Chapter 51

Late Highsun, 20 Deepwinter, 1376

Flying at about 20’ per second, they expected their trip to take at the very least 3¾, though more reasonably, because they were not traveling in a straight line, they would likely get there by Morning of the 25th.  With the Kryptgarden Forest on their northwestern horizon, the Gambit had been flying at an altitude of 100’—possibly a lethal altitude if one fell—for the majority of the Morning, and now as the sun above approached its zenith unnervingly slowly, some of them thought to purchase a hat capable of staying on atop a flying carpet.

“Will we come to a town soon?” asked Allisa, the druid.

Kedrik handed her the map, and she gripped it firmly between her fingers as she studied it.  “Triboar,” he said.  We’ll definitely reach Triboar by the time we’ve put 10 hours of flight behind us.  And if we really need to stop before then, we’ll pass Red Larch soon enough.”

“Yaay!  Red Larch!” one of them cheered into the wind, and it couldn’t be told whether it was in sincerity or sarcasm.

Kedrik went back to his journal as they continued mostly northward, going over some of the more notable events of the last 3 days.
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	Event
	
	
	
	 

	Destiny’s Gambit is summoned by Kedrik on behalf of the Gray Hands
	Afternoon
	18
	Deepwinter
	 

	The Gambit convenes at a safehouse under a pub in the Castle Ward
	Sunset
	18
	Deepwinter
	 

	The Gambit meets Gaylord Faulkner, whom they fought along with Whisper and his mostly shade lackeys
	Sunset
	18
	Deepwinter
	 

	The Gambit meets Whisper and the Rumors, and they learn of Chief Defiant’s new incarnation, Supreme Defiance
	Midnight
	19
	Deepwinter
	 

	Whisper warns the Gambit that Sup. Defiance has put a hit on all 8 senior members of the Gambit
	Midnight
	19
	Deepwinter
	 

	The Gambit and the Rumors team up against Sup. Defiance, and plot a counterstrike against his hired assassins
	Midnight
	19
	Deepwinter
	 

	The Gambit returns to the wagon/inn; the Rumors take up position for the day on another hill
	Night’s End
	19
	Deepwinter
	 

	The Gambit arrives at the Last Call, rendezvousing with the wagoner, letting her know they’re taking up lodging here
	Night’s End
	19
	Deepwinter
	 

	The wagoner goes to sleep in a room adjacent to Allisa’s and Lauren’s
	Night’s End
	19
	Deepwinter
	 

	The Gambit returns to Waterdeep
	Highsun
	19
	Deepwinter
	 

	The Gambit arrives in Waterdeep
	Afternoon
	19
	Deepwinter
	 

	The Gambit upgrades their weapons, and gets some additional boosting magic from Kedrik
	Afternoon
	19
	Deepwinter
	 

	The Gambit convenes at the Silver Schilling before meeting with Whisper
	Afternoon
	19
	Deepwinter
	 

	The Gambit meets with Whisper and the Rumors at the agreed-upon location in the Trades Ward
	Sunset
	19
	Deepwinter
	 

	The Gambit and the Rumors arrive at the assassins’ house, and 2 of the Rumors are killed in an explosion that destroys the house
	Dusk
	19
	Deepwinter
	 

	The Gambit return to their home by magic carpet, finding that it has also been blown up
	Dusk
	19
	Deepwinter
	 

	The Gambit reconvene with the Rumors outside a mortician’s business, which is a front for Supreme Defiance’s operations
	Dusk
	19
	Deepwinter
	 

	The protagonists infiltrate the mortician’s office, and breach the defenses of the tunnels leading to the Dungeon of the Crypt
	Dusk
	19
	Deepwinter
	 

	The Gambit and the Rumors face off against Supreme Defiance and his minions, vanquishing the taint elemental
	Dusk
	19
	Deepwinter
	 

	The Gambit and the Rumors split up, and the Gambit takes the route through the tunnels that lead to the Deepwinter Vault
	Dusk
	19
	Deepwinter
	 

	The heroes reach the Deepwinter Vault, and exit into the City of the Dead, heading southwestbound atop their magic carpet
	Evening
	19
	Deepwinter
	 

	The heroes reach their home on Shipshape Way, finding it completely restored by make wholespells, and guarded by CW agents
	Evening
	19
	Deepwinter
	 

	Kedrik tells Rook where his apprentices are, and calls for a wagon to take everyone to the currrent safehouse
	Evening
	19
	Deepwinter
	 

	The Gambit arrive at Shipshape Way, and are briefed/debriefed on the evening’s developments
	Evening
	19
	Deepwinter
	 

	Bedtime
	Night
	19
	Deepwinter
	 

	Mellion and Valania teleport out of the rubble in the dungeon under the City of the Dead, and go to Mellion’s house
	Dawn
	20
	Deepwinter
	 

	The Gambit has breakfast at Shipshape Way, and the heroes prepare to venture north and vanquish Bestlaranathion, a white dragon
	Dawn
	20
	Deepwinter
	 

	Destiny’s Gambit departs atop their magic carpet towards the Spine of the World
	Morning
	20
	Deepwinter
	 

	The assassins’ deadline to kill the Gambit passes uneventfully
	Sunset
	20
	Deepwinter
	 

	The party flies over the site of the Sacred Grove, where—in 1374—Allisa resurrected Tor’s male spirit into a female half-orc barbarian
	Highsun
	20
	Deepwinter
	 

	This is the party’s ETA based on the trajectory currently taken
	Morning
	25
	Deepwinter
	 

	 
	 
	 
	 
	x



“Sorry, what?” Kedrik then lifted his head after hearing Fingers calling his name twice.  The gnome lifted his head, and he saw what he immediately called an “atrocity”.

They were 100’ above the hilltop they’d just cleared, and probably 200’ above the lowest point in the valley they were now approaching.  At a distance of about 500’ north of them, the road was blockaded by debris, and a dozen or so goblinoid types were gathered amidst a mere handful of humanoids, most likely humans.  They had set up a makeshift guillotine onto which was now mounted a person, facing downward.  A fairly large-bodied hobgoblin was busy raping the victim as a few others cheered on.  Kedrik could count three others shackled neck-to-neck, made to watch the ordeal, while a pile of heads and bodies decorated the debris blockade.

Oh, and then he spotted a second guillotine scenario as they got a few feet closer to the panorama of trees, shrubs, grasses, and the road.  This is what they could see at a distance, and seeing as the goblinoids were positioned across and on both sides of the road, Kedrik saw fit to remind everyone that goblins love to set up a good ambush.  “We’re probably already right above them,” he finished with the warning.

Most of those present knew this, best of all Lauren.  They had selected a part of the road that was well hidden to those using this channel along the ground.  However, in anticipation of flying prey, goblins often set up hilltop sentries who would have been right underneath them even now.

Round 1

If there were any such goblinoids, they were not doing anything at the moment.  Fingers could tell, however, that some of the goblinoids at the southern side of the blockade, where the torture and decapitation was taking place, had now spotted the heroes atop the carpet.
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One of the rapists having his way with a human whose head was snugly ensconced into the guillotine’s pillory hole spotted the heroes, then stepped up his pumping action as a few warriors drew ranged weapons:  mostly crossbows.  Without warning, the rapist pulled the rope that held the semi-trapezoid blade aloft, and the guillotine did its job of separating the person’s head from the rest of their convulsing body as the hobgoblin took delight in his misdeeds.  A few hearty growls and cheers peppered the moment.
	Character
	Save vs.
	Ranks
	Roll
	Save

	Hobgoblin Fighter
	Climb
	6
	19
	25


Success.

An armored hobgoblin using a ranseur as a climbing stick reached the top of the debris heap, and snarled menacingly as the hobgoblin barbarian tilted his head to the left until his neck cracked and loosened a bit, then prepared to enter a trance-like rage the likes of which some atop the carpet had never before seen.

Lauren cast barkskin upon herself, then spat something vile in Undercommon, trying to count the living and dead humanoids among the goblinoids.

“Well, they’re certainly foul beasts.  Typically hobgoblins are more disciplined.  Tali, I think this calls for your talents.”  Having fashioned himself in the likeness of a cleric today, Flint cast greater magic weapon [expires on Round 8401] on Tali’s bow.
Tali’s Dragonbone Composite Longbow +1 Force +2 Strength gained a +3 bonus to attack and damage.

“I think everyone’s ‘talents’ can be put to use on these beasts.”  At a distance of 2½ range increments, Tali smoothly drew three arrows from her quiver and fired them with one pull down at the only crossbow wielder she could see at the moment.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	Dragonbone Longbow, Manyshot
	1d8
	+1+2+2+2+3
	6 – 4 range
+ 2 height
	19-20, x4
	165’+20’+20’
	-
	+16
	19
	35


Hit.  Dmg:  (4 + 2 + 2 + 2 + 3) + (7 + 2 + 2 + 2 + 3) + (3 + 2 + 2 + 2 + 3) = 13 + 16 + 12 = 41 to Goblin Warrior 1.

