You have just entered room "With Open Arms."
alyafrettlar has entered the room.
alyafrettlar has left the room.
The 1st Oracle: (this logs itself but others should log too...state date if necessary. Edits should be posted in here to be recorded. Once line up is decided, start when ready.)
Unclear Presence: [ 22 Eleasias, 1372 ]
Unclear Presence: Whether an intentional move on Cogliostro's part whilst creating the Gate, or merely a circumstance based on the fact that the 'human' had created it horizontally beneath their feet, rather than vertically as normal, 
Unclear Presence: the trio had found themselves plummeting downward at a rapid rate. The rocky, barren land below was closing rapidly, though the fact they were at least two hundred feet above it gave them a few moments to react, which some already 
Unclear Presence: had. Bouncing off of the occasional flying devil did little to slow the fall, though it did buy a heartbeat or two simply due to the thickness of the 'cloud' the 
Unclear Presence: fiendish mob created. For those recovered enough at the moment to do so, looking up would afford them a final glimpse of home, though even if they used innate levitations or other various magics those of their caliber could bring to
Unclear Presence: bear, they'd not be able to cross the planar threshold. The fact that part of the Gate spell included sucking them further into the Hells didn't help, either. A better glance downward would reveal that part of the reddish-hued 
Unclear Presence: badlands below were breaking apart, with what appeared to be a large set of horns, and six gigantic, clawed hands protruding through the rocky terrain. The summoned devil coming to Cogliostro's call, something that those who knew 
Unclear Presence: the name would be aware of.
EuolAlya: Alya realizing the danger of this fall quickly began to chant the levitation spell.
EuolAlya: It was awkard at best as she had never been a caster and it sounded more like a song then a spell.
EuolAlya: Keeping her wits about her she quickly looked about to assess the situation. 
EuolAlya: Recalling a legend she realized the danger of there new surroundings. 
EuolAlya: Alya then moves out of the storm of devils as soon as the opurtunity arriveS.
Nathvas: The devils continued to fly by, paying them no attention. A quick check around revealed where Urlryn and Alya where. It also revealed where they where in the Cosmo. "Oh shit!" He cursed. They where in hell, pecificly 
Nathvas: the first layer. Nathvas motioned Alya and Urlrryn over to him. They had to act fast before the devils toke a intrest in them and decided to add drow to the menu. Hopefully they would see him and move to his position. He 
Nathvas: had a spell that should make their escape more easy. 
Unclear Presence: Ulryn touched down not far from Nathvas, and after noting that Alya would be landing but a moment later, and having no better plan himself, he moved towards the half drow with utmost haste. Just about then, the earth heaved beneath 
Unclear Presence: them, with loose rock and debris spraying the area, for the archdevil had just broken free. At least, it's upper portions were free. For the moment, the beast--what looked like a gargantuan cross-breed of a pit fiend and a marilith,
Unclear Presence: of all things--had it's attention locked on freeing the lower half of it's body. Though no one may have noticed with all the goings on, save for perhaps Alya as she was still slightly airborne, another figure dropped quickly from 
Unclear Presence: above, and landed on the far side of the large devil, though whomever it was had dropped so fast that it was impossible to say who--or perhaps what--it may have been. While the landscape surrounding them didn't offer much in the
Unclear Presence: ways of protection right now, there were scattered boulders strewn about, some large enough to at least crouch behind, though even that wouldn't hide anyone from the archfiend once it stood to it's full height, by the look of
Unclear Presence: it. There were 'hills' aplenty around, though, so perhaps if they could only run fast enough and far enough over the treacherous footing....
EuolAlya: Alya moved quickly to where Nathvas and Ulryn stood "Please tell me one of you have a spell to get us out of this place." she said trying to judge the time they had before big ugly freed itself.
EuolAlya: She swollowed hard as a bead of sweat formed upon her brow.
EuolAlya: If the answer was no she was prepared to grab up Url and run for all she was worth once on the ground below.
Nathvas: Nathvas opened his arms and spoke with concern as he floated a foot off the ground because of the enchantments in his boots. . "Urlryn, I'll carry you." He hoped the priest wouldn't question him this moment. 
Nathvas: Nathvas remained cool as the demon tried to free himself, a benefit of summoning demons and devils but a creature of this power concerned him greatly. 
Nathvas: (switch to paragraghs around)
The 1st Oracle: Urlryn nodded to Nathvas. He still had not healed himself. There was no time. His body ached and protested being touched, but there was little choice. He prayed, but Vhaeraun offered no release and worse still no escape. 
The 1st Oracle: He slurred his response to Alya though the only words that could be understood was no, and Vhaeraun, everything else was bunched together beyond understanding. He was too in pain to worry about the happenings below. Fear and 
The 1st Oracle: weariness were taking its toll on him. The rising panic that his god was not responding threatened to make witless. The only thing that kept him conscious was the fact he HAD all his spells still available. The aura still touched 
The 1st Oracle: him, he was just barred from any spells that would allow them to get out of here. He tried and was cut off.
