OnlineHost: 
Unclear Presence has entered the room.

BitVyper: 
anyone else coming?

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( okay, if I remember correctly, Xull and Vesz split right

before she went to the Web and had her parting with Valas. this should

probably be a day later)

BitVyper: 
(sure thing, where do you want Dekar to be? I'm flexible

BitVyper: 
)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( anywhere in the city but the Inn, Vesz won't be going

back there anytime in the forseeable future)

BitVyper: 
(what did he do?)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( eh, something like he found out Xull and Coglio did the

nasty, and didn't go down well. then Coglio cured him of his curse and

accompanying insanity at Xull's behest so he was free to leave in more ways

than one)

BitVyper: 
(wow)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( that gave me freedom to write Vesz out completely for as

long as needed, we had to reason why he wouldn't go on the side quest)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( and yeah, major changes with those two, well, those

three)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( you can make an opening, just to show what Dekar's up

to, and I'll insert Vesz from that)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Trying to find that info on Les.)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( it was probably left open ended as to when he left)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( we can say he was forced to leave not long at all before

she got to the web)

BitVyper: 
(okay)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( okay, i'll shut up now)

BitVyper: 
(there's quite a few stalls in the marketplace, right?)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( yeah, lots)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( bazaar is several city blocks big)

BitVyper: 
Dekar wandered through the marketplace with a slight frown.  He'd

found little of any interest today beyond a few scams.  What he really wanted

to be doing at the moment, was telling the wizard exactly how he felt about

his last few

BitVyper: 
missions, and finally collect some pay for what he'd been putting

up with.  The bald one had been rather difficult to find over the past days

however, as had many other members of the Vengeful Weave.  Something was

happening, and

BitVyper: 
Dekar really wanted nothing to do with it.  It seemed as though he

would be forced to find another source of information if the wizard could not

deliver.  This annoyed him, because if there was one thing the wight hated,

it was 

BitVyper: 
doing something for free.  However, he had come across his share

of magical items, so it wasn't a total loss.  Another minor irritance, was

the disappearance of Guyne.  Dekar had honestly hoped the monk would stay

around, and 

BitVyper: 
perhaps enter the wizard's service.  After all, having an ally

around was good, especially if he ended up at odds with his employer.  He and

Guyne had proven to be an effective team in the past.  And then there were

the changes.  

BitVyper: 
Something was certainly happening to him every time he took a

shadow.  The pale elf had thought the shadows would simply pass through him,

and on to the strange dark man.  Apparently though, such had not been the

case.  Every time 

BitVyper: 
(change the start of that sentence to the first thing I post here,

sorry)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( not a problem)

BitVyper: 
Twice now, he had taken shadows, and twice he had gained strange

new powers.  This in itself, was good.  However, he wondered what side

effects there might be.  Certainly, he hadn't learned to control the movement

of shadows as they

BitVyper: 
had become much more apparent now, almost trailing behind him in

wisps at times, and disappearing completely at others.  As well, with every

shadow, he found himself feeling more... alive again, like whatever he had

lost was being 

BitVyper: 
replaced.  This feeling however, fled whenever he entered very

bright light.  Dekar had heard stories of the Netheril, and even seen a

Phaerimm once, and he hoped that he could control whatever changes were

occurring.  It was all 

BitVyper: 
too much to contemplate at once, so shaking his head to clear the

fog, he went back to browsing the various stalls for anything of interest.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( okay, found it, Vesz had been dragged out forcefully,

then Xull pleaded for his freedom, blah blah blah, wandered off, so it'll

fit)

BitVyper: 
(I can off him if ya want)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( heh, gee, such a giving person you are)

BitVyper: 
(that's me)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Yeah off Dekar that'd be soooooooo cool 8-))

BitVyper: 
(feh, as if anyone could.  Dekar'll break the fourth wall and beat

up Mike if he has to)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Much the same as Dekar, he too was preoccupied with

thoughts of certain changes that were occuring at a rapid pace as of late.

(lol) Or rather, he was trying not to think about them, but nothing could

actually preoccupy him enough 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
to get images of the 'parting scene' out of his mind. In a

nutshell, he was lost, without a purpose any more. Who would have thought

that freedom from the shackles of his own twisted mind would set him so ill

at ease? Then again,

Veszaun Auvryath: 
perhaps he was simply hurt beyond anything he'd felt

before, and that's what was making his insides ache so much. Heartbreak was

not something most drow dealt with, after all. Not to this degree, at least.

He felt what the human did

Veszaun Auvryath: 
to him, had an inherent understanding of it, and though he

was no longer party to his former obsession over Xull'rae, he still had

feelings for her. Her--she who betrayed him. But hadn't he done so to her as

well? On several

Veszaun Auvryath: 
occasions, now that he really thought about it. So could

he hate her for it? Pah, enough. It had gone on like this for at least a day

since he was ousted from the Inn, time to find something to focus on.

Direction was

Veszaun Auvryath: 
needed. Purpose, more like it. Having no place within the

city to really turn to, having alienated everyone, he thought that perhaps he

should try his luck elsewhere. Some rumors he'd overheard a while back could

be followed up on, 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
to see if he could answer some nagging questions that he'd

put off for some time now. He'd only thought of them as a fresh rumor going

around in certain circles told of someone else departing to look in on those

very things just

Veszaun Auvryath: 
yesterday. Someone from the Lolthian complex, at that.

Perhaps he could sate more than one urge he'd been wanting to. However, he

needed help, much as he didn't like to admit it. Who or what kind of help

hadn't exactly occured to

Veszaun Auvryath: 
him. That was, not until he'd stumbled across a certain

pale skinned face he recognized in the bazaar. Pausing to study the man for a

moment, it occured to him that perhaps Dekar would be the perfect accomplice,

despite a dislike

Veszaun Auvryath: 
for the...elf, was he? In any event, Dekar was an outsider

here, and rumor had it that some of the pale man's interests and skills would

serve well in at least part of what he hoped to accomplish. Yeah, right, like

the elf would

Veszaun Auvryath: 
even give him the time of day. Perhaps a charm spell of

some sort would help persuade him. That, and a sack of coin or two. Nothing

for it but to try. Unobtrusively working his way through the small crowd

situated between them, he 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
softly chanted the words of one of his most powerful

charms, hiding the gestures beneath the cloak he'd chosen to wear today,

finishing up the spell just as he happened to nearly bump into Dekar.

"Pardon. I was wondering if I could 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
have a word with you, friend. In private." Making a minor

gesture towards an empty alleyway between some stalls, he was hoping the

magics would at least take hold long enough to talk to the male.

BitVyper: 
Dekar was suddenly jarred from his reverie by a strange drow that

appeared to be... propositioning him.  On a second look, he thought he had

seen the elf around recently, but couldn't quite remember where.  For all his

cultural 

BitVyper: 
relativism, he hadn't made many trips into the underdark, and

simply wasn't used to seeing so many drow around, so occasionally, they all

kind of blended together.  Giving the male a strange look, he responded, "I

apologise, but... 

BitVyper: 
have we met before?"

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Hrm, that wasn't the reaction he'd exactly envisioned.

Then again, he never bothered much with charms. He never had a reason to

charm a male, and women usually fell for his looks alone. Unsure whether he

succeeded or not, he decided

Veszaun Auvryath: 
to keep playing civil, despite a distaste for it. Allowing

the front of his cloak to part a bit, just enough to show his bared chest,

and more pointedly, the unique tattoo upon it in the hopes of some

recognition

Veszaun Auvryath: 
dawning, he nodded slightly. "Yes, we have...run across

one another before, at that horrid inn just outside the Darkwoods. The

Vengeful Weave is the name of it, I believe. I must confess that I find

myself drawn to such dens of 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
iniquity from time to time." Thinking of that place,

letting alone speaking of it, made him want to retch, but he kept himself

composed all the same, lest he ruin the spell. That he still wasn't sure

worked.

BitVyper: 
Upon seeing the tattoo, Dekar's memory stirred.  This was the rude

one he had spoken to near the dark woods.  as the recognition dawned on his

face, Dekar replied, "ah yes, I remember now.  You're the red-head's pet,

aren't you? 

BitVyper: 
I don't believe I ever inquired as to your name.  Well then, what

is it you wish to discuss with me...." he trailed off, waiting for the drow

to provide his name.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Mention of Xull'rae, especially in the capacity it was

made, caused him to visibly flinch, mostly from the effort not to retort nor

strike out. That in turn caused him to tense yet again, though not a true

flinch this time, simply

Veszaun Auvryath: 
because he knew that wouldn't help the spell. Utilizing

all his will to keep composed after that, he nodded. Sort of. "I

am--was--an...associate...of the red-head. You may call me Vesz'aun." He

paused then, figuring that the man

Veszaun Auvryath: 
wasn't going to take the lead into the alley, so he half

turned and strode into it, wary as usual, but needing to get this on with.

"Simply put, I wish to contract your services for a time. That is, if rumors

are true that you are

Veszaun Auvryath: 
something of a dungeon delving explorer..."

BitVyper: 
"That I am," Dekar replied proudly as he followed the drow.  He

was fairly certain that he could escape any ambush easily enough, and this,

Vesz'aun, didn't seem THAT rude.  "You may call me, Dekar Longblade, treasure

hunter and 

BitVyper: 
archaeologist," he continued.  Honestly, the prospect of a dungeon

excited him.  For all the action he had scene since coming here, little of it

had actually been of interest to him, and he was becoming rather bored.  With

a smile

BitVyper: 
on his face, and a manner that seemed entirely too casual for the

situation, he went on, "what exactly is it that you require my services for,

Vesz'aun?"

Veszaun Auvryath: 
He was actually thrown off by the smile and overall

demeanor. Either his charm spell actually worked, or this male was more of a

simpleton than he'd thought. Figuring anyone--especially an elf--that could

make their way to this

Veszaun Auvryath: 
damned city of dark elves must have abilities of some

merit, he blamed it on the spell. Conspiratorially checking both directions

of the alley to make sure no one was in eavesdropping distance, he tried to

return a smile to play

Veszaun Auvryath: 
along, though it came out rather sickly. "There are ruins

within a week's travel of here, old Netherese ruins, that I wish to explore.

Particularly, a place known as Philock." He left it off there for the moment,

not adding in that 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
others had already been trying to gain entrance for some

time, and rumor held it that the only party thus far to find a way in, had

met with unkind ends, halting the expedition temporarily. "Your...expertise

would aid greatly in my 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
endeavor, as I'm not a seasoned...archeologist."

BitVyper: 
(arcane knowlege is +13)

OnlineHost: 
BitVyper rolled 1 20-sided die:  1

BitVyper: 
(...)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( doh)

BitVyper: 
(oh well)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( dekar had a brain fart)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( or just misheard Vesz, thought he said Phyllis)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( roll again and subtract 20)

OnlineHost: 
BitVyper rolled 1 20-sided die:  7

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( never know, could roll a 20 and make up for it)

BitVyper: 
(fuck)

BitVyper: 
(no prob)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( heh, okay, just one place Dekar hadn't heard about)

BitVyper: 
"Ah, Philock, I've heard of it of course," he responded, smile

widening slightly when he noticed that the drow had been set off by his

manner.  Dekar wasn't actually certain if he had heard of the ruins before;

his mind was rather

BitVyper: 
jumbled at the moment, and nothing came to mind, but Vesz'aun had

told him enough that he could bullshit if necessary.  "Well, such a ruin must

certainly not go unexplored.  You have come to the right person for

archaeological 

BitVyper: 
expertise, Vesz'aun.  If my skills are required, then I will

provide them.... for the right price," he continued, going so far as to stop

paying attention to the elf briefly and examine his nails.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Frowing despite the fact he expected payment to come up,

he cursed his spell for not being strong enough to make the man simply happy

with getting to explore the place. Well enough, he had some items stashed

that could be traded in 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
for coin easily. All the same, he didn't want to part with

all of them, and he'd need some coin to get supplies and such, so he tried

another angle. "I can offer coin, of course, and the expenses of the trip

will be covered by me,

Veszaun Auvryath: 
though it is my hope, friend..." Again, he was counting on

the spell. "...that the coin price can be allayed by rights for you to...loot

whatever it is you will from the ruins. My interests there are not of a

material nature, so you

Veszaun Auvryath: 
would be free to partake of any such items we come

across." Well, that wasn't entirely true, if something really sparked his

interest, he might contest it at the proper time. As he had no plans to

return here, his only concerns with

Veszaun Auvryath: 
the male were getting himself there and inside. If he had

to dispatch with the male once that was accomplished, no real loss.

BitVyper: 
Friend? That was odd.  Especially coming from a drow.  It was

actually enough to get his attention back.  Now focused on Ves'zaun again, he

responded, "such rights are appreciated, but then I feel as though I must

inquire as to 

BitVyper: 
exactly what it is you hope to gain from this, friend.  If you can

tell me that, and exactly how much coin you are willing to part with, though

useful items are appreciated as well, then I believe we will have a deal."

He had 

BitVyper: 
become somewhat more serious now, but still maintained his mostly

casual manner.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Bloody hells, he had no idea how much coin to offer. It

wasn't like he'd done this before, and he couldn't afford for the male to

just walk off, not when time--and the Lolth party that was already en

route--was against him. It was

Veszaun Auvryath: 
really beginning to seem like the spell wasn't in place,

after all. Nothing for it, though. He'd have to cough up a number, and hope

it was enough. That aside, he didn't like the fact that the male was prying

into his own purposes, 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
but he supposed it should be expected. And that the truth

shouldn't hurt. "I, like many in this city, partake of arcane studies. Such

lore as could be gained from an ancient Netherese city-state is what I seek."

It was true, though 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
not the entirety of it. There were certain bits of lore

that had nothing to do with spells themselves he was seeking as well. "As for

the coin, I can offer...five thousand gold." Sounding a little too unsure of

his offer, not caring

Veszaun Auvryath: 
much about tossing coins around, and wanting to close the

deal, he hurriedly added. "Twice that, if for some reason you should find

nothing of sufficient value at the ruins. I'll pay the original five up

front, and if the remainder 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
needs paying, it will be done so upon our safe return to

this city." Not that he planned on a safe return, for varying reasons. It

wasn't that he had intentions of killing the man, just that he had no

intentions of coming back, and 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
hence wouldn't be able to fulfill that last part. Not that

he'd let it show here and now.

