You have just entered room "Appeasing the Unappeasable."
The 1st Oracle: (you know the drill. ;-) Edits post here to be recorded, state the game date for the record. Start when ready.)
Unclear Presence: [ 21 Eleasias, 1372 ] 
BitVyper: Dekar mumbled some obsenities as he finished ringing his shirt out after wading across one of Rawlinswood's larger streams. The Pit Fiend's claws and fire had left it tattered and shredded. It had been a nicer one too. Oh well,
BitVyper: (Edit: meant to say "singed" not "shredded." Sorry)
BitVyper: he'd just have to replace it once he found a town.... among other things. What was left of it did little to camoflage the arcane tattoos which covered his chest and back. The cloak would have to suffice for now. Well, at least he
BitVyper: was still in one piece. Now he had to be bothered with finding some minions for some jackass before he could get on with his own business. The elf had initially considered just using some goblins out of spite, but had thought 
BitVyper: better of it. No telling what his shadowy friend might do if he felt wronged. Dekar would have to find something a little less insulting. For now though, he would just keep moving eastward until he found something. Perhaps he
BitVyper: should have asked to be transported somewhere else. Well, there was nothing he could do about it now. Dekar had quickly discovered that his teleportation ability had disappeared. He'd just have to get around the old fashioned way
BitVyper: for now. With that in mind, he put on what was left of his shirt, and continued on to the east.
Unclear Presence: As one part of the forest he was traversing looked pretty much like any other section, at least in the parts Dekar had made his way through, the fact the portal had not taken him back to the exact point he'd left it may have 
Unclear Presence: gone largely unnoticed. While the overgrown landscape he was clambering through had been on a steady if not overly steep incline, within an hour of crossing the stream he had come to a set of much more sharply defined, forested
Unclear Presence: hills. Once he'd crowned the first one in his path, he was able to get a glimpse of the landscape ahead and all around, and lo and behold, there really wasn't a way to avoid a day filled with meandering over several more hills, and 
Unclear Presence: climbing in and out of the ravines which lay between. Other than turning around completely, or heading due south, farther into the 'Wood, that is. Something about the prospect of moving southward, however, left an uneasy feeling 
Unclear Presence: somewhere deep in his mind, and while that fact may normally cause his curiosity to kick in and make him travel that way, there was that greater and more annoying task which lay ahead playing upon his thoughts. So eastward it was, 
Unclear Presence: then. Though the forest canopy was thick enough in places to completely block out the sky overhead, the hilly areas afforded him more view than he'd had previously, so he could judge the number of hours passing fairly well. By the
Unclear Presence: time dusk rolled around, he'd made his way clear of the hills, and was back on something more akin to flat ground, though even then, it still made a steady if barely significant upward climb. With neither darkness nor fatigue being 
Unclear Presence: a deterring factor to one such as Dekar, he was easily able to continue on...straight out of the forest, in fact, not more than an hour into actual night time. Trees and undergrowth having given way to grassy plains, Dekar was now 
Unclear Presence: able to get more of a bead on the situation, even noting what could be glimpses of light off to the east. More of the forest lay to the south of him, and to his back, it did continue north for some ways as well, though what ambient 
Unclear Presence: light the stars provided was enough for him to see that the clearing he'd come into appeared to go on to the north for some significant distance as well, where the forest wasn't encroaching upon his vision, that is. Figuring that it
Unclear Presence: couldn't possibly take more than an hour to reach the lights, now that he was on fairly open ground and unhindered by undergrowth and thick forest, his feet continued eastward. And so it was that Dekar soon found himself on the 
Unclear Presence: outskirts of some small, wood-walled town, the lights being a series of braziers and torches set around it's perimeter, most likely to help stave off any creatures of the night, whether of the natural or unnatural variety. From what
Unclear Presence: he could see, a couple of small sentry towers dotted the corners of the town, sticking up above the pointed tops of the fence posts, but those were quite easily avoided by one of his skill, should he so choose to work his way around
Unclear Presence: them and enter the quaint little village.
BitVyper: As Dekar really didn't really feel like announcing his presence, he simply kept to the shadows. Evading the notice of the watch towers was a simple matter, and once he'd reached a somewhat darker portion of the wall, he ascended it
BitVyper: as though grabbing some invisible handholds, and dropped down on the other side silently. Upon landing, he quickly set about looking for an inn of some sort. To be honest, the elf wasn't really sure about how to approach his new
BitVyper: task. He didn't really want to force any decent people into the service of that thing. Still, he valued his own soul far more than any humans. If it came to that, he was sure he'd get over it. For now, finding a place to stop 
BitVyper: and get any news would be best.
Unclear Presence: It soon became apparent that this was indeed one of those towns where folk locked themselves away after dark. Aside from the handful of guardposts he could now see surrounding the entirety, Dekar also noted a couple of two-man 
Unclear Presence: patrols keeping vigil within the town itself. While none of the warriors he'd come across seemed to be of any merit in comparison to his own, they looked fairly well seasoned all the same, meaning this must indeed be one of those 
Unclear Presence: frontier towns that was left all to it's own for defense and livelihood. Before he'd actually made it to one of the larger buildings which appeared to possibly be an inn, he got a good glimpse of the fact that the single set of 
Unclear Presence: gates leading into the town were shut and bolted down, with a pair of guards standing vigil there. In a place like this, they were probably closed not long after dusk, so Dekar might raise some real suspicions if he suddenly showed 
Unclear Presence: up at an inn, with no one having seen him come into the town. Then again, he may be able to get away with it, at least for a while, with a fair dose of bluffing combined with the fact that 
Unclear Presence: the inn didn't exactly lay within eyeshot of the gate nor the guards posted there. Not to mention it didn't look as if word would get around very quickly at this time, short of an actual alarm being raised over some commotion or 
Unclear Presence: another. After finally reaching the inn and sizing it up for a few moments, Dekar could tell that at least a handful of folk stayed out of their homes past dark, as there were a few silhouettes visible moving about within the first 
Unclear Presence: floor taproom and behind the curtains of what must be the kitchens to the rear of the place.
