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.  "Not
bad," he remarked.  "Certainly a better sense of style than whoever
decided to put a corpse in the taproom."  
BitVyper: He quickly snapped back to attention upon hearing the woman's
inquiring voice.  "Ah, my apologies," 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: "Yes, our illustrious employer has informed me that I might
recieve my payment from yourself."
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, "Gems if
possible, please."  While the woman went about appropriating the correct
number of gems, the elf continued to speak.  "I've 
BitVyper: been away for a short time, but our situation here seems to have
changed rather drastically, hasn't it?"  Allowing a moment for her
response, he continued, "I imagine it can't have made your own workload
any lighter."
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.
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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;

OnlineHost: 
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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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