BitVyper: 
"I suppose you'll be accompanying me then? Very well," Dekar

replied with a nod.  "However, we should be wary.  What you say is true;

arcane knowlege IS valuable, and there are many others who would seek such

things.  

BitVyper: 
If the ruin has not already been raided, we may expect some

competition.  It is likely that your source for this information is open to

others as well," he continued.  "As for you offer, it is... adequate," he

said with slight 

BitVyper: 
disappointment, though in truth, it was about five thousand gold

higher than what the elf would have asked for.  A Netherese ruin... that

alone was enough to excite Dekar.  To think of everything that could be found

there... 

BitVyper: 
assuming the place had not already been robbed.  Finally, he

asked, "when would you prefer to leave."  The hell with when he wanted, Dekar

wanted to go now.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Smiling more honestly this time, as it appeared the deal

went through, it quickly took on a wry twist. "I'd prefer to leave as soon as

you possibly could, for your observations are correct. Another party set out

for the ruins not

Veszaun Auvryath: 
but a day ago, a sizable one. The size could work against

them, speed wise, so if we could leave today, we may be able to catch up, and

perhaps even overtake them. It would take me no more than two hours to gather

supplies." Though 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
he wouldn't realize it, his own hopes for a quick

departure were visible on his features. It wasn't just the fact of what could

be found that had him eager, but the fact that he could get away from here,

away from her, that much

Veszaun Auvryath: 
sooner.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Aww Xull'rae is so loved.)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( heheh)

BitVyper: 
(don't worry, Dekar's still there for ya baby)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(LOL!)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( lol, limp undead penis, its what she always wanted)

BitVyper: 
(you'd be surprised at what possibilities a splint can offer)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( heh, splinters)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(She'll erect it, even if she has to tie it in a knot.)

BitVyper: 
(it'll still be more than anything she ever got from Cog or Limpy

Mc'Limp over here)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( lol, hey, can i help it if cog's more into chair legs)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Yeah Cog had to use godly stuff to knock her up.)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( divinity baby, gotta love it)

BitVyper: 
(bah, a real elf has no need of such parlour tricks)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Somebody will love her in the end.)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( yeah, someone's gotta be into anal)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
(oh, not that kinda end)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Hehe thought thought was Vesz?)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
*that

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( heh, Jurty would depict that for us, I'm sure)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( okay, we shush now)

BitVyper: 
"Then it would be in both our interests to hurry," Dekar

responded, much more seriously this time.  "Where do you wish to meet? I must

simply gather a few minor items and will be ready shortly."

BitVyper: 
(Hahn's your man... not for the anal, but for the love.  You know

he's a lover)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Heartened that Dekar was willing and able to leave so

quickly, he (lol, yeah, he comes off that way, really)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
allowed himself another moment of inner satisfaction.

Covering it up outwardly this time, he nodded stoically and thought where

would be best. "Just outside the Cage, as I'll most likely acquire some

mounts there to hasten our

Veszaun Auvryath: 
progress. If for some reason things get held up on my end

for longer than two hours, I'll have someone waiting there in my stead to

begin packing, though I do not forsee any such problems." Out of habit, he

checked both ends of the 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
alley again for any onlookers or eavesdroppers, then he

turned and headed out to the left, making a small motion to indicate Dekar

should depart in the other

Veszaun Auvryath: 
direction. Years of societal paranoia called for such

measures, no matter how dumb they might seem at times. Unaccustomed to

shaking hands or the like to seal a deal, he hadn't offered before walking

off.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Oh yes I can see him Xull, showing their daggers and other

weaponry off.)

BitVyper: 
("...You forgot the milk." *draws his sword*)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( lol )

BitVyper: 
(and of course it ends in passion)

BitVyper: 
(and blood)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( *coughs* of course)

BitVyper: 
(probably more blood, actually)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(^_~)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( heh, oh yeah)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(That's one of her turn on's.)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( okay, lets pick up there, anytime Friday or Saturday is

good)

BitVyper: 
(Friday is best for me

BitVyper: 
)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( alright, Friday it is, then)

BitVyper: 
(awesome)

BitVyper: 
('night)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( g'night Chase)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Night.)

OnlineHost: 
Unclear Presence has left the room.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Log on.)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( hrm, should we go with a different log/name? we can if

it'd be easier for you, lisa)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Why? I'm fine unless you don't want to blend this log with

last sessions?) 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( either way is good with me, just had a decent cut off

for last one is all)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( i need to open a different AIM room for dice, one sec)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(k)

OnlineHost: 
Unclear Presence has left the room.

OnlineHost: 
Unclear Presence has entered the room.

BitVyper: 
(question)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( sure)

BitVyper: 
(if I hunt around the bazaar for a bit, what are my chances of

finding a scroll that I can make some kind of magical trap with?)

BitVyper: 
(can't seem to get the PHB up right now, so I can't check)

BitVyper: 
(Acrobat is being bitchy)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( would depend on the rarity of the spell or spells needed

for the trap, but shouldn't be too hard)

BitVyper: 
(Specifically, I'm looking for something with a bit of a bang,

like a fireball if possible)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( do they actually give all that info in the PHB? I'll

look in DMG for trap building)

BitVyper: 
(I'm not sure)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( now, are you talking about trapping a specific

area/item, or want something mobile on yourself?)

BitVyper: 
(area)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( DMG has Fireball trap stats & costs here)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( for a 5d6 fireball, can just up the cost for higher

damage)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( or 8d6, rather, costs 12000 to make plus the spell

scroll cost)

BitVyper: 
(what does 5d6 cost total?

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( it was 8d6 base cost, not 5, that was my mistake)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( lemme look up the scroll costs)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( unclear formula for doing what you have in mind, but

closest thing would be about 12,500 total cost)

BitVyper: 
(bah, forget it.  I just need to pick up some wire and other basic

trap supplies.  I still have that bottle that gives people negative stats)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( hrm, you couldn't do it on yer own, have to hire a

caster)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( okay. and magic traps require the Craft Wondrous Item

feat is why you couldn't do it on yer own)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( you could use a scroll of a triggered spell on yer own,

though, like glyphs and such)

BitVyper: 
(yeah, that's what I was thinking of)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( limited selection of those, but could try one of the

high end ones for best chance to actually do something)

BitVyper: 
(what kind of price range?)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( how much space do you need to protect?)

BitVyper: 
(15X15 feet say? I'm not sure how big it's gonna be)

BitVyper: 
(Just wanna leave a present for anyone following us)

BitVyper: 
(anyway, it's not that important, lets just start.  I know I have

enough cash for some wire and shit)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( though its still technically against the rules for some

reason, 3825 can get you a Symbol of Death scroll)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( that'll cover a 60 ft area around the symbol)

BitVyper: 
(well, lets just leave it if I can't use it)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( for some reason it won't let anyone but casters make

magic traps)

BitVyper: 
(odd)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( yeah, as far as i'm concerned, symbol spells and other

specifically trigger types can be used from a scroll)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( Symbol of death will eradicate up to 150 hp worth of

creatures within the area)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( can get a couple of them if ya want)

BitVyper: 
(alright, I'll buy one)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( okay, you can easily pick one up within the two hour

period)

BitVyper: 
(anyway, I'll let you make the opening post)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Acquiring food, water, and other necessities for the trip

was not difficult, but it was a bit time consuming. Not to mention costly,

especially considering he'd had to acquire a magical bag of holding for some

of the larger 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
items. Now, the appointed time being almost up, he ran

into the problem of not having near enough coin to purchase one of the

creatures he'd prefer for a mount, let alone two of them. He'd already tried

using a charm on the 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
merchant who was selling them, which came to naught as a

simple shielding device thwarted him. And any further attempts to go that

route, as the device also alerted the creature's owner. Glancing around at

the various stalls and 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
vendors here at the Cage, he deemed there to be too many

witnesses to just kill the man and take what he needed. Not that he cared

about anyone knowing he did such, it was just that he doubted they'd get

anywhere near the city's

Veszaun Auvryath: 
gates before the lawdogs showed up. So, not having noticed

his pale skinned partner in crime as of yet, he set about searching the

nearby crowds for someone who may have enough coin to purchase them for him.

Someone with coin and

Veszaun Auvryath: 
susceptibility to his charms, that was. Blagh.

BitVyper: 
His own purchase completed, Dekar had nothing to do, so, without

bothering to alert Cogliostro to his departure, he headed off to meet the

Drow.

BitVyper: 
(That's right.  Bald prick.)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( heh )

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Not a single mark as of yet, and now the pale skin was

approaching. Perhaps the archeologist had some idea. Or could ride one of the

things with sufficient skill to give them a chance to flee the city if he

stole one. Only one way

Veszaun Auvryath: 
to find out. Slinging the magical holding sack across his

chest, he unobtrusively made his way towards Dekar, making sure to interpose

the milling crowd between himself and the vendor he'd tried to charm earlier.

No use in the

Veszaun Auvryath: 
merchant knowing he had a possible accomplice ahead of

time. Once he'd met up with Dekar, he offered a quick nod and looked about

conspiratorially again out of habit. "Greetings. I've appropriated the

supplies we'll need, and

Veszaun Auvryath: 
brought your coin, but I'm still working on the matter of

mounts." Pausing a moment, irritated that he may have to betray one of his

own weak areas, he then continued. "How skilled of a rider are you? I'm

thinking of Stone Flyers, 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
in order to hasten our trip...."

BitVyper: 
Dekar noticed the approching drow and nodded in response to his

greeting.  He had no idea what a stone flyer was, or if he could ride one,

but he had other methods of transportation anyway.

BitVyper: 
However, he prefered not to rely on his new talents overly much

until he knew whether or not he was paying a price for them.  That in mind,

he replied, "riding is not my forte, but I am skilled enough to keep up."

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Wonderful. So much for stealing them and fleeing. Turning

aside as he nodded, to cover the scowl of frustration he'd surely be wearing

right now, he guaged the chances yet again anyhow. "I...see. Well then, lets

go afoot for now,

Veszaun Auvryath: 
and I'll see about acquiring some mounts once we get

outside of the city." He let the implication linger a moment, to guage any

possible reaction to the thought of stealing in his newfound companion. Best

to know where certain

Veszaun Auvryath: 
issues stand right off the bat. He didn't figure that

Dekar would have much problem with it, as archeologists were nothing more

than thieves themselves in the basest definition.

BitVyper: 
Dekar really didn't care how the man acquired the mounts, so long

as he acquired them.  However, if something happened the fool got himself

caught, he didn't want to be stuck without being able to reach the ruin.

"Certainly," he 

BitVyper: 
replied.  "However, perhaps it is best that you tell me the

location of this ruin, incase we become separated for some reason."

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Smiling ever so slightly in a wry manner, he turned and

headed towards Z'orr'bauth (check spelling on that later). "...For some

reason...of course. I think I'll keep that 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
information to myself. More motivation for you not to try

and kill me once we leave the city. I'd hate to have to come right back here

and find another...archeologist to replace you." As befitting the

conversation, he

Veszaun Auvryath: 
was showing his own feelings of superiority by taking the

lead and leaving his back outwardly exposed. Besides, the pale one should

know what his people were like by now, and hence should expect such things.

"However, the coin you

Veszaun Auvryath: 
can have now if you want. Less weight for me to cart

around."

BitVyper: 
(Dekar puts a, "kick me," sign on his back)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( lol )

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(And Vesz has "kiss my ass")

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( squeeze 'em in above the Exit only sign)

BitVyper: 
(ouch)

BitVyper: 
So the fool thought he could win if Dekar wanted him dead.

Whatever; if it ever got that far, he would quickly discover that the elf was

much more than an archaeologist.  Shrugging non-chalantly, he replied, "if

that is how you

BitVyper: 
wish it, I suppose I'll allow it for now.  And here I thought we

were becoming such good friends.  Well, I'll take my coin then, and I hope

you have the other half ready on the offchance that we do not find anything."

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Without looking back, he pulled the leather satchel off

and held it out to Dekar. "If needed, it will be payed upon our safe return

here, as stated. There are some digging tools and the like in there as well,

just in case. It all

Veszaun Auvryath: 
looked like something one would go 'archeologizing' with,

so I picked it up. Food and water also, of course." If it weren't for the

fact he didn't need food and water, he'd not have handed Dekar the whole bag.

That Dekar didn't need

Veszaun Auvryath: 
any either hadn't occured to him as of yet, so if push

came to shove later, the contingency he'd placed on the bag would be wasted.

Though, despite the fact Dekar wouldn't starve to death, the loss of coin

when the bag disappeared

Veszaun Auvryath: 
would hurt, one could suppose. At any rate, unless the man

made conversation with him, he'd remain silent for the duration of the

quarter hour trip up the rampway and out of the city gates.

BitVyper: 
(if that gold disappears, there is no force on earth that will

save Veszaun)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( heh, of course not)

BitVyper: 
(No no, I mean earth, not Faeraun.  Even DM magic won't win the

day)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( so, you've gone beyond the powers of Script Immunity,

eh? powerful indeed)

BitVyper: 
(damn right)

BitVyper: 
Dekar dropped the satchel into a pocket on his backpack, and

followed after the drow.  It was likely that whatever tools the man had

purchased were of inferior quality, or just the wrong tools all together, but

it never hurt to have

BitVyper: 
a second set, so he would accept them.  He briefly considered

making up some story about having a ring that sustained him magically without

requiring food, but figured he would wait until the issue was brought up.  If

it was brought

BitVyper: 
up.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( heh, that's not a magical backpack of holding, is it?)

BitVyper: 
(nope, but the pockets in his cloak are)

BitVyper: 
(don't think I didn't think of that)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( whew. didn't wanna get sidetracked in the asshole plane

lol)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Though one of the guards gave Vesz'aun a baleful glare

when they reached the gates, no one stopped their progress out. Apparently

Vesz had run afoul of this particular lawdog at some point in the past, but

was free and clear of 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
whatever charge or crime it had been now. Once they exited

the city's main cavern, there were several choices of tunnelway to take, and

though they may want to be unobtrusive, Vesz'aun led them down one of the

main

Veszaun Auvryath: 
thoroughfares. Slowing up enough that he was standing

abreast of Dekar now, he made an absent gesture forward upon speaking. "This

will take us a bit out of the way, but more mounts for the picking on this

route, and easy enough to 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
get back on track a mile or so ahead. There won't really

be any ambush spots, so it'll be a matter of blatant combat, once we find

appropriate specimens." Glancing sidelong at Dekar, a frown settled onto his

face, though just a

Veszaun Auvryath: 
slight one. "I suppose I should have inquired as to

whether you could actually wield a blade effectively, or not." The look on

his face betrayed he was doubtful, but that he was also smart enough not to

base someone's skill on looks

Veszaun Auvryath: 
alone.

