The Devout City of Gnirts fall to the Firstborn

Lord Agamenon continued his assault on the small Devout city of Gnirts and has prevailed.  The city fell to his army and what few defenders there were inside the city walls were quickly killed or driven off.  The short battle did take it’s toll as Lord Agamenon lost nearly half his force to the Dark One’s minions.

The Devout City of Neerg comes under attack

The Firstborn of the South have made a counter attack into Devout lands attacking the city of Neerg.  Although no siege has occurred as of yet, it would appear that the city is in dire straights.  

…and the Devout continue to harass the Blackblood

The Devout raiding parties in the Empire of the Blackblood have boldly taken a Blackblood watchtower and supply depot.  As well as successfully enslaved a band of Blackblood settlers that where attempting to establish a city.  So far, the success of the Devout raiders has been unhampered by a Blackblood response.

Firstborn Scouts slaughtered

Grenicon peered around the boulder from a top his mount into the clearing.  Nothing moved.   A quick hand signal to the rest of his patrol sent them moving forward through the large brush choked rocks.  Something did not seem right, but Grenicon could not put his finger on it.  

They were half way across the barren field when he suddenly realized what it was.  There was no sound.  None.  Not even an insect disturbed the air of this place.  In a panic he gave a low whistle to sound the retreat.  In that same second, bone colored arrowed sprouted from the chests of two of his men throwing them from their saddles.

Surprise was lost, now only survival mattered.  Grenicon yelled for all to split up and rally at the previous night’s camp and then bolted his mount into the nearest brush.  This must be one of those Armies of the Dead, he thought, and a large one at that.

After hours of running and throwing off pursuit, Grenicon finally arrived to the rendezvous point.  He was evidently the first, for the camp was empty.  He dismounted and sat exhausted on a log.  A foul smell caused him to jump to his feet and whip around.  Behind him where a half dozen creatures that could only have come from the pits of hell.  From their fanged lips dripped fresh blood an one even carried a decapitated head whose face Grenicon recognized as one of his men.  So Grenicon had not been the first to arrive after all.

Grenicon drew his sword as the creatures leap at him, but to little avail.  Moments later, there was no sign that even his horse had ever been there.

War in the North Continues 

The Dwarves have carried the war to the steps of the city of Necron.  The few remaining Devout defenders have retreated within the walls and appear to be waiting for the inevitable.  The Dwarves have in fact swarmed the city with such numbers that supplies suddenly became scarce and more than a few dwarves died of starvation.

