[i]The Multiverse. A unending sea of parallel worlds, an endless ebb and flow as a universes are born, grow, and die. It as a multiverse filled with countless diverse peoples living out countless lives, lives which are watched over by the society known as the Eternals. The Eternals, the ever vigilant watchdogs of the many worlds of the Multiverse and Continuous, are just as diverse as the individuals that make up the multiverse itself. 
On the other end of the spectrum stands the all consuming, all destroying nothingness of the Void. A force unpatrolled in all existence, the Void makes a constant bid for the annihilation of all Creation. Locked in an everlasting battle with this unbeatable nemesis, the stories of Eternal’s battles and the wars fought against the Void are among the most epic, sweeping tales that fill the multiverse today.

This is not one of those tales.

This tale begins in the rather pedestrian setting of an office, boring and quiet. Specifically, the office of Fabian, Beta of the Eternals, as he works on squaring away the paper work that continues to pile up on his desk, day after day...[/i]

It was quiet in Fabian’s room, the Eternal Beta diligent as ever as he slid aside a stack of papers on his desk, grimacing as he looked over at the electronic monitor across from him. Shaking his head, he reached up and adjusted it, taking a moment to note just how much he has left to get done today. He doesn’t complain, however – such is the life of someone in his position, and without a word to the otherwise empty room, he continues with his paperwork.

A knock on his door, however, jars the quiet worker out of his thoughts on recent events, the man looking to the door with a raised eyebrow. He reached over, somewhat cautiously, and flicked a switch on an adjacent console, revealing an image of his own Epsilon, Malachi, tapping his foot impatiently on the other side of the door. Not one to keep someone waiting, the Beta reached over, pressing another on his console. Instantly the door slid open, Malachi taking no hesitation in stepping the room with a wave.

“Hello, Fabian. Busy as ever, I see,” Malachi quipped as he slowly walked towards the desk where the Beta sat, and immediately Fabian could tell something was up – Malachi wore a wide grin on his face, and nothing ever went well when this was the case.

Glancing back at the monitor and the laundry list of things he had to do, Fabian gave his Epsilon a slight nod. “You have a knack for stopping by when I’m at my busiest, Malachi,” Fabian responded as he straightens a set of papers, placing it delicately on the desk in front of him before looking up at the other Eternal. “Is there something in particular you wanted to speak with me about?” As he finished his question, he noticed something that assured him that Malachi was up to no good – Shorts. It was very rare for the Epsilon to wear shorts, and it was considered far enough out of uniform that Fabian considered, for a moment, reprimanding him.

Malachi’s grin grew, making the Beta even more uncomfortable. “I actually have a message from the Alpha – Ashilyn wanted to see you ASAP. No idea what about, but she asked me to get you for,” he responded, a glance back at the door as he speaks. 

Suspicious behavior indeed, Fabian noted.

The Beta let out a sigh, shaking his head. “She knows she can contact me any time she needs me, she’s had no qualms of sending the AEGIS AI to bother me when she’s too busy herself,” Fabian responded, pausing for a second before continuing. “Let’s be to the point, Malachi. What are you up to?”

Malachi shrugged in response. “Me? Not much. I was on my way to see Sean about something, then I bumped into Ashilyn, told her what I was up to, and she told me to get you for her.”

Fabian watched Malachi intently for several moments before shaking his head and rising from his seat. “Alright, though I do hope she has a good reason for sending you instead of contacting me herself.” His tone was nonplussed, his face showing just a hint of the annoyance he felt at the moment. He straightened his collar, punching a few keys on his console before starting towards the door, Malachi behind him every step of the way. 
As the door to his office slid open, he was greeted by a most unwelcome surprise – standing on the other side, just out of sight of the viewscreen he had used to see Malachi earlier, were Lenna Leamonde, her usual torn tank top and miniskirt unseen due to her unusually closed trenchcoat and her hair falling even further down than usual, and Ashilyn Oreta herself. Ashilyn stood waiting, a smirk on her face that contrasted strongly with the formal business attire she wore. As Fabian and Malachi stepped out and the door behind them slid shut, Lenna let out a laugh, her thick glasses slipping down her nose as she did. Was that the scent of... lotion he could smell coming from her?

“Damn, Malachi, I didn’t think you’d actually get ‘im to come out!” she exclaimed, still laughing as she adjusted her wayward spectacles. Beside her, Ashilyn chuckled quietly, shaking her head at Lenna’s exclamation.

