You have just entered room "notsochancemeetings."
Unclear Presence has entered the room.
The 1st Oracle: (Log on, state game date if necessary, edits should be posted here to be recorded. DM start when ready.)
Unclear Presence: [ 22 Eleasias, 1372 ] 
Unclear Presence: The previous night had come and gone for all of them. For each of them, the day brought similar ventures, everyone having one mission or another to 
Unclear Presence: attend. For Dekar and Nilco, there was a brief breakfast just after dawn--Dekar simply pretending to eat, of course--then they gathered what gear that was available and might prove useful from Nilco's saddlebags, and set off for the
Unclear Presence: town which lay at the bottom of the hill. For Nathvas and Alya, there was again a parallel, theirs being a breakfast with the aforementioned cleric of the Tower, Urlryn Vrynn. Introductions were made, small details of their mission 
Unclear Presence: had been filled in, and the news that Taz'Doral would not be immediately joining them was imparted as well. Apparently, Taz'Doral hadn't finished with his berating of the Shadow Sorcerer just yet. Then they too gathered what 
Unclear Presence: supplies were needed and that the Tower could provide, and under power of Urlryn's spells, headed for a town that just happened to look like, and be, the same one Dekar and Nilco were treading 
EuolAlya has left the room.
EuolAlya has entered the room.
Unclear Presence: through. Despite all those gathered being more living souls in the ruined town at once that it had seen in quite some time, it just didn't seem to be enough for the universe. No, on this bright, soon-to-be-sunny early morn, all of 
Unclear Presence: the disparate members of both parties were soon joined by yet another faction, this one coming down from aloft on white, feathery wings. All of them were only about fifty paces from the outer walls of the castle, though Dekar and
Unclear Presence: Nilco were closer to the open gate than were Urlryn and party all the same. Urlryn hadn't wanted to give their position away immediately, so he'd teleported them in such a manner that a single, ramshackle home lay between his party 
Unclear Presence: and Dekar's. Those three figures flying in from above, however, were quite able to see everyone below. Yet, whether by chance or intent--of which only Dekar would know the truth--those three beings decided to land closer to Dekar 
Unclear Presence: and Nilco. At least two of the three, as upon noting exactly what they were dealing with, one of the smaller winged forms altered course and set down near the drow party. The angelic figure facing the drow party, as well as the 
Unclear Presence: lesser of the two winged 'human' figures in front of Dekar and Nico, stood some 7 and a half feet tall. Otherwise, they looked much as a human would, although one could say their skin 
Unclear Presence: was glistening. It was the tallest of the two that was now pointing at Dekar which stood out among the rest, standing a full head taller than it's companions, and having glistening, emerald skin rather than somber human tones. It 
Unclear Presence: was this one, a female, who spoke, her voice carrying easily to all. Even to the far ends of the town, were anyone there to notice. "Rumil Elewehn, for charges against all that is good and holy, you will be made to answer and pay in
Unclear Presence: kind. You have spurned the opportunity to willingly change your ways and offer up the vile artifact you now carry, so we feel justified in the duty we are about to carry out!"
BitVyper: Well son of a bitch. Day was already off to a rocky start. Pricks were using his real name too. "You feel 'justified?'" Dekar asked in a mocking tone. "You are about as justified in attacking myself as your 
BitVyper: god's other little bootlicker was in striking a little girl with his mace. Perhaps you might examine your own conduct before acting as though you speak for 'all that is good and holy.' Self-righteous pricks. We both know 
BitVyper: that your primary concern is power, and nothing more." He was glaring at the assembled host now. That they tried to portray such a spotless image, even to someone whose opinion should be meaningless 
BitVyper: to them only served to prove that they were assuring themselves more than any other. Even if they wouldn't admit it, Dekar knew that all they desired was control. "In any case, I am afraid you are simply too late. 
BitVyper: The eye has already passed from my hands," he continued with a smirk. "If you 'feel justified' in attacking me anyway, fine, but we'll all know that you do so not for any holy power or greater purpose. 
BitVyper: Come, attack me," he taunted. "Prove your own lust for blood."
Unclear Presence: Dekar's companion looked very taken aback at the imparted knowledge and the ramifications of what was said, at first on the part of what were obviously celestial beings, then of Dekar. In truth, he didn't know what to do right now, 
Unclear Presence: and had gone so far as to take a step to the side and place himself so he was facing both Dekar and the angels, unsure of who his foe would be. When he noticed the smaller of the two angelics move in to attack despite Dekar's words,
Unclear Presence: the choice had been made. Growling as he drew the greatsword from his back with unnatural speed, he closed with what he knew to be an astral deva, blade meeting celestial mace with a clash. As for the large, green lady, she paid no 
Unclear Presence: heed to her lesser or the human who moved to intercept. Only Dekar concerned her, and though she paused momentarily to take heed of his words, she shook her head and proved that she was self righteous indeed. Barking out a few words
Unclear Presence: of divine power, she attempted to weaken Dekar before the fight began in total earnest, for unlike the fiends who'd come after him recently, the celestials took the time to 
Unclear Presence: study Dekar's history and nature through various means, and knew him to be a powerful adversary.
Unclear Presence: In similar style, and perhaps just as erroniously, the astral deva facing off against Nathvas, Urlryn, and Alya attempted to smite the evil before him as well.
BitVyper: Dekar felt the waves of divine power assault him as Hashamar and Celphied flashed into his hands, but the effect seemed blunted somehow. Without hesitation, the elf summoned up Hashamar's darkness to blanket him. He felt 
BitVyper: invigorated as the black expanded around him. The effect wasn't as great as it had been previously, but it was still there.
