Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Log on state Date and Time for record and begin when

ready.)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
[ 14 Eleasias 1372, evening ]

XX Cogliostro XX: 
The trio, consisting of Cogliostro, Dekar, and

Jivin--Drazoul's guised form--had scarcely wound their way back to the Tower

proper when Jivin had been pulled aside momentarily, and sent off to some

unknown task after a brief mental 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
conversation with the tattooed human. Upon noting that the

clergy and others in the Tower seemed to be rather preoccupied with recent

events, not the least of which was an actual visitation from their patron

deity, Cogliostro then

XX Cogliostro XX: 
turned down a hall that more or less ran the circumference

of this particular level, rather than heading up and out, as Dekar would most

likely have assumed they would do. Though technically leading at the moment,

the human more or 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
less kept in stride side by side with Dekar, and simply

got to the point once they were out of eyeshot of most of the milling

worshipers as well as earshot. "So, you might as well speak what's on your

mind at this point...."

BitVyper: 
&quot;Exactly as I had intended,&quot; Dekar responded.  The elf

had not yet sheathed his weapons; more a blatant sign of his lack of trust at

the moment than any precautionary measure.  

BitVyper: 
&quot;Very well, then let us begin with the shadow dragon, as he

seems to be of some importance in this.  Who is he, why did we kill him, and

why has he been brought back?&quot; His tone indicated that he 

BitVyper: 
would accept nothing but a direct response.  Any floundering,

would of course be an indication that the human was thinking of a suitable

lie.  Then again, the entire walk could have been a chance for that.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Perhaps surprisingly, there wasn't a discernable pause

before he answered, though if Dekar cared to look, there was a slightly

troubled and thoughtful frown on the human's face. "It's a long and

convoluted story, but the man's name 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
is Horock De'ath. I had arranged his death because, at the

time, he was of some importance. To certain interested parties, the main one

being the blue cloaked drow you just met. I say was, because it would appear

that Horock no

XX Cogliostro XX: 
longer has relevance to the cloaked one, if what just

occured can be taken at face value. As to why--and how--he was brought

back...well, even I am at a loss." Though he tried not to, the way his words

left off, there was more he

XX Cogliostro XX: 
could and perhaps almost did add. Probably a matter of

simple pride that he did not elaborate, rather than wanting to keep Dekar in

the dark about anything, however.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
*to show it

BitVyper: 
&quot;At a loss?&quot; Dekar responded, raising one eyebrow.

&quot;You mean to say that you haven't even the beginnings of a theory? That

seems a little odd.&quot;  He left off at that, taking a moment, to study the

wizard's 

BitVyper: 
reaction.  &quot;Of what importance was this, Horock?&quot; The

elf wanted to establish this before continuing on to the other drow.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Actually sparing Dekar an irritated glance at the point,

he then shrugged to some small extent and continued walking. "Of course I

have theories, none of which I want to speak aloud until I have time to test

them." Though his words 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
had betrayed some of the irritance his eyes held, after a

brief pause, he was back to some semblance of outward calm. "As I said, tis a

long and many-twisted story. In brief, Horock was an integral tool of sorts

in the blue cloaked 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
male's schemes. Far ranging--both past and

future--schemes." Pausing a moment as they came upon a point where a side

passage met the outer one they were traversing, he turned and strode down

said side

XX Cogliostro XX: 
hall. "Those schemes also involved, to a lesser degree,

the goings-on here in the temple, where Vhaeraun and Shar's shared interests

are concerned."

BitVyper: 
&quot;Very well,&quot; Dekar responded, not entirely satisfied

with the answer, but not particularly displeased by that.  He honestly didn't

care too much about Horock, but wanted those details and his own ideas at

least confirmed. 

BitVyper: 
&quot;Now, more importantly, who was that drow? What are his,

'schemes,' and just how will they come to affect myself in the future?&quot;

XX Cogliostro XX: 
"Mm, I'm afraid I can only answer one your questions, as

everything I knew of the man's schemes now seems to be irrelevant. His

name--or at least what he's known by--is Malag'tel. He's a Sharran ambassador

of sorts here at the

XX Cogliostro XX: 
temple. One that enjoys Her favor very highly. I emphasize

that last point, in the hopes that you won't find it in yourself to get drawn

into his schemes or even garner his attention in the first place." Frowning

thoughtfully, he

XX Cogliostro XX: 
decided to leave out the fact that by Dekar's very

nature--or at least what he's blooming into--may very well draw Malag'tel's

attention soon enough.