BitVyper: Really not having any other ideas of where to start at the moment, Dekar decided to go in. It wasn't as though he would need to convince them he'd entered the town legitimately, just act as though he had. Pushing the door open, 
BitVyper: Dekar casually stepped into the tavern. Upon entering, he noted six occupants of the small tavern. There was, of course, a man behind the bar. Middle-aged, probably the owner. Four men in various stages of drunkeness milled
BitVyper: about the room, while a woman seemed to be cleaning up for the night. Noticing that everyone was looking at him now, Dekar approached the bar, and sat down. "Ale, please," he said to the bartender. 
BitVyper: "It's been awhile since I've had a good drink."
Unclear Presence: While the look in the eyes of the drunkards couldn't be described as much of anything beyond dazed and a tad confused while looking upon Dekar, the tender's eyes were, much as may be 
Unclear Presence: expected, filled with suspicions. However, the man was polite enough when he spoke. "One ale it is, then." Not taking his eyes off Dekar for more than a moment while pulling a clean mug down from the rack which rested over top of 
Unclear Presence: the bar--and that moment being a quick glance to the woman, who then disappeared into the kitchens--the man then offered something of a polite if not overly friendly smile as he continued. "Though we do carry a few things with a bit
Unclear Presence: more kick to them, if you'd like. From the looks of it, you've had your fair share of toiling today." Before the man could or would elaborate, one of the drunken men situated at the bar, a few seats from Dekar, warranted a quick 
Unclear Presence: swat from the rag in the tender's free hand. Apparently the drunkard was trying to reach over the bar and acquire himself a bit of the aformentioned 'stronger stuff' for himself while the barkeep was otherwise occupied. Shaking his 
Unclear Presence: head, with a more genuine and mirth filled smile on his face, he set the mug down and silently inquired as to whether Dekar would want the stronger stuff.
BitVyper: "Ale will be fine," was Dekar's response. It didn't really matter, of course. He noted that the girl had been sent off, perhaps to check in with the town guard regarding his presence. Oh well; if something 
BitVyper: happened, something happened. He left what appeared to be a walking stick he'd carried underneath his coat leaning against the bar, and sipped his ale. "So tell me, has there been any interesting news lately? As I said, I've 
BitVyper: been away from civilisation recently. Travelling and whatnot." He activated one of the staff's magical abilities as he set it down; a simple spell that would make the tender much more agreeable. "It must be difficult,
BitVyper: keeping a lone trading post safe, out here in the wilds."
Unclear Presence: There was a momentary dumbfounded look on the man's face, but it quickly passed, and in it's wake the man's smile blossomed further as he turned about and set the keg to the tap. "Indeed it is difficult at times, friend, though we 
Unclear Presence: manage well enough. I'm beginning to wonder, though, as a local ranger came through this past week with strange reports about goings on in the woods nearby." Turning about and setting the mug down for Dekar, he then gave a crooked 
Unclear Presence: grin and looked at the now half-passed out drunk just a few seats down. "Then again, that ranger wasn't much more sober than our friend over there while spewing out these rumors, so who knows. Tall tales and nothing more, I'm 
Unclear Presence: thinking. Decaying trees shambling about in the woods, looking for victims to slay. Hah. Maybe all the druids in these parts up and decided it was time for a change of pace. Utter foolishness. But anyway, I'm rambling. As for news 
Unclear Presence: from civilization, I'm afraid we've not much of any interest to offer there. The traders we deal with are not exactly of the civilized sort, for the most part." Apparently Dekar's little charm worked wonders. A quick look about 
Unclear Presence: would reveal that he was no longer the center of any drunkard's attention, that having gone back to the near empty mugs in each case. The girl came back out of the kitchen just about then, with a fairly decent sized pot of something
Unclear Presence: relatively good smelling in it. She paused a moment when noticing how much the tender's demeanor had changed, and figuring the stranger must be alright, she set the pot down on the bar with a smile cast in Dekar's direction before 
Unclear Presence: scurrying back off to her previous duties. So perhaps she had not gone to fetch a watchman after all.
BitVyper: Seeing that his enchantment had succeeded, Dekar listened to the man intently, resting one of his hands on the staff, while occassionally sipping from his mug. He activated the staff's enchantment again, this time focusing its 
BitVyper: power on the woman. Decaying trees? He hadn't seen anything like that. Then again, Rawlinswood was a big forest, and he'd bypassed the vast majority of it magically. As the tender continued to speak, Dekar occasionally turned 
BitVyper: his head in a mock-stretch, to look about the tavern and focus the staff's power on another victim, hoping that he was as successful with them as he had been with the tavern's owner. Fortunately, these were not the seasoned sort of
BitVyper: adventurers who would be able to resist such spells easily. As the bartender finished his talk of the news, Dekar was just invoking the staff's power a final time. Of course, its charming spells wouldn't allow him to simply 
BitVyper: command the men here to rip out their own eyes. However, it would make convincing them that it was necessary a good deal easier. Fortunately, the bartender had already given him something to work with in that vein. 
BitVyper: "Shambling trees, yes. I'm afraid they aren't a rumor, my friend," he replied once the tender had finished, taking on an ominous tone. "I do not know what foul magic drives them, or where they are going, 
BitVyper: but they are fierce opponents. I suspect that you may have to protect your families from them all to soon." He spoke loud enough now, that the others could hear. "As it stands now, there is likely little 
BitVyper: that can be done. However, if five individuals were willing do what was necessary, and become heroes, there may be a way." Dekar left off at that, waiting to see the general response to what he'd said.
BitVyper has left the room.
Visage Obscured has left the room.
Unclear Presence has left the room.

You have just entered room "Appeasing the Unappeasible."
The 1st Oracle: (Aim logs itself so state game date for record if needed, post edits in here to be recorded and start when ready.)
