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After a long rest, she and the other newly escaped slaves woke refreshed but hungry. As they discussed their next actions, she was able to correctly name them; Bruenor the dwarf, Korit the high elf, Vlad the human, the only other female, the half-elf Faeril and finally Magoo the half-orc.
Bruenor had managed to collect some of his equipment during their escape. This included some trail rations which he kindly shared with the others. It also meant that it was necessary they returned to the mines to retrieve their equipment, food and water. Some of them were even eager to encounter a few gnoll guards.
The plan was for Korit to lead in stealth, searching ahead and on the lookout for gnolls. The rest would trail behind, far enough to not interfere but close enough to aid should the need arise. That was when she declared that she too would lead with Korit.
“But you are not stealthy enough and would be hard-pressed to keep up” he stated attempting to dissuade her. Oh, how ignorant they were in the blessings provided by the Green.
“I will go slower so that you can match my pace” was her response. Then she transformed. The look on their faces when there once stood a near-naked elf maiden, there was now a mastiff sized wolf spider.
Unable to speak, she clapped her pincer-like fangs and proceeded to climb up the wall and to the rock ceiling and then along it back to the mines. The others understood the message and continued with the plan.
They encountered four gnoll guards and a melee ensued. Below her Korit was engaged with one. Dropping onto its head, she bit down, piercing and injected her vemon into it. The gnoll screamed out and was soon dispatched. The others had engaged the remaining guards and were successful except that the human Vlad was close to death.  Transforming back to her elf form, she cast a Healing Word upon him. Stabilized, he quickly recovered, and they entered the cave where their jailors had kept their equipment. All was recovered except for food and water. Vlad’s weapon was gone so she passed her scimitar to him. The gnolls had hide armor and so, despite its stink of gnoll, she took one to wear. Exploring they found no other exit and nothing of interest. They retreated, passed their last resting place and continued to move uphill. As they continued, the air became warmer and warmer. Finally, the passage opened into a lava field. Streams of magma flowed between large pools of molten rock, forming islands of solid rock.
Across the way could be seen another passageway. She wild shaped into a wolf spider. She raced up the wall and across the ceiling to scout the new passage. Just as she reached it, there was a great commotion from her companions. Racing back, she finds all unconscious except for Faeril who informs her that they were attacked by two fire mephitis and a hell hound; then watches wide-eyed as she views a wolf spider administer to the others, using its legs each with three tarsal claws as arms and fingers. stabilizing them. The she and Faeril carried the others back into the tunnel where they underwent a short rest.