BitVyper: 
&quot;That seems to be inevitable, given recent circumstances,

don't you think?&quot; Dekar responded, referring to what had just happened,

but entirely aware of the fact that he would more than likely have some

dealings 

BitVyper: 
with that particular religion at some point.  Frankly, the elf

wondered how he'd managed to get so far without hearing the name Shar even

once.  Could she have been the one who rescued him twice? It was certainly a

possibility, 

BitVyper: 
given the results of their encounters, but also most definitely

nothing likely.  Damn, he'd almost managed to forget all of the things he

hated about religion and the religious.  At least in the Underdark, he didn't

have to worry 

BitVyper: 
about members of another religion, for the moment.  Given his

recent luck, however, the elf wasn't even certain of how long that would

last.  Stopping his silent ponderings, he continued, 

BitVyper: 
&quot;I would prefer to understand a little bit more about his

motivations, and at least his original plans.  If they are so irrelevant now,

that should not be too imposing.&quot;

XX Cogliostro XX: 
At this point in their walking, it became apparent to

Dekar that they were actually heading back towards the wizards' section of

the complex, as they crossed back upon the foyer that lead into the hall

they'd came from in the near

XX Cogliostro XX: 
past. The human acted nonchalant enough as they went

along, though close scrutiny could tell that he in turn was scrutinizing the

environs around them, and in various ways, watching his steps and keeping a

bit on edge. One wouldn't 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
say he was fearful, but cooly cautious would be a good way

to describe it. Another irritated glance was momentarily offered to Dekar as

they crossed the threshold of the actual hallway that led back towards Vorn's

casting

XX Cogliostro XX: 
chamber. The glance, though honest as a show of emotion,

was to ensure that the silently willed spell cloaking he'd just cast over the

both of them had taken effect. He couldn't blurt out to Dekar that they were

now guised in more 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
appropriately drowic illusions that should defeat any

defenses against such, so he hoped the elf wouldn't inadvertanly mess up the

works, so to speak. To Dekar's eyes, nothing had changed. To Cogliostro's

eyes, nothing about Dekar's

XX Cogliostro XX: 
insufferable nagging had changed. Or perhaps that would be

to his ears. "You are leaving the city soon, and as they say, out of sight,

out of mind. So perhaps it is not so much an inevitability. If you must know,

Malag'tel's 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
primary motivations where Horock was concerned were one's

of simple revenge, upon a third party. As to his motivations with the Tower

as a whole, he is here to try and spread the usage of Shar's particular brand

of magic. Something 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
that's met with some success, among the wizards, at least.

It's a bit more of a...touchy situation, with the clergy."

BitVyper: 
&quot;A devoted servant then,&quot; Dekar all but spat.  &quot;I

have no desire to become embroiled in the petty affairs of gods, Cogliostro.

I am already working for a church that would likely prefer to see me 

BitVyper: 
dead several times over... or worse.  Let us see that this it goes

no farther than this.&quot;  The elf's tone conveyed a serious kind of

certainty that had not been present in any previous conversation.  There was 

BitVyper: 
also a hint of long-repressed anger just under the surface.

Whether the wizard noticed or not, however, Dekar hardly cared.  He noticed

now, the direction in which they were travelling, and chose this moment to

sheathe his blades. 

BitVyper: 
If required, they could be brought back easily enough.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar gestured down at the dead apprentice. &quot;Heres

the mess, do a thourough job. This is Master Vorns casting chamber.&quot; The

first year student nodded, his eyes downcast. The student had a bucket and

scrub brush, brought

Dark Side Mazeur: 
by Seldsxars quasit familiar. Sinking to his knees, the

student obiedently began scrubbing. Seldsxar let his gaze trace across the

corpse, searching for any magical auras, be it items or spells. Then

continued on inspecting the

Dark Side Mazeur: 
wards and runes placed around the room. His blue glowing

black eyes studied them for imperfections or alterations. Searching

for....something.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
The faintest traces of a smile crept upon his visage as

the irony of Dekar's words came to him. Though he'd not betray any hints

outwardly of his own true nature. It dropped quickly enough when he actually

sensed true anger in Dekar

XX Cogliostro XX: 
for what seemed the first time. And so it was that, after

they'd passed by a contingent of hall guards and rounded the bend which

brought them outside the casting chamber

XX Cogliostro XX: 
doors, he paused and offered a nod of sincere compliance.

Extending his deific senses into the room, in order to bypass any wardings

with ease, he paused for a moment longer to scry the doings of Seldsxar and

the lesser student

XX Cogliostro XX: 
within. His thoughts never left Dekar nor the male's

sudden seriousness, however, and so it was that before they entered, he

turned to lock gazes with the pale elf once more. There was no hint of

hostility or irritance in his eyes

XX Cogliostro XX: 
as he spoke, only sincerity, and perhaps the slightest

trace of compassionate concern. Slight, but seemingly present. "Saer

Longblade, let it be known now that if for some reason, conflict arises

between yourself and Malag'tel, I

XX Cogliostro XX: 
am...unable to interfere." It was obvious that the word

unable was one he wrestled over, and one he did not like to admit. And that

it wasn't entirely a full truth, yet not a lie of any sort. That said, very

much wishing to avoid 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
further discussion on that point, especially in the wake