Fabian immediately flashed a glare in Malachi’s direction, who stood purposefully between the Beta and the door back to his office. Attempting to keep his composure, the Beta looks back up at Ashilyn, a stern look on his face.

“I would appreciate it if someone let me in on what was so funny,” Fabian said, still looking at Ashilyn. “Malachi told me you wanted to see me, Ashilyn. Was there a particular reason?”

Ashilyn, still smirking, nodded. “There was, yes, Fabian. I actually apologize for sending Malachi to get you, he took oddly longer than I thought. If I’d known he was going to take this long, I would have just come in myself,” she said, eliciting a nod from Fabian. As she continued, the Alpha reached up, threading a long strand of hair out of her vision. “I ran into Malachi earlier, and he informed me of some plans he and Lenna had made for the next few days, and I was hoping I could get you to... supervise them.”

Her grin was wide as Malachi’s now, a look likely unfit for a serious Alpha. Fabian wrinkled his nose, glancing over at the two Epsilons that now flanked him. “Supervision? I... have to ask why I am needed for this, Ashilyn. I have plenty of work to do as it is, unfortunately I’m not sure I have time for such things.” Beside him, Lenna chuckled to herself. “I also must ask what it is that they plan to do that would require [i]my[/i] supervision.”

Ashilyn chuckled, shaking her head gently. “Well, actually, Fabian, that’s part of the problem. I haven’t seen you leave that office except to go home any time recently.”

Fabian frowned, staring at the shorter woman – he immediately knew what was coming. A conversation he had had with Mishnu more times than he wished to remember, and one he had a feeling he wasn’t going to win. Not after last time.

“Malachi told me that he and Lenna were planning on taking a handful of days off, and I immediately thought of you,” she continued, beginning to pace around and make motions with her hand as she did, the two bracelets on her arm clinking repeatedly against each other, standing out with Lenna’s continued giggling in the otherwise relative silence. Pausing, she turned her head to face Fabian once more. “You spend all your time in your office lately, I think it would be best if you spend some time away.”

Fabian let out a sigh, shaking his head. “I do appreciate your concern, Ashilyn, but I assure you that I am fine. At the moment, some... time away is about the last thing I can afford to take at the moment, I’m afraid.”

Ashilyn shook her head. “Don’t worry about your work, Fabian. I’ve already arranged for what’s left for the next few days to come through Sophia, Kaimuro, and myself, so won’t be so pressing on you. Go with them, do something different for a change. Relax. I’m sure you need it”. With a smile, this time much less wry then the grin she had possessed, Ashilyn turned and began to walk away even as Fabian opened his mouth to protest. She didn’t let him get another word out, however. “And Fabian... well, I know you’re busy, but I’m afraid this isn’t a request. I really do think you need the time off.”

Fabian stood, somewhat dumbfounded as the Alpha rounded a corner and disappeared from sight. He had had even less chance to argue than the last time this had happen, and he wasn’t happy about it at all. Letting out a long sigh, he looked at his Epsilon beside him, and shook his head. “I don’t suppose I could convince you to leave me be while you two go on this excursion, could I?” He paused a beat, and then looked ahead. He remembered how this had gone last time. He knew he was fooling himself.

It wasn’t Malachi who responded, but rather Lenna. “Tch, tch, tch, Fabian. You’re not getting out of this this time~” she replied in a sing-songy voice, Malachi laughing in response. “We’ve already arranged for some of your things to be sent, they’re waiting at the Pools for us. Everything’s all ready to go!”

“She’s right, Fabian,” Malachi continued, taking his first steps away from the office room. “Ashilyn asked us to take you, I don’t particularly want tog et on her bad side. Just come along, I’m sure you’ll just end up reading again anyway. But getting out, at the very least couldn’t hurt.”

Fabian’s expression was sour, but he knew where he stood here. Shaking his head, he strode past Malachi. “Let’s get this over with, then.”

Lenna and Malachi exchanged glances, both grinning wide. “Bit more complicated than that, Fabian, so I’m afraid you can’t get off that easy,” Lenna said as she followed behind the Beta. “I made some... special arrangements with Sean while Mal was talking with Ashilyn” – Fabian raised an eyebrow at this – “so this’ll be a bit more than just a vacation. But come on, don’t sweat it! Just have some fun for once, Fabian.”