The three arrows lodged themselves in the goblin’s chest, which instantly burst like an alien had just pierced its solar plexus.  “One down,” Kedrik murmured, impressed to see that Tali was all she’d been worked up to be.

“Not a lot I can effectively do up here except guide this carpet—unless I can get close enough to aim for a tender spot, my sling would be more annoyance than anything.  Let me know whether you want me to head for the ground or just hover up here while the rest of you rain down hell.”

After casting her spell and vowing things in the Drowish tongue, Lauren bid Fingers, “Drop me near the surviving prisoners, and then work on killing those goblins.”

“Go there.  Make it go faster and go there,” Samara said, pointing ahead to where Lauren had already requested to be dropped off, some 500’ ahead to the north.  She had no spells that would reach the distance and the best spearwoman in the world would not make that throw without a launcher.  She did, however, rip the cloth from her head to be fully prepared to fight the rapists and murderers in close quarters when the time came, and hauled out her bow to shoot at the sentries below in the meantime.

“As you wish, but that will take some time to reach there,” Fingers commented as the carpet obeyed its command and began a somewhat steep dive, steepening the downward trajectory of their flat vessel.
	Skill
	Rank
	Ability & Mod.
	Misc. Mods.
	Total
	Roll
	Check

	Fingers, Use Magic Device
	15
	Cha (+1)
	0
	16
	9
	25


Success.

The carpet got closer to the epicenter of the raping and pillaging.

Kedrik cast call lightning [expired on Round 121], his signature spell to start off with, then began to tap into his Dark Knowledge on hobgoblins and other goblinoids.  There was at least one goblin among them, and the jaunt, hunched over one had to be a gnoll.  Brace yourselves, brethren and sisters.

[NOTE:  Dark Knowledge doesn’t apply to goblinoids/humanoids.  The above description is just for flavor]

The other goblinoids could tell these were going to be stalwart adversaries as distance was diminished between the two factions.  Some of their scouts were already right beneath the carpet, and now loosed arrows and bolts upon them.
	Character
	Attack Type
	Damage
	BAB
	Mod+
	W+
	Other+
	Roll
	Total

	Goblin Warrior 1
	Light Crossbow
	1d8, 19-20
	1
	1
	0
	-6 altitude
	17
	13

	Goblin Warrior 2
	Light Crossbow (S)
	1d6, 19-20
	1
	1
	0
	-4 range -6 altitude
	14
	6

	Hobgoblin Warrior 5
	Light Crossbow
	1d8, 19-20
	1
	2
	0
	-2 range -6 altitude
	8
	3

	Hobgoblin Warrior 6
	Light Crossbow
	1d8, 19-20
	1
	2
	0
	-6 altitude
	11
	8


Miss, miss, miss, miss.

The hobgoblin ranger cast resist energy [expired on Round 301] upon himself.
Ranger gained 10 Resistance against fire.

A number of the melee combatants quaffed potions of bull’s strength [expired on Round 41], then got into more suitable positions.
Goblin Warrior 3 and Hobgoblin Warriors 1 through 4 gained +4 to Strength.

The cleric of Nomog-Geaya cast nightshield [expired on Round 81] upon himself.
Cleric gained +2 to all saves, and immunity to magic missiles.

Lauren spotted the nightshield aura and recognized it for what it was, but others on the carpet did not.

The gnoll drank a potion of cat’s grace [expired on Round 21], then ducked behind some bushes.
Gnoll rogue gained +4 to Dexterity.

The PCs are still hundreds of feet south of this map.
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Round 2

Leaving the bound humans alone for the moment, the hobgoblins welcomed the sight of a worthy team of adversaries.  The cleric of Nomog-Geaya cast divine power [expired on Round 9] upon himself.
Hobgoblin Cleric gained +8 hps,+2 to BAB, and +6 to Strength.

The hobgoblin ranger took a regular arrow and gauged the wind’s direction and speed while aiming high.
	Character
	Attack Type
	Damage
	BAB
	Mod+
	W+
	Other+
	Roll
	Total

	Hobgoblin Ranger
	Composite Longbow +1
	1d8+1, x3
	8
	2
	1
	-2 altitude -6 range
	9
	12


Miss.

Having expected to miss, the ranger took another normal arrow from his quiver, squinting as he studied the incoming intruders.

The hobgoblin barbarian moved a bit southwestward, foaming at the mouth.
Hobgoblin Barbarian gained +4 to Strength and Constitution, and +2 to Will, and incurs -2 AC penalty.

The hobgoblin fighter steeled his nerves in anticipation of a good fight on an even better day to die.

The gnoll rogue was nowhere to be seen.

Goblin Warrior 1 was dead by now—courtesy of Tali—but the others now shot crossbow bolts at the carpet.
	Character
	Attack Type
	Damage
	BAB
	Mod+
	W+
	Other+
	Roll
	Total

	Goblin Warrior 2
	Light Crossbow (S)
	1d6, 19-20
	1
	1
	0
	-2 altitude -6 range
	17
	11

	Goblin Warrior 3
	Light Crossbow (S)
	1d6, 19-20
	1
	1
	0
	-2 altitude -8 range
	2
	-6


Miss, miss.

One of the more popular goblins—a bard—had the privilege of wielding the sling of an adolescent giant they’d recently killed.  Achieving enough centrifugal force with a fragile glass flask loaded onto the sling, the hobgoblin jumped out from behind a tree and lobbed the grenade straight up into the air once the carpet got into the ideal position.
	Character
	Attack Type
	Damage
	BAB
	Mod+
	W+
	Other+
	Roll
	Total

	Hobgoblin Warrior
	Grenade Sling
	varies
	1
	1
	0
	-6 altitude
	16
	12


Miss.

The flask began to fall to the ground.

Not yet within range to strike with his call lightning bolts, Kedrik drew his crossbow and loaded an electric bolt onto its flight groove.

Fingers did his best to keep the carpet aloft in the midst of crossbow bolts and explosive flasks.
	Skill/Save
	Rank
	Ability
& Mod.
	Misc.
Mods.
	Total
	Roll
	Check

	Fingers, Reflex
	9
	Dex (+4)
	1
	14
	4
	18

	Fingers, Balance
	0
	Dex (+4)
	2
	6
	12
	18

	Fingers, Concentration
	0
	Con (-1)
	0
	-1
	1
	0

	Fingers, Intimidate
	0
	Cha (+1)
	2
	3
	18
	21

	Fingers, Ride
	0
	Dex (+4)
	0
	4
	8
	12


See below.

And though he wasn’t an ace at the helm of the flying carpet, the carpet remained afloat, even if Fingers was heavily distracted by the incoming flask of explosives that missed the carpet and exploded on the ground near a no-longer-existent bush.  The trapsmith had to turn a sharp right to avoid being hit by a bolt, and then corrected the trajectory to close in further on the cluster of goblinoids by the debris.
	Save
	Rank
	Ability & Mod.
	Misc. Mods.
	Total
	Roll
	Check

	Allisa, Reflex
	6
	Dex (+5)
	0
	11
	8
	19

	Flint, Reflex
	5
	Dex (+3)
	1
	9
	17
	26

	Kedrik, Reflex
	4
	Dex (+2)
	3
	9
	9
	18

	Lauren, Reflex
	4
	Dex (+0)
	1
	5
	14
	19

	Samara, Reflex
	8
	Dex (+0)
	0
	8
	20
	28

	Tali, Reflex
	8
	Dex (+6)
	3
	17
	15
	32


See below.

[DM assumption based on the conversation about speed and descent…] At a distance of 360’, the carpet was now ablaze with spellcasting.  Allisa cast barkskin [expired on Round 1002] on herself, her skin hardening and turning a brownish color.
Allisa gained +4 to AC (13T/22FF/25).

And though he didn’t realize it, his impetuous charge actually gave the heroes a frightful presence as they descended upon the remaining goblins, though the other villains were not as impressed.
All goblins present became frightened; gnoll became shaken; hobgoblins remained unaffected.

Fingers noted that the carpet now flew past the grenadier goblin that had lobbed an explosive flask at them, and this goblin was now running for his life.

Lauren pointed at a spot on the road just north of their enemies, who were already moving south.  “I can feather fall; put me over the road right there.”

[NOTE:  Samara can’t see GW3 on this round.]

Samara full attacked Goblin Warrior 1 with her bow. 
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	+1 Seeking Darkwood Composite Longbow
	1d8
	+1
	1 – 6 range + 2 altitude
	x3
	110’
	3.0
	+14
	15
	29

	Longbow 2nd Attack
	1d6
	+1
	1 – 6 range + 2 altitude
	x3
	110’
	 
	+9
	20
	29


Hit, threat.  1d20 = 2 + 9 = 11, not a critical hit.  Dmg:  (4 + 1) + (2 + 1) = 8.

It took her arrows almost as long to reach the goblin as it did for the carpet to fly less than half that distance, and both shots hit the goblin squarely in the chest.  Two holes in one chest:  there ought to have been a medal for that.  The goblin died and fell to the ground, and Samara was satisfied with that for the moment.

“Oh look, Flint:  I think they have a cleric,” Tali mentioned idly as she drew an arrow.