of the what may come off as a weakness in Dekar's eyes, he turned to the

doors, and began a brief casting that would allow them both to pass into the

chamber without setting

XX Cogliostro XX: 
off any silent alarms to Vorn. Meanwhile, inside the

chamber, the first year student was grudgingly though obediently doing as

told, going about the job rather swiftly if not overly competently. It was

obvious the male didn't take

XX Cogliostro XX: 
to cleaning well. It occurred to Seldsxar that the task at

hand for himself wouldn't be an overly swift one, as the chamber was rather

sizable, and he would not really want to do a mildly passable job, what with

considering his 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
apprenticeship may be on the line if he did so. It didn't

help that he wasn't certain exactly what all magics should actually be in

place, though it was easy enough for him to determine if any that were

apparent were damaged or

XX Cogliostro XX: 
not.

BitVyper: 
Compassion and... weakness, was it now? It seemed that neither the

elf or man were themselves at the moment, though Dekar had no idea exactly

how true that was for Cogliostro.  &quot;I do not plan to become 

BitVyper: 
involved with him; not at the behest of another, in any

case,&quot; was all Dekar said in response.  It occurred to him that he had

not heard such honesty from the wizard before... of course, those were the

statements he trusted the 

BitVyper: 
least on simple instinct.  They always fooled you when you thought

they weren't.  Why couldn't he interfere though? Was it because of Shar, or

was he just afraid of the man; in any case, Dekar felt that he would do well

to avoid him

BitVyper: 
unless the wizard had.... He cut the thought short.  It would lead

nowhere at the moment, and could be contemplated another time.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Up and down his inky eyes slowly scrolled. The scratching

of the students rothe hair brush on the bloody floor was mere background

noise now. The drow wizard was completely lost in scanning the room and going

over the last hour.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
He was unsure of the motaivations behind the slaying of

the apprentice, or what he should do about his supposed

&quot;companions&quot;. The two of them seemed to be thralls for the bald

human scum, what was going on? A curious

Dark Side Mazeur: 
set of wards glared at him, blazing in his arcane sight.

They appeared to be recently made, how odd. Seldsxar focused on the runes and

studied them, sorting them out from the surrounding runes he tried to

decipher they're function.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Again, he left it off at merely nodding in response to

Dekar, both of them preferring to leave some words, and thoughts, untouched

right now. His pride gnawed at him to explain further, if only to make it

known he was not afraid of 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Malag'tel, but he was able to quell it. Touching up on

that could raise things he did not wish to reveal. Besides, even he had to

wonder at moments if there was some bit of fear, or at least wariness, where

the Sharran cleric was 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
involved. His spells completed, he opened the chamber

doors, though he would have preferred to wait for the lesser student to be

gone. No time for that, though, he'd just have to use other means where that

youngling was

XX Cogliostro XX: 
concerned. And so it was that Seldsxar's study was

momentarily interrupted by two unfamiliar robed drow males walking into the

chamber, one of which at least carried himself as if it were natural he were

there. The doors closed

XX Cogliostro XX: 
behind the pair, and for some reason that otherwise

insignificant occurence seemed to bear some weighty consequence. The guised

form of Cogliostro strode purposefully yet casually towards the corpse, as if

that were his purpose for 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
being here, and he was hoping that Dekar would follow his

lead without having to mindspeak to the elf. Whether or not the interruption

actually swept Seldsxar's attention away from his task, he was able to

discern that the foreign

XX Cogliostro XX: 
enchantments were primarily of a scrying nature. And not

for outward scryings. Closer inspection had revealed that there were

secondary effects interwoven, though these sub-spells were ones beyond his

own abilities to truly

XX Cogliostro XX: 
fathom. Should he have to make an educated guess on what

he could garner, however, he'd have to say they were of the sort to be quite

detrimental...and perhaps even deadly, to the chamber and any who may use it.

That they had some

XX Cogliostro XX: 
sort of triggering worked in was apparent enough to him,

so he could also deduce that whoever intended to do the scrying most likely

set it up to only use the destructive effects if something occured that he,

she, or they did not

XX Cogliostro XX: 
care for.

BitVyper: 
While he was apprehensive upon entering the room, Dekar did pick

up on Cogliostro's cue.  Seeing no reason not to, he too, took on the

confident demeanor; pointedly ignoring the only true dark elves in the room.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Lips pursed into a frown he pondered the deadly function

of the runes then began to study the next section of the wall when he was

interupted by the entrance of two dark elves. They strode confidently towards

the first year student

Dark Side Mazeur: 
and the corpse &quot;Who are you? and what in the nine

hells are you doing hear?&quot; He readied a spell that would destroy the

corpse, as he could see no reason for anyone to be interested in the student.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Scarcely glancing in Seldsxar's direction to indicate he'd