Fabian frowned. He could only imagine what he had been thrust into. Indeed, he was truly unaware of the fate that had just been thrust upon his shoulders. Sun, relaxation, a good time... a terrible plight indeed.

Fabian continued to lead the trio through the winding halls and across the busy walkways, causing many people to regard them with curious glances as they made their way to the Memory Pools – it wasn’t often the Beta went “casually” walking through the City flanked by one of his Epsilon, must less the Muse of Magic. Before long, the trio came upon the Memory Pools at last, Fabian continuing to stare ahead, still at a loss for what to make of the days continued developments.
Inside, Sean awaited them, though perhaps unintentional – the Eternal seemed far more interested in a small, rectangular object in his hands. Seemingly oblivious to the trio’s entrance, the Epsilon paced around, holding the small white device up to various objects in the room, the sound of a camera shutter following each time. “Man, this DSi thing is awesome, I cannot believe some places are jut creating these things!” he said as the shutter sounded again, a big, stupid grin on his face The trio stood in silence and confusion, Sean failing to notice their presence until finally the device centered on them, causing a look of surprise to fill Sean’s face. 
“Holy crap, you guys actually did it?” he remarked as a camera shutter sounded once more. Lowering the device, Sean  looked at Malachi with a grin, and then at Fabian. “Huh, I never thought you’d get him to come along! Anyway, Lenna, I’ve got everything you asked for ready. Though, I mean, you know I’m all for a good time, but you’re sure I won’t get in trouble for this?”
Fabian gave a puzzled look, glancing at Malachi, and then turning to face Lenna. “I’m somewhat annoyed that I seem to be the only one who doesn’t know exactly what’s going on today,” he remarked as he crossed his arms. Lenna smiled, ignoring the Beta as she stepped past him, reaching into a pouch at her waist and removing a deck of cards.
“[i]Perfect[/i], love! And if the it hits the fan, just let them know it was our doing, you’ll be fine. So the invites are all sent out, and you got everything of out dear Beta’s together like I asked?” Sean nodded in response, a grin on his face. “[i]Shit[/i], this is going better than planned!” Lenna exclaimed, prompting the Fabian to shake his head even as she turned to him. “This is going to be a hell of a party, Fabian. You’ll have fun, I promise!” As she spoke, she held out the deck of cards, magically shuffling it repeatedly, the Muse smiling the entire time.
Fabian groaned, stepping towards Sean. “A party? I don’t believe this is what Ashilyn had in mind, you two,” Fabian said in a chastising voice as he looked around the room, his eyes finally falling on a small bag with also stereotypical gothic Latin print on it. Knowing how much fun the Muse liked to poke at him, he quickly came to the conclusion that it must be the provisions that had been mentioned many times before. With a sigh, the Beta knelt down beside the bag and began rifling through it, admittedly somewhat curious as to what, exactly, had been packed for him. “I do hope you aren’t planning anything too extreme, I’m only doing this because-“ Fabian stopped quite suddenly, turning to face the Muse of Magic with a glare, a small garment of clothing in his hand. Malachi laughed loudly, while Lenna ignored him entirely, continuing to shuffle her deck of cards.
“So, you still haven’t told me what I’m getting out of this, you know,” Sean notes with a grin, even as he returned to his seat. “This had better be worth it, you  know,” he continued, smirking as he began pushing buttons on a console.
Giggling, Lenna flicks her wrist, a card flying from the shuffled card deck and on to the screen in front of Sean – the Ace of Hearts. “We’ll pick a girl for you from the ones that come, a damn fine one. How’s that sound?” the Muse replies slyly, watching Fabian carefully as he places the piece of clothing back in the bag and sighs.

Sean smiles momentarily, and then grimaces. “For this favour? Lenna, I think you owe me a date yourself!” he replied, the half joking protest sending the Muse into a fit of gleeful laughter. Malachi shook his head, waving a finger at Sean. Sean made a pouty face, leaning up against the console with a dismayed look.

Standing straight again, Fabian cleared his throat loudly, a cross expression on his face as he watched the other three banter. “If you three are quite done, I would prefer to get going now, rather than later. The quicker this is over with, the sooner I can get back to what I need to”. The bag was held loosely in his hand, the beta turning towards the Pools. Lenna and Malachi traded sighs, following behind him in time.
“And Lenna, I do hope you have nothing too exorbitant planned.”