Unclear Presence: No sooner had all of them more or less joined one another, when the great beast rose to it's full height, towering so high that the trio of drow standing on one anotehr's shoulder's wouldn't come to but it's chin. Immense wings 
Nathvas has left the room.

You have just entered room "With Open Arms II."
Nathvas has entered the room.
alyafrettlar has entered the room.
Unclear Presence: No sooner had all of them more or less joined one another than had the great beast risen to it's full height, towering so high that the drow trio standing tall on each other's outstretched fingertips would scarcely come to it's
Unclear Presence: chin. Immense wings unfurled, sending a shower of rock and debris down upon the gathered drow, not to mention all but obscuring their view of what lay beyond the mighty beast.
Unclear Presence: To their advantage, however, it appeared that the archfiend did not yet fully understand the situation, nor was it overtly aware of it's surroundings. Yet. That alone may give them time and opportunity 
Unclear Presence: slink away into the nearest 'valley', where they may perhaps find a better place in which to hole up, or come across some other means of eluding the creature, at least for a time. Then again, given their surroundings
Unclear Presence: it was possible that they'd simply stumble into something just as deadly--or deadlier--than the archdevil before them.
BitVyper has entered the room.
alyafrettlar: Upon reaching the quaking ground Alya took off like a bolt of lightening. Her training allowed her to use her full speed. Alya's weapon was at the ready knowing she could fight and be out the fastest as there was no way should would
alyafrettlar: abandon her cleric.
Nathvas: Nathvas flew close to the ground towards Urlryn. No need to let the Archfiend know of his presence by being a a fly in its face. His enchanted clothes prevented any harm from the foalling stones. He needed to Alya and Urlryn in
Nathvas: this forsaken place. On his own, he would be a meal in no time. 
The 1st Oracle: Urlryn sagged against Alya and managed to say "There is no escape, all teleportation spells are beyond casting." He knew fear. This was either Cogliostro's doing or a test from Vhaeraun. Once his wounds were healed 
The 1st Oracle: he would give it more thought. For now, hejust concentrated on staying calm and conscious.
Unclear Presence: Despite the fact that none of the drow likely noticed at the time, those devils that hadn't fled through to the Prime when the human's Gate had been cast had gone into hiding 
Unclear Presence: as best they were able, due to the prospect of the archfiend being summoned and released. Now, however, the initial wave of trepidation was apparently replaced by curiousity, as all around the gathered drow there appeared a large 
Unclear Presence: variety of fiendish heads peeking out from this nook or that; not to mention that several winged creatures were slowly circling back in their general direction. To top it all off, Nathvas may have produced the very effect he was 
Unclear Presence: aiming to evade, as the archfiend's smoldering gaze was seemingly attracted to the movement and was now concentrated upon the fleeing trio. Of course, it may have honed in on them anyway, not that the reasons really mattered. What 
Unclear Presence: mattered right now was the fact that the fiend saw something--the drow collective--that was most certainly out of place, and that it was irked at being summoned and then summarily had the Gate closed off before it could enter the
Unclear Presence: Prime. That last fact was probably lost on the drow threesome right at the moment, as there was still a large cloud of flying devils blocking the view so far above.
alyafrettlar: Alya had sweat rolling down her forhead at this point as she ran for all she was worth.
alyafrettlar: The many eyes now upon them told her to expect blood shed as the stories had told of the natures of the beings in this place. "We shall escape. Failure means death!" she told Urlryn with determination. 
alyafrettlar: Alya glancing at Nathvas calls just loud enough for him to hear "Get on the ground or fend for yourself wizard!" and with that ran for cover.
Nathvas: Nathvas arched a eye brow at her comment. She obviously didn't know he was only a few inches of the ground. Making him just as noticeable as her as she dragged the half concious priest. Quickly his hands move in a precise pattern
Nathvas: and he vanished from sight as the invisibility spell toke affect. He just hoped none of the devils had the ability to piece his spell. 
The 1st Oracle: He was being dragged but didn't care. The danger was too great, and he would hamper her by trying to help. Instead he started praying his favorite Prayer. "Thy Shadow will guide and protect me," He continued it's versus
The 1st Oracle: soft quiet whispers.
The 1st Oracle: (in
Unclear Presence: Apparently, someone was able to pierce Nathvas' spell...that, or it was just coincidence that another Gate-like portal opened directly in his--and summarily Alya's--path, only some dozen paces ahead. While it was a meager twenty 
Unclear Presence: foot in height and width against a theoretically infinite background of Hellish landscape, the differences within it were immediately and immensely noticeable. While a constant reddish-hue suffused their current environs, bright 
Unclear Presence: sunlight streamed inward from the Gate, though the fresh, flower-filled breeze that should accompany it--if only by virtue of what their minds would tell them when looking at the specific scenery within--
Unclear Presence: was held in check by the fact it couldn't cross the planar boundary. Though it looked peaceful and innocuous enough, those with a keen eye for detail could tell that something set it subtly apart from the Prime. So, where exactly it
Unclear Presence: went was up in the air, though it certainly looked more suitable a surrounding than Hell. Who created it was an unknown, though as the archfiend now began turning away from the drow and the Gate to look behind itself, one could 
Unclear Presence: begin to make a guess or two. In whatever event, they now had two choices. Stay here in Hell and face the perils they could see, or take their chances in the other place presented to them. Obviously, from past experience, they 
Unclear Presence: should be aware to choose quickly.