RogueJediAlaron has entered the room.
RogueJediAlaron: (Its all good guys... I am in.)
The 1st Oracle: A look of displeasure crossed his face when the holy creature arrived. He only had time to pull his mask on when the Angelic thing made its attack. Vhaeraun was with him as he resisted the enemy's move and began the words for 
The 1st Oracle: the spell that would ready him and his companions. Righteous Wrath filled them all suddenly outlining them in a firy glow. He just hoped Alya was ready. Without Taz'Doral here they were too caster
The 1st Oracle: heavy and she was the main one to take the brunt.
EuolAlya: Alya pulls her mask on as she realizes that duty has called her to arms. With great grace she meets the celestials sending a firey blade into the beings flesh with a calm focused expression upon her face.
Nathvas: Nathvas growled slightly as the divine energy shocked threw his body. 'Hypocrite bitch!!' He reached into his spell component pouch and a bit of powdered granite and diamond. He hated using expensive components but he enjoyed
Nathvas: being alive more. He quickly went threw the chant and brushed the his hand against Alya's back. Making her skin as tough as stonE.
BitVyper: Again, Dekar felt a wave of positive energy flow over him. Not so weak this time, however. Indeed, this time its intensity nearly caused the wight to buckle. He grit his teeth and pushed through it though, landing several hits 
BitVyper: in quick succession on his opponent. Let the bitch chew on that.
EuolAlya: Alya strikes once more realizing her blades where doing little in damagE.
The 1st Oracle: Alya did well, and Nathvas was helping, all was a good sign. So concentrated on their wellfare, he failed to see the sword blades util they hit him full on. Pain wracked his body as the whirling wall of blades slashed him 
The 1st Oracle: again and again. He was in agony, but he had to concentrate and pray. He finished his first spell planned for his combo. His red eyes glowed a soft blue now and he
The 1st Oracle: had the understanding of how to overcome or ASSAY the foe's Spell Resistance.
The 1st Oracle: Urlryn then opened his mouth and made a shrill piercing cry, his focus aimed at his foe became a barely visible lance hurling through the air. The angelic one saw it coming though
The 1st Oracle: and moved to avoid taking a direct hit, but it could not avoid the whole thing, so it too now had wounds. Urlryn felt Satisfaction at that and stepped back, awaiting to hit the target from the back.
EuolAlya: Alya was thankful Urlryn was on her side as the damage done. Her body complained but as normal she continued only focusing on seeing the blood flow from her target and her focus would not end until her target fell.
EuolAlya: She moved to strike but was displeased as she hit nothing but air as the being dodged.
Nathvas: Nathvas gather the magical enery, putting more energy into the spell. Angels had resistances, so if he was going to hit the deva. He was going to make it count. Three rays of flames shot out from hand and slammed against the 
Nathvas: angels skins but flowed off it like water of a duck. 'Damn' He thought angrly. 
Nathvas: Y
BitVyper: Dekar fought furiously with the planetar, constantly attempting to take it off its guard with a series of feints. It was no mean foe, however, and saw the tricks for what they were. Finally, the elf tried another approach. His
BitVyper: eyes suddenly widening (to little theatric effect in the darkness), Dekar shouted, "PIT FIEND!" Success! The angelic one was thrown off its guard for just an instant as it attempted in vain to look around in the 
BitVyper: darkness, for a new foe. And where the celestial left gaps in its defense, Hashamar gleefully dove in at its vitals, with Celphied following not far behind.
EuolAlya: Alya swung again missing do to a overconfident swing. Silently she began to pray as there would be no winning without the Masked Lords aid.
BitVyper: "Did you think I would allow you to touch me twice?" Dekar mocked, as the celestial attempted and failed to touch him with another divine spell. It was easy to see that the angelic being was still off balance, 
BitVyper: not sure if another foe had entered the field of battle. No more games then. Dekar siezed his opportunity and leaped back out of the celestial's reach. Time to show the bitch what you are capable of, the elf thought at his sword
BitVyper: before pointing it at the planetar, and unleashing a massive bolt of darkness, that jutted toward it, piercing directly through its abdomen.
EuolAlya: Alya attacked, her blade deflected by the skilled celestial being. This had been a fine test of skill that she had yet to achieve but Alya refused to yield as she continued to battle.
The 1st Oracle: Urlryn had no idea what Nathvas was doing, surely a wizard had more buff spells than Stone Skin to help buff their shield as Aya was. After his failed attempts before and then seeing Alya herself keep missing, he wished he 
The 1st Oracle: had prayed for buff spells for her that would cause the enemy damage. As he spoke the words to know the Celestial's Spell Resistance, he saw Nathvas' spell hit hard and would have laughed if not for his own casting. Immdiately 
The 1st Oracle: following that was Alya and he followed her up fast with another blasting Sound Lance. The spell piercing the creature and causing its death as it crashed to the ground in a swirl of loose feathers. It was a decent victory for a
The 1st Oracle: team he never worked with before, he just hoped Nathvas wouldn't stay inexperienced to team work long. He gave a nod to his comrades and aforded them a smile.
EuolAlya has left the room.
BitVyper: Dekar rounded the corner just as Urlryn finished off his opponent. Drow? Was EVERYONE after him now? He watched the deva die, and then looked at the drow party again. "Dark elves now? If it is the eye you seek, 
BitVyper: you are too late, as I have already... sold it."
Nathvas: Nathvas returned Urlryn nod and moved over to the Deva he scrotched. The smell of burnt flesh filled his nostrils, but that didn't stop him from searching the body. Around the corner came a surface elf. Nathvas immediatly tensed
Nathvas: Sufrace elves had a well known hatred of their dark cousins. He relaxed slightly. He let Urlryn take the lead with the elf. After all, it would be a chance to see if the Vhearauns followed their tenents. If he did, he may have 
Nathvas: to revulate his thoughts about the church. If they actually followed them he may actually find something a kin to a homE.
Nathvas has left the room.
RogueJediAlaron has left the room.