[center][b]************************************************[/b][/center]
Fabian couldn’t believe what he was seeing as they walked through their destination. It wasn’t the white sandy beaches, the clear water, the bright sunshine, or the wet, glistening, shapely bodies that lined said beach and the nearby streets. No, it was, rather, the wide array of... party goes that Lenna and Malachi had gathered. None of them belonged here, and it was clear that this was a blatant violation of policy.

“Welcome to Costa del Sol!” Lenna exclaims with her arms wide, as if making a triumphant and dramatic display. “One of the nicest damn places in the Multiverse, I have to say. Finer than the hair on a cat’s ass!” Vulgar as ever, the Muse glances back with a smile at the Beta as she reaches down, finally untying her trenchcoat. She smiles wide as she shrugs the jacket off, revealing the small two piece bikini that the Muse had been wearing underneath the entire time.
Malachi whistled in obvious appreciation of the Muse’ revealed attire, and then smirked as he looked up at Fabian. “So, what do you think?” he asked the Beta, making no indication as to whether he was referring to their locale, or Lenna herself. As he saw the Beta straighten his collar, the Epsilon couldn’t help but grin, even as he began unbuttoning his own top.
Fabian wrinkled his nose, looking around for a moment. He wasn’t sure of much at the moment, but he knew one thing for sure. “I believe the both of you may have gone too far this time,” he remarked, even as he turned towards a nearby building, gothic print bag still in hand. “We’ll have to talk about this as soon as this little excursion is over”.

Malachi let out a sigh. He knew he had his work cut out for him, but he had been hoping against all hope that, after last time, maybe the Beta would put up less of a fight. “Right, we’ll worry about it after all this then. I’m glad we can at least agree on that”. Turning to Lenna, he motions with his hand towards the beach, ad then back towards town. “Lenna, find a good spot for the festivities. I’ll make sure Fabian gets ready,” he continues, smiling a he begins towards the same building Fabian had began a slow walk towards. “We’ll be back in a bit. Try not to get into too much trouble”. It was a half hearted warning, his words betrayed by his tone and wry expression.

Lenna needed no more of a cue, and immediately turned back to the town proper, a wide smile on her face as he eyes centered on a mansion not too far from where they stood. The Muse twirled her fingers, magical energy swirling in the air as she did, her other hand on her waist. Another loud laugh escapes her lips, and the Muse begins her head turning trek with a smile on her face.

“I think I know just the place, Malachi. [i]Just[/i] the place!”

[center][b]************************************************[/b][/center]

Cissnei still heard the same question floating around the receptionist desks back at HQ: [i]"How the hell do these First Class guys get abs like that?"[/i]  The joke ran that the company never needed cheese graters for the cafeteria - they just brought in Angeal or Genesis or that one guy named Morrison (or something?) and asked them to lose the shirts.  She distinctly remembered looking down at the parmesan in her salad bowl as an early recruit and wondering if she was tasting Sephiroth's sweat.

Zack, though- 

[i]This guy could be the Goddess' gift to the cheese industry.[/i]

Cissnei pondered sharing the joke with him, but he'd probably heard it a thousand times already- besides, he was really caught up in those squats.  And roasting, too; he [i]still[/i] hadn't picked up that bottle of suntan lotion she'd left under the umbrella.  Then again, she wasn't sure he actually could tan- everybody in First Class was pretty pale.  

Especially Genesis.  Cissnei swore half of that had to have been makeup, though...

Zack eyed the cocktail glass in her hand as she came up to a healthy spotter's distance.  "Kinda," squat, "early, squat, "to," squat, "get," squat, "hammered", squat, "ain't it?"

"It's just a Pulp Vega.  They fixed it for me for cheap."  She clinked the ice in his direction with a wink.  "Fresh cherries..."

"Cherries..."  He watched one bob in her glass- well, watched something bob.  She decided she really could have picked a better elevation to hold the glass at.  Didn't stop her from giving him a playful boot in the shin.  

"Come on," she giggled, "I hear Costa del Sol's water fountains run on tequila.  If you're going to just do squats all day, you might as well make them interesting."

Even hopping on one leg, Zack could still manage a devastating grin.  "If I didn't know better, I'd say you wanted to see me plastered."