“Don’t do it,” Flint replied, rubbing his forehead.
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Ignoring what he’d just said, Tali continued, “I think I’ll call him Flint.”  Using rapid shot, she spent all her attacks trying to kill that cleric, whom she’d dubbed Flint.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	Dragonbone Longbow, Manyshot (3)
	1d8
	+1+2+2+2+3
	6 + 2 altitude
-2 range
	19-20,x4
	165’+20’+20’
	-
	+18
	18
	36


Hit.  Dmg:  (1 + 1 + 2 + 2 + 2 + 3) + (6 + 1 + 2 + 2 + 2 + 3) + (3 + 1 + 2 + 2 + 2 + 3) = 11 + 16 + 13 = 40.

The cleric was seemingly wounded, but not yet dead.  Another three arrows might just do the trick, though.

[image: https://orig00.deviantart.net/6206/f/2014/069/f/0/140203_s_by_jw8401-d79qy31.jpg]

“She did it.”  Flint cast mass aid [expired on Round 142] on the group.
Allisa gained +1 to BAB, and 8 + 12 = 20 temporary hit points [92/72].
Fingers gained +1 to BAB, and 1 + 12 = 13 temporary hit points [79/66].
Flint gained +1 to BAB, and 7 + 12 = 19 temporary hit points [103/72].
Kedrik gained +1 to BAB, and 8 + 12 = 20 temporary hit points [92/72].
Lauren gained +1 to BAB, and 2 + 12 = 14 temporary hit points [128/114].
Samara gained +1 to BAB, and 2 + 12 = 14 temporary hit points [101/87].
Tali gained +1 to BAB, and 4 + 12 = 16 temporary hit points [61/45].
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Round 3

	Character
	Group
	Initiative
	Roll
	Modified
Roll
	Move

	Tali
	1
	8
	16
	24
	40’

	Flint
	1
	3
	16
	19
	30’

	Lauren
	1
	4
	8
	12
	30’

	Fingers
	1
	4
	6
	10
	30’

	Goblinoids
	2
	2
	6
	8
	30’

	Samara
	1
	0
	8
	8
	30’

	Kedrik
	1
	2
	5
	7
	30’

	Allisa
	1
	3
	1
	4
	30’



Laughing lightly at Flint’s reaction, Tali simply continued killing off the goblinoids with rapid shot.  Her first priority was spellcasters, then anyone immediately threatening/killing a hostage.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	Dragonbone Longbow, Manyshot (3)
	1d8
	+1+2+2+2+3
	6 + 2 altitude
	19-20,x4
	165’+20’+20’
	-
	+21
	4
	25


Hit.  Dmg:  (6 + 1 + 2 + 2 + 2 + 3) + (8 + 1 + 2 + 2 + 2 + 3) + (3 + 1 + 2 + 2 + 2 + 3) = 16 + 18 + 13 = 47.

The hobgoblin cleric died on the spot.

Flint cast guiding light [expired on Round 143] on the only cluster of enemies in a 5’ burst, highlighting those foes.
PCs gained a +2 competence bonus to ranged attacks against them.

Lauren drew her falchion and cast protection from energy (fire) [expired on Round 1203] on herself.
Lauren gained Resistance to Fire (10).

Fingers continued to maneuver the carpet downward and northward.
	Skill
	Rank
	Ability
& Mod.
	Misc.
Mods.
	Total
	Roll
	Check

	Fingers, Balance
	0
	Dex (+4)
	2
	6
	14
	26

	Fingers, Concentration
	0
	Con (-1)
	0
	-1
	17
	15


See below.

The goblins fled in utter fear, while the gnoll:  no one aboard the carpet could spot him at all.  The hobgoblins, on the other hand, continued in their defiant stances against the heroes, and some advanced before firing
	Character
	Attack Type
	Damage
	BAB
	Mod+
	W+
	Other+
	Roll
	Total
	Target

	Hobgoblin Warrior 1
	Light Crossbow
	1d8, 19-20
	1
	2
	0
	-2 altitude – 8 range
	8
	1
	Fingers

	Hobgoblin Warrior 2
	Light Crossbow
	1d8, 19-20
	1
	2
	0
	-2 altitude – 8 range
	3
	-4
	Lauren

	Hobgoblin Warrior 3
	Light Crossbow
	1d8, 19-20
	1
	2
	0
	-2 altitude – 8 range
	15
	8
	Tali

	Hobgoblin Warrior 4
	Light Crossbow
	1d8, 19-20
	1
	2
	0
	-2 altitude – 8 range
	16
	9
	Lauren

	Hobgoblin Warrior 5
	Light Crossbow
	1d8, 19-20
	1
	2
	0
	-2 altitude – 6 range
	19
	14
	Fingers

	Hobgoblin Warrior 6
	Light Crossbow
	1d8, 19-20
	1
	2
	0
	-2 altitude – 4 range
	9
	6
	Fingers


Miss, miss, miss, miss, miss, miss.

Barely spotting Goblin Warrior 2, Samara full-attacked that fleeing fool with her bow.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	+1 Seeking Darkwood Composite Longbow
	1d8
	+1
	1 + 2 altitude
-2 range
	x3
	110’
	3.0
	+11
	16
	27

	Longbow 2nd Attack
	1d8
	+1
	1 + 2 altitude
-2 range
	x3
	110’
	 
	+6
	2
	8


Hit, miss.  Dmg:  7 + 1 = 8.

Goblin Warrior 2 fell flat on his face with an arrow stuck in the back of his neck.

The bulk of the stalwart hobgoblins moved south along the road.

Staying his loaded crossbow for the moment and tapping his spellshard, Kedrik shot an electric bolt at the fleeting flask lobber.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	TH+
	Atk
	Roll
	Check
	Notes

	Call lightning Spell
	7d6
	0.5
	1
	+10
	20
	30
	11 bolts remaining


Hit.  Dmg:  7 x 1½ = 11 electric.

The flask juggler turned into a crispy critter, writhing on the ground for a few seconds before dying.

The druid prepared to cast entangle [expired on Round 103] once they were in range of a large group of enemies.  Gauging that to be right about now, she targeted the hobgoblin elites and the humans bound by them.
	Character
	Save vs.
entangle
	Ranks
	Roll
	Save

	Hobgoblin Ranger
	Reflex
	3
	20
	23

	Hobgoblin Fighter
	Reflex
	3
	13
	16

	Hobgoblin Warrior
	Reflex
	1
	16
	17

	Goblin Warrior
	Reflex
	1
	12
	13


Fail, success, success, success, fail.

The goblin and hobgoblins inside Allisa’s entangling circle did their best to escape, and indeed, the ranger and larger warrior did.  The fighter almost did.

The carpet cruised for another 180’, and was now flying downward at a 20-degree angle, presently at 45’ above the hilly ground beneath them.
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Round 4

Tali took a multishot at her fellow ranger.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	Dragonbone Longbow, Manyshot (3)
	1d8
	+1+2+2+2+3
	6 + 2 – 2
	19-20,x4
	165’+20’+20’
	-
	+19
	2
	21


Miss.

Flint wanted to conserve spells at this point, resolving to use his wand of cure moderate wounds on any injured comrades.  For the moment, however, he did nothing.

In anticipation of clashing with melee combatants within seconds, Lauren cast haste [expired on Round 16] on herself and everyone else on the carpet.
All PCs and Kedrik gained +1 to BAB, Reflex saves, and AC.

Fingers continued to concentrate mainly on controlling the carpet and dodging incoming fire.  Once the ground was near enough, it planned to make the carpet hover, grab its invisibility wand and get to work reducing the world’s population of goblinoids.
	Skill/Save
	Rank
	Ability & Mod.
	Misc. Mods.
	Total
	Roll
	Check
	Notes

	Fingers, Reflex
	9
	Dex (+4)
	1
	14
	3
	17
	+1 haste

	Fingers, Balance
	0
	Dex (+4)
	2
	6
	10
	16
	 

	Fingers, Concentration
	0
	Con (-1)
	0
	-1
	2
	1
	 

	Fingers, Ride
	0
	Dex (+4)
	0
	4
	16
	20
	 


See below.

Fingers’ quick reflexes became more intuitive an less calculated as he lost concentration, and nearly crashed into a treetop before his heuristic sense of balance and ridesmanship caused the carpet to veer leftward and just above the road once again.

The hobgoblins mobilized as best as they could as the goblins and gnoll persisted in their desertion of their fearless leaders.

The hobgoblin ranger remained in place, and fired two shots in the direction of the carpet, hoping to hit its conductor, who knelt atop it, center-front.
	Character
	Attack Type
	Damage
	BAB
	Mod+
	W+
	Other+
	Roll
	Total

	Hobgoblin Ranger
	Composite Longbow +1
	1d8+1, x3
	8
	2
	1
	-2 altitude
-2 range
	7
	14

	Hobgoblin Ranger
	2nd Shot
	1d8+1, x3
	3
	2
	1
	-2 altitude
-2 range
	17
	19


Miss, miss.