BitVyper: 
"Quite well," Dekar replied.  "I seem to recall seeing you when we

were hunting the one known as Horock.  Who do you think it was that defeated

the shadow dragon?" Not telling him about that was a point Dekar still

planned to 

BitVyper: 
discuss with Cogliostro, if he bothered returning to the inn once

he finished at the Netheril ruins.  "Though I'm not sure that stealing mounts

was included in our agreement, but I suppose I can make an allowance for it."

BitVyper: 
(in case you forgot how that went, Dekar jumped on Horock's back)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( yeah, remember that now)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
"All you were was a tool in that matter, but we won't get

into the story behind that. All the same, you fought well enough when

thinking back upon it, I suppose. We'll find out soon enough how you fare

against prey that wasn't

Veszaun Auvryath: 
trapped ahead of time." There were certain implications

brought up in that statement, that he himself was not totally sure of, but

between his own insights and Xull'rae's, he all but knew for certain that

Horock had been set up by

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Cogliostro in that scenario. Hence he would have died

whether Dekar was there or not. "If highway robbery really isn't in your so

called forte, I'll do the dirty work. But my intentions were that this was to

be some sort of

Veszaun Auvryath: 
partnership." Going silent on that, his thoughts returned

to Horock's death. And of how easily it could have been himself set up. Or

any of the human's minions, for that matter. One reason that he should be

glad they parted

Veszaun Auvryath: 
ways. Then it naturally turned to thoughts of his flame

hair, and he had to concentrate on the here and now to push it aside. Not

only was that irritating, but also the fact he had to play nice with this

pale skin for the time

Veszaun Auvryath: 
being. All this relative politeness was sickening, but he

was uncertain on just how hooked Dekar was to the mission. So he'd play it

safe for now and keep playing nice, lest his comrade jump ship, so to speak.

"I suppose it doesn't 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
really matter what sort of mounts we get, as we can run

them faster than those we are hoping to catch up to will be able to."

BitVyper: 
"Partners trust each other," Dekar remarked, but said nothing on

that matter.  "In any case, I suppose we should make haste then.  Don't think

that I've been giving that fool wizard my all though.  Now tell me; do you

have any means

BitVyper: 
by which you can see in magical darkness?" That particular ability

had already become quite normal for the elf.  Exploiting it was almost an

afterthought now.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
To Dekar's first statement, he'd just offered a 'point

taken' glance. In response to Dekar's query, he nodded, though slowly, as if

he wasn't sure whether he wanted to reveal the information or not. They were

now rounding a 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
lengthy bend in the tunnel, and the crowds were becoming

sparser by the moment as this caravan or that turned off in some side tunnel

or another. They'd have to choose a target in the near future, or they'd have

to do some

Veszaun Auvryath: 
backtracking to reach their own side tunnel by waiting and

continuing on for a target farther out. He for one opted for no backtracking,

so he scouted out the few possibilities in sight right now. The smallest

group contained only 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
two drow on riding lizards, accompanying two pack lizards,

and accompanied by four ogres, of the skullcrusher variety if memory served

him. They looked seasoned, though, so he took a glance in another direction.

That caravan was

Veszaun Auvryath: 
sporting twice as many pack lizards, that were guarded by

about a dozen orcs. Lesser foes, but the problem was that the caravan leader

was hidden from sight in a howdah on one of the pack lizards, and remained an

unknown. He or she 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
could be any sort of creature of the same general size of

himself and his companion. The larger one was heading away from them, and the

smaller towards them, to either could be isolated with a bit more distance

around the

Veszaun Auvryath: 
bend. Giving Dekar a glance to show he was considering

these two targets, he made idle conversation to cover it up and give the pale

one a chance to signal his thoughts in return. "So tell me, what exactly is

it you are doing

Veszaun Auvryath: 
down here? And, if I'm correct, in the human's employ?"

Veszaun Auvryath: 
* so either

BitVyper: 
"I am searching for a particularly elusive artifact at the

moment," the elf replied, nodding his head in the direction of the larger

caravan.  It didn't bother him that he couldn't see the leader; anyone

powerful would have better 

BitVyper: 
guards.  A darkness spell would eliminate much of their

effectiveness anyway.  "It is known as 'Everlasting Darkness.'"  Hopefully

the other would take that not as the artifact's actual name (though it was),

but as a hint.  The elf 

BitVyper: 
felt no need to display or waste his own magic unless necessary,

and he was aware of that particular innate ability which drow possessed.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
"Ah. Well enough, for the first question. I'll come back

to that second at a later time." Having pointedly glanced at the party

approaching them, he hoped his 'innuendo' would be taken in kind. It wouldn't

be a long wait in any

Veszaun Auvryath: 
event for the smaller caravan to pass them and be out of

sight. Though these sorts didn't really care about the fates of anyone else,

caravans getting heisted was bad for everyone, so even if they didn't

interfere, they would raise 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
call to the city patrols as soon as possible, some of

which may not be far off, for they were still within range of the outer

patrols. Within just a few more minutes, during which time he'd quickened his

pace so that they can get

Veszaun Auvryath: 
closer to their quarry, the small caravan was out of

sight, and he burst into a full out run just as his globe of darkness took

effect, falling into place directly over the howdah and encompassing the bulk

of the pack lizards and

Veszaun Auvryath: 
guards. From what they could see, only two of the guards

in the rear were not in the globe's range of effect.

BitVyper: 
(What's his movement speed?)

BitVyper: 
(just wanna know if I'm moving faster or not)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( 40 ft)

BitVyper: 
Keeping pace with the drow, though he could have moved faster,

Dekar charged at the group.  As he closed, the elf quickly drew the

shadow-cloaked blade, Hashamar, and Celphied, choosing one of the orcs as his

target and rushing 

BitVyper: 
toward it.

BitVyper: 
Dekar brought Hashamar across in a powerful slash that separated

the orc's body from its legs.  Though it somehow managed to survive that, a

mere poke with the shortsword was enough to bring the creature down before it

even had time

BitVyper: 
to realise that its guts were spilling out.  That matter dealt

with, Dekar dove into the darkness.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
The orcs trapped within the darkness were in a bit of

confusion, what with the pack lizards becoming uneasy. Half were trying to

move out of the darkness, simply moving away from the lizards, while the

others were trying to calm the

Veszaun Auvryath: 
creatures. Of whomever or whatever was in the howday,

there was as of yet no sign nor signal. (crap, posted on wrong name)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Doesn't really matter. I edit names out and we all get

it.)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Not wanting a protracted fight, he decided to chance one

of his higher end spells. True, there was a chance he may strike his

companion or one of the mounts with it, but he'd play the odds. Though he was

outside of the darkness, he 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
could easily see into it, so he pinpointed his arc and

started with the one Dekar had left that was originally outside of the globe.

If this worked, his lightning spell would chain through the masses and

hopefully drop a few of

Veszaun Auvryath: 
them. Unfortunately, he was not skilled enough yet to

increase the damage with this one, but he could at least put a hurting on

them.

BitVyper: 
With flurry of vicious slashes from his two swords, Dekar easily

brought down another two of the blinded orcs.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Content that he'd at least damaged all of them, he decided

to move in for more personal means of dispatching the creatures, trying to

keep an eye on the howdah in the process. As of yet, 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
no movement was made from within, which he thought odd.

Shrugging his cloak back and drawing his Thinblade in one smooth motion, he

hastened his steps forward, doing so literally by casting one of his

quickening enchantments on the 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
fly.

BitVyper: 
Dekar easily sidestepped pitiful attempts by the orcs to attack

him.  For the most part, they had died to fast to even try.  As he stepped

toward the next two, the elf shot Hashamar out, and directly through the

abdomen of one more 

BitVyper: 
orc, dropping its body to the floor, and managed a rather vicious

slash on the other with Celphied.  Though it retaliated with a blind cleave

from its large axe, the attack was easily avoided, as the shadows themselves

seemed almost

BitVyper: 
to solidify and turn it aside.

BitVyper: 
Shortly after its failed attack, the second orc found its head

separated from its shoulders courtesy of the shadow-blade of Hashamar.  Dekar

couldn't help but grin as he easily waded through his foes more effectively

than any 

BitVyper: 
lightning spell the other might have.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
The distance was easily closed, though not quickly enough

for him to take more than a single strike at one of the milling creatures

before the battle turned even more chaotic. Though his blade struck true, the

creature proved to be 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
hardier than it first appeared, and thus still remained

standing and was able to take a wild swing at him with it's gargantuan double

headed axe. A swing which didn't even come close. Noting that a few of the

creatures were now 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
outside of the globe, he shrugged and got back to

concentrating on the foe directly in front of him, figuring those outside

would most likely not chance blindly firing arrows into the globe for fear of

hitting the pack lizards or

Veszaun Auvryath: 
whomever was in the howdah.

BitVyper: 
His blades blurring left and right at various angles, Dekar slew

another two of the beasts before they even had a chance to react to his

presence.  Both died with screams caught in their throats.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
This time he was able to both quickly dispatch with his

original target, and get a far better bead on a second target, dropping the

second foe with superior ease. Taking a quick assessment of the battle, he

opted away from the

Veszaun Auvryath: 
howday, taking a long stride forward, then going into a

straight out run towards a foe who was clearly moving farther away from the

battle with each passing moment. Apparently these things were easily stumped

by the magical darkness

BitVyper: 
There wasn't much distance between himself and the howdah, but

Dekar decided that this would be a good chance to test the limitations of one

of his newer abilities anyway.  Screw using them sparingly, if something was

giving him 

BitVyper: 
power he'd damn well take it, and kick the ass of anyone who tried

to collect a fee.  A quick glance revealed that Veszaun was no longer looking

in his direction, so the elf attempted to use the shadow stride to step

directly from

BitVyper: 
his current position to inside of the howdah.

Unclear Presence: 
The interior of the howday was softly illuminated, though

thanks to the magical darkness, none of it had leaked outside. That it was

still functioning inside spoke something of the wards that must be around the

lushly furnished

Unclear Presence: 
place. Then again, Dekar had no trouble shifting through

those wards. Despite the fact that the howdah was easily large enough to

comfortably accomodate four people, there was only one chair within it, the

remainder

Unclear Presence: 
of the space containing certain personals and chests of

most likely clothing, along with a writing table and a small bookshelf. The

chair, and the rest of the environs, were devoid of life, however. At least

in so far as Dekar

Unclear Presence: 
could tell. Perhaps a trap, perhaps cowardice had caused

the owner to flee.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( why in the hell do i keep typing howdaY? bah)

BitVyper: 
(buy my new book to find out)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( heh)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Charging out of the darkness into the relatively lighter

gloom outside the globe, he rammed his blade into the creature unerringly,

though unfortunately it had enough time to recover it's surprise and muster

the will to survive the 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
hit. Now that he did not have the magical blackness

cloaking his form, he was more susceptible to retalition, but he easily

avoided the weighted edge of the beast's great axe when it 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
actually deigned to attack him.

BitVyper: 
Huh, no one here.  Go figure.  Of course it could be a trap, the

elf supposed as he looked around, but that was no reason not to see if there

was anything of value to steal.  Keeping aware for anything unusual, Dekar

began to 

BitVyper: 
rummage through the owner's possessions, mostly poking at things

with his swords, so he could keep them in hand.

OnlineHost: 
BitVyper has left the room.

OnlineHost: 
Unclear Presence has left the room.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( damn, i thought this was where they began)

BitVyper: 
(*Faerun explodes due to being unable to contain Dekar's pure

awesomeness.  Dekar is swept away by the legions of beautiful goddesses that

are madly in love with him.)

BitVyper: 
**)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( *coughs* ah, so THAT'S the foretold apocalypse)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Okay Hercules.)

BitVyper: 
(Hercules is small time.  Besides, he committed to one woman in

the end.  Dekar is above even ripped shirt Kirk)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( damn, that is awesomeness that only few can achieve. And

even fewer, like myself, can outdo)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Log on yet?)

BitVyper: 
(sure thing)

BitVyper: 
(might as well just ignore the madman's delusions)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( I thought it funny that someone pointed out that despite

his rep, Kirk only had five women total in the series)

BitVyper: 
(lol)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( heh)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(On.)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( okay, my post I believe)

BitVyper: 
(So I'm in the howdah poking around at things with my swords to

see if there's anything of remote value)

Unclear Presence: 
As Dekar continued to poke and prod his way through the

few belongings present, all went quiet outside. Presumably the battle was

finished, though which side had won he wouldn't be quite sure. Though he

could imagine it

Unclear Presence: 
wasn't the orc. For his efforts, Dekar found some

clothing, a few bottles of wine, books on various subjects that appeared to

be nothing more than writings to pass time during the trip, a few untouched

trail rations, and some

Unclear Presence: 
blank pieces of parchment along with a quill and ink on

the writing table. If it was a trap, the gist of it sure was a long time in

coming. Apparently they'd scared whomever owned the caravan, and since the

city was so near, it

Unclear Presence: 
wasn't unfeasible that they could have utilized some

magics to flee there. That possibility held it's own reasons to be cautious,

as a contingent of Sshamath warriors and wizards may soon show up. Then the

howdah started lurching

Unclear Presence: 
about. Or more precisely, the creature bearing the howdah

began lurching about, and some muffled swear words from outside indicated

that it probably wouldn't stop doing so anytime soon. Various cries from

other pack animals

Unclear Presence: 
were good indication as well that the drow was not having

much luck in handling the beasts.

BitVyper: 
(okay, now tell me exactly what a howdah is)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( lol, it's those covered carriers they use like on

elephants and such)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( sorta of a saddle/building)

BitVyper: 
(what's carrying this one?)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( had them in tarzan movies and the like)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( a decent sized pack lizard, hence it's not a huge

howdah)

BitVyper: 
(yeah, I got it now)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( you can post next)

BitVyper: 
Deciding that it was unlikely he'd find anything of value inside

the howdah, Dekar leaped out the side as it started to move.  Upon hitting

the ground, he sheathed his swords and looked about for Veszaun.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
His version of animal handling appeared to be beating the

creatures senseless with the hilt of his blade. Something that couldn't be

carried out in one swift strike, if the bloodly pulp of the lead creature's

scaly head was any

Veszaun Auvryath: 
indication. The remainder of the creatures were not taking

it well, but as all were tethered together, they could not flee nor fight

effectively. Sensing the opening of flap on the howdah, he'd glanced up

momentarily, then set back 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
to work, whatever that may be. His curiousity got the

better of him, however, having noted that no sounds of battle had come from

within the howdah, so as he moved to a second beast, trying to calm (subdue)

it enough to get it

Veszaun Auvryath: 
untied from the first, he called out to Dekar. "So who or

what was in there?"