Unclear Presence: A shocked hush of sorts was the overall response, at least from those coherent enough to have heard and that were able to react aptly. The girl had even paused just as she was about to enter the kitchen again to turn back, first 
Unclear Presence: eyeing Dekar with astonishment, then looking to the tender for some sort of affirmation. In reality, all but one of the folk in the room seemed to intently leaning in to hear more, the hush giving way to murmurs, which grew louder 
Unclear Presence: and more coherent with each passing heartbeat. Within moments Dekar had his answer. They were in full agreement that something needed done, at least. Save for that one person on whom the magics didn't seem to take effect, who merely
Unclear Presence: let out a loud belch and scratched at himself as he roused enough to look around those gathered and wonder just what was going on, and why everyone was getting so worked up just on the words of a complete stranger once he had 
Unclear Presence: figured out the gist of things.
BitVyper: Once the murmurring had gone on for a few minutes, Dekar held up his hand, bringing silence to the room. The act had always been easy for him, but having a magically enthralled audience certainly helped things. To be honest, he
BitVyper: probably could have just told them to bind and gag each other right then and there, no explanation necessary, but Dekar wasn't particularly anxious to do what he had to do here, and so he dragged it out a bit. 
BitVyper: "As I said previously," he began again, standing up to address the whole room. "There is one way you can help me to defeat this evil and protect your people." He picked up his staff, and tapped it 
BitVyper: ominously against the floor, once again activating its magic, this time focusing it on the one man who had seemed unaffected by its enchantment. "The town's guard will do nothing, but I believe that in this room,
BitVyper: are the champions who can aid me in the battle to come. It would require you all to accept a great power, as there must be five in order for this plan to succeed. However, I believe that in each of you, rests the 
BitVyper: seed of..." he surveyed the assembled drunks; most only semi-coherent due to his enchantment. "A hero." He slowly stepped past the drunks, and turned around so that he could look both them, and the 
BitVyper: bartender in the eyes(and partly to put himself in front of the door, incase any got the bright idea to alert the guards anyway). "What say you? Will you do what is necessary to defend your home?" He left off at 
BitVyper: that, looking over each of them with an ominous gaze.
Unclear Presence: After a few more hurried murmurs and looks exchanged between them all, a general consensus of approval went up in Dekar's direction. At this point, despite the fact some were still drunk, he could tell that at least half of those 
Unclear Presence: present were former swordhands, looks of utmost determination and a long absent hunger for adventure managing to shine through the alcohol induced glaze. The barkeep, having not dipped into his own wares, was one such, and it was he
Unclear Presence: who was more energetic about it than most, speaking rather fervently and with excited undertones as he addressed Dekar. "Aye, we're ready to do our parts. Why, I'll have Merriam here gather whatever supplies we'll need from my 
Unclear Presence: stores, and I'll even lodge everyone for the night. In my finest beds, at that. None better to sober up in and get ourselves fresh for setting out in the morning!" Without really pausing, he turned to the girl, and shooed her
Unclear Presence: towards the kitchens again. Apparently, she was Merriam. "I've even a spare blade or two stashed away, should we need them." He mentioned as he turned back to Dekar and the slowly livening mob of drunkards.
BitVyper: "Wait," Dekar commanded, once again raising his hand. "You are clearly men of great valor, however, as we are now, this is not a battle that we can win. In order for us to defeat the..." Think of a good name! 
BitVyper: "Rotting... man." Very creative. "And his decay, I must bestow upon each of you a gift. Are you prepared to take that responsibility?"
Unclear Presence: Each paused in their various states of trying to rouse themselves from their seats and looked to Dekar. As one, they then stood fully--if not overly steadily--and gave their assent. "Aye, friend, any aid against this corrupter of 
Unclear Presence: trees and man would do us well." This time it was not the tender answering, but rather the man whom he'd had to work his magics on a second time in order to get the charm to work.
BitVyper: "Very well," Dekar responded with a nod to the one who had spoken. "In that case, I will require some things in order to make this work. First, have Mirriam get me five lengths of rope from your stores," he 
BitVyper: said to the tender. "And the rest of you, help me move five chairs to the kitchen, then put out the lights in this room." Dekar needed to be careful to ensure that no guard happened to peek through the window at the 
BitVyper: wrong moment. Better to do this in the back, where that would not happen.
Unclear Presence: So caught up were they in the general mood of things that they nearly started to do as bidden without questioning, all the men save for the tender already having the chairs in hand and halfway lifted. Then they all stopped short, 
Unclear Presence: the one had just spoken first, then the others following in suit. It was the tender who turned to regard Dekar quizzically, however. "Put the lights out...?"
BitVyper: Damn, sober bartender anyway. "Yes, you must extinguish the lights," he said, pausing for a short moment to let his mind catch up to the situation. "The ceremony which I must perform requires that 
BitVyper: everything be a certain way. Once we have finished our preparations, I will be putting out all of them. I apolgise, but it is necessary in order for this to work. Are you having second thoughts?" He finished. Hopefully 
BitVyper: questioning the man's commitment would shut him up.
Unclear Presence: Something wasn't quite right. Each of them knew it, at least in their subconscious, though the tender himself--most likely as he was the sober one, which Dekar had already been thinking--
Unclear Presence: was the one who really picked up on it. Five lengths of rope, five chairs, five people...and the lights all doused, at that. Was it some sort of robbery in progress, with a wild story told to pull it off. He'd been around long 
Unclear Presence: enough to see it all, so he couldn't put it past being a possibility. However, the magics Dekar had enacted kept fighting against the man's natural inclinations to distrust the situation, and the person who brought the situation 
Unclear Presence: about, of course. This all perplexed him at this point. And yes, Dekar did strike something of a nerve when his willingness to participate in such an important endeavor was questioned. Bah, what to make of it? Still juggling his 
Unclear Presence: better judgements against the inclinations of the magics working upon him, the tender shook his head. "Second thoughts on taking up the fight? Not at all. But you mention a ceremony, an odd one at that from the sounds of it, and 
Unclear Presence: that wouldn't seem to be something we should do when so many are so far into the bottle still. Surely, a good night's rest beforehand shouldn't be out of the question, to renew our bodies and wits for the gift you so kindly intend 
Unclear Presence: to bestow...?" Dekar could tell the man was struggling over the matters, and that the magics were insuring that at least the man was earnestly wanting to believe in the pale elf's words and cause.