alyafrettlar: She had yet to give heed to any of her own wounds and still did not yield to them.
alyafrettlar: Urlryn's words sent a sudden surge of courage through Alya. 
alyafrettlar: Quickly debating battling the hords the terrors in hell or chancing what might be waiting for them on the otherside. Alya charged to make it through the portal hoping whom ever opened would be ill prepared for her speed.
Nathvas: The portal caught Nathvas off guard and he quickly glanced around to see if any one fitted the profile of a wizard. Not seeing any body, he guessed the portal was on the opposite side. He charged threw the portal and hoped their 
Nathvas: saviors where the generious kind. Either way, it would be safer to go threw then to remain in hell. 
The 1st Oracle: Urlryn backed Alya's decision of going through the portal and his prayer continued, feeling her determination. He hoped his words encouraged her, that is what it was meant for. For Nathvas he spoke words of good will 
The 1st Oracle: that he too might be protected regardless of his peferenc for gods and faith. The light grew brighter, he closed his weary eyes, but he kept murmering versus as they went through.
Unclear Presence: Rising fully from his formerly kneeling position so that he may brush himself off and smile triumphantly and mockingly to the devil, a certain armored figure then offers a quick bow and closes off the Gate with a gesture. That done,
Unclear Presence: Nilco opted to whisk himself out of the environs as well, if only due to the fact that he had business to attend with the elven wight. If it were not so pressing, he'd rather stay and teach the archfiend a few lessons in
Unclear Presence: humility. As for those who passed through the Gate, they instantly found themselves--or more appropriately, their nostrils--accosted not by the overpowering fragrance of the surface flowers which dotted the flat plains surrounding 
Unclear Presence: them, but rather by a most certainly more charnel smell. The foul odor of death didn't have a discernable source at first glance, but the winds picked up even more a moment later, making the tall grasses bow lower, revealing the
Unclear Presence: mass of bodies hidden within, not far off to the left. It also revealed the fact that there were shadows that looked like perhaps buildings off in the distance. While they couldn't really see any high ground anywhere nearby, there
Unclear Presence: did appear to be a single hill of some respectable height far off in yet another direction. Despite the fact that the sun had barely risen in the Prime when they'd left, and that only a short bit of time had passed, the sun was most
Unclear Presence: definitely at it's Zenith in this place, wherever exactly it was. While Nathvas was aware of the Plane's name, there was no way to tell if they were near any landmarks of note right now.
alyafrettlar: Alya thought hard to try to figure out her new surroundings but was still attempting to put some distance between her and that portal. The light of the day cause her no pain and in fact seemed so welcoming as it was what she had 
alyafrettlar: grown accustome for over a hundred years. 
alyafrettlar: "Where are we?" she said out loud more to herself then to Urlryn as she shuffled through the lore and not being able to place it. 
Nathvas: Nathvas continued to follow Alya as they put more distance between them and the portal. 
Nathvas: Even being a wizard, the light hurt Nathvas eyes considerably but he pushed threw it"This place is the Nishrek, home to the Orc gods." He explained. He was still invisible so his voice came from shortly behind her. 
Nathvas: Nathvas kept looking around him, expecting some sort of attack. "We have to be careful here. This is a orc's paradise. They fight all night and at sunset they are resurrected." Nathvas knew a few things about 
Nathvas: the orcish plane but couldn't determine where they where in the plane. "How's Urlryn doing?" He inquired.
Nathvas: inquired.
The 1st Oracle: Urlrun felt a twinge of pain, pick at the core of the self as if his ties to Vhaeraun were being smothered, but not severed. It was shortly accompied by a tiny feeling of renewal. He opened his red eyes and squinted. 
The 1st Oracle: "I'll be fine," He spoke at length slowly and carefully pulling away from Alya. He drew his short sword and pulled up his Mask and without further word took his first step forward. He was still frightened but best to 
The 1st Oracle: face his fear now then run screaming in terror and let death take him painfully. If he died fighting he would be sure to have it over quickly. If he was stuck here, he wanted to at least give it his best than be thought of
The 1st Oracle: as a coward. He trembled but with each step, he steadied until he had the drow confidence back in play.
The 1st Oracle: He surveyed the feild a moment, figured it was a safe time as any and cast a cure spell on himself. (done this time.)
Unclear Presence: And so it was that their latest collective adventure began, though as they were surrounded by orcs who smelled more foul alive than when dead half the time, one may call it a nightmare trek instead. The Plane was already enacting 
Unclear Presence: it's healing abilities upon the trio of drow, despite the fact they may not realize it now. But soon enough, that mystery, and even bigger ones, would be revealed to them all soon enough....