THE 2ND LOG WAS LOST DUE TO A CORRUPTED FILE.  BELOW IS A SUMMARY OF WHAT HAPPENED NEXT. THIS WILL BE FLESHED OUT AND DETAILED WHEN I GET TO IT I PROMISE!

--Lisa

inti order Nathvas Horock Alya Mike Dekar Urlryn
Urlryn:  Urlryn gazed upon Dekar, showed him that his hands where empty  and address him in the

 common tongue.  "We've not to harm you Dekar LongBlade, but to simply parlay with you." 

He spoke with honesty that hide the wearyness he felt.  The deva's blade spell got a good piece of him but with

 the pride of the drow, he hide it well.  His thoughts and attention where distracted as Nathvas 

started searching the scrotched Deva.  He wasn't happy about the thought of Nathvas having first

pickings but was to weary to repamand him.  

Nathvas:  Nathvas didn't have the time to really find anything on the Deva he burned.  What he was searching for 

was healing potions or some things similar to that nature.  He was a wizard, so healing wasn't something

he could really provide and the battle they fought was intense.   With nobody getting out of it unscathed, espically

the priest.  He walked over Alya and address her in the silent hand language.  "Are you ok?"  He 

inquired.  He didn't care if the elf saw his hand movements, it wasn't like he was saying anything 

confidentiol, and he doubted the elf knew drow sighn language.  

Alya:  "Where I come from that isn't the polite way to greet people,  let me give a example on how its done.  

Greetings my name is Alya."  Alya moved next to Urlryn and toke a relaxed defensive posture.  She wanted to help Ulrlyn

put the Elf at ease but also wanted to make sure she was ready for battle if needed.  She noticed 

Nathvas asking her a question in the drow sighn language and she replied in the common tongue.

"I'm not the one you should be asking."

Mike:  Behind Dekar, near the gate, Horock appeared threw a portol.  Cogilstro 

appeared else where, showing how little he valued Horock in his schemes.  He waited a little

ways up in the air, cloaked in a invisibility spell.  (Mike, you'll have to finished I don't remember all

your awesomeness)

Dekar:  Dekar lowered his blades a little at the drow priests words.  If they wanted to parlay, that was 

fine with him.  "You'll have to understand drowess, all the conversations that started out politly today have ended 

with a battle of some sort."  He explained.  "If you truly wish to parly.."  He continued until

he noticed the wizards gestilcations.  His swords snapped back into a defensive manner in a heart

beat.  "Wizard, I'm a little battle parnoid and if you truly wish to parlay with me, I suggest you keep

hands still."