Cissnei smiled neatly into her first sip.  "Maybe I've just heard the Pink Chocobo story."

He blanched like she'd told him a heavily aroused Behemoth in an open trenchcoat had stalked up behind him.  "Hey, uh, whoa now," he stammered, "that, that's just some hearsay from those clowns in the dorm- I like my own species JUST FINE, thanks, and I swear Angeal must have slipped a carob nut to it before I got on-"

"Sir!"

Ah, saved just as his cheeks were starting to match those cherries.  Cissnei looked over her shoulder- one of the Second Class boys who'd come along for leave, sand spraying around his legs and his helmet leaking what looked like chocolate liquer and- 

Wow.  That was quite a stain on his crotch.

Cissnei decided she needed another, longer sip of that Pulp Vega.  Zack had to bite his tongue to keep from doubling over when the poor guy stood at attention, booze- or what Cissnei hoped was booze- dribbling down his pantsleeves.  "S-sir, it's an emergency!  Some...some crazy woman just marched in and took over the President's resort!  And she poured a bottle of the President's tequila down my pants!  She said if I didn't leave she was going to put a lime slice on my-"

"Back up, back up," Zack said slowly, a glint like newborn materia in his eyes, "did you say 'crazy woman'?"

"Yes, sir- this crazy teenage girl with long purple hair and specs, in a really cheap, sleazy swimsuit that would look strained on a ten-year-old- not that I know what a ten-year-old in a bikini looks like, but- sir, [i]she's in the President's liquor cabinet[/i]!  What do we d-"

He had to break off, Zack's hand landing on his chest with a resounding slap that drove the breath from his lungs.  "[i]Good work[/i], soldier!  That's what I call doing your civic duty.  Leave it to me."

"R...right, sir!"  Mr. Second-Class had started to hand-fan the stain.  "Should I call for reinforcements?"

"Bad idea!  If she was able to do this to a Second Class' pants, think of how many other uniforms she could stain!"  Zack hooked a thumb in the waistband of his trunks and wiggled; Cissnei took a [i]very[/i] long sip of her drink.  "The Zack Attack is already equipped for battle.  Leave it to me, soldier.  This slight on the sanctity of the President's hooch shall not go unpunished.  Quick, hand me that umbrella!"

Either Mr. Second-Class was in on the joke or he was about as dim as hour three of a two-hour candle.  He grabbed hold of the beach umbrella like it was Excalibur and tossed it to Zack.  "Sir!  What should I do about my pants, sir?"

"Add a salt rim and go find Scarlet," Cissnei murmured- and then blinked, gaping at herself even as Zack doubled over laughing.  Was that the Pulp Vega talking?  "Um, I mean..."

"Just," Zack wheezed, "just go for a swim, soldier.  I'll take care of it.  As for you," he said to Cissnei, grinning as that flush roared up her neck, "you just have a little more of that Pulp Vega."

She rubbed at her cheeks like that might actually wipe off the blush.  "Never mind that- what are you going to do with that beach umbrella?  You're not actually going to [i]fight[/i] this girl."

"Oh, no way.  I just figure, if I can't [i]cuff[/i] this girl..."  Zack grinned and slung the umbrella across his back.  "It'd be nice to have something to tie her to."

---
Welcome to [b]Costa del Sol[/b], circa Final Fantasy VII: Crisis Core!  This beautiful beachside resort town enjoys a clear, cloudless day, baking heat and raging surf, and you've found yourself teleported here in a custom-tailored swimsuit that suspiciously contains enough gil to drink yourself stupid.  Open sands stretch for miles on the shore, perfect for tanning and volleyball and [strike]crippling martial arts-reliant ninjas with bowlcuts[/strike] general horseplay.  The town is home to hundreds of beachgoers, a fully-stocked restaurant and bar, lavish condominiums, and President Shinra's own private resort - the last of which has now been appropriated for the evening's festivities by Lenna Leamonde.  Currently, there are also several members of ShinRa on leave here.  Here are a few of the faces you might encounter:

[b]Fabian[/b], our hapless Beta, is currently being dragged to the beach by his Epsilon Malachi.  He's managed to hide that strapping, surfer-perfect bishounen physique under a conservative bathrobe.  Underneath, he may or may not be wearing one of [url=http://media.laredoute.fr/product/picture/42461677o_aix.jpg]these[/url] embroidered with the word "Crissaegrim" in Gothic font.  Latest in the Bastard Bomb line.