BitVyper: Of all the worthless, stupid, useless spells... Oh well, he'd just have to roll with it. At least all the time the man had spent talking had given Dekar a chance to think of something. "Unfortunately, I do not believe that 
BitVyper: to be an option. You see, the ritual I am to perform will call upon the power of the very wood that we must protect. However, if too much of it is corrupted first, that power will not be available. I wish that I had time
BitVyper: to explain the intricacies of this to you, but unfortunately, life has not granted that to us. I did not want to mention this, but in truth, I may already be too late."
Unclear Presence: The tender was still obviously hesitant, but the others set about to taking chairs to the kitchen all the same, each making nods of assent to the point and the sense they found in it. This caused even more consternation within the 
Unclear Presence: tender, although he did finally concede to follow the others to the kitchen. However, he paused to address Dekar first. "We can douse the lights in the kitchen and put a cover over the oven pit, but I'll be having to leave the 
Unclear Presence: lights on out here, as we still have customers upstairs that may come down for something, and there's always the chance someone will straggle in from outdoors." While the man's sensibilities were having enough play right now, so too
Unclear Presence: did the magics have their say in things. Having moved to the kitchen door, he then paused again, speaking almost conspiratorially. "Besides, turning the lights out in here would rouse suspicions from the guard patrols. We've never 
Unclear Presence: left it unlit in the night hours. This is one of the two appointed meeting places in case of emergencies." That bit of information imparted, the tender then pushed his way through the door, leaving Dekar alone in the taproom for the
Unclear Presence: moment.
BitVyper: "I suppose the kitchen will be enough... I hope," Dekar responded before the man left the room. That would probably be fine, and the tender's final comment made it seem the prudent choice. Still, his hold over 
BitVyper: them clearly wasn't quite what he'd hoped it would be. Alone in the taproom for a moment, he rethought things a little bit, not wanting to push the limits of his spell too much. As things stood, he would probably just have to
BitVyper: knock them out when the time came. It wouldn't be difficult. He would just have to think of something else to excuse the noise. With that settled, Dekar picked up the fifth chair, and took it to the kitchen.
Unclear Presence: The kitchen wasn't overly large, but all the chairs would be able to fit in the middle, side by side in a row. To that end, those men who had already come in had set up the ones they carried in there in such a fashion. The girl and 
Unclear Presence: the tender were not in the room, though Dekar could hear movement through a door that must lead to an adjacent storeroom at the far end. Another door was set in the back wall, most likely leading directly outside from the layout he 
Unclear Presence: could remember when walking up to the place. Those men who were here looked to him expectantly as they waited. A short time later, the tender and the girl came back into the kitchen, two coils of rope in the man's hands. He quickly 
Unclear Presence: ordered the girl to go tend the taproom, and though she offered a slightly disappointed look, she did as bidden. He then set the ropes down on one of the less cluttered countertops and rummaged around for a knife with which he could
Unclear Presence: cut shorter lengths. The lights were still on, of course, to facilitate this, and one of the other men moved to help with the cutting in short order.
BitVyper: Dekar stood behind the chairs as the rope was prepared. The chairs were close together, which was good. As the other men went about their tasks, or waited, he pulled a knife out from one of his pockets, and began to scratch 
BitVyper: arcane-looking symbols into each of the chairs. Nothing meaningful, just enough to appear as though he was preparing something. Once he felt he'd done enough, Dekar made a show of inspecting each symbol, and then stepped back. 
BitVyper: The rope had been cut now, so Dekar nodded to the men, and moved to shut the door. With it closed, he turned to address them again. "Sit," he said. "Once you are seated, I will complete my preparations."
Unclear Presence: Although they all looked at each other with momentary confusion--mostly as they knew little to nothing of magic and how it works--all but the tender seated themselves. As for the tender, he stood looking at Dekar questioningly, with
Unclear Presence: the smaller sections of rope all layed out before him and the knife still in hand, though it was absently held, not brandished as if to fight or defend in any way. Even those men who had seated themselves were filled with a bit of 
Unclear Presence: trepidation and wariness at this point, if only out of the natural distrust many have of magic. If it were not for the charms Dekar had his doubts about, his plan wouldn't have gotten anywhere near so far as it had already. But now 
Unclear Presence: was the time when his plan would most likely start to unravel. Still, it depended largely on how he played it out.
BitVyper: Irritating. Dekar couldn't reach the man fast enough to render him unconcious before he call out either. Oh well, just have to get him into the chair. It couldn't be that difficult. Looking at the tender reassuringly, he said
BitVyper: "if you are wary, you may hold on to the knife. The rope is not necessary until later, so it can be left where it is for the moment." Hopefully, that would be enough to get the guy sitting down.
Unclear Presence: Indeed it was, enough so that the man even put the knife down. It still didn't make much sense, but at least it was made to sound like there couldn't be any imminent danger. Besides, if something was amiss, there were five of them, 
Unclear Presence: and only one of the stranger. Now, if his earlier suspicions about the ropes being used to tie anyone up were confirmed at any point, then even his companions would surely have to question this strangers intents.
BitVyper: Satisfied, now that all were sitting down, Dekar went about extinguishing the lights. He wanted to shut the window, but figured he would just make the tender suspicious again. No matter, he just needed them to stay sitting for 
BitVyper: a few seconds anyway. Once the lights had been put out, the elf moved back to his original spot behind their chairs. "Once I begin my spell, the lights will grow dimmer. Do not be alarmed. Focus your eyes on 
BitVyper: the window, and try to picture it even if it becomes too dim." With that said, Dekar replaced the staff he had used in his cloak, and rested his hand on Hashamar. Complete Darkness would ensure that none saw what he did.
BitVyper: Activating Hashamar's magical ability, while quietly drawing it he caused the area to become bathed in pitch black; a darkness that only Dekar's eyes could penetrate. Seeing that none of the men had attempted to rise
BitVyper: his other hand flashed out with Celphied, and the elf proceeded to give each of the men a few knocks to the back of their heads with the butts of his weapons.