 Urlryn:  Knodded his head towards the other two that he was all right.  At the sudden out burst by the 

elf, Urlryn used his inifite patience that he was respected for in the church.  He held up his arms in a 

peaceful gesture in hope to settle the elf down.  "Please, where just suffered from battling the angels, so 

we all are a understandably jumpy."  

Nathvas:  Nathvas toke Alya's answer as a yes.   He wished she had replied in the sighn language.  
No need for the elf to get the idea that the priest was weary or possibly weakened.  The elf's out burst

got Nathvas's full attention.  "Would this be fine?"  He asked as he showed his hands that where empty 

crossed them infront of his chest in the drow sighn of Neutrality.  

Horock:  Horock emerged from the portal and surveyed the area around him.  He noticed a elf and a group

of drow.  He drew his blade and approached the group.  (can't remeber more on this part)

Alya:  (unknown to me)

Mike:  (somethings about the other guy)  Cogilstro appeared before the group and surveyed them with

his usual arrogance.  "Well Dekar LongBlade, I'm disappointed by your betrayel.  Heading off to

accuire the artificats for yourself.  Of course, if the church wishes for punish you, I of course won't

interfere."  He stated with fals sadness.  Part of him enjoyed Dekar's perdicement.  Wither from the 

betrayl or the incident from the shadow blade, he wasn't sure.  "As I remeber Vhearaun dogma, correctly

no insult and sleight may go unpunished."     (Need Mikes handy work) 

 Dekar:  Dekar back up so that both parties where where in front of him.  

Dekar almost laugh at Cogilstro obsurity.  Moving his hand slowly, he pulled a small 

sack of gems from his waist.  "Come now Cogilstro, you forgot to mention this pouch of jewels you

gave me, along with a map to the ruins so that I could go ahead and accuire any artificats for you."  

Horock:  Horock's temper flared, he was being tossed around with out his say and he didn't even 

have a clue as to way.  But curiosity got the better part of him, so he pushed his anger aside in hopes 

of learning more of what was going on.  

Urlryn:  Urlryn smiled calmy before he began to refute the bald prick.  "Yes you are correct about the 

Vhearaun dogma but ss I see it, not sleight from Dekar was commitied.  Any actions on his part 

only hindred you, not the church.  Any hinderence of you is of course a boon to the church.   Now as a

 theif, he falls under the portfoilo and protection of the church.  Of course he can forgo that protection

if he desires."  

Nathvas:  Nathvas watched as thing unfolded.  He wasn't sure what was exactly happening but from

what he could discern.  There was a aggreement of some sort between the church and the rival, and 

now things where falling threw.  He also wasn't sure which one to believe, the elf or the human.  Both

gave very believable stories, so he decide to fall back on his drow up bringing.  That was, every one was 

lying.  Nathvas was surprised when the Vhearaun priest offered the elf protection and that added a few points 

towards the church in his view.  