heard the man, he then turned his attention--at least outwardly--towards the

corpse and continued walking. "You would do well to learn more of we who

dwell at the Tower,

XX Cogliostro XX: 
apprentice, lest such impertinence as you spew now should

become costly. Out of respect for Master Naerth, I will let this one instance

pass. Now continue with whatever menial task it is that you are undertaking,

and leave us to our

XX Cogliostro XX: 
work." While he was talking, he strode to stand at the

head of the corpse, and produced one hand from where it was hidden beneath

the folds of his sleeves, in a previously locked position, to wave in

indication that the guised Dekar

XX Cogliostro XX: 
should go to the corpse's feet. Mentally, he prepared

himself to counter whatever it was that Seldsxar was seemingly prepared to

XX Cogliostro XX: 
cast, and to cast a quick enchantment to take the younger

student out of the picture temporarily. Truth be told, he cared not a whit

about the corpse, but this was the easiest way to reach the student and gain

further ground into

XX Cogliostro XX: 
the chamber before confronting Seldsxar. Dekar, meanwhile,

found a distraction of sorts coming to his mind. Directly to his mind.

Increasing whispers from his blade, Hashamar, louder than they'd ever been,

though they seemed to fade

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(log back on)

XX Cogliostro XX: 
in and out. Something to the effect of praises and

exhalations of...joy, at the presence of some female that had been in the

room. Cryptic, perhaps, but it kept repeating the 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
same sentiments over and over. The student, meanwhile, had

paused in his works, visibly tense at the current situation and the arrival

of what appeared to be strangers to himself as well.

BitVyper: 
An illusory disguise then.  That had to be the case; nothing else

justified the other wizard's reaction to the drow's demand.  Understanding

his role better now, Dekar added an arrogant sort of sneer to his face,

turning up his nose

BitVyper: 
at Seld as he followed Cogliostro.  He nearly lost his composure

when Hashamar's whispers began, but regained it quickly.  What could the

sword be so excited about? Who could have come in such a short time? Was it

the soul he was

BitVyper: 
to retrieve? Many more questions buzzed through Dekar's mind, but

he was without the means to answer them at the moment.  Hopefully, whomever

had been present during his absense, would return.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
His first thought was to incinerate the insulting drow.

But his first words stuck in the wizards mind. Deciding to learn more, he

dipped a hand into his pocket and dabbed some paste onto his finger. Smudging

the paste under each

Dark Side Mazeur: 
eye he recited a spell that would reveal the true shape of

things in the room.

BitVyper: 
When the sword began using the word mistress, Dekar's mind drew

two possible conclusions: either it wanted to dominate him, or it had

something to do with Shar.  Either one made sense, given the circumstances,

but the elf found 

BitVyper: 
himself favouring the latter theory.  At that moment, he noticed

the wizard take some action; perhaps to cast a spell, but disregarded it for

the moment.  Perhaps talking back would achieve some results? He wasn't

particularly 

BitVyper: 
hopeful that it would, as the sword had proven capable of little

coherent thought thus far, but it never hurt to try.  &quot;What Mistress?

Sharran?&quot; He did his best to think in the sword's general direction... 

BitVyper: 
whatever that meant.  Perhaps the yes or no question would achieve

some result, though he disliked using a formal name in reference to a god.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Dekar was greeted with something of an actual response.

"Shar...our Mistress...she was here, I can feel...lingering presence...bask

in it...we must embrace Her...call to Her..." Meanwhile, having successfully

and swiftly countered 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Seldsxar's attempt at initiating the True Seeing spell, he

decided it was time to set the environs and situation more to his liking.

Meaning he wanted control right now. His intentions were not to harm Vorn's

apprentice, but merely 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
have the chance to speak with him...without distractions.

So it was that he quickly set off a slew of silent, gestureless castings in

swift succession. As not all would be apparent to anyone in the room, he

could do so without fear 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
of giving away any hints as to his true nature. +87

XX Cogliostro XX: 
The only reason he had bothered with foiling Seldsxar's

attempt at True Seeing was to buy the time to complete these other spells

before revealing their true natures, as he intended to do just that in a

moment. He could have taken

XX Cogliostro XX: 
action to place Seld at his mercy, but knowing drow

psyche, that wouldn't endear the drow wizard to hear him out any further. So

he left it off with preventing escape by translocational spells, and placing

a minor enchantment on 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
himself and Dekar that would have a chance to deter

Seldsxar from taking aggressive actions against them. As for the student, he

placed the drow male in temporary stasis, so that they may converse freely

without causing any more

XX Cogliostro XX: 
harm than had already been done this day. Now he just

hoped that this could continue on without any real hostilities or

interruptions by people of the likes of Vorn himself. As of yet, he hadn't

taken note that Dekar was a bit

XX Cogliostro XX: 
distracted.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar frowned as his spell was countered. The two must

be more than they were showing, or mages of great calliber he had not yet met

or heard of. One of them spoke a series of arcane words and the scrubbing

student paused in

Dark Side Mazeur: 
mid-motion, along with the slopping water. Seldsxar

brought to mind a spell that would teleport him out of this room and down to

the common room. &quot;Explain yourself. What &quot;work&quot; are you hear

to do?&quot; like the last

Dark Side Mazeur: 
encounter with Vorn and the bald human, things were

suddenly spiraling out of control. He wanted an escape if things went the

south end of a rothe.