BitVyper: They all fell into unconsciousness rather easily. The tender and another had heard what was going on and attempted to escape, but barely managed to stumble out of their chairs before Dekar's weapons collided with their skulls. 
BitVyper: Quickly sheathing the blades, he began gathering up the inert forms of his soon-to-be victims. He placed each in a chair, bound him with the rope, and created makeshift gags from what was left of his shirt. Once they had all been 
BitVyper: tied up safely, Dekar closed the shutter on the window. His darkness would last for awhile, but there was no reason to take any chances. In fact, he decided to invoke Hashamar's ability a second time, just to ensure that he would
BitVyper: have no unwelcome surprises. When all was said and done, and the elf could find no further tasks to stall himself with, he approached the first man, pulling the eye out of his pocket. At least the guy was unconscious, and it
BitVyper: wouldn't hurt. Besides, it was them or him. That choice, at least, was obvious. With that in mind, Dekar pulled the first one's eyelid back, and pressed his finger in, trying to dig out the eyeball. It wasn't as easy as it 
BitVyper: looked, but after a moment, it came out in a gooey sort of mess. With that done, Dekar quickly shoved the new "eye" in.
Unclear Presence: Indeed, the fellow didn't even really seem to notice as Dekar plucked his eyeball out, nor even take heed when it was dangling by the nerve cluster and resting wetly upon his cheek. However, in a few moments, when the powers of the 
Unclear Presence: Eye flared to life, the man's body suddenly jerked awake, awareness--and fright nearly beyond all comprehension--
Unclear Presence: becoming all too evident within the man's one natural eye. At least to Dekar, as the others remained oblivious. The initial spasms nearly toppled the man's chair over, and caused quite a bit of racket what with banging off the floor
Unclear Presence: repeatedly, not to mention the unintentional kicking over of a few kitchen utensils as one of the nearby cook tables was slammed into by the man's flailing, even if it were limited by the ropes, movements. Thankfully, the gag muted 
Unclear Presence: the worst of the audible noise the fellow was generating, though enough came through for Dekar to realize the anguish he was causing. Dekar would also realize that the kitchen's door wouldn't muffle all this noise from any who may
Unclear Presence: be near it in the taproom side. Aside from the constant seizures the drunkard was going through, there wasn't much of a discernable change as of yet, only a discoloration of sorts around where the Eye had been inserted. Apparently, 
Unclear Presence: this would take a while.
BitVyper: Something would have to be done about the woman, it seemed, or Dekar would have even more problems. Opening the taproom door, the elf slipped through and closed it again in the same instant, so as not to let too much noise escape.
BitVyper: No way to be stealthy about this. The excess of noise had already drawn her attention. He hated this more and more, but there wasn't much choice. Dashing forward before the woman could react, he attempted to knock her out before 
BitVyper: she could cause any ruckus of her own.
BitVyper: (bold letter)
Unclear Presence: Even with his preternatural speed, the woman was able to react to Dekar's sudden, surprise attack. The gasping terror she portrayed would be yet another imprinted memory of the tortures he was causing this night. Not to mention the 
Unclear Presence: sound of her cracking ribcage, or the squelch as shards of bone ruptured her delicate innards. Then there was the sound of her neck snapping as she flew over to the next table and landed against it quite awkwardly. Yes, tonight, 
Unclear Presence: Dekar's exploits would make even his sometimes drow companions proud. Thankfully, she was the only one in the room, and within earshot for that matter. Dekar had no way of knowing who and how many may be in the rooms on the upper 
Unclear Presence: floors, but hopefully they'd not become an issue. Depending on how long it took the Eye to do it's work, however, it may well be a problem come sunrise.
BitVyper: Great, more innocent blood on his hands. This night was becoming more and more unsettling. Well, nothing to do about it now but clean up. Dekar picked up the woman's disfigured corpse, and laid it down behind the bar. After 
BitVyper: laying her down in as respectable a position as he could manage at the time, Dekar slipped back into the kitchen and waited for the transformation to finish.
BitVyper has left the room.
Unclear Presence has left the room.

You have just entered room "appeasingtheunappeasable3."
BitVyper has entered the room.
BitVyper: (test)
Unclear Presence has entered the room.
Visage Obscured has entered the room.
Visage Obscured: adsfasdfas
Visage Obscured: better
The 1st Oracle: (Ok log is running, say game date if neccessary. Edits need to be posted in here. Start when ready. I'll be on my other comp while this runs, so any chat needs to go to Xull not this SN. ;-) Start when ready.)
Unclear Presence: Upon slipping back into the kitchen, Dekar noted that this was indeed going to be a rather lengthy process. Though it did appear that something had already begun happening, as small patches of somewhat scaly, or even vaguely 
Unclear Presence: rocklike hide were beginning to show on what exposed skin could be found on his first victim. Whatever other changes may be happening were not very obvious just yet, as the man's body continued to convulse and contort
Unclear Presence: violently. As it stood, he'd have to keep rechecking the ropes and gags, as one good scream that escaped any of them may very well draw undesired attention. Not that Dekar couldn't handle any such distractions, but even inferior 
Unclear Presence: foes in great numbers could prove a major hassle and damper in his plans. That wasn't even thinking on the possibilities of those creatures he was now creating being a nuisance in and of themselves. Even with lowly humans as the 
Unclear Presence: base creature, once transformed they would be far more powerful. And he had to manhandle five of these until whatever point his patron saw fit to, well, .... that part was sort of left out of the conversation, meaning Dekar couldn't
Unclear Presence: be sure just what the deal would be. To top it off, the thrashing movements of teh first victim seemed to be semi-rousing the man nearest to him, if the half-awake whimpers of fear were any indication.
BitVyper: This was all a lot messier than it had really needed to be. Nothing to do now but follow through with it though. He did possess the means to move them all back to the plane of shadow, which would make this a good deal easier, but 
BitVyper: creating a gate was no small endeavor, and Dekar wasn't sure he could do it, to be honest. He was stirred from his thoughts when one of the men began to wake up. A quick strike using the pommel of one of his weapons ended that.