The hobgoblin barbarian foamed at the mouth as he came out from under the trees and onto the road; he screamed some belligerent whopteedoo at the Gambit, taunting Lauren.

The hobgoblin fighter and Goblin Warrior 3, and Hobgoblin Warrior 2 did their best to escape the entangle spell’s tendrils.
	Character
	Check 
	Ranks
	Roll
	Save

	Hobgoblin Fighter
	Strength
	3
	4
	7

	Hobgoblin Warrior
	Strength
	3
	18
	21

	Goblin Warrior
	Strength
	1
	13
	14


Fail, success, success.

For the moment, the fighter remained held in place, though the warriors managed to get out and load their crossbows.  The rest of the hobgoblin warriors fired upon the heroes, targeting Fingers.
	Character
	Attack Type
	Damage
	BAB
	Mod+
	W+
	Other+
	Roll
	Total

	Hobgoblin Warrior 1
	Light Crossbow
	1d8, 19-20
	1
	2
	0
	-2 – 2
	15
	14

	Hobgoblin Warrior 3
	Light Crossbow
	1d8, 19-20
	1
	2
	0
	-2 – 2
	3
	2

	Hobgoblin Warrior 4
	Light Crossbow
	1d8, 19-20
	1
	2
	0
	-2 – 2
	1
	-3

	Hobgoblin Warrior 5
	Light Crossbow
	1d8, 19-20
	1
	2
	0
	-2
	18
	19

	Hobgoblin Warrior 6
	Light Crossbow
	1d8, 19-20
	1
	2
	0
	-2
	8
	9


Miss, miss, miss, hit, miss.  Dmg:  7 [72/66].

Samara prayed to Macaria, thumbing her bead of smiting, and called down holy smite on the thickest concentration of adversaries, aiming it so the large concentration of prisoners is outside the blast.  As for the stragglers, well, they were going to be killed anyway, if the Gambit had not happened upon them.  Better a quick exit with dignity—plus none of them would be harmed at all if they were pure of soul.  They were within the margin of what her military training called “acceptable losses.”  And as she looked north to pick her center of effect, she realized most of the baddies had moved safely away from the hostages, which they were too dumb—not moral—to use as living shields.
	Character
	Save vs.
holy smite
	Ranks
	Roll
	Save

	Hobgoblin Fighter
	Will
	4
	8
	12

	Hobgoblin Ranger
	Will
	3
	6
	9

	Hobgoblin Warrior 1
	Will
	-1
	7
	6

	Hobgoblin Warrior 2
	Will
	-1
	2
	1

	Hobgoblin Warrior 3
	Will
	-1
	11
	10

	Hobgoblin Warrior 4
	Will
	-1
	16
	15


Fail6.
Dmg to fighter:  28 good.
Dmg to ranger:  29 good.
Dmg to each warrior:  26 good.

All those caught inside the smite area were blinded, and all of the lesser lackeys subsequently perished, leaving only the fighter and ranger to straggle along blindly.

Kedrik was pleased to see the medusa’s skills in action, and commended her for it with a woohoo before sending a lightning bolt towards Hobgoblin Warrior 6.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check
	Notes

	Call lightning Spell
	7d6
	+½
	1
	-
	-
	-
	+12
	5
	17
	10 bolts remaining


Hit.  Dmg:  9 electric.

The hobgoblin stopped moving, then fell over, smoking

Lauren saw the barbarian just below pounding his chest in anticipation of cutting the drow down.  She jumped and feather fell towards him.  She wondered if this was even necessary, given Tali’s prowess with the bow and everyone else’s with their own respective trades, but she hadn’t stretched her legs since they’d left the city, and could use a little aerobic activity before lunch.

Samara could now see the fleeing gnoll rogue to the west-southwest, and one of the goblins further south before the two ducked under the copses of the conifers all around them.  The rest of the Gambit was focused on the fellows to their north, as well as the lone fellow to their immediate east.
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Allisa saw her girlfriend float downward towards the burly hobgoblin.  The druid cast greater magic fang [expired on Round 6004] upon herself, causing he incisors to grow quite large.
Allisa gained +3 to weapon attacks and damage.
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Round 5

Allisa deferred jumping to the ground until the right moment.

Irritated that she missed her target, Tali tried again to perforate him with as many arrows as she could manage.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	Dragonbone Composite Longbow +1 Force +2 Strength
	1d8
	+1+2+2+2+3
	6 + 2
	19-20,x4
	165’+20’+20’
	3.0
	+28
	3
	31

	DB Longbow +1, 2nd Shot
	1d8
	+1+2+2+2+3
	6 + 2
	19-20,x4
	165’+20’+20’
	-
	+23
	8
	31

	DB Longbow +1, Rapid Shot
	1d8
	+1+2+2+2+3
	6 + 2
	19-20,x4
	165’+20’+20’
	-
	+18
	13
	31

	DB Longbow +1, haste
	1d8
	+1+2+2+2+3
	6 + 2
	19-20,x4
	165’+20’+20’
	-
	+28
	17
	45


Hit, hit, hit, hit.  Dmg:  (1 + 1 + 2 + 2 + 2 + 3) + (7 + 1 + 2 + 2 + 2 + 3) + (6 + 1 + 2 + 2 + 2 + 3) = 11 + 17 + 16 = 44.

And by the time the 2nd or 3rd arrow had found its mark, the ranger was done for.

After calling out to the medusa, “I’ll help you be more perceptive to find rogues,” Flint cast eyes of the avoral [expired in 140 minutes] on Samara before she jumped down into the fray, largely because it amused him to cast it on someone with just so many eyes.
Samara gained +8 to Spot.

[DM assumes that Lauren wants to maximize her time fighting without risking injury or landing flat-footed.]  Lauren voluntarily terminated her feather fall when she was about 10’ down, having diminished her diagonally downward speed to the spell’s namesake.  Before she even touched down gracefully, she’d already begun hacking and slashing at the barbarian’s large torso, and upon touchdown, she continued to attack the hobgoblin barbarian with her falchion.
	Melee Weapon
	Dmg
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Type
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	Falchion +3
	2d4
	+5 +3
	3
	18-20/x2
	Slashing
	8.0
	+22
	1
	23

	Falchion +3, 2nd Attack
	2d4
	+5 +3
	3
	18-20/x2
	Slashing
	 
	+17
	3
	20

	Falchion +3, 3rd Attack
	2d4
	+5 +3
	3
	18-20/x2
	Slashing
	 
	+12
	6
	18

	Falchion +3, haste
	2d4
	+5 +3
	3
	18-20/x2
	Slashing
	 
	+22
	18
	40


Miss, hit, hit, threat.  1d20 = 17 + 22 = 39, critical hit.
Dmg:  (7 + 5 + 3) + (6 + 5 + 3) + [2 x (7 + 5 + 3)] = 15 + 14 + 30 = 59.

Bleeding from both sides of his ribcage, the dishonored barbarian roared with savage defiance and full-attacked Lauren.
	Character
	Attack Type
	Damage
	BAB
	Mod+
	W+
	Other+
	Roll
	Total

	Hobgoblin Barbarian
	Spiked Greatclub +1
	1d12 + 5, x3
	7
	5
	0
	2
	5
	19

	Hobgoblin Barbarian
	2nd Swing
	1d12 + 5, x3
	2
	5
	0
	2
	20
	29


Miss, threat.  1d20 = 18 + 9 = 27, critical hit.  Dmg:  3 x (4 + 5) = 27 [101/114].

Fingers slowed the carpet down considerably.
	Save vs.
Tripping/Falling
	Rank
	Ability & Mod.
	Misc. Mods.
	Total
	Roll
	Check
	Notes

	Allisa, Reflex
	6
	Dex (+3)
	0
	9
	6
	15
	+1 haste

	Flint, Reflex
	5
	Dex (+3)
	1
	9
	17
	26
	+1 haste

	Kedrik, Reflex
	4
	Dex (+2)
	3
	9
	18
	27
	+1 haste

	Samara, Reflex
	8
	Dex (+0)
	0
	8
	18
	26
	+1 haste

	Tali, Reflex
	8
	Dex (+6)
	3
	17
	11
	28
	+1 haste


Success5.

The carpet silently screeched a bit against the forces of magical nature that propelled it, and everyone on board bent their knees a bit to remain on their feet.

Allisa jumped off the carpet and transformed into a dire bear, then went after the fighter, almost reaching him.

Flint looked down and took note of Lauren’s fresh wound, seeing that his aid had been quite instrumental in staving off the worst of it.

The hobgoblin fighter struggled to get out of the entangle spell.
	Character
	Check
	Ranks
	Roll
	Save

	Hobgoblin Fighter
	Strength
	3
	6
	9


Fail.

The fighter remained held in place for the moment.

Hobgoblin Warrior 5 fired upon Flint.
	Character
	Attack Type
	Damage
	BAB
	Mod+
	W+
	Other+
	Roll
	Total

	Hobgoblin Warrior
	Light Crossbow
	1d8, 19-20
	1
	2
	0
	0
	2
	5


Miss.

The other ruffians fled for their lives.

