
 

 
Adventure #4 

“Time to leave Neverwinter.” 
(or, Lost Mine of Phandelver #22) 

 
 

 

 



LAST SESSION… 

 

 ur heroes finally met Lord Sangre, a noble and politician of 

Neverwinter and suspected leader of a vampire cult dedicated to the 

demon Asmodeus.  They don’t have any solid proof of this to show 

anyone, but dammit, they’re going to grab Sildar Hallwinter anyway and drag 

him back to Sangre’s mansion and demand for Sangre to return the Book of 

the Black Spider to Elgweth.  Maybe having Sildar there will deter any sudden 

repercussions. 

 

 

 

Or…maybe not. 

 

They’re not even sure if Sildar WILL agree to their suggestion – “Come help us 

scope out Lord Sangre because he’s a vampire leader of the Ashamdai!”  They 

discuss charming Sildar, but that would be burning the bridge of an ally once 

he realized they had magically forced him to come along.  They also drop the 

plan of sneaking Sildar into Sangre’s manor invisible and stealthy, and he 

wouldn’t have agreed to such devious shenanigans anyway.  

O 



 

 

“Are you MAD?” says Sildar incredulously.  Now Sildar has been through a lot 

with Elgweth, Carp and Cora; hell, they’ve saved his life multiple times and he 

certainly owes them that, but this seems ridiculous, accusing a known 

politician to be some scheming demon cultist.  Still, Sildar admits, he has no 

reason to believe the party would make this up, so there must be a 

misunderstanding somewhere so he agrees to go along and help clear the air.  

It is about 10 o’clock at night when they return to Sangre’s mansion on the 

south side of Neverwinter to give him their answer. 

 

Sangre WANTED Elgweth to transfer the curse off onto the woman Hethel, but 

Elgweth doesn’t trust any of these bastards and just wants the book back and 

he’ll try to get rid of the curse in his own fashion.  

 

For what it was worth, Sangre had given them several potential options to 

remove the affliction:  



 

 

1) Transfer it to a willing participant (Hethel) in a special ceremony 

2) Destroy the book in flame in another plane of existence (Evernight??) 

3) Kill the one who first penned the cursed spell from which the Black 

Spider copied.  This is someone or something named Mossmutter under 

White Plume Mountain, and it has something to do with the dead wizard 

Keraptis.   This last one is a very bad option as well; it is a major 

undertaking, to somehow find this person somewhere deep in the depths 

of the world…. 

 

So, their plan – walk in with Sildar Hallwinter, tell Sangre thanks but no thanks, 

we’d like the book back and be on our way.  

 

The servants let them in as before and they navigate back through the plush 

foyers to the immense private library where Sangre, Hethel and Voodoo Man 

still wait.  

 

 



 

 

 



 

 

“And your decision?” asks the immaculately dressed nobleman.  “And I 

…Sildar Hallwinter?  What are you doing here?”  

 

“Forgive me, Lord Sangre,” says Sildar.  “I have some history with these 

individuals.  They were expressing some concern and confusion in this new 

city and asked me to please come along to help clear up any 

misunderstandings.  Which is what I’m SURE this is, just a 

misunderstanding.” 

 

“Ah.  I see…” 

Sangre’s finger taps his wine glass as he studies the five individuals before 

him.  Hethel and Voodoo Man remain coolly quiet.  

 

“And we do have an answer,” says Elgweth.  “Thank you for your time, but I 

think we want the book back to try one of the other endeavors you 

mentioned to destroy it, beyond asking your companion Hethel to take on 

the curse.” 

 



Hethel’s mouth twitches but she doesn’t otherwise respond.  Lord Sangre 

sighs and shakes his head.    

 

“That, I do believe, is a terrible mistake you’re making.  Your very life is in 

danger here.  Are you sure you will not partake of the very generous offer 

that Hethel is making in the name of magical science?”  

 

But Elgweth is adamant and insists that he really needs the book returned, 

and even refuses when Sangre ups the bid to TWO THOUSAND gold to keep 

the book. 