BitVyper: No reason to let them watch each other change. Change... there was something about that... uh oh. Dekar's eyes widened as he remembered how he'd killed the woman. Having no desire to let her become a wight (as he believed she
BitVyper: would), he once again slipped out of the kitchen.
Unclear Presence: Much as Dekar feared, the body behind the bar was already beginning to twitch with the first signs of 'reanimation'. Which could prove interesting, if such things didn't disturb him, as he 
Unclear Presence: could gain both a child and a servant of sorts if he chose not to intervene in the next few moments. If he had no desire for such a thing, perhaps a quick and violent dismemberment at this point could stop the process before it 
Unclear Presence: began in earnest, as quite frankly, any magics that could halt it otherwise at this point were not at his disposal nor easily acquired.
BitVyper: It would certainly make his job easier if he were to use her. However, Dekar recalled his first few weeks of wighthood. Being able to feel the girls he killed, but having no free will. He had no desire to put another through that
BitVyper: Without really thinking about the sword's properties, he quickly drew Hashamar, and proceeded to ensure that the corpse could not reanimate like that.
Unclear Presence: Those same properties would come to mind soon enough as he realized the negative energy sheathing Hashamar were actually serving to heal some of the wounds he was inflicting, 
Unclear Presence: though it only meant a few extra hacking strokes to put a permanent stop to the freshly created spawn. In the aftermath, it also dawned on him that something else was odd, though perhaps it wasn't, seeing as his victim was 
Unclear Presence: another undead--no soul came flowing into him. There was the faintest sensation, as if it were trying to happen, but nothing did. Yet another mystery to dwell upon.
BitVyper: That was somewhat of a relief actually, since Dekar hadn't really intended to end her transformation only to have Hashamar swallow her soul. "Another time," he whispered to the blade, before sheathing it. With that 
BitVyper: matter handled, he returned to the room, to see if any further advancements had been made in the transformation.
Unclear Presence: Other than the fact that the man's body seemed to be straining against the bonds keeping him in place more than ever--due to a slight increase in apparent body mass--nothing of note could be discerned. At least at first glance, for 
Unclear Presence: moving around to the rear of the chair would offer a view of some funny growths beginning to form beneath the man's tunic, near the shoulderblades in the back. Yes indeed, this would be a long, grueling process. And if those were 
Unclear Presence: wings forming, as he'd heard that such fiendish creatures possess, even more hassles lay ahead in keeping these folks bound and under wraps as the night unfolds. It was beginning to look more and more like some sort of cruel joke on
Unclear Presence: the part of his shadowy patron.
BitVyper: Whatever it was, it was better than risking his own essence. Still, if it was at all possible, Dekar would see to it that his "benefactor" got its comeuppance.
BitVyper: The process of transformation quickly became boring for Dekar, and he began to look for something else to do. Producing the ring which he'd retrieved from one of the ice-devils, he began to fiddle around with it attempting to f
BitVyper: figure out what its purpose might be.
Unclear Presence: After a bit of fiddling, it soon became apparent enough, as after a moment of disorientation he found himself standing not within a crowded kitchen, but beneath a canopy of stars with long grasses surrounding him up to the knees. He
Unclear Presence: was atop a rolling hill, one of many situated in the open expanse surrounding him, with the only real discernable feature nearby being part of an old wall of some sort, long since crumbled. The location meant nothing to him, and 
Unclear Presence: even gazing at the stars to get some sort of bearings didn't help much, other than to assure him he was in the same general hemisphere of the world as where he had been. It still seemed oddly familiar, though, as if he should 
Unclear Presence: remember it, but that it was changed so much he just couldn't manage. Whatever the case, conscious effort or not, he'd brought himself here with the ring's help, meaning that was one less mystery to solve in future.
BitVyper: Well, whatever the case was, this ring would be helpful in finishing his task. Twisting it around for a few moments, he managed to activate its power again, sending himself back to the tavern's kitchen. He'd become a fairly 
BitVyper: experienced teleporter in recent history, so it was a simple matter after that, to transport himself and his five prisoners back to the empty field. He hadn't remembered where it was, however it was clearly untended, and there had 
BitVyper: been no evidence of human activity as far as he could see, so it seemed an ideal spot for the moment.
Unclear Presence: By the time all was said and done, the first man he'd put into the process was showing more visible signs of transformation. The entirety of his skin was no longer that of pink human flesh, and Dekar could actually see it constantly
Unclear Presence: flowing, most likely towards whatever it's final outcome would be. The bumps on it's back were indeed forming into wings, which was causing some problems in so far as being bound in the chair was concerned. Something would break 
Unclear Presence: before long, whether that be the chair or the wings remained to be seen. As for the others, well, there really was no change, save that they were all half buried in the grasses, seated as they were in rather low chairs. Bringing 
Unclear Presence: them here wouldn't prevent all the possible complications, but taking another look around, he could rest assured that no one would be bothered by the screaming. As for anyone bothering them, the recent run in with a certain dragon 
Unclear Presence: would probably make Dekar think twice before assuming that wasn't possible. It was during this brief look around that it finally dawned on him. A quick inspection of the grounds nearby would confirm his suspicions, as there were 
Unclear Presence: further remnants of former walls embedded in the tall grasses nearby. The overall shape was that of a small tower or very small keep of some sort. One he'd been near before, in it's whole state, at least the whole of it's state as 
Unclear Presence: represented on the Plane of Shadow. Even the landscape surrounding it looked much the same, though far, far less bleak here in the Material.
BitVyper: Well, that was a little unsettling. Still, part of Dekar wanted to search what remained of these ruins, to see if anything could be found. Now was not a particularly good time though. He still had quite a bit of rope to re-tie 
BitVyper: these men as it became necessary, but keeping them subdued without killing them would likely prove difficult. For now, though, there wasn't much to do but wait for the transformation to end.