Veszaun Auvryath: 
*bloody

BitVyper: 
Dekar didn't have much firsthand experience with animals, but he'd

known enough rangers (and had enough common sense) to know that the drow's

methods wouldn't be particularly effective.  He wasn't particularly

appreciative of the 

BitVyper: 
senseless beatings either.  Dekar could be apathetic about the

plight of others at times, but he wasn't heartless.  Veszaun spoke up before

the elf could respond to this, so he replied, "no one.  Whoever it was

probably fled, so we 

BitVyper: 
should hurry.  Speaking of which, beating them bloody won't help

us.  Give it a rest."  For someone who had been so careless before, Dekar

seemed very cautious now.  He glanced around every few seconds, scanning the

area for any 

BitVyper: 
signs of movement.  When he was satisfied that they were safe for

the moment, the elf produced a piece of dried meat from the satchel Veszaun

had given him.  He'd seen this done a time or two, and figured he had the

general idea. 

BitVyper: 
Of course, he had no idea if a pack lizard would react similarly

to a dog or horse, but this was the only idea that came to mind.  Approaching

a lizard that had strayed off somewhat from the rest until he was only a few

short feet 

BitVyper: 
Dekar tore off a piece of the meat and held it out, though not far

enough that the creature would be able to take it without approaching.  He

was of course, ready to cut it in half if necessary, but appeared decidedly

more relaxed 

BitVyper: 
than his companion.

BitVyper: 
(should I roll charisma?)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( sure)

OnlineHost: 
BitVyper rolled 1 20-sided die:  2

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( think it's too stupid, or i'd tell ya to add bluff)

BitVyper: 
(...7)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( no sleepin with the lizard tonight)

BitVyper: 
(wanna just skip the next post and have him try with another

lizard, because that's what he'll do.  Can just sum it up in one post)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( gotcha)

BitVyper: 
(have Veszaun notice the failed attempt)

BitVyper: 
(okay)

OnlineHost: 
BitVyper rolled 1 20-sided die:  13

BitVyper: 
(18, that's a bit better)

BitVyper: 
(though I don't know what handle animal checks are necessary to

calm something like this down)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Snorting with derision as he switched his thinblade out

for a dagger, he hastily cut the tethers and set about doing likewise with

the bindings which were holding the cargo onto the beast. A wry chuckle

escaped his lips as he

Veszaun Auvryath: 
noticed the lizard stare stupidly at the meat Dekar was

proferring. "A soft spot for scaly things? How...quaint." Jerking the head of

his own lizard back as it tried to turn away, he silently indicated that

that's how its done as he

Veszaun Auvryath: 
proceeded to knock the various bundles off. Apparently, he

didn't even care to look at what was within them, for the occasional glances

he stole about the tunnel indicated that he, too, was wary that someone would

inadvertanly or 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
purposefully come upon them at any moment. As he severed

the final bit of strapping, he took note that the lizard actually made it's

way warily to Dekar, and swiftly snatched the meat from his hand. He held in

another chuckle upon

Veszaun Auvryath: 
noting that it more or less tried to take the hand with

the strip of meat. "When you are done wooing the beast and unloading it's

wares, come help me with the one with the carrier on it. We'll send it

scurrying off in the hopes that

Veszaun Auvryath: 
any pursuers will go after it instead of us." Moving back

to the head of his newly acquired mount, he jerked roughly on the leather

tethers and struggled with getting it to follow him to the other beast.

BitVyper: 
"It is always a good idea to treat anything that could mean the

difference between your life and death with a little bit of respect," Dekar

replied.  Besides, if he couldn't get the lizard to do what he wanted, the

elf was still 

BitVyper: 
fully capable of running as far as he needed to.  Killing the

animal, or leaving it to die was an option, just hitting it for no good

reason was not.  Having had some success with this particular lizard, he

continued working in the

BitVyper: 
same vein; making it come closer for the meat each time, and

attempting to pet it.  An ally was always better than a slave, and Dekar was

certainly no slaver.

BitVyper: 
(incase you're wondering, I've had this take anywhere between two

minutes and an hour before.  Of course, I'm much better with animals than

Dekar)

BitVyper: 
(want another roll?)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( yeah)

BitVyper: 
(much much better with animals than Dekar)

OnlineHost: 
BitVyper rolled 1 20-sided die:  20

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( there ya go)

BitVyper: 
(woo! Plus 20?)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( heh, yeah)

OnlineHost: 
BitVyper rolled 1 20-sided die:  11

BitVyper: 
(39)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( i'd say that'll cover it. instant love)

BitVyper: 
(good thing it's imprinted on other lizards, otherwise things

could get creepy)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( heh)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Not having noticed Dekar's success as of yet, preoccupied

with looking for animal feed of any sort on the carrier lizard, he continued

to bully his own mount about, with grunting success. A light sheen of sweat

now covered his skin 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
from the effort, though he personally took little note of

it right now. A frown settled into place as it dawned on him there were no

more food stores. Apparently the caravan had brought only just enough feed

for the trip, or they'd 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
known the places to stop where the animals could gather

food naturally. Turning away in disgust, he then took to dragging his mount

behind the largest lizard, towards Dekar. Hopefully the simpleton would have

subdued the beast by 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
now and they could get underway.

BitVyper: 
Once the drow had left, Dekar found it surprisingly easy to gain

some trust from the lizard.  Once he had removed its burdens, the elf noticed

that Veszaun had returned.  "Are you having some trouble there, oh great

master of

BitVyper: 
animals?" He asked mockingly, a slow smirk dawning on his face.

Dekar did make sure to interpose himself between his own lizard, and the

drow.  He didn't want the male ruining his work in a fit of frustration.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
"None whatsoever." He lied through clenched teeth. The

clenching was more from effort to continue dragging the thing along than

irritation, though the latter was certainly beginning to bloom. As he wasn't

a high and mighty noble, he

Veszaun Auvryath: 
was wont to let such mocking slights pass more than some,

so he got to the task rather than face off with the male right now. Speaking

a quick word of power, sparks suddenly came to life, playing between the

fingers of his free

Veszaun Auvryath: 
hand. A quick touch to the howdah-bearing lizard's flank,

and it was scurrying down the tunnel with utmost haste. The spell now spent

and dissipated, he glanced back at Dekar. "It would be best if you two use

some sort of 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
contraceptive, as there's not enough to feed even these

two for the trip, let alone your love child." By the time he was done

speaking, he'd already wrenched the beast around and was making efforts to

lead it in the appropriate

Veszaun Auvryath: 
direction.

BitVyper: 
(hey, remember that rod of charming I got? You never told me what

kind of charm it was.  Can it charm animals?)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( good question)

BitVyper: 
(has 39 charges)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( gimme a sec, i'll try to find it real quick)

BitVyper: 
('kay)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Mike will need a 15 minute break in like 5, reset for a

web game is about to happen.)

BitVyper: 
(okay)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( oh, yeah. and hell, it'll take a while to find it, we'll

just say yes, for 2 charges)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( it probably does have it anyway)

BitVyper: 
(okay)

BitVyper: 
Dekar shook his head at the male's antics.  He didn't really want

to spend the whole trip watching the animal get beaten over and over again,

but wasn't really sure what to do about it.  He needed the drow for

navigation after all. 

BitVyper: 
(actually, you never gave me its save either)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( it'd be low)

BitVyper: 
Suddenly remembering something, he reached inside of his recently

acquired cloak, and produced a small rod.  Tossing it to the drow and

providing the command word, he said, "use that on the lizard if you are so

incapable of handling

BitVyper: 
one properly."

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( okay, back now)

BitVyper: 
(cool)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Catching it easily, he nearly snapped it in half out of

anger, but he actually managed to keep just enough of a clear head about him

to realize that might be detrimental to continued life. Unleashed collective

magics in some such 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
instances were quite fatal. Whipping it back at Dekar

nearly as quickly as it had reached his hand, he turned away and yanked the

lizard along with renewed fervor. Again, he wished he could simply afford to

kill the pale one, but he

Veszaun Auvryath: 
could not, so he'd have to continue playing nice.

Relatively so, at least. "I am incapable of no such thing, archeologist." To

prove his point, he swiftly cast a minor incantation to boost his strength,

which allowed him to bully

Veszaun Auvryath: 
the beast much easier. Not that it would help when it came

to riding the thing.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
A heartbeat later, it became apparent--at least to those

who knew what was going on--that his anger had gotten the better of him,

messing up his concentration, as he visibly cringed and faltered a bit.

Biting his tongue and taking

Veszaun Auvryath: 
the damage just to save face, he couldn't look back all

the same, just in case Dekar had noticed his moment of weakness.

BitVyper: 
If Dekar noticed the male's increased irritance, he gave no

indication of it.  At least he wasn't beating the animal now, though if he

tried to do so again, the elf would step in.  He'd had enough of that

already.  "Just remember my

BitVyper: 
offer when you have difficulty riding it," was the only further

reply he offered.  "In any case, let us make some haste away from here and

back to our course."

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Still angry both with his own slip and the pale one, he

nodded affirmation and continued to lead the beast towards their side tunnel.

It was damn lucky that no one else had happened by, as the scattering of

bodies they'd just leftb

Veszaun Auvryath: 
*left behind was ample evidence to have a manhunt and

summary execution in store for them both.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( okay, we'll jump ahead a few days now)

BitVyper: 
(okay)

BitVyper: 
(oh, I should specify some things though)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( sure)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( Dekar loves lizards like I love sheep, we got that one)

BitVyper: 
(Dekar isn't sleeping, if he eats, he gives most of his food to

his mount, and he won't let Vesz hit his anymore)

BitVyper: 
(it's really starting to piss him off)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( okay, so they'll get about fifty feet before battle

starts, i'm sure)

BitVyper: 
(erm, meant to say, "if he eats, Vesz doesn't see)

BitVyper: 
(pretty much)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( heh, so for the sake of ease and not bringing this to a

screeching halt, we'll say that in turn, if Vesz hits it, Dekar doesn't see)

BitVyper: 
(sure)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( i'll make sure to note something about the oddities you

mentioned, though)

Unclear Presence: 
And so it was that four days later the dynamic duo came

across the first sure signs that they had just about caught up to their

quarry. A very good thing, for tensions had been somewhat high since

Vesz'aun's lizard had to be put

Unclear Presence: 
down two days back due to a leg injury, and though the

other lizard had been allowed to feast on the dead one's innards and other

soft parts, it was beginning to show signs of weakening. The amount of meat

that Dekar was

Unclear Presence: 
slipping it from their stores wasn't enough, apparently,

and for him to feed it more would cause problems of it's own account. In all

honesty, they could have fed it everything they had and kept it at full

strength, for neither

Unclear Presence: 
man actually needed to eat. But much as Dekar had taken

troubles to keep that fact hidden, so had Vesz'aun, with each parting during

meal breaks. As they were now both stuck on the same beast, such partings

were done for more

Unclear Presence: 
than that reason, surely. Dekar's complete lack of need

for sleep was passed off for similar reasons as Vesz'aun's need for very

little sleep the first two days, as the Bladesinger stayed awake sheerly

because he didn't trust the

Unclear Presence: 
other man enough to sleep. Exhaustion kicked in after

that, so he was forced to take his requisite two hours then. Having survived

it, he began to trust the pale one just a tad more. If both would simply

admit there particular

Unclear Presence: 
strengths and advantages, they could have overtaken their

quarry a day earlier, but pretensions got in the way. That, and the fact that

the lizards had nothing to keep them from tiring out. At any rate, it was

apparent now that they

Unclear Presence: 
would have to formulate what to do now that they were

almost upon the earlier travelers.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
"There should be a camp of sorts ahead, nothing more than

a widened area of tunnel, but it's a marked merchant camp all the same. They

may be there now, or if not, would have stayed there when last they rested."

He realized that it 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
was useless referring to such things as last night, for

outside of the cities in the Underdark, there was no real way to tell the

passing of time in such terms. "Considering the size of the party that headed

out, there will probably

Veszaun Auvryath: 
be a separate rear guard. If we can overtake them, we

might be able to procure their mounts and let this one go." Despite himself,

he'd become just a tad attached to the beast over the past couple of days,

and he now saw no need to 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
run it needlessly into the ground if they could get their

hands on some actual riding lizards.

BitVyper: 
Dekar nodded, "good.  Since you are versed in their tactics, I

will allow you to lead this particular endeavor."  He at least trusted the

man somewhat more now.  If they could get another pair of lizards, their

travel would become 

BitVyper: 
much quicker, and Dekar really saw no need to burden their current

mount further.  It would probably be best to just kill the thing, since weak

as it was now, and away from its pack, it would quickly fall prey to whatever

predators 

BitVyper: 
lurked in the dark.  Giving that matter no more thought, he

continued, "do you have any idea how many will be in this guard?"

Veszaun Auvryath: 
"Allow me...that's humorous. Anyway, it will be four at

most, perhaps only two. There haven't been any bodies laying in their wake,

so perhaps they've had as little trouble with predators as we have, and will

have softened their

Veszaun Auvryath: 
guard a bit. So I'd put my money on the latter. From what

I recollect, the tunnel narrows appreciatively on the other side of the camp,

meaning their ranks would narrow. All the more reason to have a smaller rear

guard." He pauses a

Veszaun Auvryath: 
moment, turning away from Dekar to pull the map from one

of the many pouches on his belt. "Yes, it narrows, and there is a sort of

side tunnel that circumvents the camp and runs parrallel to it for a good

way. They might have sent a

Veszaun Auvryath: 
soldier or three down that as well to flush out any

possible ambushers who would set up at the far

Veszaun Auvryath: 
end. Keeping past practices in mind, if we come upon them

appearing weaker than they, the rear guard might simply choose to engage us,

rather than one slow us up while the other rides ahead to give warning." At

that point he shrugs,

Veszaun Auvryath: 
while putting the map away. "Then again, they probably

have resources enough for magics to send warning messages, so we may just

want to rush in and not give them time to raise any such alerts in any

possible way." Looking about as 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
if he's guaging something, he thinks aloud once more. "We

could use some magics to hasten our own movements, and leave the mount here,

in the hopes that they are as close as we think them to be. If we can get a

drop on them, even 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
for a few seconds, I have some enchantments that could

help in our endeavors."