 

“But why?  Why do you want it so badly?” begs the elf. “It is a dangerous 

thing to be locked away or destroyed!” 

 

“I am an avid collector of such rarities,” responds the noble. “It is…a 

passion.”  

 

But Elgweth insists, and sighing, Lord Sangre reaches into a drawer and 

retrieves the Book of the Black Spider and pushes it across the mahogany 

desk to the elf.  “Note that I still think you are making a mistake.  A fatal 

one.” 

 

Elgweth turns the book over in his hands, determining that it is actually the 

same book that delivered the Curse of Keraptis to him.  It seems to be 

genuine and not some elaborate fake.  

 

Meanwhile Thorin has scooted behind Cora and tries to cast Zone of Truth 

surreptitiously.  He manages to do it, but Sangre and Hethel both resist the 

compulsion.  Voodoo Man fails, and he hasn’t said a word either the first 

time the group was here or even this second visit, so the cleric targets him. 



 

“And you haven’t said much,” 

says Thorin.  “Say, do you 

know of any portals to another 

world or a way to get there?”   

The cleric and Elgweth and 

Cora and Carp have one place 

in mind, the brief glimpse to 

Evernight and the river of lava 

in the sewer tunnels where 

Elgweth first saw Hethel not 

that long ago… 

 

  

 

 

“Perhaps,” says Voodoo Man slowly, frowning.   

 

“Could you tell me how to get there?” 

 

Voodoo’s face twists into a dark scowl and his features darken.  He doesn’t 

answer.  “Sangre,” he hisses.  “They are using magic against me!”  

 

Sangre immediately stands up and points to the door.  “I think it is time for 

ALL of you to go.  Goodbye.  Leave. NOW.”  

 

“Please forgive our intrusion,” offers Sildar Hallwinter. “Many apologies, of 

course we shall leave your beautiful home at once.”    

 

The group shuffles out, escorted away by the butler and the last thing they 

see are three scowling faces through the double doors to the library before 

they shut.   Sildar is in a huff once they’re out on the front marble steps. 

 

“What was that?  WHAT was that about?  Do you know how embarrassing 

that was?”  

 



“He’s not what you think,” says Cora. 

 

“And you have no proof of what you claim,” says Sildar sharply, rubbing his 

eyes.  “It is late and I am going to bed.  Please, PLEASE do not wake me 

tonight with any more conspiracies.  I cannot bear it.”  

But Elgweth is barely listening, still 

flipping through the book and turns it 

over to the back…and spots something 

either NEW or something he did not 

notice in the past… 

….a small pentagram is inked on the 

upper left corner by the binding.  

 

The group ducks into an alleyway not far 

from the mansion of Lord Sangre and 

Elgweth takes 10 minutes to cast an 

Identify ritual on the book to see if some 

new enchantment has been laid upon it.  

 

Cora and Carp and Thorin keep watch, 

and about 5 minutes into their wait they 

see two LARGE BATS flit over the 

rooftops above the narrow alley in which 

they’re crouched, silhouetted against the moon.   And the bats do not look like 

a Voodoo bat or a large breasted female bat, but the group has some very deep 

suspicions that they’re being hunted.  

 

They’re only a few hundred yards from Sangre’s mansion and Elgweth finally 

completes the ritual and scans the accursed book for magical emanations. 

Besides the ones he knows already exists there is a new pulse of information 

that flits across his mind…. 

 

…a powerful geas has been cast on the book…a magical binding of Retrieval.  

Thorin tries to Dispel the magic but fails.  



 

 

“This is not good,” whispers the elf.  “A powerful enchantment has been etched 

here.  I believe they will be able to whisk the book back to their hands from 

anywhere. Anytime.  And if they get it back I will NEVER see it again.”  

 

Thorin is still scanning the sky for giant bats.  The Ashmadai are looking for 

them in the streets, maybe somehow missing the heroes hunkered in the alley, 

but the group decides that NOW is time to strike while hopefully Lord Sangre is 

alone.   



 

They head immediately back to the mansion and bang on the front door.  