You have just entered room "No Chance Meeting 56."
XX Cogliostro XX: Though he'd like to rip the little bastard's head off for talking to him in such a manner, the slightest of triumphant smirks fell into place all the same. For Urlryn gave him something he'd been looking for, and for quite some time
XX Cogliostro XX: at that. An excuse. "Well, Saer Vrinn, your astounding argument aside, I can see where I truly rest with the Tower now. Honestly, that saddens me, as here I thought we were staunch allies, even with the occasional monkeywrench 
XX Cogliostro XX: thrown into the works. Truly hurtful that the lot of you have decided to betray me like this...." Flickering his oak-brown orbs quickly at the surroundings, his plan was quickly formed. That some "innocents" may get caught up in it 
XX Cogliostro XX: was irrelevant. Perhaps he could make that wretch of a wight suffer at the same time. Yes. "It is just as sad that I cannot seem to look past my own need for vengeance. The Tower will suffer." Eyes narrowing in upon Urlryn at this
XX Cogliostro XX: point, with his concentration actually laying just beyond the man, he began to silently work his will upon the Weave. "Of course, I can't have you--any of you--running off to warn them...."
NathanLJ81 has entered the room.
NathanLJ81 has left the room.
BitVyper: Dekar noted the change in Cogliostro's demeanor with some concern. What reason could he have to smirk in a situation? It was disconcerting, to say the least. None the less, they outnumbered him by quite a bit. However powerful 
Hellish Requiem has entered the room.
BitVyper: the man might be, Dekar doubted he would attempt a direct attack here. Of course, whose side the other drow was on remained to be seen. Maintaining his calm, Dekar replaced the map in his cloak, and said, 
BitVyper: "well - as he now betrays us both - it appears then, that we may have some common ground in our desire to balk the bald one." No reason to maintain any facade of politeness with Cogliostro now. 
BitVyper: Not that he really had to begin with. "I have no great desire to take whatever artifact lies within this ruin; only to learn of it. My ally as well," he continued, gesturing toward the human who had just 
BitVyper: arrived on the scene, "has come here for another purpose, so I see no reason that we cannot work together."
The 1st Oracle: Urlryn nodded to Dekar briefly when the decision was reached. As for his reaction to Cogliostro, not outwardly anyway. His face was a serene mask of calm. Inside, Urlryn was praying fast. When Cogliostro spoke of taking 
The 1st Oracle: vengeance, the drow leric took him literally and expected Cogliostro to do so now or soon. If he was to die he wanted to be certain Vhaeraun knew exactly what Cogliostro did...if anything. When faced with impossible odds he
The 1st Oracle: wanted to give the bald wizard a face without fear. The expression was perfect but he was betrayed by sweat at his temples, though Ulryn hoped it could be played off as his wounds causing exersion.
Nathvas: Nathvas watched as everything played itself out. He wasn't sure what the disbut was about but it had to something to do about some artificats in some ruins. This perked his intrest and also my him wary of the human. Only fools 
Hellish Requiem has left the room.
Nathvas: or incredibly powerful people would try to stab a drow in the back. Besides other drow. Since Urlryn put the elf under his protection, Nath focused most of his attention on the bald human yet keeping some on what was going on 
Hellish Requiem has entered the room.
Nathvas: around him. Who knows what other allies the Human may of brought. Nathvas absent mindly scratched his ebony chin, feeling for any stubs of hair. It was a habit he developed over the years, a needed one. He thought of one his 
Nathvas: spells and kept one ready at hand to throw at the human if he decided to try something.
RogueJediAlaron: Horock was looking at the rest of them, the suspiscious light still ablaze in his eyes. Cogliostro's words caught his attention, however, and he had always known it to be foolish to underestimate that man, despite 
RogueJediAlaron: the fact that he was not Drow racially. Perhaps Drow in action and deed, but not through skin color. Narrowing his eyes, Horock kept an eye on the one called Dekar, trusting that Urlynn would keep his promise and
RogueJediAlaron: explain everything later... if they managed to survive the Bald One's vengenance. Horock gripped the hilt of his longsword even tighter.
EuolAlya: Alya returned her blade to her hands in a flash. If it was a fight this bald being wanted then she would not die without one. Her guard was now up and was prepared to charge should Url give the sign.
Hellish Requiem: Icy cold was the air, if only for a moment, followed by that oh so familiar chuckle, barely audible, but evident, the buildings nestled here offered the very thing he thrived, shadowy cover. From within the dark recesses
Hellish Requiem: those crimson eyes would flare to life giving away his presence. "Well, well.. What do we have here?" A few strides forward would reveal his frame in full, not that there was much to show with ebony robes draped across lean frame, 
Hellish Requiem: gaze burned from within the cowl, the edge of his staff was brought to the ground with a thump, slender digits idly drumming across its length, he was surveying the situation, what with the corpses, new and old faces, this was 
Hellish Requiem: bound to get interesting, but if his eyes would linger, they'd be upon the bald human.
XX Cogliostro XX: Although none of what those lesser beings here had been doing gave him pause, the few simple words from the newest intruder to the scene most certainly brought his spell to a screeching halt. More appropriately, he almost lost the 