Samara, seeing the need for immediate action, asked Kedrik, “Two of them escaping that way.”  She pointed to where she saw the fleeing gnoll and his compatriot disappear.  “Shall I go get them, and if so, alive or dead?”

“If there be stragglers,” the hastened Kedrik referred to those who had fled the battlefield, “let them spread word of our heroism here today, and let that be a warning to the brigands of posterity who would choose to make this road the scene for their rackets….  Now as for that ornery one…” Kedrik fired another lightning bolt, this time upon Hobgoblin Warrior 5, who was still of the opinion that this was a smart idea.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check
	Notes

	Call lightning Spell
	7d6
	+½
	1
	-
	-
	-
	+12
	2
	14
	9 bolts remaining


Hit.  Dmg:  10 electric.

And with that, Hobgoblin Warrior 5 died.

The goblin inside the entangle spell did his best to get out.
	Character
	Check
	Ranks
	Roll
	Save

	Goblin Warrior
	Strength
	1
	9
	10


Fail.

The sole goblin in sight started to worry.

The bound humans—and it was pretty evident to everyone who saw them that they were at least part human—though in the midst of the indiscriminant entangle spell, cheered the Gambit, thanking their lucky stars and respective deities all the while.
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Round 6

Tali selected the fighter—who was within 30’ of her now, and rained hot arrow death on the foul goblinoid.
	Ranged Weapon
	Dmg.
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Rng.
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check
	Notes

	Dragonbone Composite Longbow +1 Force +2 Strength
	1d8
	+1+2+2
+2+3
	6
	19-20,x4
	165’+20’+20’
	3.0
	+26
	17
	43
	+1 within 30’

	DB Longbow +1, 2nd Shot
	1d8
	+1+2+2
+2+3
	6
	19-20,x4
	165’+20’+20’
	-
	+21
	9
	30
	+1 within 30’

	DB Longbow +1, Rapid Shot
	1d8
	+1+2+2
+2+3
	6
	19-20,x4
	165’+20’+20’
	-
	+16
	19
	35
	+1 within 30’

	DB Longbow +1, haste
	1d8
	+1+2+2
+2+3
	6
	19-20,x4
	165’+20’+20’
	-
	+26
	14
	40
	+1 within 30’


Hit, hit, threat, hit.  1d20 = 10 + 16 = 26, critical hit.
Dmg:  (8 + 1 + 2 + 2 + 2 + 3 + 1) + (6 + 1 + 2 + 2 + 2 + 3+ 1) + [4 x (6 + 1 + 2 + 2 + 2 + 3+ 1)] + (1 + 1 + 2 + 2 + 2 + 3+ 1) = 19 + 17 + 60 + 12 = 108.

The fighter died.

Flint looked up at the sky, noting how pretty the clouds were now that they’ve gone lower, “Fingers, if you’d like me to take over piloting the carpet so that you can join the rescue, I’d be happy to assist.”

Fingers shook its head at Flint’s offer to take over the piloting.  “Doesn’t look to be much left to do down there except minister to the prisoners and that’s likely more your area of expertise than mine.”

Then, both Fingers and Flint caught sight of Tali finishing off the fighter, and smiled, nodding at one another.

Lauren tried to finish off the enraged hobgoblin barbarian before it could harm her—or anyone else—any further.
	Melee Weapon
	Dmg
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Type
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	Falchion +3
	2d4
	+5 +3
	3
	18-20/x2
	Slashing
	8.0
	+22
	14
	36

	Falchion +3, 2nd Attack
	2d4
	+5 +3
	3
	18-20/x2
	Slashing
	 
	+17
	15
	32

	Falchion +3, 3rd Attack
	2d4
	+5 +3
	3
	18-20/x2
	Slashing
	 
	+12
	4
	16

	Falchion +3, haste
	2d4
	+5 +3
	3
	18-20/x2
	Slashing
	 
	+22
	7
	29


Hit, hit, miss, hit.  Dmg:  (1 + 5 + 3) + (6 + 5 + 3) + (3 + 5 + 3) = 9 + 14 + 12 = 35.

Like the armored fighter, the barbarian also died where he stood.

The carpet continued to obey the commands of the changeling as it began to slow its descent to hover 10’ above the road just outside the area of entangling vegetation.  Once the carpet was no longer moving, Fingers readied its sword in case any of the goblinoids were playing possum or more lie in wait among the underbrush lining the road.
AQ29.

The pack of goblinoids was done for.  The remaining ones cowered and fled, save for the one inside the entangle spell.
	Character
	Check
	Ranks
	Roll
	Save

	Goblin Warrior
	Strength
	1
	8
	9


Fail.

The goblin started crying.

Kedrik had said to let the cowards flee.  Samara swung off the carpet, hanging from one hand to drop to the ground.  She pulled her spear and prepared to stab the entangled goblin.  She anticipated reaching the goblin before it could wrest itself free, and maybe Allisa would annul the spell once Samara’s spear was pointed at the foul humanoid.

“Avenge our sons and daughters!” an elderly human voice came from the handful of bound humans, and it was then that Fingers noticed that the dead victims were among the youngest:  typical goblinoid tendency.

As Samara made her way eastward towards the goblin, Kedrik aimed his finger at the hobgoblin goblin, and said, “I may not be able to kill you with a single zap, but know this:  what I don’t do to you, Tali here will, and the rest of my company will ensure that you perish as did your accomplices here today.  Stand down.”

Allisa groaned with her bear voice, and waited to see what would happen next.
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Round 7

	Character
	Check
	Ranks
	Roll
	Save

	Goblin Warrior
	Strength
	1
	13
	14


Success.

Finally, the goblin got free of the entangle spell.

Samara reached the desired spot and shanked the goblin twice.
	Melee Weapon
	Dmg
	D+
	TH+
	Critical
	Type
	Wt.
	Atk
	Roll
	Check

	Darkwood Haft Adamantine Spear
	1d8
	-1
	1
	x3
	Piercing
	3.0
	+11
	6
	17

	Spear, haste
	1d8
	-1
	1
	x3
	Piercing
	 
	+11
	17
	28


Hit, hit, hit.  Dmg:  (7 - 1) + (5 - 1) = 6 + 4 = 10.

Goblin Warrior 3 died.

“Yaaaay!  Whoooweee!  Woohooooo!”  The bound humans, though they were in the midst of the entangle spell, cheered the heroes some more.

Flint nodded to Tali, “As always, it’s a pleasure watching you work.”

“One of us has to,” Tali replied, stowing her bow and hopping down off the carpet to go retrieve arrows.  She didn’t seem to pay much mind to the grateful rescued masses, but was keeping an eye out for snipers or dangers drawn to this scene of slaughter.

Flint looked back to Fingers, “Underneath her prickly exterior, she’s a good sort.  Still prickly, but good.”

Lauren wiped her blade on the barbarian’s clothing and sheathed it, ignoring the minor wound she’d picked up in the fight.  She looked around to see if there were other enemies to attack.  

The humans inside the entanglement looked to the heroes with anticipation.  Could these be heroes, or merely opportunistic brigands looking to finish the job that the hobgoblins had started.  The woman who was still bent over the pillory/guillotine turned her head and eyes southward, but was unable to see past Allisa’s entangling vines.

“Fingers, as we aren’t really affected by the entangle; would you mind flying us over to that lady still bound in the pillory?  I feel that her back must just be killing her if she’s been there for a while, and I don’t trust goblin construction.”  Flint gave a wave toward the woman in the guillotine, “One moment, fair lady.  Help is on the way.”
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“On it,” the changeling replied as the carpet once again begin to move.  “If the underbrush hasn’t stopped being grabby by the time we get there, I’ll hop down and risk it since hopefully it will have trouble pinning me down.”

“Allisa!” Kedrik called out to the bear, thinking he had to raise his voice to be understood, though he didn’t.  “Can you call off your vines?”

If left unattended, the spell would persist for another 10 minutes.  Allisa dismissed the spell’s effect, and all they had to deal with now were the ropes binding everyone’s wrists and ankles, plus the touchy guillotine mechanism that lent itself to the sadistic, whopsee-daisy types that these hobgoblins had been in life.  Lemures and demon ooze they would now become as their souls parted and gravitated to the Outer Planes that selected for their particular dispositions:  mostly the Hells and the Abyss, but a few would also come to foment in Tarterus, Gehenna, and Hades.
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Looking around, Allisa saw the other guillotine with the woman still on it, and was glad they’d killed or run off all of the villains.

Lauren kicked aside the corpse of Hobgoblin Warrior 2 as she and her bear lover converged upon the dirt road.  Having taken a cursory look at the dead combatants, she made a mental tally of the types of weapons they could scavenge, though she wasn’t sure about some of her guesses at their magical properties.