 

[DM NOTE – This is not what I had expected the PCs to do.  From now until the 

end of the adventure everything was off the rails.  Well, I had a loose idea of 

events, but I hadn’t expected the PCs to actually get there yet].  

 

The butler opens it, looking somewhat surprised to see them back so soon.  

“Yes?” 

 

“We forgot something,” says Elgweth.  “Let me in.” 

 

The butler frowns.  “I will get it for you.  What and where did you leave it?” 

But the elf shoulders the door open and the butler immediately pushes back 

and all of a sudden they are in a scuffling brawl.  “Get back!  BACK!  Thief!” 

screams the butler.  “HELP!”    Elgweth trips him and the butler is down with a 

knee in his back and Thorn and Cora and Carp rush in, slamming the door but 

the butler’s legs are still in the doorway and they painfully slam on his shins 

and he screams in pain as the group hears more footsteps running toward 

them.  

 

A buxom serving wench appears along with two other houseservants, and one 

of them hisses, “Get the guards!” and the serving wench immediately runs off a 

side corridor, with the cheetah-fast halfling monk Cora in close pursuit who 

trips her not too far down the hallway and plonks on her back.  “I can’t let you 

do that,” says Cora in her ear.  

Thorin and Carp quickly round up the other two servants and corral them into 

the foyer while Elgweth drapes himself in invisibility and scouts out the library 

again all by his lonesome, this time carrying the Book of the Black Spider with 

him.   He listens at the polished mahogany doors, hears nothing, and then 

gently pushes it open. 

 

The library appears empty.  Sangre is not here, but the roaring man-sized 

hearth has turned from orange flames to GREEN, like the first time they were 

here and Sangre waved a hand at the fire and it changed colors when he was 

inviting Elgweth to the ritual to have the curse transferred to Hethel.  

 



 

 

 

He suspects it is a magic portal to 

another place.  He places his invisible 

hands in front of the fire but the flames 

are HOT.  Way too hot for him to risk 

just stepping in.  So instead he casts 

Blink on himself and tries to traverse 

the extraplanar barrier by skipping 

through the ethereal.  And this turned 

out…interesting. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

For a moment the elf is standing in the swirling, raging mists of the ethereal 

and the next he has stepped through solid stone into what looks like a small 

pantry and he blinks back to the prime material.  The room is full of shelves 

lined with foodstuffs and packages and grain and bottles and there’s one exit, 

so he blinks through the door and finds himself in a plush hallway lined with 

portraits all the way down that are NOT vampires, and the whole décor of this 

place actually looks very much like the mansion he was just in. Elgweth is 

starting to think that he didn’t actual go through a portal at all but just blinked 

through the stone hearth behind the portal and ended up in a different part of 

the house.  

Still, he’s only got about a minute for reconnaissance so he searches the hall 

and finds a concealed brass safe between two portraits and the end of the hall 

features a wide stained glass window with a pastoral scene looking over a 

garden below.   Perturbed, the elf goes back to the first pantry room and sees 

another exit had hadn’t noticed, steps through, finds a long hallway with 

several doors branching off, peeks in and sees they look like empty servants 

quarters and then he hears voices – “Please don’t hurt us!  Take anything you 

want, but please don’t hurt us!”   “We’re not going to hurt you,” says Thorin’s 



voice, and Elgweth realizes that he’s wrapped back around to the front foyer 

from a side passage.  

Still invisible, he scoots past his allies who are still keeping the house servants 

in custody and he grudgingly returns to the library to find out what he’s 

missing.   

 

 

 

This time Thorin the dwarf goes with to help him search.  Sangre is still not 

here and the fireplace is still roaring merrily with green heat, but Elgweth finds 

that the resplendent desk is locked and his first attempt to pick it breaks the 

lockpick.  Cursing, he jams a knife into the door and messily crunches it open.  

Inside are several interesting things.   

 



  
 

 

Four green pendants and four red pendants on golden chains.  He scoops them 

all up and approaches the hearth with a green pendant in hand. 

 

The flames are now cool and do not burn.  Jackpot.   

