Calm before the Storm

This cycle, most of the previously warring factions have stepped back to catch their breath.  On the main continent, the Devout and most of the Stygian broke contact and retreated away from the embattled city of Sahariss, while the Dwarves likewise retreated from Necron in the Northern Pole.  Neither empire appears to be finished with their attack and this brief respite may only be the calm before the storm.  

One Stygian army not involved in the previous fighting though has left their desert home and taken the war into Devout lands by laying siege to the city of Deirfer.  Luckily the city walls held and the desert creatures failed to breach them.

Helios hold off the Blackblood invasion

The Blackblood empire launched it’s first attack in this new world.  It’s Helios neighbors was it’s target.  A horde of Blackblood crossed the river and descended on Helios settlers attempting to start a new city.  The accompanying Helios army was outnumbered nearly two to one.

The Helios commander knowing full well the poor position he was it had decided to die honorably and to take as many of the invading Blackblood to the grave with him as possible.  If he could do enough damage, perhaps the cities deeper in the empire would be able to defeat the remnants of the invading force.  

He chose the ruins of an ancient village as the place to make his last stand.  He positioned his archers and firestorm initiates in the hard cover in an attempt to cover all avenues of attack.  On his flank he sent his Keeper of the flame Sisters hoping to prevent his position from being outflanked.  Then the first wave of Blackblood appeared, goblin warriors riding huge wolves came loping into view.

The day was a long one, his archers sending a continual shower of death as wave after wave of Blackblood invaders attempted to reach their position.  The Keepers of the Flame sisters did indeed prevent the archers from being overrun from the flank, but gave their lives in accomplishing it.

Finally the Leader of the Blackblood came into view and was shocked at the scene that greeted him.  Fully three quarters of his great army lay dead.  Only his two warbands of ogres that accompanied him remained.  The defending Helios elves, though hurt, appeared now to be more than capable of maintaining their defensive position.  In a fit of rage and frustration, he ordered his ogres to retreat.  His leader was not going to be pleased.

The Helios commander crumpled against the remains of a stone pillar.  Two arrows still protruded from his side and his greaves where soaked with his own blood.  But he was alive.  He had not expected to survive this day.  His warriors had done the impossible and had killed more than three times the number that they had lost.  And more importantly, they had defended their settlers.  Would this upset victory keep the Blackblood away from them for a while?  Or would it only infuriate them and cause them to attack in even greater numbers.  Only time would tell.