Unclear Presence: Just as the first of them finished the transformation, with the chair and rope breaking beneath the last of the sudden growth both of it's body mass and the full formation of it's wings, a cloud of darkness sprung up behind 
Unclear Presence: where the others stood, slowly billowing out of the grasses, only to take a growingly familiar form within the next few heartbeats. Once again, a malicious and delighted smile was the only apparent feature on the humanoid-shaped 
Unclear Presence: form of darkness. With a small gesture of one hand, the fiend which had just broken loose suddenly halted and stood still, relaxing quite visibly as if totally subdued. Then a small thud resounded in the silence of the moment just 
Unclear Presence: after that, caused by the Eye hitting the ground after ejecting itself from the new half-fiend's skull. A new eye, a slitted one that fit the form naturally, was now forming in it's stead. A brief, soft chuckle was the first thing 
Unclear Presence: offered up by Dekar's shadowy patron. "That will be enough. I merely wished to see if you had it in you to do such a thing to innocents." Another gesture, and a portal of darkness opened up beside Dekar. "I will finish what you've 
Unclear Presence: started here. That door will hasten you to where you need to go to finish our business. I will be along shortly."
BitVyper: Dekar's first instinct was to glare at the shadow being, but that would likely serve only to please it. With that in mind, the elf simply gave a half-shrug, and responded, "if that is your preference," and 
BitVyper: walked toward the gate. In all honesty, he was inclined to remain and ensure that he would be joined for the conclusion of their business, however, he didn't particularly desire to watch the rest.
Unclear Presence: Indeed, the shadow-man wished to take further delight in this whole situation, but it had not gotten overly worked up when no sport was in the coming. Dekar had already taken another large step towards corruption; that was enough. 
Unclear Presence: For now, at least. When Dekar strode through the portal, he had a momentary comforting sensation, then it disappeared just as quickly. Seeing that his surroundings--yet another grassy covered hill--were not on the Plane of Shadow as
Unclear Presence: he may have thought it would be, it made sense that the comfort came from the short time he'd spent there in transition. The grasses in this particular place were far shorter and less wild, and a dirt road lay not more than a dozen 
Unclear Presence: paces to the left. Beyond that road, up higher on the gentle slope, a fire blazed brightly, and a single silhouette could be discerned standing near it. More like leaning upon something, from what Dekar could gather. Yet another 
Unclear Presence: feature caught Dekar's eye as well, a town which lay further down the slope and off to the left, which the road lazily made it's way into. This town didn't appear to be much larger than the last he'd gone through, though it sported 
Unclear Presence: a rather sizable keep on the far end, at least from what Dekar could tell in the low light conditions that the stars provided. He could probably discern more about the town, if that damnable fire's light wasn't so relatively near 
Unclear Presence: and so damnably bright.
BitVyper: Again, Dekar had no clue as to where he was. At least the time appeared more or less the same here. He wondered whether the shadow-thing would come, or just leave him. No matter, as long as his business was finished with it after
BitVyper: this night, Dekar would be satisfied. That said, if the chance to hinder its plans without too much trouble ever arose, the elf would most certainly take it. For now, he strode openly toward the campfire, not making any attempt
BitVyper: to conceal himself. As he approached, he greeted the silhouette. "A fine evening to sleep in the open, is it not?"
Unclear Presence: The figure, who upon closer inspection appeared to be a human in some sort of well-worn plate armor, whirled it's head around swiftly at the words, but did not otherwise make any move save to stand straight and tighten it's grip 
Unclear Presence: upon the shovel it had been leaning upon. When the face turned toward Dekar, the fact it was a human was confirmed, and despite rather handsome and sharp features, weariness was what Dekar noted. Weariness, and of course, 
Unclear Presence: wariness. Long tresses of sweat-matted black hair framed the man's face, some of which obscured the man's eyes, enough so that Dekar could not quite make out a color. When the man responded, he had rather cultured tones and an 
Unclear Presence: accent that would place him as somewhere from the Sword Coast region. While not overtly unfriendly, neither did the man make his wariness unknown. "Sleep is not a convenience some of us have time for. Neither myself, nor those 
Unclear Presence: restless dead who now tread unharried through yon town." He shifted his chin momentarily in the direction of the town below to place some emphasis. It was at that point that Dekar was also more or less pointed to the large, freshly 
Unclear Presence: dug and covered grave off to that particular side of the fire. Several stones had been placed over the mound, but it appeared to be as yet unfinished. And too large to be a man of any sort laying within.
BitVyper: "Restless dead?" Dekar queried. Zombie problems? Why would the shadow-thing have sent him here? Wherever "here" was, anyway. Maybe it had truly intended to abandon him, but it had to know that he could 
BitVyper: simply return. Well, maybe it was just an expression or something. "What would cause the dead to be restless?"
BitVyper: (bold letter)
Unclear Presence: After regarding Dekar and presumably any possible threats a moment longer, the man easily and casually--so as not to make it appear a threatening move--hefted the shovel up and pointed it towards the dark splotch on the far end of 
Unclear Presence: town that Dekar knew to be a keep. "Foul magics, I would think, originating from within the castle. I cannot say for certain, as we never made it in deep enough to find out anything of use. As well, we were not aware of the town's 
Unclear Presence: curse until I was dragging my lord's body out of that damnable place. We had arrived and entered there during the daylight hours, but the sun had already fallen before we fled that place. By the grace of whatever deity is in charge 
Unclear Presence: of such things, those walking corpses cannot leave the town's perimeter."
BitVyper: "How terrifying," Dekar responded. Interesting, perhaps there was treasure to be got in there. Intrigued, Dekar continued with his questions. "What made your lord decide to enter the castle in the first 
BitVyper: place?" Some basic information would be a good start.
Unclear Presence: Frowning with what almost appeared to be distaste, though not directed at Dekar, the man lowered the shovel and absently plunged it's tip back into the soil. "His freebootig son and some companions had gone venturing in there some 
Unclear Presence: days back, and ran afoul of an unknown creature within it's depths. One of those companions made it back to the lord's manor with the tale, and the reports of those who died...and who was still missing. The lord's son fell into that
Unclear Presence: latter category. It was our intent to go in there and find him." He paused a moment, the frown deepening and turning to one borne of his own failures. "Despite any protests, my liege chose to hasten in there without properly suited 
Unclear Presence: aid. Then paid the ultimate price for it when one of the traps we came across crushed his skull." For a moment, Dekar thought the man may shed a tear, and the silence thereafter may be taken as confirmation that he was holding it in
Unclear Presence: check.