 

“Get the others,” he tells Thorin, so the dwarf trots back to the foyer and they 

end up gagging all of the servants and throw them into a closet with Silence 

cast on them.  Everyone heads back to the library, drapes both a red and green 

pendant around their necks (they have NO idea what they’re doing really) and 

Elgweth slowly sticks his head into the flame. He’s not far enough in and can’t 

see anything, so he fully immerses himself, finds a disorienting sensation of 

vertigo and all of a sudden he’s standing in a different place.   

 

The others quickly follow. 

 

[DM Note – Screw it, but the red pendants were a trap to lead anyone into a 

closed chamber with a CR 13 Glabrezu demon].  



 

 

And it’s not a pleasant place.  Draconic runes are etched in a square around 

the fiery green portal and a bubbling cauldron of blood is to their left, also 

etched with draconic script.  Not far away is a wooden table filled with bloody 

instruments of torture.  A little leery of the runes on the floor, Elgweth steps 

over them and reads the runes on the bubbling cauldron of blood: it’s some 

kind of weird poem or riddle. 

 

“Through the blood of ancients the passage revealed,  

darkened path of nightmares wield.” 

 

Well whatever, they leave the blood cauldron the hell alone and he listens at 

the door and they slowly step out into a new hallway that flickers with 

torchlight.  It is very quiet aside from the squeak of bats in the eaves and they 

appear to be in some kind of stone temple.  And then they hear two voices 



distantly conversing and the group huddles together and sneaks closer, 

weapons drawn.   Elgweth sends his bat familiar flitting ahead to investigate 

and around the corner there is a huge ceremonial-style chamber replete with a 

stone statue of a dragon, four glowing crystals of four different colors, a 

sarcophagus made of PURE GOLD and encrusted with gemstones behind 

which is a horrible skull face engraved into the back wall, and before the coffin 

dais stand two individuals, only one of whom is Sangre.   

The other one is even uglier. 

 

 



 

 

 

“Patience, Ythkuul,” says Sangre to the horrible, vampire-demon man with bat 

wings hanging from his shoulders.  “They will return soon, I have no doubt, 

WITH the book and with their heads.  I have no doubt.”  

 

“I hope you’re right, Sangre.  This was risky.” 



 

“Risk has its rewards.  I did truly believe they would take my offer though…” 

 

Their voices trail off as they walk away and the bat can’t hear them, so Elgweth 

can’t hear them, and the group is forced to advance and to see what they can 

see.  They have TWO choices at this point….get out and bail or take these two 

bastards on while they have the advantage of surprise… 

 

…and the group unanimously votes for an asskicking.  

Sangre and Ythkuul, whom they’ve never seen and is not one of the 

jester/clowns Elgweth initially saw in the sewers, have slowly walked to 

another room, still quietly conversing.  The bat scouts out their presence and 

the heroes filter forward quietly, adrenaline pumping through their veins.  The 

group soon hears solemn chanting; Sangre and Ythkuul are in a room dimly lit 

by purple light, and still invisible, Elgweth creeps forward like a mouse and 

peeks around the corner. 

 

 



The two individuals are bowed 

in prayer before a 

blasphemous altar of 

Asmodeus, well either praying 

or conducting a ritual, maybe 

the one that will yank the 

book from Elgweth’s hands 

and teleport it….20 feet 

away!!! 

 

He sends a message cantrip to 

the others and have them 

move up into combat position 

to open fire on these guys 

with the big guns, but Carp 

makes the mistake of not 

actually being able to SEE 

Elgweth and accidently 

stumbles into him. 

 

The chanting stops and 

Sangre and Ythkuul look 

behind them. 

 

 

 

“ATAAAAAAAAAAAACCKKKKKK!” screams the PCs in unison.  

 

They are granted surprise AND win initiative, so it is two full turns before the 

bad guys can react.  Elgweth opens with a super magic missile spell and 

machine gun blasts Sangre with darts of burning force.   Thorin casts Shatter 

and the horrible goat altar explodes into a thousand pieces, embedding Sangre 

and Ythkuul with shards of wood and metal and bone.  Carp the warlock 

tosses magic and Cora the halfing monk moves into melee range and punches 

hard, breaking ribs like toothpicks.  