	Character
	Attack Type

	Hobgoblin Cleric
	Heavy Flail +2

	Hobgoblin Cleric
	Sling

	Hobgoblin Ranger
	Halberd +2

	Hobgoblin Ranger
	Composite Longbow +1

	Hobgoblin Ranger
	Sap

	Hobgoblin Fighter
	Ranseur +1

	Hobgoblin Fighter
	Longsword +1

	Hobgoblin Fighter
	Heavy Crossbow +1

	Hobgoblin Warrior
	Guisarme

	Hobgoblin Warrior
	Shortbow

	Hobgoblin Warrior
	Light Crossbow

	Hobgoblin Barbarian
	Spiked Greatclub +1

	Hobgoblin Barbarian
	Heavy Mace +1

	Hobgoblin Barbarian
	MW Throwing Axes (7)

	Goblin Warrior
	Short Sword (S)

	Goblin Warrior
	Dagger (S)

	Goblin Bard
	Throwing Daggers (12S)

	Goblin Bard
	Grenade Sling (S)

	Goblin Warrior
	Light Crossbow (S)



Fingers guided the carpet to a position just east of the woman, and just north of the debris barricade.

Lauren spotted her, swore softly and stepped over to her.  “Just relax, and I will get you out of there,” she told the woman.  “We won’t harm you, I promise.  Fingers, can you help with this so I don’t accidentally kill her?”

“Better let me work on this by myself,” Fingers warned Lauren.

“So, what do we do with them?”  The duskblade drew her knife and worked to free the rest of the survivors.  Most smiled back, but cringed at the fact that this band of saviors was traveling with a medusa.  Their prejudices were quickly debunked as they took a measure of her virtue.

When done, Lauren looked around for any horses, wagons or other means of transportation these people may have used.  The duskblade was no tracker, but did didn’t take long for Allisa to help her find the fresh wagon wheel tracks that led northeastward toward a small, convenient clearing where the goblinoids had led a single wagon, killed the two horses leading it, looted the goods inside, gorged themselves, and left it for ruined.

Meanwhile, bringing the carpet to a halt hovering a few feet above the now quiescent vegetation, the trapsmith hopped off and approached the combination pillory-guillotine.  “Try and hold still until I can get you out of there,” it advised the prisoner.  Goblins being the sneaky bastards that they were, Fingers wouldn’t put it past them placing a boobytrap or two in the rickety contraption and proceeded to give it a close once-over before starting to free the woman from what was nearly her doom.

With the rapists and murderers dead, Samara wiped her spear of blood and took stock about the battlefield.  With her 360° vision, she could see some of the others heading towards the prisoners, and realised she should probably not have 360 degrees of vision around regular humans.  She wound her snakes in her head covering again, resuming the appearance of a golden-skinned human.  As her armour was glamoured as everyday clothing, as long as no one had been watching she should appear perhaps the least threatening of the entire group.  Except maybe Flint.  She was not entirely sure he could be threatening at all.  She approached the nearest ex-captive, and asked, “Why did this thing happen?  Is road patrols killed?”  Then she remembered her training; humans were squishy creatures that were likely to be psychologically affected by things like rape and murder happening around them, leading to illogical outbursts instead of proper compartmentalizing.  They liked to be hugged and to cry on people’s shoulders.  She said more softly, attempting to be gentler, “I am sorry the bad things happened.  Is your brain having trauma?  Do you need that thing with the arms around?  What is it called... hug?”

“Two of the younger men cried in the medusa’s shoulder when she hugged them, now over the whole medusa thing.  One by one, they answered her questions, and the Gambit began to piece together the narrative of this troupe of wandering performers.  They had been staying in Silverymoon while the weather was good, but with the winter, they’d migrated south as they did every year, and expected to reach Waterdeep by next month as they meandered from one roadside settlement to another.

“We are a simple people,” the elder woman’s anecdote began, “and though we are nomadic by tradition, we have never found ourselves as destitute as now.  These hobgoblins looted all of our food, and took the last wagon we had.”

“With nary a donkey to speak of,” a male slightly younger than the woman added.  “We once had three wagons!” he boasted with pride, then shrugged, “Now we have what you see before you.”

“Aye, Tenir, but we also were a band of eleven, a band that needed three wagons,” an even younger woman reminded him.  “What’s left of us,” this woman now turned to the folks atop the carpet and said, “is a mere handful.  We’ll never be able to play Shine on You Crazy Diamond without Marxelles.”  She pointed at the decapitated body bent over the southernmost guillotine.

Some of the humans started to cry again; those that didn’t, comforted those that did, making great efforts to contain their sorrow.

The man who’d referenced a donkey and three wagons spoke again, “We have nearly nothing to eat, and less that you would find useful,” he judged aloud by the looks of everyone’s gear.  “How can we repay you?”
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As they spoke some more, introductions were made.  The humans were named—in order from oldest to youngest—Milaseva (f cleric-bard), Tenir (m bard), Gar (m rogue-bard), Laivumfisse (f swashbuckler-bard), Hawthorn (f illusionist-bard), Beku (m rogue-thief acrobat), and Temata (f sorceress-bard).
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“This is Allisa,” Lauren pointed to the druid, “and I am Lauren, her wife.”  She paused while the others of the Gambit introduced themselves.

The bear moved to Lauren’s side and before she took the last steps transformed into her normal self.  She noded to the people as her arm slipped around Lauren.  “Are you alright, Sweetness?”

“As long as you are with me, I am alright,” Lauren said with a smile that was a bit forced to Allisa’s experienced eye.

“I am surprised that you weren’t all slaughtered out of hand,” Laruen remarked after introductions had been made.  “The question now is, how can we help you within our means?  Perhaps we may begin by searching for anything useful left by the creatures who attacked you.”

“They preferred to terrorize us first.  The more adrenaline that courses through our veins prior to our slaughter, the tastier we are after roasting,” Laivumfisse explained, being more familiar with these foes than the rest of her band.

Lauren looked at the guillotines.  “We need to burn those devices.  How did they transport something like that here, anyway?”

Kedrik said with some certainty.  “Those were makeshift.  The blades are battleaxes with broken hefts, and the sliding mechanisms were jerry rigged by these goblinoids; you can tell by the coarseness of the craftsmanship.  And the benches, why, those had to have come from the wagons they tore up to create this blockade.”

“They were only going to need to use these once,” Fingers corroborated the gnome’s conclusions.

“I do not understand the reason to make them,” Samara commented.  “Is easier to chop off the head by the self.  Neck is fragile.  Not very hard.  Why need this thing?”  As it was a mostly rhetorical question, she went off to start collecting bodies, dragging them into a pile so that they might be burnt.  It was a tactical error to leave behind the corpses of an enemy; you could find an army at your back in no time.  She was glad to have less disturbing work than comforting humans crying on her shoulder.

Lauren had heard of the drow pleasures described in the Annals of Lolth, which were not unlike this guillotine themed scenario.  She remembered a passage in which a Viconia, cleric of Lolth and heiress to her clan’s throne, straddled her runt brother, who had been bound and gagged.  In the midst of climaxing, she sliced his throat and watched him die as his member withered within her contracting vagina.  She said nothing of this to Samara, not wishing to spoil the mood.

“I think, Samara, it is for the frightening factor, not to mention the show.  It is a horrid way to die,” said the druid.

“Yyyeah,” agreed Lauren with pressed lips.

Now safely out of the guillotine, Temata cleared the throat that would have been severed for a hobgoblin’s pleasure, then said, “Milaseva, if you’ve still got your create food and water spell, I propose we invite these good people to share in a meal with us.  I, for one, am thankful for their existence, and would gladly give up my share of the food that the rest of you might have more to eat.”

“It is not necessary that you repay us.  And if the others agree you may take most if not all of these weapons to sell in repayment for your losses.  I would think we need to be on our way as soon as we regroup,” she smiled politely.

“I’m Flint, and my archer friend is Tali.  Please don’t approach her; she bites.”  The archer silently held up a middle finger over her shoulder toward Flint.  “In terms of money woes, I would think you could make fair coin selling these fallen weapons.  I don’t want any of them and I doubt Tali does either.  Just a matter of getting to the next town, really.  Sadly, I knew we were travelling by carpet so didn’t study my shadow walk spell this morning, else I’d just pop you all over to Waterdeep.”

Seeing as many of the performers had been beaten and otherwise wounded, Flint circulated among them, tending to their wounds while laying hands upon them using his Touch of Healing feat.  Hearing the former guillotine lady’s suggestion, he smiled, “I can also conjure a mean stew.  Sadly, I was not expecting such a large group, so I cannot mystically conjure enough for all of us, but I can certainly supplement whatever Milaseva can provide.”

Tali looked around, with the goblinoid slaughter, there’d be no good hunting, and foraging would be scarce this close to the road, so she didn’t offer to help with food.  Instead, she used her dagger to cut an arrow out of a hobgoblin.

One of the performers approached the kneeling Tali and asked, “Do you give hugs as well?”

The deepwoods sniper pulled loose the arrow with a wet, sucking sound then flicked it to the side to get some blood off before looking up at the potential hugger, “Do I look like someone who hugs?”