[b]Malachi[/b] is hauling Fabian to the beach in a desperate attempt to introduce his boss to willing females; he's packing [url=http://i199.photobucket.com/albums/aa149/snipsnap_album/QuiksilverSwimTrunksRed.jpg]one of these bad boys[/url], a surfboard, and Brad Pitt abs.  He wishes, anyway.

[b]Lenna[/b] has boldly taken over President Shinra's resort and is presently jimmying open his liquor cabinet.  Her outfit for the round largely consists of [url=http://img.photobucket.com/albums/v360/vanillalatte/AAAAAjja_lIAAAAAAF4bCg.jpg]this[/url] and a dazzling grin.

[b]Zack Fair[/b], our intrepid spiky-haired SOLDIER First Class hero, is making all haste to put a stop to Lenna's rude, lawless, brazen, lightly oiled, barely contained pair of- takeover of President Shinra's resort.  He'll clear this up in the name of the law, totally, or else she'll have to face the frankly awesome and terrifying power of the -Zack Attack-.  He has a beach umbrella strapped to his back and [url=http://img.photobucket.com/albums/v360/vanillalatte/ff7ccscreen14nu5.jpg]a snazzy pair of black trunks that he really could afford to pull up a little higher.[/url].

[b]Cissnei of the Turks[/b] is watching the former run off to his duty while lounging under an umbrella in [url=http://img.photobucket.com/albums/v360/vanillalatte/150px-FFCCVII-Cissnei.jpg]this fetching ensemble[/url].  She also hit up the bar beforehand, and as far as she's concerned, that [url=http://www.drinks-heaven.com/how-to-make-pulp-vega-recipe.html]Pulp Vega[/url] is her best friend on the planet for the next ten minutes.

[b][strike]Gacktaroth[/strike] Genesis Clones[/b] are silently circling in the waters like a zipper-clad school of sharks from DeviantArt, very likely talking about how their abandoned souls know no respite without the gift of the goddess.  They may attack you if probed.  Genesis himself was a doughty fighter capable of holding his own against Sephiroth, so beware, even one of these clones should be regarded seriBWAHAHAHA I'm yankin' ya, just knock My Chemical Romance in front of one and let the party begin.
-------

The beta is currently scheduled to run 24 hours, ending at 4PM EST (That’s 3 central, 2 Mountain, and 1 Pacific) on Monday, January 5th. Unlike the tournament proper, there won’t be separate threads for gameplay and story. Note that the round run time is subject to change if Krizak deems it so. If that annoys you, I’ll gladly point the torches and pitchforks in his direction :D

Additionally, anyone who hasn’t drafted yet is still welcome to, you’ll be inserted... probably at the beginning of the next round. Enjoy BikiniQuest, and do avoid the inevitable thrown bottles of spent alcohol!

Oh, right. The MASTER LIST. We do need that, don’t we? Since it’s Round One, all sponsors will be [b]Delta Level[/b]. 
-----

[u][b]Standards[/u][/b]

[b]Luna[/b] w/Elysia the Succubus – Luna

[b]Kamui Shirou[/b] – Lionheart

[b]Phoenix Wright[/b] w/ Ema Skye – Bowling Pin

[u][b]Harbingers[/u][/b]

[b]Alya[/b] w/ Lucca Ashtear – Zero
[b]Bernie Lomax[/b] – LordLocke

[b]Yumichika Ayasegawa[/b] w/ Orihime Inoue – Thirdtwin

[b]Punie[/b] w/ Payatan - Veers

[u][b]Impulses[/u][/b]

[b]Scott Steiner[/b] – Onyx

[b]Caim[/b] – RandomAngelic

[b]Big Daddy[/b] – Dareon

[b]I-no[/b] w/ Psiren – JSG

[b]Impulse[/b] w/ Arrowette – Switchblade

[b]The Prince[/b] – Peptuck

[u][b]Newtypes[/u][/b]

[b]Lina Inverse[/b] – Luminitrium

[b] Hideaki Anno[/b] w/ Crazy Harold The Wacky Sack Lunch - Crusader
[b]Minsc[/b] w/Boo – Helmar
[b]Ricky Bobby[/b] - Coin

[u][b]Enablers[/u][/b]

[b]Rayne Summers[/b] – Plasmos