 

 



The heroes dish out heavy damage on Sangre as they focus fire on the noble, 

and snarling, the foes finally regain their composure and Sangre’s features are 

feral and fanged, and he’s most certainly a vampire although the PCs now 

realize that the actual CHARACTERS don’t know much about vampires even 

the though the players have some metagame knowledge.   

 

They haven’t actually planned this out very well. 

 

“TAKE THE PRIEST!” bellows Sangre to Ythkuul, and then Sangre launches 

toward Cora with a sword and claws while Ythkuul casts a spell of Domination 

on the cleric…which the cleric resists, which was lucky for him because that 

would have ended the whole battle pretty much right there and undoubtedly 

cost the dwarf his life.  

 

But things go downhill quickly, despite Sangre getting battered and beaten and 

punched and hit by magic.  The vampires begin regenerating wounds at an 

astounding rate and they soon find that the only way to stunt the regeneration 

is for the cleric to hit them with a radiance spell or his Mace of Lathander, 

Lightbringer. 

 

As if that was not bad enough, the players are both introduced to not one but 

TWO legendary-level foes at the same time, both vampire lords with three 

legendary actions per round and a suite of over special powers.   Plus, once 

they get Sangre to 80 or so points of damage he finally gets bloodied…so he’s 

got over 160 hit points, and they’re both regenerating at 20 hp per round.  

 

In desperation Elgweth webs the room, anchoring the vampires who actually 

DO fail their initial saves to escape, and this was probably the one saving factor 

that prevented a potential TPK.  Sangre has a death grip on Cora though and 

tears into her jugular, draining away permanent life force and adding it back to 

his hit point pool.  Carp the warlock transforms into a dire wolf and charges in 

as well, but he too his picked up by the scruff of his neck and violently 

assaulted.  Kicking and squirming, Carp turns back into a halfling and 

teleports from Sangre’s grasp. 

 



Still trying to rip through the goopy threads, Ythkuul keeps casting magic at 

Thorin and is finally able to curse the cleric with a devastating disadvantage 

penalty on all Wisdom based saving throws and skill checks. 

About 3 rounds into this battle the heroes realize they have made a horrible, 

horrible, mistake.  They don’t have enough firepower to take down these lords, 

even if they COULD bring Sangre to zero that leaves Ythkuul who is completely 

untouched.  And even if Sangre was at zero would he be “dead” dead or just 

respawn in his coffin in a couple of hours?   

What they had hoped would be an excellent surprise tactic has turned into a 

deathtrap, and the vampires have more movement and attacks per round than 

all the heroes combined, and as soon as they rip free from those webs it’s going 

to be a bloodpath. 

 

The PCs flee for their lives.  

 

 



 

This is easier said than done.   In quick succession Sangre frees himself from 

the webs and moves to intercede the escaping heroes.  Cora the halfing is by 

FAR the fastest with something unreal like a move rate of 100 feet per round 

(which I still just don’t understand by any means of logical explanation) and 

she gets the hell out and bolts for the green fireplace portal.   Carp the Halfling 

gets grabbed AGAIN and teleports out of Sangre’s grasp a second time, a 

slippery technique that is probably the only reason he stayed alive as the one 

bite from Sangre severely wounded him.    

 

Ythkuul takes longer to rip from the webs as he was in the middle of it, but by 

the time he is out the others are hauling ass across the temple room, oh and I 

forget, there is ONE exit from this chamber, a huge bronze door and although 

the PCs could not see it from the interior, the exterior of this building looks like 

this: 

 

 

 



But Cora is the first to reach the fire gate just as Voodoo Man steps through, 

completely surprised to see her… 

 

 

 

So that’s two uninjured vampires, and one of whom is a legendary lord, and the 

third vampire is also legendary and he heals past his bloodied state as soon as 

they quit hitting him, so Sangre will be back at maximum hit points in about 

30 seconds.  