Fingers left the comforting of the former prisoners to the others and busied itself with helping drag bodies and debris into a pyre, making sure it was well away from the trees and underbrush lining the road.  After all, it would hardly do to save the unfortunate people from one grisly death only to have them perish in a wildfire.  While doing so, it evaluated the various bits and pieces that appeared to have been from the smashed wagons—while certainly not a carter, Fingers felt it might be able to gather enough scraps to cobble together a crude cart or the like—even a wheelbarrow would be better than nothing.  Once the pyre was ready, it fashioned a Great Scorcher packet to light the wood and bodies ablaze.  Though it was Deepwinter, the conifers would catch fire given enough flame.
	Skill
	Rank
	Ability & Mod.
	Misc. Mods.
	Total
	Roll
	Check

	Fingers, Knowledge: Engineering
	5
	Int (+2)
	0
	7
	7
	14


See below.

~*~

They had eaten their fill, and exchanged pleasantries during the better part of an hour.

Fingers was proud of its handicraft.  Though not perfect, it was able to fashion an uncovered wagon with three wheels:  one in front and two at the rear.  It appeared more like a giant tricycle with a flat board suitable for four human arses.  The changeling now affixed a pair of bars that would serve as the tether for the reins that would presumably be applied to at least one draft animal, if such could be found.

“We should be getting back up in the air,” Kedrik suggested.  “Such good weather should be exploited.  Better to fly under clear skies than stormy ones.”

“You’ll need to find yourself a mule,” Fingers motioned to his wheelbarrow-wagon, which would eventually have fallen apart, but might very well get them to the next settlement.  “But I think she’ll get you at least a few dozen miles further.”

The bards were quite overjoyed with the makeshift wagon, and though they had no ox or equine beast to draw it, they could put their few belongings atop it, and maybe take turns sitting and pulling.  The young instantly insisted on the two eldest in the troupe to sit atop it while the others drew the wagon slowly, nodding as it rolled without breaking down.

Having cleared the road of the blockade and rendered something useful from the debris, Fingers wiped a bead of sweat off of his brow, and seemed satisfied in doing something other than disarming a trap or imitating an evil sorcerer.

The troupe bid the Gambit the fondest of farewells, and they took their leave, pulling the wagon with gratitude and joyfulness.

Fingers brought the carpet around to meet the others, and within a minute, they were 100’ up in the air, and headed north towards a horizon crested by craggy mountains to the northwest.  The sun was still high above them, and they still had several hours before they would have to consider where to set up camp.

“Let’s find somewhere that is hard to reach from the ground to camp,” Lauren suggested.

Kedrik said nothing for the moment, wanting to give the more outdoorsy folks a chance to pipe in.

“How close to sundown do you want to keep looking?” Fingers asked.  “I can try and keep track of the most recent likely spot we pass by and can backtrack to before it gets too dark.  Never hurts to have a fallback hideyhole up your sleeve in case you can’t find something better.”  With the carpet flying a straight and level route, the changeling spared some of its attention to eye the ground the group was passing over.

“I don’t mean to seem terribly... delicate, but is there a particular reason we don’t just follow the road and stop at roadside inns?  I understand there’s a certain charm to sleeping under the stars, Tali seems fond of that, but I am rather fond of beds and walls.”  Flint smiled, “Oh, and stew.  I didn’t get any of my earlier stew, rather wanting the healing properties to go where they’d be best served, but a bowl of stew with a good crusty bread?  Mmm... that’s good eating.”

Kedrik nodded with an almost silent, “Aye.”  They had been following the road for most of the day, and there was no reason to do otherwise.  But then there were several roads.  Still, better to stay on the tributary leading most directly northward, which consequently happened to be the one most traversed.

Tali was cleaning bits of goblin gristle out of the broadheads of her arrows with a dagger.  “If we want to rough it, I’ll keep an eye out for good campgrounds.  High ground is good if we’re concerned about beasts.  Not so good if we’re concerned about sentient enemies.  Visibility is important to warn animals away, but works conversely with hunters.  Really our best bet would be finding other travelers and camping with them.  Numbers are universally applicable.”

Fingers had studied the map, and knew they would be passing a roadside inn just around Sunset.  He mentioned this, and it seemed to suit everyone’s needs.  “I’ll try to get us there as quickly as possible without risking our safety,” he then assured the other five atop the carpet.  “Until then, it’s just a sea of bristlecone pines with the road running through it.”

Lauren shrugged.  “I will defer to the experts.”  She reached out and caressed Allisa’s arm.  “I don’t object to sleeping in a bed, either.”

“Well, it seems it might be cold tonight and a cave or abandoned house would be better than out in the open.  Now, if it were a warm night, I would not mind sleeping outside,” Allisa smiled.  “But, if we care not who is watching an inn will do nicely.”

~*~

They were very close to their intended destination now, and could see the widening of the road below them, a sign of a population’s constant use of this byway.  Indeed, dozens of tributary roads and trails now led east and west, and every once in a while the heroes spotted a rooftop or a chimney puff dotting the otherwise tranquil sea of trees.

There was an ever-so-thin layer of frost on the treetops, and Kedrik could tell by the chill and the eastern clouds that were now passing away that it had snowed lightly here just hours ago.  The Afternoon sun had done its job of melting and evaporating what little snow fell, but it was also evident by the clouds approaching from the western horizon that it would surely snow again tonight, and probably more heavily.

They stretched their shoulders and arms as the carpet began to slow down and descend.  They were still about a quarter of a mile away, and about 50’ up in the air, having just slowed down to 10’ per second (60’ per turn).

~*~

From the confiscated journal of Grim Gerome…

… All I want to do is see their deaths, and see their deaths is all that I ever, ever want to do... starting with that Black Boars [Waterdeep p. 66] barkeep’s dwarven bodyguard…

… With Gaylord [Faulkner] and that wretched ghast [Snafu Roachmunch] gone, the office is a bit understaffed, but from my own perspective, those two weren’t worth their salt on their best night.  Good riddance to incurable evil…

… And, lo, there will come a day when the first is made last and the last is made first, and in that reckoning there will be gladness of heart for the just, and woe for the wicked, and only the righteous shall prevail henceforth…

… every single bedamned Dhavy killed by their own hand.  Their children shall be spared, and raised as civilized people, but all others will see the hand of judgment before it strikes them down…

… Before entering Waterdeep, remember to suppress all of this, for they will surely divine it if even the slightest suspicion is raised.  My sister’s lot will provide the cover for entry and exit in the event that we cannot fly or teleport undetected, and once we’re in, we are to stay in the Docks Ward safehouse, where we spent a week hiding two years ago…  [This reference coincides with the time the Rumors fought the Gambit atop Castle Waterdeep.]

… The Dhavy is a vile troglodyte who must be culled and put into a soup or stew.  The concoction—not meant for halfling consumption—is to be fed to the animals he would otherwise have butchered and consumed, and said livestock and game are to be released as both an offering to Nature and a message to all who would defile Nature across the Sword Coast.  Woeful is the day when they prevail, and only death and subsequent judgment await them…

… Every single Dhavy vermin must be brought to the hands of a mightier power, even if that power be in direct collusion with evil, for in times of need, even evil can be a tool of retributive justice when used wisely and with prudence…

… I will not stand by and be a passive witness in the inevitable fall of the so-called City of Splendors; nay, I vow to be the prime participant in its demise, and in the wake of its crumbled wreckage, I shall walk away from the pillars of smoke and ne’er look back upon the ilk of Dhavies and their walls and streets.  DEATH unto the all-foe!  I raise my cup to the end of Dhaves!...

… Kill, kill, kill…

… What will we do when the Dhavies are gone?  We’ll plow our own fields, and swim in our ponds.  Singing a true-hearted halfling song is what I’ve wished to do all along…

… Four nights ago, I was visited in a dream by an oneiromancer who announced herself as the Vilemother.  She has not returned, and I fear that perhaps whatever opportunity she may have thought to offer me has now been offered to another, perhaps a godsdamned Dhavy!  I will not stand for this!  Oh, Vilemother, I demand a second apparition!…

… Cities in general are a blight and curse upon the land, but Waterdeep is the flagship of urban decadence and debauchery, and while the local druidic orders are well meaning in their efforts to curb urbanization and humanoid interference with Nature, their efforts are misplaced and ill-efficient.  Only the total and irreversible destruction of this metropolis will create the critical mass across this land that will inevitably carry all the way to Athkatla and beyond….  Once this is achieved, I will rest easy, knowing that others will take up the banner…

… Whisper, Supreme Defiance, Clarence the Stupendous, Bestlaranathion... these megalomaniacs are all one and the same:  ambition incarnate.  Each one, however, couples ambition with some flaw, undoing much of what their ambition would otherwise have gotten them.  Power, yes, they have it… for now, but what will it get them in the end?  Whisper’s plans involve little beyond the acquisition of power for fear of powerlessness.  The taint elemental—as is its nature—seeks only to spread its influence and existence across a web of misfortunates, eventually destroying even Nature herself.  Clarence’s ambitions mostly revolved around sleeping with his lackeys, and Best, well, I’m sure there’s something critical to be said of an articulate white dragon.  Perhaps I will be the first to say it once I meet her in person…

… Every soulless Dhavian should beg for mercy at the hands of my successors when I am gone, for in my wake there shall rise from the seas and land a thousand more to take my place.  I will never die!  I have died a thousand deaths, and here I am, forevermore…

… I’ve had enough.  The knight’s gotta go.  No way she lives through this one if I have anything to say about this… … …I guess she’s not that bad… killing her won’t further my cause, and might even jeopardize it.  She lives… for now…

… We will be triumphant!...