XX Cogliostro XX: spell completely, but with a concentration of effort, he managed to hold the power in check and ready to unleash. For now. Though the irritance he felt as his gaze shifted towards the drow-guised malaugrym still threatened to ruin 
XX Cogliostro XX: his finely wrought plans. When he spoke, it was in a rather terse--and perhaps tense--manner, betraying the fact that he was indeed concentrating on something. "None of your...concern...." Oh how he wanted to add some sort of 
XX Cogliostro XX: sarcastic and caustic comment just then, but he dare not provoke Szordrinn at this point. Much as he didn't like to admit it, the shapeshifter's Art far outweighed his own, and this was a delicate juncture. Damn the beast, anyway.
Visage Obscured: By all the bloody Hells. THAT one had to show up just now. So far, things had been falling nicely into place. Even the great bald one was playing according to cue. And thus far he'd managed to keep the wight from knowing of his true
Visage Obscured: nature and intentions. Not that he had any plans whatsoever to do any harm to the wight. Quite the opposite. These others who came chasing were of little consequence. Save for the one directly between himself and Horock right now.
Visage Obscured: Something familiar about that one, but it eluded him right now. No matter. What did matter was that he had just been formulating a plan to use the bald bastard's intentions to his own purpose, and that damn malaugrym had to show
Visage Obscured: up. Quite the monkeywrench. That is, if the despicable being chose to actually interfere. Having come to a pause, he now did his best to slide silently into the background, inching towards the magical darkness that Dekar had earlier
Visage Obscured: brought into being. It wouldn't hide him from the big players, but it would serve to obscure his form from the others, and to aid in the magics he may have to enact all too soon. A swift mental sending let him know that his
Visage Obscured: Lieutenants and troops were still in place and ready, so that at least was some small comfort in this otherwise chaotic moment.
BitVyper: Dekar's hands instinctively moved to his blades when the newcomer appeared. It was the same one who had approached him before. In a sense, this could be a very good thing for Dekar. Cogliostro had seemed to fear him somewhat 
BitVyper: before, and judging by the way his appearance had stopped the bald wizard up. Then again, they both had reason to be irate with Dekar himself, so this was potentially a very bad thing as well. The elf only hoped that they disliked
BitVyper: each other more than him. For the moment, he rested one hand on the hilt of Hashamar, and allowed the other to relax, silently touching his new ring, and considering the options than now lay before him.
The 1st Oracle: Urlryn allowed no sigh of relief when Szordrin came upon them all. He didn't turn, he recognized the voice. He watched Cogliostro tense and it took all his training not to do the same. The malaugrym's presence 
The 1st Oracle: was not really a good thing. He would spare no one should they get caught in the crossfire of a spell battle. The cleric looked up, the sky was gray now. The sun would crest the horizon shortly. He kept slowly step by 
The 1st Oracle: step, moving to the ruined building nearest his back. It was risky, as he could trigger a spell or be within direct range. However the alternative was to stay still and get hit anyway, be it a spell or the suns rays.
Nathvas: Nath felt a shudder of cold vibrate threw his being. He hated it, the cold. Even if his transformation wasn't complete, every fibber of his being revolted againt the cold. The coldness was gone as aburtly as it came and 
Nathvas: turned his ruby eyes towards the newcommer. This newcommer radiated evil, and part of him knew things just got worse. He hoped things didn't esclate. Nathvas noticed Urlryn moving towards the building, and decided that since the 
Nathvas: priest didn't want to be there. Neither did he, so slowly started moving towards the same building as Urlryn while still facing every one else. 
RogueJediAlaron: Horock would know that voice anywhere. Glowering to himself, Horock took a step to the left, attempting to get out of the direct line between the being and the Bald One. He knew what would happen should
EuolAlya: Alya realized there lead making a steady retreat yet the chill that came to the air had put her completely on edge. 
RogueJediAlaron: these two decide to open with the mystical energies they were both capable of wielding. He could practically sense the air crackling as his sorcerous abilities, still intact, alerted him to the fact that
RogueJediAlaron: something was about to happen. As gently as possible, Horock placed his other hand down onto his short sword, ready to draw it should the need arise. However, he would not be interfering unless one of the spells
RogueJediAlaron: were targeting him.
Hellish Requiem: Wispy tendrils of darkness rose from the ground around the fallen celestials, twisting and wrapping till they were in a cocoon like state, he listened to what the bald human had to say before his gaze shifted to further take in 
Hellish Requiem: surroundings, there was very little he couldn't sense, not that the surrounded status concerned him any, but who was this armored figure that so rudely began a retreat into the darkness, he recognized the larger players in this
Hellish Requiem: game. "Hm, did I interrupt something important?" He muttered, tone dripping with sarcasm, he knew what he was doing, but to antagonize your opponents was just to much fun, he reveled in the tenseness he brought, but speaking of 
Hellish Requiem: tense, he noticed the bald ones lack of witty repertoire, which rose suspicion, noted, but nothing was said about it. 
XX Cogliostro XX: This was not going well. It seemed that everyone was tensed up and ready. He'd wanted them more off-guard than they were, at the very least. Damn it anyway if time weren't running out to enact his plan. Urlryn was already reaching 