 

They have got to escape or they’re all dead, even though they’re technically not 

teetering at death’s door yet, but that’s going to change in a heartbeat if they 

can’t get away…. 

 



Cora pushes Voodoo aside and leaps into the portal and pops out in the library 

and then she is RUNNING HARD and bursts out the front door of Sangre’s 

mansion and she keeps on running.  

 

Elgweth and Carp and Thorin are coming as fast as they can but Thorin is slow 

and the vampires are faster and it’s really just fortune that it took Ythkuul so 

long to break free of the webs. 

 

 

 

[DM note – so this map, I grabbed it on a whim right before I left the house, 

thought it would make a cool temple….eventually].  

 

Voodoo Man isn’t able to stop anyone from exiting and soon all the heroes do 

somehow, somehow and I’m not really sure how, leap through the fireplace 

portal and run out of the front door of Sangre’s mansion with at least 3 



vampires in pursuit, two of whom are practically invincible and beyond their 

ability to kill. 

 

The Temple of Tempus lies across the Neverwinter River…they’ve GOT to reach 

it.  So they manage to regroup and keep running, it’s only about 11pm and 

there’s lots and lots and lots of nighttime left and there is not really anywhere 

safe to go, they’re going to be hunted now until they’re dead.  At least Elgweth 

still has the Book of the Black Spider, it hasn’t been recalled yet but he 

imagines that will change soon, Sangre will pull it back to his undead hands 

and then Elgweth will never retrieve it and unless he can find a way to kill the 

dude who wrote it under White Plume Mountain –he’s a dead elf who will get 

possessed by Keraptis!   

And they cross the Wyvern Bridge and are 

hustling in the dark toward the temple 

when they spot none other than Hethel 

coming at them with a squad of either 

eight mercenaries or cultists, the PCs 

aren’t sure, but they’re able to duck down 

and let them pass and now they know 

there is no WAY they can stay in 

Neverwinter, they won’t survive another 

night here if they can make it through this 

one.   

 

The finally reach the Temple and implore 

the priests for help, and the priests here 

helped Thorin considerable last time after 

he was struck by lightning from Thor, and 

the PCs REALLY need help, two kinds of help: 

 

A)  Remove the curse on Thorin that Ythkuul cast 

B) Dispel the magic on the Book so it can’t be retrieved. 

 

The priests do both but it costs the party hundreds and hundreds and 

hundreds of gold coins to make it happen (the Tempus clerics are in the 

midst of renovating their chapel and here are desperate wealthy 

adventurers on their doorstep in the middle of the night begging for help] 

 

 



 

 

 

 

So those two things are accomplished and finally the party asks the priests of 

Tempus if they can stay for the night inside the hallowed walls as they are in 

terrible danger and it’s not safe for them to leave.  Hell, it might not even be 

safe here!  But being surrounded by clerics in a temple of a benevolent deity is 

the safest place they can imagine being when chased by vampires. 

 

But Elgweth isn’t done. 

 

He’s got the Book.  He knows where a portal to the Shadowfell lies.  There’s just 

one large wingless chained dragon between him and a river of lava in another 

plane of existence, and if he can somehow fly in, toss the book, incinerate it 

and PRAY that Sangre was not bullshitting him… 

 

…he might be free of the curse before it kills him. 

 



 

 

But then they have to worry about a cadre of vampire demon worshipers with 

political affiliations killing them anyway. 

 

There’s no two ways around it….it’s time to leave Neverwinter.  To stay is to die.  

 

[DM Note:  after discussion with the players we decided that this is official in-

play END of this campaign arc. There will be a brief follow-up story as Elgweth 

descends into the sewers alone and flying and invisible with scrolls he buys, 

and we’ll see what happens when and if he can enter the portal to Evernight 

and incinerate the cursed book in a river of flame in the Shadowfell.   

 

Jeff described it aptly – this is like the ending of Empire Strikes Back; bad guys 

win, good guys flee, and maybe one of these days we’ll come back to this 

storyline with the equivalent of Jedi Part 3….]  


