahn as

the creature fell 

Unclear Presence: 
dead to the ground. The crash of it's body into the sand

made a dull thud, but it was not loud enough to cover the further sounds of

movement--footfalls, to be exact--coming his direction from the tunnel. Nor

did he miss the

Unclear Presence: 
gradual brightening of the light playing upon the sand

below. So it was that he had plenty of time to turn and look into the tunnel

before the source of both the lights and the footsteps spoke to him. The

speaker was a rather tall, 

Unclear Presence: 
lanky female, garbed in a mixture of peasant's clothing

and a shimmering suit of chainmail. The shimmer came from the many motes of

light that swirled around her form in a constant, erratic pattern. Though

he'd never actually seen

Unclear Presence: 
the woman before, she fit the bill well enough with the

description he'd been given to know that it was his target. Her gait was

steady and the look upon her face sure, and he got the distinct impression

that somehow, she knew he

Unclear Presence: 
was coming for her. The fact she was carrying a long

polearm of some sort--a halberd, from the look of it to a trained eye--

Unclear Presence: 
gave him the further impression that she was prepared for

battle. "Whoever you are, by the seeping wounds of the Great Martyr, I swear

that you may leave her peacefully, if you choose now to abandon your intended

task. I only offer 

Unclear Presence: 
this once." His earlier hunches in mind, he also got the

impression that despite her knowing that someone was coming for her, she

wasn't exactly sure of who or what.

Unclear Presence: 
*here

BitVyper: 
Upon seeing the woman approach, Hahn had dropped to the ground.

At least the girl was making his job easier by coming to him, though he would

have preferred to get the drop on her.  As she had not yet made a move to

attack, the  

BitVyper: 
assassin took a moment to appraise the girl.  She was saying

something about, &quot;allowing,&quot; him to leave.  How ridiculous; the

prey offering its predator the chance to flee.  

BitVyper: 
Overconfident nonsense.  When she had finished her little speech

(as the girl had taken quite a few words to say something so simple), Hahn

merely continued to stare at her for a moment, not giving any indication as

to whether or 

BitVyper: 
not he even cared about what she had said, giving his usual scowl,

and locking eyes with her.  Then, suddenly, without any words, or physical

indication as to his intent, the assassin exploded into motion, lunging with

Blood  

BitVyper: 
Drinker's crimson blade pointed toward the target's throat.

Unclear Presence: 
Scarcely even trying to avoid the hit, a good indicator to

Hahn at the last moment that something was up, the blade's tip struck square

enough on the left front half of her neck, only to be turned aside with a

small spark and the

Unclear Presence: 
slightest sound of metal scraping off stone. With traces

of a triumphant smile creeping onto her face, the female stepped right in,

bringing not the halberd up, but rather the other, empty hand, balled into a

fist, crashing towards 

Unclear Presence: 
his face. The smile was twisted in mid swing, as her lips

moved frantically in some sort of sutra, the effects of which became apparent

as he blow struck true, and Hahn felt a wash of divine energy course through

him, leaving him 

Unclear Presence: 
feeling somewhat weakend, or off kilter somehow. A heavy

weight overcame him, though more in spirit than any physical affliction.

BitVyper: 
Stoneskin; that was a spell Hahn had encountered many times

before.  Rather irritating for one in his line of work, but it was removed

easily enough.  More irritating, was whatever spell the woman had cast on

him.  

BitVyper: 
It made the assassin feel as though he were moving through

mollases.  However, he gave the woman no indication that either spell had so

much as phased him, and scored two more hits that were harmlessly turned

aside.  It wouldn't be

BitVyper: 
long until the protective magics disappeared.

Unclear Presence: 
Confident in the power of her deity to deflect the

incoming blows, she continued on with her forte, calling forth another of

Ilmater's favors to release a burst of pure divine energy around her, hoping

the foe was truly evil. As it 

Unclear Presence: 
turned out, the foe was indeed evil as she'd surmised, and

her spell seemed to take some affect on him. Once her spell was completed,

she counted on it's blinding powers to buy her some time, and so she veered

off to the side of him

Unclear Presence: 
a bit and forward, hastening away so she could prepare

another spell that required a bit of space between herself and the apparent

assassin. Assured in herself as she was in her righteousness of cause in

trying to defeat the

Unclear Presence: 
assailant, it hadn't occured to her that she did not even

know why he was attacking, and at the rate it was going, she'd never get the

chance.

BitVyper: 
Hahn grunted in pain as he was assaulted by the divine energy.  A

look of slight surprise crossed his face as he noticed the spell's blinding

effect, but only for an instant before it was quashed by a scowl.  He could

fight without 

BitVyper: 
the benefit of sight.  It had hurt though, and as a result he

considered using one of the potions that had been given to him, but dismissed

the option for now.  Better to make her wonder if she were even affecting

him, and he was

BitVyper: 
far from being in any sort of serious danger just yet.  He felt

the girl passing by him, and made a quick jab as she did so, but failed to

connect.  Hearing her hurried footsteps, he turned around to give chase, not

allowing the 

BitVyper: 
girl to get so far that he couldn't catch her.

Unclear Presence: 
Despite the seeming ineffectiveness of his blind attacks,

the fact that he caught up to her position caused her to pause in her spell

all the same. It wouldn't do to call that particular spell down from the

heavens while they were 

Unclear Presence: 
in such close proximity. Cursing inwardly, she turned to

move to another vantage point, feeling his blade strike dully against her

side as she took the first step. That in itself brought another silent curse,

as her protections from

Unclear Presence: 
his attacks couldn't last forever.

BitVyper: 
Growling as the woman continued to flee, Hahn once again moved to

pursue her.

Unclear Presence: 
The man's persistence was beginning to annoy her. Though

he managed to whittle down her protections a bit more in the coming moments,

she chanted through it, this time at an angered pace and level. The result

was the penance of the 

Unclear Presence: 
Hell's themselves crashing down around them in a rain of

fire, the flames of which would only hurt creatures of evil heart. As a cloud

of sulfurous smoke accompanied the flames a heartbeat after the initial

conflagration, she

Unclear Presence: 
couldn't tell if the flames had hurt him or not, but the

fact that she could hear his wracking cough let her know she finally had time

to put some distance between them. Moving out of the cloud, glad to be free

of it despite the

Unclear Presence: 
fact it did her no harm, she was pleased to see that he

did not follow this time, which allowed for her to call down flames yet

again, but from the Heavens this time. The sinner would burn, one way or

another. Though she couldn't

Unclear Presence: 
see more than his silhouette within the billowing

cloudcover, she called out to her Lord all the same to smite the wretch down

as he stood there coughing on Hell's stench.

BitVyper: 
Hahn felt the heat of the flames in time to avoid them, but was

unable to do anything more than cough as the smoke filled his lungs.  He was

becoming truly angry with the wench now.  Her defenses would fail though, and

now he 

OnlineHost: 
BitVyper has left the room.

The log ended with Hahn losing the battle and it is up in the air at this point whether to keep the log as is or edit the ending to say Hahn won since Thea was a PC who we kicked from the game and the intention as the title states was to remove her from the cast line up.