XX Cogliostro XX: the limits of his spell's range, with other key people slowly moving as well. A battle with the malaugrym was the last thing he wanted right now, but it looked as if the shapeshifter would give him no choice. So be it. Narrowing his
XX Cogliostro XX: gaze upon said malaugrym, he quickly guaged the possibilities. He could keep to his original plan for Urlryn and the others from the Tower, but he would not have time to deal with either Dekar or Horock in the ways he had
XX Cogliostro XX: planned. Not to mention that annoyingly familiar armored figure that was creeping into the background. That the malaugrym was already up to something, judging from the coccooned bodies, was a given. As his ability to concentrate was
XX Cogliostro XX: already upon a spell, he couldn't discern exactly what that something was. Another unknown. Another frustration. Smiling now, revealing the clenched state of his teeth and jaw beyond a doubt, he loosened the spell he had prepared, 
XX Cogliostro XX: the ground beneath Urlryn, Nathvas, and Alya suddenly and irrevocably gone, replaced with a gaping, gate-shaped maw in the ground that dropped into a realm of great evil. One filled with an endless number of fiendish
XX Cogliostro XX: beings. Though it was a specific being he called forth from the Gate, one whom he counted on well able being able and willing to take Dekar out of the picture. "Korallanaeth, I summon thee hence!" Booming out the words quickly, his 
XX Cogliostro XX: attention then shifted to the malaugrym, both fear and a challenging glee shining in his eyes.
RogueJediAlaron: Horock's narrowed eyes grew wide as Cogliostro's spell went off, taking three of the people he had just been chatting with into the pits of Hell. Narrowing his eyes, Horock took another long step to his left and drew both of his 
RogueJediAlaron: swords, attempting to defend himself from whatever the hell was about to come through that blasted gate. Taking another step, he continued to move towards the shadows of the nearby buildings, attempting to keep the gate and its 
RogueJediAlaron: distracting denizens between himself and the Bald One, who had clearly gone insane as far as Horock was concerned. Despite the fact that his anger was beginning to boil due to the fact that he had clearly been set up, he was able 
RogueJediAlaron: to keep himself calm and move farther away from the scene, but still keeping it within easy striking distance. Hopefully, he wouldn't have to fight whatever being came out. But if he did, he wasn't about to turn his back on the 
RogueJediAlaron: gate and allow it to have a first strike while he retreated.
Hellish Requiem: "Your problem is that you work on such a small scale." Those acute to magical energy would instantly feel the sudden swelling of power encircling his frame, the ground beneath him began to fissure and crack, the sudden wave of
Hellish Requiem: power caused his hood to ripped and fall back over shoulders to reveal a near insane grin set across lips, showing off jagged pearly whites, it was time to teach this bald bastard a lesson, free arm rose and slender digit pointed
Hellish Requiem: outward, at first there was little more then a marble sized bit of dark energy at the tip of his finger, but it quickly began to grow, fluctuating into a greater mass, growing larger and more intense. "Let me show you how its 
Hellish Requiem: done" It was then the disintegrating energy flew outward in a cone like shape, crackling wildly, epic in every sense.
BitVyper: Korallanaeth!? Dekar's eyes widened considerably at mention of the name. He'd had enough trouble defeating a Pit Fiend, much less a devil of Korallanaeth's standing. Then came the drow's spell, and that was just it. 
BitVyper: Fuck this shit. Time to get out while the getting was still physically possible. "Well, I believe I will give you lovebirds some time alone," were Dekar's last words before he activated the magic of his ring, 
BitVyper: and teleported as far into the ruins as he could see. On the up side, his current situation had provded him with the opportunity to plunder this place unhindered.
Nathvas: The ground beneath Nathvas disappeared a portal appeared beneath him. Nathvas heard of rumors on how powerful the human was but he didn't realize he was this powerful. His snow white hair whipped around him as he plummeted 
Nathvas: towards the patrol. He tried to activate his natural ability to Levitate but wasn't able to call forth said ability in time. A moment before he plunged threw the portal, he gave the human a wrathful glare before he plunged into 
Nathvas: portal. A portal shimer and fluxed a little where Nathvas plunged threw. Once threw he activated hi magical boots and moved out of the cloud of fiends and looked for a suiteable place to land. He check behind him to see if any 
Nathvas: else had fallen threw as well.
EuolAlya: She remained focus on the task at hand praying silently.
The 1st Oracle: The spell unleashed and the name of something was shouted and that is all he knew as his back step proved to be a mistake. No time to react as he was sucked into a portal. He couldn't he was so surprised. Pitch black 
The 1st Oracle: were his surroundings, he was falling, he went past a form, perhaps it was Nathvas, he wasn't sure. He was trying to push back his fear. He had to concentrate. Thinking in panic would kill him. He past another form. 
The 1st Oracle: With strained effort he clawed at his dignity and clutched back his self command and uttered a phrase, prayed for saftey and he stopped falling as his natural levitate took effect.
The 1st Oracle: The pace slower now. He had time to knit his patience and calm back together to focus on where he was.
Visage Obscured: His strategic withdrawal came to an abrupt halt at about the same time as the malaugrym's magics begain their swift obliteration of the landscape. For a long moment, he was too stunned, not to mention angered, to do