BitVyper: 
"A good idea," Dekar replied.  "I can handle cutting off their

retreat.  The cloak I am wearing allows me to convey myself long distances

through the shadows a single time every week.  If they are where you say they

are, we can 

BitVyper: 
sneak close, and attack from both sides."  It was a half truth,

but Dekar didn't want to reveal that he could activate a method of escape at

any given moment, just incase the drow decided he wasn't needed anymore.

That the man

BitVyper: 
carried a map heartened him as well.  Until this point, Dekar

hadn't known if he'd be able to find the ruin on his own should abandoning

his companion become necessary.  Now that would no longer be an issue.

Still, an ally was 

BitVyper: 
better than none, so long as he remained an ally.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
He nodded in response, taking in Dekar's words, and while

believing easily enough that the cloak had such a magic, he also believed

Dekar would be holding back some information where that was concerned. As

such, he kept that tidbit 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
in the back of his mind, and moved on. "Lets dismount now,

and lead it a bit farther. I'm not much of a tracker, but I have some skill

at it, and we should find definitive sign before ditching 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
our only ride. Something we can guage their exact time

ahead with, I mean." At that point, he looked at Dekar, not only in a

conversational manner, but to dwell on the oddity of their partnership. Not

so long ago, he'd scoff and

Veszaun Auvryath: 
laugh at such a thought, but now, ever since parting with

a certain flame hair he'd not really wanted to think about

Veszaun Auvryath: 
things were in a much different perspective. Or more

appropriately, since the former shackles on his mind had been released, he

was seeing all things a bit differently. By no means did he truly trust this

man, but his intentions

Veszaun Auvryath: 
towards Dekar were not to simply use the man as a tool and

discard him, but rather to take it for all it was worth in an honest fashion.

Pah, next I'll be dancing in a moonlit treehaven and singing songs of

Eilistraee. Frowning and 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
looking away, he swiftly got down off the lizard.

BitVyper: 
Dekar dismounted as well, taking the mount's and guiding it

onward.  

BitVyper: 
(not really much more to say, lets call it a night)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( alrighty, sounds like a plan)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( pick up on Friday)

BitVyper: 
okay, 'night

OnlineHost: 
BitVyper has left the room.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Night.)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
g'night

OnlineHost: 
Veszaun Auvryath has left the room.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Log on, whenever you two are ready.)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
waiting for the log

Veszaun Auvryath: 
ah, there it is

BitVyper: 
(no it isn't.  It's just an illusion.  That's actually a Lisa

robot)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( ah, fresh back from kicking Super Wight Ranger Robo's

ass)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Just to note, I turn the log on as soon as I enter a

room.)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( insert another brief time slip in their journey at this

point)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( yeah, so don't talk about Chase in such bad ways, he

might see the logs)

BitVyper: 
(weren't they about to kick some pansy dark elf ass?)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( close to it. she sent the end of the log)

BitVyper: 
(oh, and that wasn't Super Wight Ranger Robo.  It was an

inflatable decoy.)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( inflatable, eh? perv)

BitVyper: 
(I'm not the one with my hands all over it.  Anyway, lets start)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Definitive sign came across their path within an hour,

that being fresh lizard droppings, still slightly steaming. Figuring that

Dekar would be astute enough to know that it was extremely fresh, he moved

ahead around the next bed

Veszaun Auvryath: 
without saying anything on the subject. His form stopped

as soon as there was line of sight down the other side of the bend, and hand

signaled back to Dekar what he'd seen. Then it dawned on him that he was

using drow sign, and that

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Dekar most likely wasn't familiar with it. Just to guage

whether Dekar did know or not, he slid back from his roost and regarded the

man silently a moment. Noting that nothing seemed to register, he stepped

closer and relayed the

Veszaun Auvryath: 
information the old fashioned way. He kept his voice low

out of habit, as sounds could play in odd ways within the tunnels. "Two, as

we thought, and one appears to have just ridden back to join the other.

Something must have occured

Veszaun Auvryath: 
for them to have split for any length of time. The

outriders mount is somewhat fatigued, so better for us to overtake them, but

worse once we do. Anyway, go take a look if need be to find your bearings for

translocating, and lets

Veszaun Auvryath: 
get underway."

Veszaun Auvryath: 
* next bend

BitVyper: 
Dekar nodded in response to the man's short explanation, not

saying anything himself so as to avoid unneccessary noise.  Without wasting

any more time, he began creeping up to the bend, gliding across the cave's

surface soundlessly 

BitVyper: 
with surprising speed.  When he had reached the bend, the elf

peeked around the corner briefly to get an idea of the cavern's layout.

BitVyper: 
(roll for hide and move silently?)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( only if moving forward from that point)

BitVyper: 
('kay)

OnlineHost: 
Unclear Presence has entered the room.

Unclear Presence: 
The view beyond the bend was of more tunnel, no actual

chamber of any sort, though it did widen slightly overall for the length of

Dekar's vision. From where his roost was, the tunnel sloped down a good five

feet before more or less

Unclear Presence: 
leveling out to the position where he could see one of the

mounted scouts. Two were mentioned, so the other must be beyond the range of

his shadesight. That, or the bladesinger was lying for some reason. The rider

he could see

Unclear Presence: 
appeared to be wearing platemail beneath his cloak, from

what he could tell on the exposed parts. What seemed a bit odd at first was

that the scout had a blade taller than himself strapped across his back. Odd

in an amusing way,

Unclear Presence: 
that is.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
For his part, he began preparing a few minor enchantments

while waiting for Dekar to formulate what plans he needed.

BitVyper: 
Not wanting any surprises, Dekar rounded the bend and began

cautiously moving forward so as to see exactly where the third drow was

located.  Recently it had become much easier for him to blend in with the

shadows.  Perhaps another 

BitVyper: 
side effect of the changes that had been occuring in him.

However, now was not the time to ponder such things.

Unclear Presence: 
Stealthily creeping forward, almost wanting to laugh at

the ease of it, Dekar's range of sight afforded him a view of a second scout,

not more than a dozen paces from the first one. A few more moments of edging

forward, and another 

Unclear Presence: 
form came into view, this one on foot, a tether in hand,

which no doubt was connected to yet another riding lizard. That was confirmed

after a few more moments of stalking ahead. With the apparent lack of senses

superior enough to

Unclear Presence: 
notice Dekar, the man could probably creep right up on

them with little trouble, but as it stood, with him still a few dozen feet

away, they should all be in his sight now. At least according to what

Vesz'aun had told him.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Spell selection situated, he did likewise with a few small

items otherwise that may come in handy, then crept up to the bend once more,

to see where Dekar had disappeared to. He disliked leaving their current

mount unattended, as it

Veszaun Auvryath: 
could give sign of them away, but he had little choice at

the moment. Other than to kill it, perhaps.

BitVyper: 
Just as he was about to retreat, Dekar noticed something about the

drow; their skin appeared similar to the strange humanoids that he had

defeated at the temple of Lolth.  Still, he'd beaten them greater numbers

before with little

BitVyper: 
help, so the elf didn't worry too much.  That in mind, he quickly

retreated the way he had come, moving with the same ghost-like stealth as

before.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Noting Dekar's reapproach once the man got close enough,

he frowned to himself that the fool had gotten so close...and that he'd done

it so easily. Have to watch my back with that one. Figuring they may have to

converse aloud again,

Veszaun Auvryath: 
he took a final glance down the tunnel to make sure they

hadn't been noticed, then slipped back down to where the pack lizard was

located and waited.

BitVyper: 
As Dekar returned, he began to explain the situation in hushed

tones to Veszaun.  &quot;Those aren't drow,&quot; he began.  &quot;I fought

with them once.  They're nothing that can't be 

BitVyper: 
handled, however they are skilled fighters, and don't go down

easily.  To my recollection, they also seemed to have some resistance to

magic.&quot;  

BitVyper: 
Dekar himself had recently developed his own spell resistance,

though he was unaware of the fact as of yet.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Having seen them for himself, he found Dekar's story a tad

difficult to believe, so he arched a brow at the man questioningly. However,

he knew there were all manner of creatures that could take another beast's

guise, so he couldn't

Veszaun Auvryath: 
totally discredit the possibility. "Shapeshifters?

Constructs?" Brief pause. "No idea?" Whatever Dekar's answer, it meant he'd

have to rethink his strategy a bit, and not bother with spells that would

affect them directly.

BitVyper: 
&quot;Not shape shifters,&quot; the elf responded.  &quot;They

were employed by the family of a certain drowess.&quot;  For the moment, he

would at least extend the courtesy of avoiding her name.

BitVyper: 
&quot;I am unsure as to exactly what they are, but if you look

closely, their skin is leathery, and covered in strange patterns.  I believe

they were made by the bar tender.&quot;

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Although some part of him appreciated the fact that Her

name wasn't mentioned, the mention of both her and the human was enough to

pain and anger him again, at least inwardly. It was enough to cause a small

lapse in judgement all

Veszaun Auvryath: 
the same, however. Nodding curtly, he then moved toward

the tunnel bend, in a somewhat brazen mannerism. "It doesn't really matter,

they'll die either way. Time to move into position." If he hadn't been angry,

he wouldn't be so

Veszaun Auvryath: 
uncautious about the whole thing, and he could also offer

an alternative to fighting them altogether. But such was not his mood right

now.

BitVyper: 
Dekar shrugged.  It wasn't for his own benefit that he'd told the

drow what the creatures were.  He knew he could take them anyway.  &quot;Let

us engage them quickly in that case,&quot; he said before melting into the

shadows.

BitVyper: 
Dekar was still unused to the ability, and still felt awkward

passing through the shadows, but it was becoming easier with each attempt.

In almost the same moment he had disappeared, the elf re-emerged from the

shadows a short 

BitVyper: 
distance down the opposing exit tunnel to the one Veszaun would

enter from.  Immediately upon gaining his bearings, he moved back into the

shadows in a much less literal sense, so as not to be spotted.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Figuring to even the odds a bit, and give himself a few

more moments to work up a properly devastating greeting, he set about casting

one of his newer spells. A summoning chant. Figuring it best to get the most

out of it, he

Veszaun Auvryath: 
utilized one of his newer items as well, using up a charge

to make the creature as powerful as possible (maximize). For his efforts, he

was now accompanied by a lumbering, wrap-laden humanoid. Sending it forward

down the tunnel at

Veszaun Auvryath: 
it's full speed--nothing of note--he stood and waited,

ticking off a count in his head, waiting for it to get in position before he

cast his next spell.

BitVyper: 
At the same time as Veszaun made his move, Dekar had moved into

position behind the nearest scout to him.  When he was close enough, the elf

drew his two favored swords in a devestating pair of slashes aimed to simply

remove the 

BitVyper: 
humanoid's head.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Log back on)

Unclear Presence: 
Once more, the things proved to be resilient, though Dekar

could tell that his blades bit deeply. Not that it seemed to slow the

creature, who did not even so much as gasp in pain through the punishment it

received. The tethers

Unclear Presence: 
dropped from it's hand by the time Dekar's second attack

had bit into it's flesh, and a heartbeat later, in a blinding flash of

movement, it's own great blade was off it's back and in hand, arcing toward

Dekar's form in a

Unclear Presence: 
grand sideswing.

BitVyper: 
Easily as the creature swung its weapon, the angle was awkward,

and the attack seemed clumsy to Dekar's eyes.  The attack was sidestepped

easily enough, and Dekar found himself in position for a strike at the

humanoid's back as it 

BitVyper: 
recovered its balance.  Not about to miss such an opportunity, he

struck out with both Hashamar and Celphied.

Unclear Presence: 
Meanwhile, one of the other scouts had taken note of his

companion being under attack, and swiftly dismounted, feet already pumping to

move him as fast as possible in their direction, blade unslung from his back

in the process.

Unclear Presence: 
Not quite having the skills of observation that his fellow

did, he hadn't caught on immediately. But upon seeing his companion dismount

and run off, he finally got wind of it, and quickly scanned the tunnel in

both

Unclear Presence: 
directions. Half turned towards the battle, so he could

continue keeping an eye on the battle and the tunnel behind, he prepared to

leave in a hurry if such should be necessary. Orders were orders, and if

things got too hairy, he

Unclear Presence: 
had to flee in order to pass word of the incident to the

main group ahead.

BitVyper: 
In retaliation to his attack, the creature spun around faster than

Dekar had expected, managing to make a gash on the wight's right arm.  In

response, the elf continued his own onslaught, a feral smile quickly taking

his face as he 

BitVyper: 
laid into the creature with several more slashes.

BitVyper: 
(BOILED LETTER!)

BitVyper: 
(Also bold)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( lol)

BitVyper: 
Dekar continued his melee with the humanoid.  Neither made much

progress however, and that didn't suit Dekar at all.  As he willed Hashamar's

power to activate, the darkness that enveloped the sword exploded out in all

directions

BitVyper: 
covering all of the combatants.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Going through the motions of one of his most devastating

spells, intent on disintegrating the nearest, mounted one where he was

perched, once more he ended up chiding himself and his ability as a mage.

Determined to work on 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
correcting that in future, he gave up the notion in

frustration and ran towards the fight. Noting with further irony that he'd

almost pass up the undead minion he sent into the fray.

Unclear Presence: 
Apparently the magically deepened darkness worked it's

usual mojo, and sent the creatures into a bit of confusion. The one who had

run to join his companion in the fray was just about to land a charging blow

when the world went

Unclear Presence: 
pitch black, and he completely missed his mark, running

straight by. At least he did not charge into his companion. As for the one

Dekar had been battling, he finally heard it emit a sound, that being a

grunted growl of frustration,

Unclear Presence: 
for it was weaking from it's wounds, and now it could not

see it's foe. All the same, that lent it a blind fury of sorts, and it simply

began hacking about as best it could with the huge blade, tell tale sounds of

it scraping off 

Unclear Presence: 
the wall occasionally coming to ear.

BitVyper: 
&quot;What's the matter?&quot; Dekar mocked the creatures.

