Devout on the rampage!

In a surprising attack, the Devout empire has gone on the offensive.  In a huge strike involving no less than three Devout armies, the Devout have pushed into the desert to strike against the Stygian city of Sahariss.  The unprepared Stygian fought hard and stood their ground for as long as they could before retreating from the field.  As was Stygian custom, only the Priestess left the field alive.  In an odd turn of evens, the Stygian reinforcements failed to ever find the battle and thus only arrived after the battle was over.

Elsewhere, the Stygian themselves attacked and destroyed a Devout supply depot not far away.  It seems safe to say that the Stygian and Devout empires are now at war.  

The Devout, not content with the War against the Stygian have also ventured in force into an ancient ruins on the southern pole.  There they were attacked by a force of shadowy barbarians.  In the force of Barbarians where creatures never before encountered.  They fought well and hard but when all the barbarian leaders where dead, and their casualties began t mount, they decided that they had had enough and disappeared into the ruins as fast as they had appeared.  The Devout then wasted no time in scouring through the ruins to find what treasures they could.

War in the North

The determined Dwarven commander pushed his men forward.  His force was rested and re-supplied and morale was good.  The Devout of the North seemed to be run and the city of Necron was now within his grasp.  He had avoided the road to make sure he was not intercepted in his task.  Necron would soon be his.

Then, from three different directions, Dwarven scouts came into view.  Lord Devron’s brow wrinkled in agitation.  The scouts were only supposed to return if they found where the army of the Northern Devout was camped.  As the scouts neared, they spotted each other and were obviously confused.  The Dwarven commander saw this and his agitation changed into concern.

As each scout in turn gave his report, Lord Devron’s concern was amplified.  Each scout reported a DIFFERENT army, all converging on the city of Necron!   One army was being newly formed, one was a flying army that he had known about, and there was another army that evidently had march up from the south.  All told, his army was now outnumbered by almost 50%.  And his troops where winded from the march.  The situation no longer looked as rosy at it had in the morning.

The Battle was a long one.  The Dwarves fought well, but in the end they could not hold the massed numbers of the Devout.  A band of Demon Wings flew around the flank and killed both the Impaler team and the Vulture Marksman breaking the back of the Dwarven force.  Jor, Totem Keeper and second in command of the Dwarven army, had tried earlier to get Lord Devron to signal a retreat and to save as many troops as possible.  But he would have nothing of it.  Then Jor had his hands full when a Soul Flayer dove out of the sky and engaged him.

During his fight with the soul flayer, Jor transformed into the Totem.  In this form he had a much better view of the field, and he was not pleased at what he saw.  They were being overrun.  When he saw Lord Devron fall under a horde of attackers, he knew all was lost.  Finally overcoming the Soul Flayer before him.  Jor made a dash to his fallen commander, if nothing else he had to save the Artifact that his bearer carried.  Brushing off the continued attacks of the faster Devout, Jor scooped up the treasured artifact and kept running as fast as his adrenaline filled system allowed.

Hours later, exhausted, he stopped to rest.  With him where the only two other survivors from the battle, both where vulture crossbowmen.  They rested only a short time before Jor stood and signaled the other two to follow, they had to get word back, Lord Devron was dead and the army was again in dire need of assistance.