BitVyper: 
Mistress? Dekar quelled his urge to stamp out that particular

notion immediately.  The sword was talking, and that was good.  What to do

though? Calling out to Shar wasn't really an option at the moment.  It was

entirely possible 

BitVyper: 
that this was just slightly more coherent rambling on the sword's

part.  He wasn't entirely certain that he wanted to call out to Shar at any

time, as he'd learned that such things came with a price.  He hardly even

registered 

BitVyper: 
Seld's demands, but was distracted long enough to wave the drow

off in an irritated fashion, without speaking a word.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
"Sway your loyalties in my direction, actually." Still not

having paid enough heed to Dekar's semi-distracted state, he offered an

absent wave as the illusory guises were dropped, that was supposed to be

indicative of the fact they 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
were dropped. Seldsxar was now presented once more with

two recently familiarized faces. Two faces whom he may more or less count as

enemies of a sort in the wake of today's earlier happenings. Faces to be wary

of, if nothing else, 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
when taking into account the corpse still laying on the

floor next to the stasis-bound drow student. In the wake of the absent wave,

both his hands were brought up in a manner to indicate he meant no hostile

actions, though he was

XX Cogliostro XX: 
ready to spring into action if need be all the same. It

was his hope that the minor sanctuary spells would keep things from

escalating, but one could never be certain. Meanwhile, Dekar's blade had

taken to purring softly in his 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
proverbrial mental ear, trying to warm him up to the

thought of embracing the Mistress. This was perhaps the first instance of

true, open acknowledgement of Dekar, as a person and owner to the blade. A

strange sensation was being 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
emitted from the blade, more of a faint thrumming than

anything, and small wisps of darkness began playing along the length 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
of it's metallic edges. A moment's scrutiny would reveal

that the darkness was not issuing from the blade, but rather being drawn into

it somehow.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Grimacing as the illusion was lowered, the drow wizard

decided he had no chance but to play along with the ugly human. Already he

had proved that with surprise he could nullify his Master.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
In the interest of survival and possibly gaining new

information, he let slip form his mind a spell that would probably be

countered by the more powerful caster. &quot;Loyalties?&quot; he smiled.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
&quot;You have not been around drow for long have you

human? What is it you want of me?&quot;

BitVyper: 
Hadn't he sheathed the sword? Dekar didn't think that it could

penetrate his mind in such an invasive manner, but perhaps he had just been

distracted by it.  And now the blade's characteristic darkness seemed to be

growing; drawing 

BitVyper: 
in the surrounding shadows to itself.  Sensing that the situation

had changed, Dekar did his best to ignore the sword, and focus on the

conversation, but found it very difficult amidst the blade's attempts to sway

him to the side of

BitVyper: 
its mistress.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Placing a forced remnant of a polite, humored smile onto

his face, he responded. "Some would say I've been around drow for too long.

That sarcasm on my part is the point. You cannot have formed any real bonds

here in such short a

XX Cogliostro XX: 
time, so it is my hope that you can be bought, plain and

simple. What I desire is just as simple, that being the upper hand--whatever

such entails--in the upcoming, hrm, recovery mission. Though I would not dare

to completely and

XX Cogliostro XX: 
openly deny any gains the church may garner from this

endeavor, I intend to, shall we say, call dibs on the goods. While I care not

if these worshipers of darkness gain the means to recreate that which you

will be searching--

XX Cogliostro XX: 
something I see as a task that would take them years to

complete--I'll not let the prototype fall into their clutches. That would

simply be too much of a convenience for them, and of course an inconvenience

to myself. My dealings 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
here depend on my having a certain level of usefulness,

and anything to lower that naturally inhibits my 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
sway over matters. Now, I'm not proposing that you have to

openly team up with my other agents in a blatant mutiny of any sort. Just

that, perhaps, the item itself should befall some fate that takes it

accidentally beyond their 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
clutches before it can be returned. A fate that places it

in my hands, of course." He knew he was taking certain chances in being so

open about the matter, but this Seldsxar hadn't exhibited overly much love

for his newfound

XX Cogliostro XX: 
brethren from what he'd gleaned thus far, so he figured it

safe enough. Besides, there was the fact that he most likely displayed well

enough up to this point that he was not a man to be trifled with, and perhaps

simple caution 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
and/or fear or reprisal would stay Seldsxar's tongue. He

disliked taking free will from anyone, but that too was a possibility, if

worse came to worst. Meanwhile, the whisperings of the blade seemed to take

on an almost drunken

XX Cogliostro XX: 
slur, if such were possible. This made the utterances a

tad more cryptic, simply by way of incoherent and incomplete ramblings. "She

bids us...betray...cold...servant...man of...Mysteries we should...draw him

to Her Breast...