&quot;Are you having trouble seeing?&quot;  He openly laughed at the

humanoids now.  Though he'd recieved more than one harsh blow, 

BitVyper: 
the elf of course, could not feel it, and was now fully confident

that his opponents stood no chance of victory.  Before his original assailant

even realised what had happened, Dekar had stepped behind it, and driven

Hashamar into 

BitVyper: 
its back.

Unclear Presence: 
Getting the distinct feeling that the tides of battle had

turned against his fellows, and wary of charging into the impenetrable

darkness that had suddenly appeared, he decided to double back, figuring he

could take the outer

Unclear Presence: 
parallel tunnel. It would cost a bit of lost time, but he

had no desire to die despite being created purely for battle. It seemed some

semblance of intelligence remained within. It wasn't but a few scant

heartbeats of riding after

Unclear Presence: 
he'd turned, however, that he noticed the two figures

moving at him from that direction.

BitVyper: 
Now in his own element, Dekar had little difficulty severely

wounding his second opponent with a flurry of attacks from his two weapons.

It still had that unnatural toughness though, and managed to survive the

initial assault.  

BitVyper: 
However, Dekar knew that it could not last much longer

BitVyper: 
e

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Noting that the one which was still mounted apparently

intended to flee, he halted abruptly, words of the disintegrate spell on his

lips yet again, the metamagic rod still in hand. This time, however, he

decided to go for an easier 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
target, the actual mount. They only needed two riding

lizards, and he figured the soft hearted pale one wouldn't hurt either of the

others, so he let loose on the one approaching. With any luck, it would

unseat the fleeing drow, and

Veszaun Auvryath: 
his undead minion could set upon it. And so it was that

luck was finally with him, a cruel smile etched into place as he watched the

beast of burden turn swiftly into a pile of ash and dust, the rider falling

to the ground in an

Veszaun Auvryath: 
ungainly manner.

BitVyper: 
Once again having little difficulty avoiding his opponent's wild

strikes, Dekar brought Hashamar across in a vicious slash that separated its

head from its shoulders.

Xullrae Zauviir: 
The mummy attack and slammed the figure's nearest body part

with a low but wailing moan, but in it's next move it missed.

OnlineHost: 
BitVyper has left the room.

OnlineHost: 
Veszaun Auvryath has left the room.

OnlineHost: 
Veszaun Auvryath has entered the room.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
okay, that's better

OnlineHost: 
Unclear Presence has entered the room.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
is the log on?

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Let me check.)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(It is now.)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( okay. i'm gonna Stardate this thing anyway, one sec

while I open the calendar)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
[ Stardate: 29 Flamerule, 1372 ]

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( about three days since the last battle )

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(Noted.)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
For about the tenth time this hour alone, he began

grumbling incessantly under his breath, the little which Dekar could manage

to comprehend being nothing more than 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
griping about the cramps yet again. And about being cooped

up in their current hidey-hole, nothing more than a small indentation in the

rock wall some forty feet above the drow encampment below, 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
for some twenty hours or so now. Reflecting on the past

few days, he then started grumbling about the fact they should have simply

followed the other group, rather than double back a bit, then take the

parallel passage to get ahead 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
of them. Then he'd not have to sit here in relative

silence and much discomfort while they waited for them to catch up. Another

of the muttered self-arguments occured because he was now second-guessing the

choice to actually wait

Veszaun Auvryath: 
for the large attack force to arrive. Though it would

benefit them to sneak down into the currently heavily-guarded encampment when

Lesaonar's forces set upon them, that was little comfort now. That he knew

such a thing was to occur

Veszaun Auvryath: 
was thanks to the fact they were able to question the last

scout they'd killed, and actually get some answers. Then there was the fact

that none of this waiting seemed to be affecting Dekar in the least. The man

looked completely at

Veszaun Auvryath: 
ease and hadn't fidgeted once from discomfort. Bastard

prick anyhow. Some quarter of an hour or so later, he could no longer supress

the urge to relieve himself, and so it was that he had to waste an

invisibility spell just to go

Veszaun Auvryath: 
out and do so. Now was certainly not the time to take

chances. About the time he got his manhood out and was just beginning to

'write' his name on the wall nearby, he heard a commotion below. Glancing

over the lip of the ledge in

Veszaun Auvryath: 
that direction, he saw what they'd been waiting for: a

large contingent of mounted drow soldiers surging forward into the cavern,

battle cries unleashed a moment later. "What're the odds...?"

BitVyper: 
(so, why are we waiting for these guys?)

Veszaun Auvryath: 
( ooc in the other room)

BitVyper: 
Figuring that his companion was simply doing number two, Dekar

continued to wait patiently.  In all honesty, he could probably sneak into

the excavation site without employing this particular tactic, but it would be

good to have an 

BitVyper: 
ally on the inside, even if the man's intentions were highly

suspect.  They hadn't really talked much over the journey, but Dekar assumed

that the man intended to retrieve some item of power from the ruins.  He'd be

damned, moreso

BitVyper: 
than he already was, if he allowed some drow to get the best

stuff, but that was bridge the elf would burn down when he got there.  For

the moment, unable to see what Veszaun could, Dekar merely continued to wait.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
"Hey, paleboy, showtime." By the time he'd managed to

finish relieving his bladder and turned back, the noise from below would have

been loud enough to alert Dekar, so his announcement was pretty much wasted.

Figuring he hadn't used

Veszaun Auvryath: 
much of the invisibility spell yet, he determined that

he'd make the venture down into the camp without recasting. It was also

convenient to cover up the fact he was still fiddling with the laces on his

pants as he hurried back to 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
where Dekar was perched. "Want an invisibility spell, or

are you going to take the ballsy route?" By the volume of his voice, Dekar

could tell he was within a dozen feet or so now.

BitVyper: 
&quot;Invisibility, if you will,&quot; Dekar replied quickly.  He

could do without it, but the spell provided some extra protection, and would

be preferable if he decided to simply use his shadow striding ability to 

BitVyper: 
cross the distance more quickly.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Soft chanting came to Dekar's ears, and within a few

heartbeats, he could feel a gentle wash of magic brush over him. "Lets do it

then. As things appear rather chaotic down there right now, I'll leave it at

meeting you at the actual

Veszaun Auvryath: 
entrance to the ruins. The largest tent should contain

it." The next thing Dekar heard was a soft clank of metal on stone, a sound

Vesz'aun deliberately made upon leaving, to indicate that he had done so.

Down below, things were

Veszaun Auvryath: 
indeed a maelstrom of chaos, as the camp's defenders were

frantically trying to deal with the invader's sudden brutishness and superior

numbers. Though odd for drow, the invaders seemed to be a rather barbaric

lot, from the way they

Veszaun Auvryath: 
were fighting and the guttural sounds they were making.

Then again, the force was mostly comprised of the 'clones' they ran into

earlier, so it wasn't exactly drow they were dealing with. In any event,

picking one's way invisibly 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
through the frackas shouldn't be overly difficult, though

an errant spell could pose a danger all the same. Nothing to it but to try at

this point.

BitVyper: 
(huh, the window didn't pop up.  Didn't notice you finish, sorry)

Xullrae Zauviir: 
(No biggy.)

BitVyper: 
Wanting to cross the encampment with as little incident as

possible, Dekar merely checked the distance between himself and his goal, and

finding it to his liking, employed the shadow stride.  It happened much

faster this time, as

BitVyper: 
the wight had grown used to using it.  He hardly even felt the

tendrils of darkness pulling him across the distance before being aware that

he'd traversed it.  Once he'd returned to the physical plane, Dekar quickly

put made

BitVyper: 
up the remaining distance to the excavation site.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Unknowingly of like mind to Dekar, once he'd dropped a few

feet down the roughly sloping surface that led down to the camp, he stopped

and began chanting yet again. His spell successful, he appeared directly in

front of the main

Veszaun Auvryath: 
tent, and with no more than a moment's hesitation to shrug

off the minor disorientation, he slipped in through the untied flaps.

Apparently some of the rumors were true, for the tent was completely void of

life, and looked to have

Veszaun Auvryath: 
been that way for a matter of days. Luckily, he had a

trusty counter to the disease that was supposedly the reason for the vacancy.

It then occured to him that he hadn't inquired if the elf had a similar

protection. No matter, he

Veszaun Auvryath: 
supposed, though it would be helpful to have a dungeon

delving expert along.

BitVyper: 
Immediately upon his arrival in the tent, Dekar heard something

stirring behind him.  Not having had time to look around, he quickly drew

both of his swords, and spun around to face whatever had startled him.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Immediately after that, the soft sounds of steel being

drawn from scabbards coming to ear, he immediately sidestepped away from the

entrance, off to the left, one hand on the hilt of his blade, but not drawing

it just yet. A cursory

Veszaun Auvryath: 
scan made in the doing turned up nothing, so he remained

very still for the moment. A very brief moment, as an errant crossbow bolt

suddenly tore through the fabric, and whizzed so close to his ear that he

could feel the wind in 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
its wake. That caused him to leap aside and mutter an

audible curse, blade coming out via reflex, though he had nowhere in

particular to brandish it.

BitVyper: 
True, they hadn't spoken much, but Dekar did recognize Vesz'aun's

curse.  Well, the man seemed to have some magic.  It was possible that he

could have teleported himself here as well.  Cautiously, keeping his blades

at the ready, 

BitVyper: 
Dekar spoke in a low voice, facing the direction he thought the

drow might be in.  &quot;Vesz'aun?&quot; He queried the empty room.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Very much surprised that a now familiar voice came to ear,

and glad that he was invisible and hence his surprise would not be evident to

anyone, 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
he reflexively brandished his blade in a defense position

toward the direction of the voice, and, after taking a moment to make sure

the suprise wouldn't show in his voice, he replied. "The one and only. In

this tent, I mean. At 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
least, I'm hoping that's a true statement." Relaxing his

guard by the time he was done speaking, figuring the pale one had no reason

to kill him just yet, he began to move towards the hole in the floor that

must be the entrance to

Veszaun Auvryath: 
the city below. Though he'd not bring it up right now, he

was wary of the fact that Dekar had gotten here so fast. The man said he had

an item or two with such a trick up it's proverbrial sleeve, but he recalled

it having a very

Veszaun Auvryath: 
limited usage.

BitVyper: 
&quot;Good, then since we are both here, let us descend,&quot;

Dekar replied.  Quickly moving toward the same hole, he took a brief look

around it, not realy expecting to find anything, but still cautious. 

BitVyper: 
&quot;It is unlikely that we'll find any traps near the entrance

that have not already been set off, since this group seems to have been here

for some time.  Still, best to make sure.&quot;  

BitVyper: 
becomeSatisfied that he had found nothing on the surface, the

wight climbed into the hole and began to descend the stairs.  &quot;Come

along, 'partner,' I do not wish to linger here, but use caution.  

BitVyper: 
Stairways seem to have an awful habit of becoming slides, and as

this is a Netheril ruin, we are likely to find some forms of magical

protection.&quot;  When they had descended about halfway down 

BitVyper: 
the stairs, Dekar would stop Vesz'aun in  in order to lay his own

trap.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
He took the man's sudden touch as an affront, for a brief

moment. Thankfully able to let it go, he then realized what Dekar was doing.

Taking the time to listen in on the sounds of battle raging outside during

the interim, he came 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
to the conclusion that everyone was avoiding the tent like

a plague. That in mind, he decided to release his invisibility. Better that

he and Dekar don't end up tripping over each other. "I believe you will be

correct that the outer

Veszaun Auvryath: 
traps will already have been sprung, but rumor has it that

they did not get very far inside. Some sort of disease immediately set in

upon the workers and the drow foreman who went in with them, killing them not

long after. That's

Veszaun Auvryath: 
why 'production' has been halted." Within that statement

was an unspoken question, and he paused then, to see if Dekar would offer any

kind of response. Hopefully the man had some device handy, or knew a cantrip

of some sort, that

Veszaun Auvryath: 
could help protect him against whatever ailment would

befall them.

BitVyper: 
&quot;Disease you say?&quot; Dekar stated rather casually for

someone now descending into the ruins.  &quot;Such a pity for them.  I assume

that with this knowlege in mind, you have protected yourself from this? Of 

BitVyper: 
course, it is likely not an ordinary disease by any stretch if it

has been employed specifically to keep intruders out...&quot; Dekar let that

comment hang in the air as he continued making sure that the stairs were not

trapped

BitVyper: 
more out of habit than necessity.  Truthfully, he was becoming

very excited, and could hardly contain himself at the moment.  As it was, he

had already begun to grin as he thought of all the treasures and knowlege

that might rest 

BitVyper: 
inside the ruin.  Suddenly aware that he was still invisible, the

elf turned and spoke to Vesz'aun.  &quot;Are you able to release this spell?

I doubt it will be necessary from here on.  

BitVyper: 
We are unlikely to encounter many opponents who see with their

eyes.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
The only response Dekar got to his last question was to

feel the magics 'peel' away from his form. A nod was then given as

affirmation of the first question. When he spoke, it was of the disease

again. "True enough, even though I'm 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
no dungeon delving afficiando, I hear tale that some

places that are closed up for a long time can 'develop' things which would

inflict would be treasure hunters. Besides, considering how ancient this

place is supposed to be, many 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
of the magic traps within may have long since expired, or

corrupted. Though permanency is an option with such things, it's not an exact

science where millenia are concerned." If, during their conversing, he was

taking precautions to

Veszaun Auvryath: 
check the area despite his words, it sure didn't show.

Those who knew him well enough would take it as his reckless streak, and rest

assured that he really wasn't undertaking any such exercises.

BitVyper: 
After they had descended what Dekar judged to be about halfway

down the stairs, he held up his hand, indicating that he wanted to stop.

Doing just that, he turned around to face Vesz'aun. 

BitVyper: 
&quot;You have employed some magic before.  Tell me, can you cast

a spell of alarum? I wish to know when our pursuers pass a point further down

these stairs.&quot;

Veszaun Auvryath: 
"Of course." Though he said it in a slightly affronted

manner, his posture and mannerisms indicated it was all show, and that he was

not taking pains to pose as some effite wizard of great abilities. "I have

been studying an

Veszaun Auvryath: 
enchantment that could seal the passage behind us, if you

think we should use that as well. Though I'm wary to do so, as one, it could

possibly cut off our own escape if we need to flee fast for some reason. And

two, it may alert 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
those above that something is amiss, if anyone should care

to look in the near future." Glancing back up to the tent above for a moment,

concentrating on the continued sounds of melee, he then quickly added another

thought. "I don't

Veszaun Auvryath: 
believe anyone will actually make an attempt to enter here

anytime soon. The battle may end soon, but the victors will clean out the

bodies, reasses their resources, and most likely wait until a day passes

until they even bother

Veszaun Auvryath: 
with turning their attention to the ruins."

