Gauron Goes to Hell

	
In an instant you are transported to a strange place. The air is uncomfortably hot and humid and stinks of sulfur. The ground is rocky and cracked. The wasteland seems to stretch out for an eternity and is featureless except for a lone city some half mile away. The sounds of a raging battle fill the air all around you though it is impossible to tell which direction it is coming from.



The group can make a Gather Information check (DC 15) to learn of a devil that roams this layer who may know about where to find nightmares. When in town he can usually be found at a place called the Festering Unicorn. A Gather Information (DC 22) gives them the name Drakulakar.

	
The Festering Unicorn seems to be one of the better kept buildings here. The large iron bound door is decorated with various skulls mounted with steel spikes. The inside is filled with a handful of patrons, all devils of various types. Two of them have a few slaves attached to chains and anchored to their chairs. One devil nudges another beside him and points at you. The two briefly chuckle. The second one stands up, flicks his tail and says “Poor little humans, where are your masters? Are you lost or just eager to die?” The entire room erupts with foul laughter.



The party can go about finding Drakulakar any way they wish. If they simply state they are looking for nightmares, the same devil will say they are certainly in the right place, followed by another round of laughter.

	“I am Drakulakar, Drak if you prefer, a bounty hunter. What brings you to me?”


“So you seek a nightmare? Not many mortals would even dare come here, let alone tempt a nightmare. But your life is yours to discard as you please. Very well. If you do something for me, I’ll do something for you.


Someone has somehow learned of my name back on your plane and has tried to summon me on several occasions. Lately it has become rather frequent and bothersome. All I know is a name; Braenna. I wish I could give you more information. Thankfully she seems to have been trying to use a sort of one-way portal to beckon me. I’d get another here to aid me instead, but I hate to see what sort of favor they’d want in exchange. When this portal opens, go through and kill this caller and bring me back their head. I’d go myself, but I fear it might be someone who summons devils just to trap and kill us. Your appearing in my place would surely take them by surprise. Use this to return here when you’re finished.” Drak produces a scroll from his pack and hands it to you. “Bring me the head and I’ll lead you to the nightmares.”



The scroll is a scroll of teleport somehow keyed to Festering Unicorn. As the group is talking to Drak, a portal opens beside him. He shakes his head in disbelief and asks the group to enter it.

	
You step through the strange opening and into a large stone room where three individuals are standing.


“What the hell is this, Brenna?” one of the armored figures shouts. “This is not a devil, and there’s more than one of ‘em!”


The other armored figured quickly looks you up and down, points his already drawn sword at you and screams “Banites!”



All three work for the Harpers. On a desk is the book Brenna used to create the one-way portal. She was attempting to bring a devil to them so it could be studied and interrogated. The book details how to create a portal (gate) to hell through a long ritual and call forth a devil. A handful of names are written in the margin on a page, one of which is Drak’s. The group must use the teleport scroll Drak gave them to return.


If the group hands Brenna’s book over to Drak

	
Drak begins quickly scanning the book, occasionally slowing down to carefully read some of the passages. He snarls as he snaps the book shut and places it in his pack. “I know of a few that would be interested in learning of this book.” He pulls out a piece of coal from a pouch then begins to wave his hand over it in small motions while muttering a few words. The coal beings to pulse with a black glow. Drak pauses briefly as if to admire the rock, then hands it to you. “I must repay you for this favour. If you ever need a hand in battle, shatter this stone and I will aid you.”


	
“So this is the one that has been pestering me for so long. You got what you deserved little human.” He smiles showing his razor-sharp teeth. He picks up the severed head, running his bony fingers down her pale face. He gently kisses her lips, then sinks his teeth into the flesh, tears of a large chunk and begins to chew. “Only human” he laughs as he throws what is left of the head violently at a wall, which splatters in a rain of blood and bones and flesh. The rest of the bar joins in with his laughter. “As promised,” Drak says as he turns his focus back to you, “I will take you to where you can find a nightmare. We will leave at once.” He rises from his seat and walks towards the door.
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0 – 65

nothing


66 – 80
2d12 Lemure (p 48)


81 – 92
1 Kyton and 3 Imps (p 48)


93 – 97
1d6+2 Advespa (p 67 MM2)


98 – 100
Bloodwar Battle
	
“This is where you can find the nightmares. I have fulfilled my end of the agreement, but I will tell you this before I go. Be very careful with who you talk to and what you do here. Hell is no place for ones like yourselves, and most creatures here would sooner enslave or simply kill you rather than hear anything you may have to say. Make a name for yourself and they may eventually tolerate you.” Drak turns and quickly walks away.