XX Cogliostro XX: 
powerless...he...so powerless...."

Dark Side Mazeur: 
His eyes narrowed in obvious suspiscion as he played

around what the human slime had said. The drow here found this human usefull?

Powerfull perhaps, but what function could he possibly preform that would be

of any use?

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Humans. He couldnt see other peoples fascination with the

hairy folk. But he did understand the one greed that consumes every race.

Ambition. &quot;For the right price we might be able to come to some

aggreement.&quot;

BitVyper: 
Was it speaking of Cogliostro? But why would it call that one a

servant, or powerless for that matter? The whole thing reeked of divine

influence even without the presence of Shar.  While the elf held no specific

loyalty to

BitVyper: 
Cogliostro, he also had no intention of betraying the man at the

moment, at least, not for any small price.  By now, the sword's darkness

seemed almost to be throbbing with a life of its own, though it was entirely

possible that 

BitVyper: 
this was only visible to Dekar's eyes.  As bizarre as it was

becoming, however, Dekar wanted to keep the blade talking for as long as

possible.  &quot;Betray Cogliostro,&quot; he attempted to communicate back at

it.  

BitVyper: 
&quot;For what payment?&quot; A trivial question, but one that

might keep the blade talking.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
He could see the doubts at work in the drow wizards subtle

facial and body language, despite the fact he hadn't stooped so low as to

actually read the man's mind. Small wonder, as Seldsxar hadn't been around

long enough to know

XX Cogliostro XX: 
much, if anything, of the dealings between himself and the

Tower. All the same, the cards were being layed out on the table and the game

played in earnest. Not used to Dekar's silence, he made the briefest of

glances in Dekar's

XX Cogliostro XX: 
direction, which didn't give him much insight, nor cause

much open suspicion that something was going on. He dared not take the time

to actually try to discern any such happenings, instead needing to deal with

the drow right now, 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
and in a swifter manner than things were progressing.

"You've been bought into the Tower's service by a simple apprenticeship. To a

well respected and powerful wizard, of course, but tis all it comes down to

all the same. I can't

XX Cogliostro XX: 
say that I could offer the same, nor would I honestly care

to. What I can do is hearken to ambitions of rising beyond that in this

place. If such should exist, of course. Not doubting your ability to do so on

your own, I can--and 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
will--offer much aid in hastening that process, for

starters. Accidents do happen, after all, even to archmages of considerable

power." He paused momentarily, to let Seldsxar dwell on the fact that yes, it

would be a very long time 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
until he would be able to best Vorn, so it may be in his

interests to actually take up such an offer. "Now, that is simply a starting

point for my side of the bargain. I'm sure you'd want something more, shall

we say, concrete than 

OnlineHost: 
BitVyper has left the room.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
promises of future assistance. On those lines, if you are

interested, simply name your price, and we'll see if I can match 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
it." [ Picking up here tomorrow night, log off for now ]

OnlineHost: 
Dark Side Mazeur has left the room.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Log on already, state date and time for the record if

needed and start when everyone is ready to.)

OnlineHost: 
Dark Side Mazeur has entered the room.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Seldsxar thought quickly. He was obviously in an inferior

barganing position, even though in the future he would hold the cards. But

those cards were what everyone was looking, and apparently willing to kill

for. Vorn's death

Dark Side Mazeur: 
in and of itself was a minor thing, his position though

was coveted by many in the tower, including himself. So what was the

opportunity to study the shadow artifact worth? The potential to duplicate or

tamper with it?

Dark Side Mazeur: 
&quot;How does fifty thousand gold pieces sound?&quot; A

monetary reward would be more difficult for the bald human to possibly tamper

with. And even if he did curse the gold, it was going to be spent soon enough

and then it would

Dark Side Mazeur: 
be anothers problem. Seldsxar smiled and awaited the

strange humans response.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
[ Log Note: edit in a response from Hash to my last post ]

BitVyper: 
So which one was it, then? If one of them was, 'the one,' which

did it want? Dekar had managed to make out something about a servant among

the blade's murmurs, so perhaps it was the drow wizard? He served Vorn, did

he not? If that

BitVyper: 
were the case, perhaps the wight would have time to at least

contemplate matters, as they would be travelling together soon.  &quot;Is it

the drow then?&quot; 

BitVyper: 
He did his best to think back at the thing again.  Might as well

ask; at least the blade seemed somewhat forthcoming with information at the

moment, and it was better to get these things settled while it was feeling

talkative.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Though a paltry sum to one of his vast resources, he

didn't have to play it off as such. "It sounds like you'd be spending several

days counting coins...." Cogliostro issued the words more or less under his

breath, but made sure 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
they'd be heard--along with the frustrated resignation

accompanying the sarcasm of the tone. Bringing his voice up to conversational

level now, he paused momentarily then offered a nod. "Though you ask for

much, your cooperation in

XX Cogliostro XX: 
this matter would indeed be worth my taking the time to

amass such an amount. If you would be agreeable to accepting gems, trade

bars, and/or city banker notes rather than coins, I will agree to the price

you ask." Again, his eyes

XX Cogliostro XX: 
wanted to stray in Dekar's direction, though he wasn't

quite sure why...more to the point, there was something not quite right at

the moment which eluded him. A nagging feeling that he couldn't quite place.