BitVyper: 
Dekar nodded in response to the drow's assessment of their

situation.  &quot;Such measures are unnecessary,&quot; Dekar replied.

&quot;I have a particular surprise prepared pursuers.  

BitVyper: 
One that will appear to simply be another of the dungeon's traps,

and will not cause any difficulties for ourselves.  I do however, wish to

know when that particular trap has been passed, hence your own magic.

BitVyper: 
If you can move a short distance further down the stairs and cast

your own spell, I will handle matters here.&quot;

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Nodding silently, he moved downward as indicated, and

prepared to cast his spell. As Dekar would need to get past it, he'd have to

specify some conditions he'd not dabbled with before, but he didn't see it as

a large problem. Upon 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
getting close enough to the door, he noted that those who

first entered must have left in great haste, as one of the set of double

stone doors appeared to have been completely ripped off it's hinges, now

laying just within the dark

Veszaun Auvryath: 
*darkened space beyond the door frame. It's companion

appeared to be stuck in a half open position. Figuring he'd best get to

casting, he set about doing just that.

BitVyper: 
As Vesz'aun continued past him, Dekar produced the small scroll he

had purchased before embarking on this particular endeavor.  Quietly chanting

the incantation, he created a small, glowing symbol on the stairs. 

BitVyper: 
Hopefully, this would at least slow them down, and possibly thin

their numbers.  As he finished the incantation, Dekar rolled up the now blank

BitVyper: 
paper, and placed it back in one of his cloak's pockets.  He could

still use the paper after all.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
His own spell had taken less time than Dekar's reading

from the scroll, so he was already watching the pale elf by the time Dekar

turned from his endeavors. The spell was not one he was familiar with, but he

recognized that it was 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
some sort of symbol or glyph from what he could gather of

the words, and the fact one actually shone upon the stairwell gave

affirmation. "Shall we enter, then? I'm inclined to have you lead, as you are

the expert on such things. If

Veszaun Auvryath: 
you can trust me enough not to stab you in the back." His

alarm was a silent one, which only he would hear. A point he could perhaps

use to bargain with in future. Then again, it most likely wasn't important

enough. At any rate, a 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
faint, ironic, self-mocking smile had crept into place

when he had spoken to Dekar. His people were known scoundrels and

backstabbers, and he found it funny to point that out when he had no such

inclinations whatsoever. From this 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
point on, Dekar could be nothing but useful. What he

sought, Dekar should have no interest in. And anything that would spark

Dekar's interest, would be of little real import in his grand schemes.

BitVyper: 
&quot;More likely you prefer that I set off any traps first.

However, I will take the lead in this case,&quot; Dekar responded as his

spell finished.  Seeing the drow's smile at the irony of his comments, he

too, chuckled slightly.  

BitVyper: 
&quot;Do not worry.  It is unlikely that you could do such a thing

to me in any case.&quot;  With that said, he stepped ahead of the drow.  He

saw nothing on the stairs or their walls

BitVyper: 
that made him want to linger, and so he began to walk forward,

alert for any signs of traps or enemies.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
He forced the smile to stay in place until after Dekar had

passed him, then it dropped abruptly. For a brief moment, he contemplated

taking up the psuedo-challenge, then managed to shrug it off and settled for

following the

Veszaun Auvryath: 
elf. Though Dekar already appeared to be moving forward

cautiously, he took no such stance just yet, as he figured anything on the

door and in at least the first chamber within would already be bereft of

ready traps.

BitVyper: 
Seeing that the doorway had been destroyed, Dekar briefly paused

to examine it.  He doubted that many drow could easily perform such a feat,

and wondered what would have done it.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Cursory inspection revealed some odd scorch marks around

the doorframe, which were more pronounced where the hinges upon the fallen

door used to be. Perhaps a spell trap of some sort caused it upon initial

entry. Though if that was 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
the case, it hadn't worked properly, for the door which

still stood ajar had no such marks at all. As there was not a wedge of any

sort, or any visible foreign object that would have caused the door to get

stuck, it may have been a 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
simple case of the stone settling in an odd manner that

left it unable to be opened any further that it currently was.

BitVyper: 
Satisfied for the moment, and unable to hold himself back any

longer, Dekar stood up, and entered the ruins.

Unclear Presence: 
And, coincidentally or no, that's just about the time the

world about him became suddenly and irrevocably suffused with light. However,

it soon abated to a comfortable level. Comfortable for a surface faring

creature, at least,

Unclear Presence: 
though from the grumble coming from the dark skinned elf

behind him, he could guess it was still slightly irritating to drow. When his

eyes adjusted, Dekar could see a sizable room, maybe 20 feet to a side, and a

little over half as

Unclear Presence: 
high. On the wall directly opposite him, there was a pile

of rubble that once must have been another door. A rotting arm and hand were

evident, sticking out near the bottom of the pile. Most likely a trap of some

sort had been

Unclear Presence: 
triggered. As his gaze swept to the other walls, he could

see various writings inscribed into them, though from his distance, he

couldn't make out any words, or even be sure of it's language, though one

would guess it would be

Unclear Presence: 
netheresian. A single door rested on each side wall as

well, both of which were resting slightly ajar. What would perhaps catch

Dekar's eye the most, however, were the multitude of gems set here and there

amongst the text on the

Unclear Presence: 
walls. At first glance, it seemed to be a chaotic

smattering, though secondary inspection revealed that there was a repeating

pattern evident between the three

Unclear Presence: 
walls. It wasn't so much the fact that there were gems,

but moreso that two of them on each wall seemed to be comprised of a certain,

specific gemtype that he employed the human to seek for him not so many weeks

ago.

BitVyper: 
As soon as he stepped into the light, Dekar felt a sudden urge to

move back into the darkness.  He had felt something similar to this before,

which he assumed was brought about by Hashamar, but it was much stronger now.

BitVyper: 
His eyes also took a greater amount of time to adjust than was

normal, but this could easily have been due to the weeks he'd spent in the

underdark.  Indeed, he'd experienced this very effect when returning

BitVyper: 
to the surface before.  Still, he gave no indication of his

momentary discomfort to the drow behind him.  Once he had adjusted however,

all irritance immediately vanished upon sight of the wall.

BitVyper: 
Hardly paying his companion any heed, the elf quickly moved to one

of the walls and began examining it.  He quickly recognized some kind of

pattern present, and also noticed the other stones.  That this ruin might be

linked with 

BitVyper: 
his greater goal inwardly made the elf ecstatic.  Without so much

as a word to Vesz'aun, he began attempting to decipher the strange Netherese

language, producing a paper and piece of lead when it became necessary to

write

BitVyper: 
something down.  He would have to be quick, but he wanted to look

everything over again later.  Gems could be pried out afterward.  He would

have to learn Netherese at some point.

BitVyper: 
As he began working on the text, and examining any pictures

present, his mind was also imagining what the room might have been used for,

who would have lived here, and why they no longer did.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
For his part, after noting that Dekar seemed a bit

obsessed with the walls, he meandered to each of the other doors in turn, and

took a quick peek into the open portions. He was wary of actually touching

them, and of going in, so he

Veszaun Auvryath: 
simply chose to wait. Boredom, and growing curiousity,

caused him to mouth a quick incantation after a bit longer, one that would

let him read the script on the walls. For his strengths were not in

deciphering such things of his own

Veszaun Auvryath: 
accord. His brow quirked when he noticed that he could not

read everything...some of it was apparently arcane script.

BitVyper: 
Dekar spent some time examining the wall, writing down everything

he couldn't translate at the moment, and an annotated version of what was

written there.  The writing style itself amazed him.  He'd seen similar

characters used a

BitVyper: 
time or two before, but nothing quite like this.  It was entirely

unique.  There also seemed to be some arcane script mixed in, which slowed

him down somewhat.  Eventually, he noticed a pattern in the symbols, and his

translation 

BitVyper: 
became much easier afterward.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Having grown bored about halfway through Dekar's

ministrations, he then cast a read magic enchantment, to decipher the spells.

At least, as best as he was able to, as the magics were beyond the grasp of

his own ability to cast

Veszaun Auvryath: 
them. He was able to glean the gist of it, but he'd not

even go down the road of speaking them aloud. So it was that he simply sat,

and continued reading, not really finding anything of real interest to him

within the text

Veszaun Auvryath: 
itself. This was obviously not going to give him clues to

what exactly it was he was looking for.
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BitVyper: 
Satisfied with his translation of the incriptions, Dekar marked

down several points of interest, and the beginnings of a key on his parchment

before returning both it, and the rather crude writing implement to one of

his cloak's

BitVyper: 
pockets.  Standing up, he now produced a small hammer and chisel

from the same place, and stared at the wall for a long moment in

contemplation.  

BitVyper: 
&quot;Vesz'aun, my friend,&quot; he called to the drow after some

time has passed.  &quot;You may wish to take a few steps back.  There may be

a good reason for these gems to have remained firmly in place thus far.&quot;

BitVyper: 
After allowing the drow a moment to follow up on his suggestion

should he so desire, Dekar stepped forward, and after looking the wall over

once more, took his chisel to the first of the strange, black stones.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Frowning deeply whilst he methodically got to his feet, he

contemplated the action Dekar was about to take, and the consequences it

might bring about. Unsure whether to smite the imbecile or simply walk away,

he tried talking him

Veszaun Auvryath: 
out of it first. "If you do that, the devices will be

ruined. Just to let you know, from a spellcaster's point of view. Not to

mention, there may be...severe repercussions." Figuring it best to be

prepared, and not really caring

Veszaun Auvryath: 
what happened to Dekar or this place, he got a teleport

spell ready on the tip of his tongue.

BitVyper: 
Oblivious to just how incredibly lucky he was that nothing

happened, Dekar pried out the first of the black gems.  &quot;Ah, good,

nothing exploded,&quot; he commented.  

BitVyper: 
Still, the drow's words did make sense.  If it were important that

the jewels remain in place in order for the rest of the tomb to be explored,

then it would probably be best to leave them where they were.

BitVyper: 
Besides, he only really needed one of the black jewels for his

purposes.  Taking more probably wouldn't bring him any closer to his goal in

any case.  

BitVyper: 
&quot;Well, perhaps we'll just leave the rest where they are then.

Shall we proceed? I would like to check the other door,&quot; he said,

gesturing to the opposing wall.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
He actually flinched when Dekar pryed the gemstone from

the wall, indicating to himself that he really didn't want to die, despite

the depression that has set in all too often since parting with...her. That

in turn caused him to get

Veszaun Auvryath: 
irritated, because Dekar could have easily killed them. He

wouldn't let the simpleton try something like that again, as that could have

been a stroke of fortune that no spell trap went off. Mildly heartened to

hear that Dekar had no

Veszaun Auvryath: 
intention of prying more out--and only half believing

it--he nodded and turned in that direction, though as the chamber was

relatively small, he didn't actually move just yet. Let the archaeologist

take the lead. He wouldn't term it

Veszaun Auvryath: 
as let the professional take the lead, because he had his

doubts as to whether Dekar fully understood what the writings meant, despite

all the time he'd spent going over them. Glancing about, trying to turn his

thoughts from 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
slapping the expert upside the head, he muttered the next

fleeting thought under his breath. "Leave it to the expert diggers to uncover

what is probably the only part of the city that does not connect to any other

part...."

BitVyper: 
Having made no move toward the other door as of yet, Dekar gave a

peculiar look to the drow and queried, &quot;is there perhaps something about

these ruins that you chose not to share earlier?&quot; 

BitVyper: 
He thought back to the text he had translated.  It had been a rush

job, and there were small portions he'd missed, but still, there didn't seem

to be anything indicating that the right path was a poor choice.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Offering a trademark of old, that being a mocking sneer,

as he turned to face Dekar, he spread his hands out to the sides slightly, in

a gesture of placation. "I'm sure there is nothing that an archaeological

expert such as yourself

Veszaun Auvryath: 
hadn't already gleaned. Seeing as magic cannot possibly

compare to learned mundane knowledge, when it comes to translations."

Dropping the sneer, along with his hands, offering an absent wave in the

doing to indicate Dekar should

Veszaun Auvryath: 
get on with it, he continued to babble on, in much more

deadpan tones. "I would simply think that one in your profession would want

to consider plundering the tombs, before stripping away access to them.

Especially considering

Veszaun Auvryath: 
that the tombs--or whatever precisely they are--will be

all we can access at this ruin site."

BitVyper: 
&quot;'Mundane,' translations, as you call them take time, but

given that time, one can-&quot; Dekar stopped himself.  Becoming defensive

seemed pointless at the moment.  With a shake of his head, he 

BitVyper: 
continued, &quot;nevermind.  In any case, if your spells have

gleaned some dire information regarding that particular passage, then let us

try another.&quot;

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Noting that Dekar had dropped an argument, he acquiesed to

try and do the same. Try, at any rate. Waving towards what seemed to be the

main door, from the way it was constructed in comparison to the other two, he

spoke up. "Well, as

Veszaun Auvryath: 
we'd have to dig the rubble from in front of that one, and

pray that the doorway itself wasn't damaged beyond working status, the one

you indicated is our only other choice. Unless you want to go through all

that grueling grunt

Veszaun Auvryath: 
work with the central door. If so, I'll be leaning over

here near the stairwell, standing guard." He paused briefly, then glanced

quickly at each wall in turn. "And no, I couldn't discern anything overtly

dire in any of them. Even

Veszaun Auvryath: 
with magic, the fine differences in phrasing between the

obviously three types of dead can't be discerned. There is some context that

would help, if I had even more context to figure that part out. All I could

gather for sure is

Veszaun Auvryath: 
that the central door seemed to be the primary burial

ground, and the other two were used less often and given less aplomb. Perhaps

there were distinctions for criminals, or traitors, or some such. Or even one

for creatures of other

Veszaun Auvryath: 
races. Who can tell?" He'd offered up a small shrug with

that last phrase.