~*~

Flint, the factotum, had been engrossed in the writings of Grim Gerome, whose journal had been confiscated by the second team of experts sent into the Dungeon of the Crypt last night.  Kedrik had shared it with everyone, and Flint now tried to commit some of its highlights to memory.  He now lifted his head and closed the notebook, handing it back to Kedrik, who put it in his haversack.

[image: ]

Flint, unsurprisingly, was a fan of grand entrances.  Tali, being the more reasonable of the pair, suggested, “If we don’t want to cause a stir, we should land a bit further off and walk in.  Even at that, anyone would take a look at us and know we’re a band of adventurers, so perhaps flying in will warn thieves we are not a group to be trifled with.”

“We’re not exactly an inconspicuous bunch, so we’re likely to draw attention in either case,” offered Fingers.  “Flying in will let anyone who might otherwise be tempted to try anything know that we are not inexperienced and suggest we have resources to draw upon that would prove a nasty surprise.”  The trapsmith did not add the fact that, having just those sorts of skills itself, it might well be able to spot any light-fingered types sizing the group up as targets.

“I have been riding for a while and I think a walk into the town would be nice,” said the druid.  The flying around was not her favorite thing, at least not on a carpet.

~*~

“Let us land just outside of town and walk in,” Lauren said.

“Stretching our legs is not a bad option before dinner.  How about we turn back just a tad, land a quarter mile out, and have a light stroll?  If you wish to spend more time under the stars, no need to come in right away.”  Flint always tried to find a good middle ground, especially if that middle ground didn’t leave him hiking for an hour in the dark.  Besides, after reading Gerome’s diary, he rather wanted a drink.

“That’s fine by me,” agreed Fingers.  While concentrating on controlling the carpet seemed a simple enough task at first, maintaining that concentration for hours on end proved more of an effort than expected and it was beginning to experience a headache from the prolonged mental exercise.  It considered taking a half-orc form to wear into town to match its tetchy mood, but reflected doing so was about as likely to invite confrontation with the locals as it would to dissuade them.  Instead, a mental command caused its shiftweave clothing to adopt those of a common laborer to match Fingers’ current nondescript human form, albeit not without a fresh pang of its headache.

Kedrik added the vote that rendered this the majority—if not unanimous—vote, and they turned back just a few hundred feet, and landed safely.

Fingers and Lauren rolled up the carpet as everyone got their bearings.  Stuffing the rolled up vessel into Lauren’s extradimensional bag, the drow and changeling joined the others as they looked toward the southwest.

“What is it?” Lauren asked.

“There was a boy there,” Allisa pointed.  “A few hundred feet south.  He saw us land, put a hand to his mouth, and took off running back into the woods.”

“Sounds exactly like what I’d do if I were a kid in this podunk hamlet,” Kedrik showed a bit of urban pomp for once, then apologized.  “I mean I doubt he’s ever seen—or will ever again see—something as rare as a band of well clad adventurers armed to the teeth landing a flying carpet.”

“So?  Shall we head to town then?” Flint pointed north with the palm of his hand.

Tali was first to go, but she allowed Fingers to catch up and lead the way, and they soon assumed a marching formation suitable to everyone’s respective specializations.

[image: ]

Fingers was content to leave its weapons sheathed and partially hidden by the billows of its cape, trusting to its Eager dagger’s ability to literally fly into its hand should the need arise for quick action.  As the group neared the environs of the inn, Fingers took note of any other edifices in the vicinity, old habits subconsciously analyzing which might belong to those of greater wealth who might be persuaded to part with same.

After landing.  Allisa transformed into a beautiful red fox.  The creature kept near Lauren as they traveled, staying just to her right and a step or two behind.  Every now and then the fox dashed up ahead and checked for scents and the passage of others, before returning to her mistress’s side.

Had she been a better tracker, the druid-turned-fox might have had the instinct to follow the faint scent of dead squirrel wafting over from a nearby tree, but she couldn’t quite pinpoint it (see MM 314 for details on Scent and Tracking), and so they all just kept meandering along the mostly northward path.

As they strolled and strutted, Allisa noted that—as expected—the birds were becoming less numerous with the coming of night, and the bats were now visible in greater numbers than when they had been flying.

Flint whistled softly to himself as he walked along, and for a few reasons.  First, he just liked to whistle.  Second, it helped show he had no ill intentions and wasn’t skulking in the dark.  Third, it irritated Tali, who was prone to skulking in the dark, ill intentions or not.  The chameleon walked with nothing in his hands and a light step, while Tali had her bow in hand as she walked along, peering suspiciously into the dark.  She didn’t expect trouble, but that didn’t mean she wouldn’t look for it.  High above the tallest copses, a bird chirped in a similar key to Flint’s, and for a moment, the factotum-chameleon felt himself a bard.

[image: Image result for d&d map roadside inn]

It didn’t take long to get to the inn, and really, that’s all it was:  an inn with a general store / gift shop.  There was no town center to speak of—not here, anyway—and it seemed that the lonesome character of the place could be both an attraction and an aversion for the merchants and pilgrims that trod this trail.

The last rays of sunlight caressed the orange and pink clouds above them, making one last spectacle of hues for everyone on the ground before that golden orb retreated into the western confines of the Sword Coast.

A human girl of about 7 years spotted the approaching heroes from a downstairs window near the red VACANCY sign, and disappeared a moment thereafter, probably to go get one of her parents.  Sure enough, seconds later, by the time Fingers and Kedrik had stepped onto the first board of the nameless inn’s front porch, a human woman of at least 3 decades opened the old but functional door—the child curiously looking at the Gambit from behind her mother—and bid everyone well.

“You’ve come at a convenient time, travelers,” the woman then added to the greeting.  “The only folks that had been staying here left early this morning.  I’ve four vacant rooms, and all the hot tub time you want.”

Lauren had spotted the hot tub outside, just behind (to the east of) the inn as they approached from the south; it was essentially a big, wooden vat with a water pump and a furnace, and in the middle of Deepwinter, she shivered at the thought of having to walk soaking wet from the tub back to her room.

“Oh my.  A hot tub!  You, my fair lady, are a sheer delight.  I’m more excited about that than stew,” Flint leaned toward her to confide, “And I was very excited for stew.”  Turning toward the girl, Flint kneeled and smiled at her, holding up a bright, shiny gold piece, “Do you think you could be a dear and scrounge up some dinner for the lot of us?”

“Oh, well, we do happen to have some stew, but I’d have to heat it back up,” the mother said to the Gambit, then showed everyone into the lobby, and mentioned the price of each room—a few silver pieces each—which Kedrik promptly paid up front, plus a gold coin for the woman.  “This is for your kindness,” he told her, investing in the rural woman’s goodwill.

At the Inn, Tali frowned a bit at the thought of four rooms.  She could share a room with Flint or with a stranger.  Glancing around the room, she stepped over to Samara, “Would you care to share a room?”  If nothing else, the Medusa seemed she would be a quiet roommate.  With the other ladies, there could be... well, noises.

[Samara’s response.]

A thin human male then presented himself—donning the garbs of a simple farmer—and nodded a monosyllabic greeting with a frank but weary smile.  “What a day!” he then said, and it became evident from the décor that this man was a farmer, and this being midwinter, the man had husked ten thousand or so beans and peas from last fall’s harvest, and was bringing in a few jars full of each type of legume.  He looked the party over, and asked, “Waterdeep?”

Tali looked over the farmer, then nodded toward him, “Accurate.”  Her eyes drifted to the jars and she asked, “Tell me, do you have any Maztican long beans in your harvest?  I’m not sure they grow in this cool a clime, but I developed a fondness for them while on assignment with the smiling buffoon.”  She cocked a thumb at Flint, who was trying to entertain the child with rather bad Sleight of Hand.
	Skill
	Rank
	Ability & Mod.
	Misc. Mods.
	Total
	Roll
	Check
	Notes

	Flint, Sleight of Hand
	0
	Dex (+3)
	+5
	8
	14
	22
	 Unusable untrained


Rather bad.

The child’s eyes shifted from Flint’s hands to his eyes, and then she smirked and feigned some bewilderment, before turning to run behind her mother again.

The three hosts had by now introduced themselves.  The woman, girl, and man were named, respectively, Rhianna, Rhian-Sabeen, and Shamesh.  Their ancestors had come to settle here during the turn of the (14th) century, and though they knew of the world around them from the tales of passersthrough, they had never been farther than a day’s march from this very spot.

Rhianna smiled and lit the candle at the foot of the staircase, saying, “All four rooms are up here; privies just outside; and the tub is yours for as long as you can manage to replenish the logs in the furnace and occasionally pump the piping mechanism... my father himself built it.”
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