However, as he was 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
striking and hopefully completing a deal with the drow

wizard at the moment, he did not let those oak brown orbs move from

Seldsxar's own. Meanwhile, another whispering of amusement came to Dekar's

mind, this time more

XX Cogliostro XX: 
playful. That light laughter was followed with an insight

of sorts, which Dekar somehow understood was only his to view: Seldsxar's

form suddenly seemed to be covered with wisps of darkness, much like Hashamar

itself was at

XX Cogliostro XX: 
times. Not only were they playing about the wizard's body,

but seemingly within as well. Just to clarify the point of the momentary

vision, the blade spoke up yet again, though in much more serious seeming

tones. "...already

XX Cogliostro XX: 
mine...." The shadows swimming around Seldsxar swiftly

faded from Dekar's vision, but the point was already made all the same. A

thrum of power, seeming to build steadily within Hashemar, then drew Dekar's

attention. That, and an

XX Cogliostro XX: 
urging to do something with the coalescing power, though

what exactly that entailed he couldn't yet be sure of.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
&quot;As long as its spends within Sshmath, you have

yourself a deal. After collecting the artifacts it will be arranged that they

find they're way to you before being delivered to the council.&quot; It

galled him to make

Dark Side Mazeur: 
a deal with a human, but coin was coin no matter who's

hand it came from. &quot;Shall I use a spell of sending to inform you once we

have attained the items?&quot;

BitVyper: 
Despite the consuming power now emanating from his sword, Dekar

did catch the drow's words, and managed to think to himself, &quot;that's if

you find them, drow,&quot; before he was 

BitVyper: 
compelled to return his thoughts to the blade.  What was it doing?

And what the hell was he supposed to do with its power? The elf was now

becoming visibly distracted by it.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
A slight yet amicably triumphant remnant of a smile crept

into place as the deal was finalized. Offering a swift nod of confirmation,

he was about to reply audibly when his attention was suddenly and irrevocably

drawn to Dekar...or 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
rather, to Dekar's blade. Eyes now widening in surprise

and dawning recognition of that which he could not quite place moments ago,

it turned to something more of a...concerned look just as swiftly. Concerned

being the nicest way to

XX Cogliostro XX: 
describe the increasingly visible fear. Just as he

gathered his senses enough to take a step back and spin to fully face Dekar,

in the hopes to erect some sort of defense, the blade spoke up yet again,

seemingly answering both of

XX Cogliostro XX: 
Dekar's last unspoken questions with a single word. That

single word was spoken aloud, for all to hear. "This...." All did not

necessarily hear that softly whispered word, however, as it was almost

overlapped with an "Oh shit...." 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
from the human. Those collective words in turn were soon

drowned out by something of a deafening roar within the minds of both Dekar

and Seldsxar as a ray of deepest black energy surged forth from

Hashemar--which had somehow come to

XX Cogliostro XX: 
bear its point in the human's direction even without the

cooperation of Dekar--and summarily into the largely bewildered human's

torso. As his body was thrown back towards the wall, Cogliostro's look of

bewilderment became one of

XX Cogliostro XX: 
anger and pain, a look which was given to Dekar himself.

The pale elf could see the human's mouth twist to form a snarling of words,

but it was all drowned out by the continuing barrage of roiling shadowstuff

emitting from his

XX Cogliostro XX: 
blade. Dekar could guess that Cogliostro certainly wasn't

saying anything kind at the moment. Upon impact with the wall, the human's

body disappeared in a conflagration of black flames and various energies

exploding outward from the

XX Cogliostro XX: 
glyphs and wards that were on the wall itself. All that

had occured within the span of a few seconds, and when yet another heartbeat

had passed, there came silence. Hashemar had suddenly become inert, the wave

of darkness and it's

XX Cogliostro XX: 
feminine voice gone from the room and from Dekar's mind,

though he got the impression that it was simply slumbering. Very

anti-climactic in the wake of what just happened. All that remained to

indicate anything did happen were the

XX Cogliostro XX: 
memories of the event, and a dark patch upon the far wall,

some of which was oozing to the floor in a manner that bespoke of blood,

though seemingly acidic blood from the way it was bubbling away and eating at

the rune covered walls

XX Cogliostro XX: 
in the wake of it's inexorable travel to the floor.