BitVyper: 
&quot;The left passage, then.  Lets proceed,&quot; Dekar

responded, turning around.  As the door was already opened, he gave it only a

cursory check for any traps before slipping through.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
For his part, having already glanced through the doorways

earlier and pretty much determined what was there, he simply walked up to the

door and waited. If he'd missed anything of interest, Dekar would be sure to

clue him in. Or

Veszaun Auvryath: 
not. Didn't really matter either way. What Dekar would

find inside the door was a simple, stone chamber, with more magical glyphs

and runes on all the walls, floor, and ceiling. It was only ten feet high,

and fifteen feet to a side 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
otherwise. No adornments or furnishings of any sort. In

the center of the chamber, on the floor, was the largest of the sigils, and

it appeared to be of appropriate size to accomodate any human being that may

lay upon it.
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BitVyper: 
Recalling a somewhat reputable book published on the rituals of

the Netheril, and using some common sense, Dekar quickly discerned the room's

purpose.  &quot;Ah, I've heard of this!&quot; He exclaimed to

Xullrae Zauviir: 
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BitVyper: 
himself before turning to face the drow.  &quot;It seems that only

one of us can proceed from this point, while the other must activate

BitVyper: 
the spells by reading the inscriptions outside.&quot;

Veszaun Auvryath: 
"I'd gather something of that sort earlier. So, seeing as

you are the adventurous archaeologist, and I can read the spells without

fail, I'd say our respective places in this endeavor are predetermined." He

didn't add in that he 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
wasn't sure if he could actually make the spells work or

not. A minor detail, and if he failed, he could pass it off as the magics

having faded over time. If it succeeded, well, who knew what would happen, or

where Dekar would end

Veszaun Auvryath: 
up? At this point, he could cut his losses and leave at

any time, so it wouldn't hurt to see if they could find out anything

interesting about the place, if not useful.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
*gathered

BitVyper: 
&quot;I was about to suggest the same course of action myself,

actually.  Rather... lucky that our group is just the right size for this to

work though,&quot; Dekar said, indicating both his approval, and distrust.

&quot;If 

BitVyper: 
you would be so kind as to close the door then, we may

begin.&quot;

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Nodding in reply, almost bringing a mocking smile to bear,

then thinking better of it in light of the fact that he wasn't sure what was

going to happen, or if this was going to be a goodbye of sorts, he left it

off as.... "I will

Veszaun Auvryath: 
indeed be so kind." Reaching out to what amounted to the

door's handle, he slowly pulled it shut, offering a small bow of parting,

more of a nod really, in the doing. Once it was shut, he'd turn his attention

to the inscriptions.

BitVyper: 
Figuring the situation rather fitting, since the room was intended

for the transport of corpses; exactly what he happened to be, Dekar laid down

on his back over the large rune, and did his best not to move.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
After studying the inscriptions one final time, he set

about actually mouthing them aloud. Due to their nature, he figured he could

get a retry if he needed to, but it seemed as if it'd be simple enough thanks

to the way it was set 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
up. For a moment, he hesitated, first contemplating the

situation, then reveling in it slightly. This must be what it felt like to be

Cogliostro. The bald prick held everyone's fate in his hands--so it seemed,

at any rate--and now

Veszaun Auvryath: 
here he was, with Dekar's in his own. Well, his, and

Fate's, for who knew what was going to happen. With a wry smile, he set off

on his task, pronunciating the words perfectly, and figuring the the dull

thrumming and glowing of the 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
gems set into the wall, that he'd done it properly. Soon

after he finished, the room went silent and dark once more, though he paused

a bit, waiting to see if Dekar would come waltzing out or not.

Unclear Presence: 
As for Dekar's experience, all the runes, glyphs, and

sigils within sight of his position had begun to glow, and brightened

quickly. He could not hear outside the chamber, but he could guess all the

same that Vesz'aun was indeed

Unclear Presence: 
casting the triggers, and doing so successfully. Then a

somewhat familiar disorientation began to set in, like what he'd experienced

with translocating a time or two, but this time it was just a tad different.

Though he did not

Unclear Presence: 
actually know it during the process, he was shifting

between Planar boundaries, not just moving from one space to another on the

same Plane. In another heartbeat, the disorientation was

Unclear Presence: 
over. Replaced swiftly--and brutally--with blinding

platinum light. And pain. A sensation he'd thought himself beyond, but one he

was most definitely experiencing to the utmost degree. Of minor significance

at the moment was also

Unclear Presence: 
the sensation of floating, and if indeed he could manage

to glance around through it all, there was nothing but an expanse of bright

white light, interspersed with the occasional yellowish flare.

BitVyper: 
Not only assaulted by pain, but a sudden feeling of extremely

intense distress from Hashamar; greater than any indication he'd ever felt

before that the blade was more than a sword, Dekar instinctively wrapped

himself in his cloak.

BitVyper: 
This accomplished absolutely nothing in regards to keeping the

agony away.  It was only now that the elf realised he was screaming.  It had

been decades since he'd had to fight through any form of pain, but the

memories flooded back

BitVyper: 
all too quickly.  Even if he could ignore the pain though, the

entire world seemed almost to be assaulting him with just what he was now.

He felt as though a crowd of thousands was standing about, screaming about

the wrongness of

BitVyper: 
his existence; calling him vile, filthy, wretched, and any other

unpleasant adjectives available.  Through it all though, there seemed to be

one, faint, gasping voice desperately pleading with him to do something to

relieve the 

BitVyper: 
current situation.  Again, this wasn't particularly helpful, but

it did help to focus his mind.  Somewhat experienced in planar travel, Dekar

reasoned (jumped to the first assumption that came to mind, actually) that he

was no 

BitVyper: 
longer on the material realm.  Given just how the current location

was affecting him, that assumption immediately lead him to assume further,

just where he was.  His mind working brilliantly fast under the stress, the

Dekar came to 

BitVyper: 
one conclusion.  I'm boned, he thought, with none of his usual

eloquence.  He wouldn't give up that easily though, indeed, whatever voice

was calling out to him seemed determined not to allow it.  One thing was

certain though; if he

BitVyper: 
didn't do something -fast-, he was going to die.  What could he do

though? Even his cloak wouldn't last much longer, and it did little to avert

this world's searing energy.  Feeling himself losing time fast, Dekar acted

on instinct 

BitVyper: 
again, activating a magical ring he had found, and encasing

himself in a small globe of energy.  For a moment, the light dimmed, and the

pain subsided.  For a moment, Dekar regained some hope.  This made it all the

more crushing 

BitVyper: 
when his barrier fell, and the pain returned ten fold.  This left

one option; prayer.  Of course, no god would ever answer Dekar's prayers, and

he sure as hell wasn't about to pray anyway.  Still, it couldn't hurt to ask

for a 

BitVyper: 
little bit of assistance.  Swallowing his pride, biting back the

unbearable pain, Dekar called out into the light; &quot;Dark man!&quot; As

he'd come to call the strange entity, &quot;whoever you are, whatever you

are, HELP! 

BitVyper: 
I don't care how many sh-&quot; his plea for help was lost in a

scream as a flare went off somewhere nearby, overwhelming the wight with

pain.

Unclear Presence: 
The flare not only overwhelmed him with pain, but

shortened his lifeline by about a minute as well. As it stood, the pain kept

him from realizing just how much time was passing, and how much damage had

been done before salvation--of

Unclear Presence: 
a sort--had arrived. The conflicting energies of Shadow

and Light as one breached into another would have been enough to make Dekar

think the final moment had come, such were the 

Unclear Presence: 
tremendous forces tearing into and through his body. It

wasn't so much pain, as it was significant discomfort and disorientation.

What exactly happened, Dekar would never know, as his senses were too garbled

to make any sense of

Unclear Presence: 
it. For a long time after, all he could remember

experiencing was comforting, rejuvenating darkness. Time had no meaning

whatsoever to him during the &quot;healing&quot; process. When full

realization came back to him, Dekar found

Unclear Presence: 
himself laying amidst some crumbled ruins in the Plane of

Shadow. He knew that last part via his ever strengthening ties to the place.

And, though he may doubt it's validity at first, he did feel stronger ties.

Stronger in more ways

Unclear Presence: 
than one. Despite the fact he was quite alone, something

he'd ascertained quickly enough, he became aware of a constant, droning,

dreamlike voice tickling at his senses. After a few heartbeats of trying to

glean exactly what

Unclear Presence: 
was being said, and where it was coming from, he discerned

that it was directly in the recesses of his mind. The voice, too, was

recognizable, though it took him a few more moments to remember back to when

he heard it. It was during

Unclear Presence: 
the incident on that brilliantly lit up plane, when all

other voices were damning him, one stood out, pleading with him. It was that

voice that he heard. Even if it weren't actually the same, it sounded exactly

the same. It wasn't

Unclear Presence: 
speaking to him, though, not directly. It soon became

apparent that it was more akin to someone talking in their sleep. Random

strings of thought, in muted tones. Then another voice suddenly interrupted,

one he'd heard before, 

Unclear Presence: 
one who's owner he was now indebted to, more than ever. No

form was evident to go with the voice, however, and it seemed to come from

all sides. &quot;It slumbers, but feed it, and it shall awaken.&quot; Dekar

got the feeling that

Unclear Presence: 
the entity did not mean right now. &quot;Hear me well,

shadowspawn. For that which I have given you, a million souls should you

return to me in repayment. All I shall ask for, however, is one. This one,

however, cannot be

Unclear Presence: 
...won...in a simple manner. No, this soul I seek must be

gained by nurturing, by some amount of trickery perhaps, yet this soul must

in the end come to me of it's own choosing. Your task is to assure that

happens. No small feat,

Unclear Presence: 
something you will find, when the soul you do find. This

soul...you will know it when you next come upon it. Ask no more about

it.&quot; There were momentary pauses while it continued speaking, but Dekar

got the feeling during

Unclear Presence: 
such pauses that it was best not to interrupt. The voice

also narrowed down into specific locations, giving the impression that the

speaker was constantly flitting around him, though nothing could be seen.

&quot;Only by

Unclear Presence: 
gaining this soul for me, shall you ever have one to call

your own again.&quot; A brief, dark chuckle interrupts momentarily. &quot;Or

should I say, that which would approximate for your soul.&quot;

BitVyper: 
Dekar's mind reeled, trying to assimilate so much information, so

quickly after his recovery.  Still, he got the basic gist of it, and he

didn't like it at all.  Sure, he could lie like no other, but subtle

manipulations really 

BitVyper: 
weren't his forte.  He didn't exactly have a choice though.

Paying off the debt was the only way he could be truly free.

&quot;Fine,&quot; he whispered, surprised at how difficult it was to speak.

Giving a dry 

BitVyper: 
cough, he spoke up louder, &quot;fine.  Get a soul to willingly

let you have it, right?&quot;  He an out of character, cynical chuckle at the

seemingly impossible task.  

BitVyper: 
&quot;I suppose there is no reason for this particular soul to

come to you; no perks, eh?&quot;

Unclear Presence: 
&quot;Perks you seek? Look to thine own self for a

smattering. Then look--and listen--to your beloved blade. Heed it's council,

and perhaps you will accomplish your goal before the soul I seek passes into

the afterlife. Now, the

Unclear Presence: 
time for questions is at an end, and the time for your

return to the world of conflicting, evershifting shades of light and dark is

at hand. Call on me not again, lest you wish to incur a price that would take

you several

Unclear Presence: 
agonizing lifetimes to pay.&quot; And so it was that,

without further ado, a portal of deeper darkness appeared before Dekar, with

a not so subtle hint given that he should step through it.

BitVyper: 
&quot;Right, whatever.  Thanks for the help; I'll get that soul

for you,&quot; Dekar responded, not quite as upbeat as his normal self.  Not

feeling overly inclined to bid his benefactor farewell, 

BitVyper: 
and still sorting through everything in his mind, Dekar simply

gathered himself up, and stepped through the portal.

Unclear Presence: 
And so it was that, despite the darkness which he'd just

ventured into, he stepped out into blindingly bright light once more...

Unclear Presence: 
though this time it faded quickly enough, to the

everpresent though tolerable level which permeated the city of Sshamath. The

momentary discomfort was due to the fact he'd been away from any light for

what seemed 

Unclear Presence: 
an eternity. If he should care to ask around, once he

figured out his bearings, as he'd not been in this particular corner of the

city before, he'd find out that he left Vesz behind at least a week ago. It

was now 11 Eleasias,

Unclear Presence: 
otherwise known as the first day of Dekar's seemingly

fruitless quest for independence.

Veszaun Auvryath: 
Meanwhile, going back a bit before the Fates played yet

another prank on Dekar....

Veszaun Auvryath: 
He'd waited about three full minutes before deciding it

was safe enough to open the door. Having opened it just wide enough at first

to confirm Dekar was not around, he then pushed it open entirely and mustered

the will to step

Veszaun Auvryath: 
inside. Swiftly summoning a small globe of soft light into

existence, he spent the next handful of minutes studying the symbols and

runes in the chamber. His frown continued to deepen as "read", for he saw now

that the trip was one 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
way. There were dimensional locks in place that would

prevent anyone from returning to this point of departure. Probably a

failsafe, meaning Dekar took a trip somewhere not beneficial to life by any

means, most likely. Before he

Veszaun Auvryath: 
could ponder any further, the silent alarm went off in his

head, the one Dekar had him set. Swiftly dousing the light and leaping out

the doorway so that he wouldn't get caught in the anchors, should they work

in such a manner, he 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
was just about to start rattling off an invisibility spell

when the room he'd just fled from suddenly flared to life, bringing a

blinding luminescence to the small chamber he now stood in. His spell lost as

he tried in vain to cover

Veszaun Auvryath: 
his eyes, he vaguely registered that someone else had run

into the room, yelling something or other, when the light was followed by a

resounding boom which shook the chamber walls around them, and sent him

sprawling forward, 

Veszaun Auvryath: 
crashing first into, and then through the door to the

other chamber which Dekar had rendered inert. What exactly happened next,

neither he, nor the other person present would ever really know, but somehow,

the energies from the

Veszaun Auvryath: 
explosion caused more enchanted energies to spark to life

and summarily destroy themselves in turn, in a spectacular, chaotic

maelstrom. When a certain House Weaponsmaster from Sshamath finally deemed it

safe enough to investigate

Veszaun Auvryath: 
and strode down the still smoking stairwell into the ruins

below, all he and his two companions found was a large, perfectly smooth,

spherical ball of nothingness where once there stood three chambers. The fate

of the officer they'd

Veszaun Auvryath: 
sent in earlier, and of anyone else that may have been in

there, was left an unknown.