Visage Obscured: anything. The bulk of his army, consisting of hundreds--both undead and living--were hidden in the myriad of ramshackle buildings. Buildings which were consumed within heartbeats, turned to nothing but piles of ash. That not even a 
Visage Obscured: single of his troops within that arc of that sweeping cone of entropy survived was a testament to the malaugrym's power. That fact alone, perhaps, kept his hand in check once the daze wore off and was replaced fully by
Visage Obscured: anger. Powerful as he may be, his magics were no match for Szordrinn's. Revenge would have to wait. But it would come in due time, of that he had no doubt. For now, he settled on doing what he could to salvage his origina
Visage Obscured: *original plans. Both Dekar and the group from the Tower had disappeared, but only one of the disparate parties could easily be tracked. The one known as Horock didn't play into his current plans, and it looked as if the malaugrym's
Visage Obscured: spell may eventually move around to consume him as well. That left only one thing to be done. Casting a quick, angered glare at both Coglio and the malaugrym, 
Visage Obscured: he enacted a swift spell upon himself that carried his form above the gateway that was now pouring forth various devils, and allowed himself to drop into and through their masses.
XX Cogliostro XX: Show me how it's done, my ass. "I'm impressed. You can topple half ruined, ramshackle buildings. Powerful, indeed." Barking out the sarcastic response to the malaugrym, he enacted his will in a swift manner once more, though this 
XX Cogliostro XX: time he did nothing more than cast a spell that would set up his next one; more specifically, his next spell would reave through any possible protections the malaugrym may have. He wanted to end this quickly, seeing as things
XX Cogliostro XX: weren't turning out quite as planned. True enough, he'd rid himself of those nuisances from the Tower, but Dekar had disappeared to the gods know where--well, aside from himself, at least, he noted sarcastically--and Horock still 
XX Cogliostro XX: had to be contended with, as the male may actually feel some loyalty to the Tower. That he thought he saw the armored man appear above the Gate for a moment, then disappear, didn't sit well either. Yes, time to drop the malaugrym, 
XX Cogliostro XX: fast and with a certain finality. The cretin had lost his usefulness by now, anyway, where long term plans were concerned.
RogueJediAlaron: Buildings were detonating all around him as the Malaugrym's spell blasted apart the landscaping. Ducking underneath the flying bits and pieces of buildings, he decided that this clash of the titans was way out out of his weight 
RogueJediAlaron: class anyways. Shaking his head in frustration and and anger at his obvious loss in power, Horock began to retreat through the ruble of the city. Where he would go or how he would get there he really and truly did not know or
RogueJediAlaron: care about. He just wanted to get away and survive. He runs away lives to fight another day was his mental thought process. Passing and running through the shattered remains of the city, the former were-dragon's anger grew as the
RogueJediAlaron: frustration for his current situation mounted within him. Upon getting a safe distance away, Horock let out a yell of frustration and anger, his eyes turning from their normal ice-blue color to a molten red. He fell to his knees 
RogueJediAlaron: for a moment, the rest of his emotions spilling out from in in the form of a howling rage at his loss. Finally, he stood and placed his swords back in their scabboards. Pulling his hood low to hide his drowic facial features and 
RogueJediAlaron: hair, Horock headed off in an attempt to find his way home, and discover the road to vengeance against both Malag'tel and, now, the Bald One, Cogliostro.
EuolAlya has left the room.
BitVyper has left the room.
Hellish Requiem: He smirked at the bald one, the disenchanting of his protections didn't appear to visibly worry him. "If I didn't still have uses for you human, I would've destroyed you and those you deal with long ago." He scoffed, truthfully, 
Hellish Requiem: there was still things he left untold, he was about to lose himself in the moment, but had regained a bit of composure. "Tch.. As for now, you are no concern of mine." He turned abruptly, the cracked and fissured ground from 
Hellish Requiem: earlier had reached the human, but quickly began to close, sealing off the bit of steam and radiating heat. On that note, his innate ability for teleportation caused him to blink out of existence, far away from this location in an
Hellish Requiem: instant, one might of gotten the impression that the sudden change of attitude was due to the receiving of news elsewhere.
RogueJediAlaron has left the room.
XX Cogliostro XX: "No! Rat bastard son of a flea-ridden whore!" Growling out his frustrations as the malaugrym once more robbed him of the pleasure of being destroyed, he did nothing but wait for a few heartbeats, to allow himself to calm down, and 
XX Cogliostro XX: begin assessing the situation. Though he noted Horock moving away in a more normal fashion than most, he pushed it aside as irrelevant. Right now, the Gate--having already served it's purpose--needed to be sealed. Not that he really
XX Cogliostro XX: felt like dealing with those devils that had already escaped. Perhaps he should leave it open long enough for Korallanaeth to come through, and let it deal with finding and eliminating Dekar. Then again, now that he was calm enough 
XX Cogliostro XX: to realize nothing much had been lost today, he set about tending to sealing it off and scattering the devils to the winds. And of course, nurturing ever greater hatred and loathing of a certain powerful, shapeshifting magic-wielder