BitVyper: 
&quot;I can't control it!&quot; Was all Dekar could shout at the

wizard.  Had he reacted faster, he might have been able to drop the weapon,

but it had happened so suddenly, and he had been distracted.  

BitVyper: 
The elf had been surprised, but it only took him an instant

afterward to realise that his welcome would most likely be worn out by this

point.  Not even taking time to observe his new situation, the elf quickly

focused on his innate

BitVyper: 
powers, not sure exactly where to go, but wanting nothing more

than to get as far away from this place as possible so he could think.  And

so it was, that he sank into the darkness, and reappeared an instant later

inside of a small 

BitVyper: 
bedroom, in what he would later recognize as a tavern that he had

occasionally stopped at in the surface town, Waterdeep.  Quickly regaining

his wits, Dekar's eyes darted around the room.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Blinking in amazment at the scene that had just occured,

the drow wizard cursed as the surface elf teleported away. He wanted to get a

closer look at that sword, it was either a powerfull artifact, or something

entirely else.

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Perhaps a powerfull demon lord was bound within it,

perhaps, perhaps. He would only have questions until he saw it again. With

grim amusement he watched the first year student become unstuck from time and

look around the room in

Dark Side Mazeur: 
a daze. The two surfacers that had entered the room were

suddenly and unexlainably absent. The look Seldsxar gave the apprentice

silenced any further questions and both went back to they're respective

tasks. Seldsxar decided to

Dark Side Mazeur: 
kill the drow once his task was complete. Something that

wouldnt leave a mess, but also removed the witness.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
As no one else came rushing to the chamber in the wake of

the events and respective departures of those surface beings, Seldsxar could

draw the conclusion that whatever exactly had occured would remain the

knowledge of only himself 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
and the pale elf who wielded that mysterious blade. And

perhaps the human, if he'd somehow survived. Given the possibilities of

cloning spells and the like, it was certainly possible. As for Dekar, his

quick scan revealed the room 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
to be empty save for himself, though the shadows which lay

beyond the soft illumination of a wall-set continual light lamp were

certainly suspect. Though it could have been a simple trick of the light, or

a play of his imagination

XX Cogliostro XX: 
brought on by the mesh of thoughts vying for his

attention, the shadows seemed to swirl briefly. Then it was done, with

nothing jumping out at him. As his eyes adjusted further, however, he could

see there were words of a sort 

XX Cogliostro XX: 
that seemed to be etched--or perhaps burned--into the wall

furthest from the light, which read "Watch Your Back". In the wake of the

night's events, the words could be taken as a sincere warning, or as a

looming threat. In either

XX Cogliostro XX: 
case, Dekar was now left on his own, the blade still

seemingly in deep slumber, though every once in a while he had to wonder as a

fleeting wash of emotion would emit from the blade...darkly humored feelings

of joy. At least someone

XX Cogliostro XX: 
had a good day....

BitVyper: 
The danger evaded for the moment, Dekar slumped against a wall,

not caring if he were found, and began to think.  And as he thought, he grew

angry.  Angry at the dark entity that had sought to control him, angry at the

sword, angry 

BitVyper: 
at his god damned parents, angry at the blasted jewel for being

hidden in the underdark; essentially, he became very pissed off.

BitVyper: 
And as he stared into the blade and found no response forthcoming

from it, his anger found a focus.  Maybe it was the additional light

affecting him, but frankly, Dekar had already been in a bad mood from the

day's event.  

BitVyper: 
Without so much as a fleeting thought sent to it in response, the

elf rose, from his position, sheathed the weapon, and all but stormed from

the room, hardly caring who saw him.  First, he would have to ascertain just

where he had

BitVyper: 
gotten to, and then he would figure out how to deal with the

blade.

BitVyper: 
((oh, could you edit that to add something in there about the

threat etched on the wall pissing him off too? I forgot to respond to that))

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Noted.)

Dark Side Mazeur: 
Paranoid as ever, Seldsxar spun about and glared around,

searching for immediate dangers. He didnt care what the scrubbing apprentice

thought of the movement. With a quick search, he made sure he hadnt missed

any other obvious

Dark Side Mazeur: 
clues, then quietly took his leave. The room was

dangerous, already he had been in two twisted situations, both not to his

liking. Seldsxar headed towards Vorns chambers, he liked being in control he

thought, and thats what

Dark Side Mazeur: 
disturbed him most about this day so far. He had as little

control over his two meetings with the bald human as a child does with a hook

horror. But that sword had changed things, perhaps the surface elf could be

used as his

Dark Side Mazeur: 
pawn as well as the bald humans. &quot;Shopping&quot;

whispered his quasit familiar, and the wizard smiled at his demons insight.

Shopping would indeed put his mind at ease, spending coin always relaxed him.

After the meeting then.

XX Cogliostro XX: 
[ end log, picking up with solos ]