Unclear Presence: *freebooting
BitVyper: "I am terribly sorry," Dekar said, in as sympathetic a manner as he could muster at the moment. Now, he needed to find out where he was. "However, it may still be possible to accomplish your lord's mission. I 
BitVyper: am particularly skilled at dealing with the undead, you see. Perhaps I can at least locate his son before his remains are used in some foul ritual. Tell me, what lands are these? I have been travelling for many weeks, and am not
BitVyper: entirely certain exactly whose son I would be searching for."
BitVyper has left the room.
Unclear Presence has left the room.

You have just entered room "appeasetheunappease3."
BitVyper has entered the room.
The 1st Oracle: Invite Mike.
Visage Obscured has entered the room.
Unclear Presence has entered the room.
The 1st Oracle: (Roll with it and start when ready.)
Unclear Presence: A momentary odd look was given to Dekar at the mention of not knowing where he was, but the man shrugged it off and continued on. "Ah, a wanderer. The lands you now tread upon are part of Narfell. It would be lord Amcathra's son for
Unclear Presence: whom we seek. Of Waterdeep." As everyone has heard of Waterdeep, he thought nothing of adding more information on that topic. "While being versed in fighting the undead would be useful in one capacity, in order to locate the lord's 
Unclear Presence: son, a rogue's skills would be of a more immediate necessity." He paused again, to wipe some sweat from his brow and get the annoying strands of hair from his face, turning to look fully upon the town. "I sent my squire to a place 
Unclear Presence: not far from here, where he will be able to contact my lord's and my own personal troops and hasten them here. Once they arrive, hopefully before night fall's again tomorrow, I plan to eradicate every last one of the restless souls 
Unclear Presence: parading around down there. It is my hopes that they can find and bring someone along that is suitably able to penetrate the traps within the castle, too, as that remains my primary mission, despite the fact I am now more or less 
Unclear Presence: without a lord to serve."
BitVyper: "Narfell..." Dekar muttered, lost for a moment in his own thoughts. Was this the ruin he'd been heading to all along? The story certainly seemed about right. And soldiers coming on the morrow? If this were the ruin 
BitVyper: he'd been seeking, an army stomping about and damaging everything would go a long way toward hindering him. As much as he liked the thought of having someone else kill all the ruin's unliving inhabitants, Dekar preferred to get the
BitVyper: best treasure for himself. "Well, you needn't worry yourself about that," Dekar responded when the human had finished talking. "I feel inclined to explore this ruin, and I am possessed of the requisite skills. 
BitVyper: I will make a point of marking any traps which I cannot disarm for you." It wasn't like he'd have to go out of his way to do it. "Perhaps in exchange, you can tell me to whom these ruins once belonged, and what drew 
BitVyper: your lord's son here to begin with."
Unclear Presence: At this point he turned and gave a lengthy look of regard and ponderance in Dekar's direction, as if measuring up the man and/or his words. Then a weary shrug of his armored shoulders was given, and his eyes meandered back to the 
Unclear Presence: ruined town below. "I'm afraid I cannot offer much in answer as to the name of this place nor who resided here. The lord's son was a wanderer much like yourself, always traipsing here and there. And almost as often, I was sent out 
Unclear Presence: with few orders and even less details to rescue him from some fate or another. Such was the urgency of this particular mission that my lord didn't even wait for his experts on such things to be gathered. Along with myself and our 
Unclear Presence: squires, the only one he hastened to his side was the court wizard, who whisked us all here." After a short pause, he thought it prudent to explain a tad more. "The wizard took Lord Amcathra's body back to Waterdeep once we were 
Unclear Presence: free of the town. I, as you can see, remained, to bury his horse, which had been mauled beyond saving." At that point, he turned to face Dekar again. "As you can see, I've not much information to bargain with, though I would still 
Unclear Presence: appreciate your help, and could muster some monetary recompense once they army arrives."
BitVyper: A wizard... In that case, he would definitely have to be the first one into the ruins. If this really was what he'd been after, there might be Netherese treasures inside, which a wizard would no doubt recognize and desire.
BitVyper: "Very well. I shall be on my way in now, then. I hope to see you again," he said. "Is there anything else you wish to inform me of first?"
Unclear Presence: One of the man's brows rose incredulously. "You are going to enter now? By the gods, man, wait until the sun has risen, and I will join you. The undead roaming the town itself are not active during the waking hours. It would be far 
Unclear Presence: safer to travel to the castle at that time. And truth be told, I am too impatient to sit here waiting for an army. They will not make it here before at least late afternoon on the morrow, and I would not sit idle during that time, 
Unclear Presence: if you catch my meaning Goodsir."
BitVyper: Well, he did only need a few hours to grab what he could, and not having to fight his way through an army of undead would be nice. Dekar, for the first time since meeting the man, took a measure of him. He appeared a seasoned
BitVyper: veteran. If he'd been sent packing, perhaps waiting for the daylight would be a good idea after all. "Very well, I'll wait here with you, and we two will set out once the sun has risen."
Unclear Presence: Offering both a nod and a smile, he then extended one dirty, gloved hand, taking pains to wipe it off as he could before introducing himself. "Nilco Versilmean. And many thanks for the aid you are offering. I suggest we get some 
Unclear Presence: rest, though if you are hungry, I have a smaller fire round the other side with some food heating...."
BitVyper: "And you may call me Conrad," he responded, giving the man a slight bow. It wasn't a very elfy name, but it would suffice. "I have just eaten, to be honest, but I'll happily share your fire."
Unclear Presence: And so began a beautiful partnership....
EuolAlya has entered the room.
Nathvas has entered the room.
Unclear Presence has left the room.
BitVyper has left the room.
Visage Obscured has left the room.

