Both  Firstborn Empires come together in a battle to destroy a Cairn

The Firstborn under Lord Agamenon and the Firstborn under Lord Leopold have launched an allied attack against a cairn.  The Army of the Dead gathered there where apparently ready to march the very next cycle so their attack was indeed timely.  

Together the two forces marched into the cauldron of evil not knowing what they would find.  But they knew that this place had to be destroyed.  The horrors of the cairn soon manifested themselves and legions of the walking dead soon emerged from all quarters.  The Firstborn attacked, their fear held in check with the help of the banner of fortitude the carried.  But the horrors they faced seemed to be without number.  The screams of the dying mingled with the screams of the living dead as unspeakable creatures emerged from the foul tower of death that radiated power and the stench of death from the center of the cairn.  After a long hellish battle, the Firstborn numbers finally overcame the horrors of the cairn, and the tide of war began to swing in their favor.  

Without warning, the Army of the dead stopped their attack, and with a moan, melted into the ground.  The silence of a tomb descended on the battlefield.  No sound broke the silence for minutes, the Firstborn not believing that the horror was actually over.  Suddenly the Tower that dominated the Cairn began to waver and melt in onto itself, the Firstborn quickly backed away, their weapons still at the ready.  What new monster wound now emerge?  When the tower was nothing but smoking rubble, many of the Firstborn gripped their weapons tighter and their nap hair stood on end when their heard a voice that no human throat could utter scream from the ground around them. 

“FOOLS, my legions will return and crush your puny lives!  You have no hope!  Your souls will feed my legions and you corpses will by my troops!”  The voice finished with a laugh that weakened many knees and more than a few dropped to the ground trembling, covering their faces with their hands.

The Devout relieve the City of Neerg

The Firstborn of the South preparing to siege the city of Neerg where surprised by a host of Devout armies.  No fewer than four Devout armies converged on Neerg badly outnumbering the Firstborn and forcing them to quickly take up defensive positions.

The Firstborn desperately tried to fight off the horde of Devout, another army was nearby if only they could hold on long enough.  The Firstborn leader, a Chronomancer by the name of Brother Chalemon, immediately arrayed his archers and crossbowman to the front of his lines to this the lines of the advancing armies when suddenly there sounded a horn to his right.  A mounted force of Blood Hunters, covered by a cloud of Demon wings and soul Flayers, appeared on his flank where he had believed no Devout to be.  In vane, he attempted to wheel his forces but could not do it in time and the Devout cavalry bowled into his unprepared ranks. 

The battle soon turned into a route as the Devout mercilessly cut down the confused Firstborn.  The slaughter was complete and no Firstborn escaped the battlefield.  Brother Chalemon himself killed a soul flayer in single combat, but was then overwhelmed by numbers.  He was later was found badly wounded, but still alive on the field next to his troops.  No one knows what horrors he underwent before he finally expired, but his grisly remains can now be found adorning the front gates of the Neerg. 

…and the Firstborn attack another Devout City

Lord Leopold himself struck out at the Devout Empire by attacking the small city of Emosenol.  On arriving there they found a small contingent of Devout road headlong into their confused ranks.  The surprised Devout fled headlong into the surrounding countryside before the huge army, but few actually escaped.  Due to the severe beating, second in a very short time, the famed mercenary captain Muktar decided that enough was enough and has left the employment of the Devout.

More Firstborn Scouts slaughtered

Firstborn scouts where seen entering the lands of the Death Valley Devout this cycle, evidently with some sort of Death wish.  Their bodies now adorn the battlements of Mordred City.  Whether these hapless souls were attempting a parlay with the Devout, to sabotage their city, or simply seeking their own demise may never be known. 

War in the North Expands 

Geon was ready, his army, camped only a short distance from Thurkor,  had been enthusiastically preparing for weeks to go to sea and attack the pompous Devout fleet that had been patrolling their coast ever since the war had started.  His men had no trouble recruiting battle hungry Dwarves in this, the Northern-most city in the world.  His army now outnumbered the Devout army patrolling their coast by at least fifty percent, and that didn’t even count the newly formed army that he was leaving behind to protect the city of Thurkor.

Then a runner came to him, the Devout had changed course and appeared to be sailing towards the city.  Geon went to the lookout post to see for himself.  It had to be a ruse since if he was attacked here he would be able to field twice as many troops as the Devout.  But when he looked through spyglass, it did indeed appear as though the Devout fleet was head straight towards them.

Then another runner appeared with news that made Geon’s blood run cold.  It also explained why the Devout fleet was heading towards them.  Another Devout fleet was spotted heading up the river towards them, one even larger than the one they had been watching.  Now the Dwarves were suddenly the ones that were outnumbered.  Geon frantically made preparations for war, calling to him even the newly formed army from inside the city walls.

The battle was long and fierce.  Devout swarmed the battlefield killing Dwarves where they could, dieing where the Dwarves proved be too hardy.  By the end of the day, the dead from both sides numbered more than 3000.  Among the dead lay Geon.   Even when he had given the order to retreat, he stood his ground hoping to give his men time to retreat, before being run down by a mounted Nameless.  Of the Dwarven army, what little was left retreated into the city walls.  The day had gone to the Devout, but not without cost.

To the northwest of Thurkor, another Dwarven army continued its efforts around the besieged city of Necron. Their efforts were frustrated as they failed to get within the city walls.  Luckily, the Devout seemed unable or unwilling to send relief to Necron, so the Dwarves there did not have to be diverted from their task.  They worked fervently to force the city to capitulate before any relief could come not yet knowing the danger their own city of Thurkor faced.

Blackblood on the Warpath

Blackblood have once again lifted their battle cry.  This time they have attacked on two different fronts.  In an attempt to retake their lost Watchtower facility, they launched a cavalry counterstrike.  The Devout force that took the tower last cycle were caught unaware and fled without putting up a fight.  The Blackblood gave chase and were able to cut down half of the fleeing Devout before dusk set in and the chase was called off.  The Devout scouts camped with the army, were also among those that where left on the bloody field.

On the other side of the world: 

Pi’ Kof relished his assignment when he was named Commander of the 2nd Calvary Force.  Quartered in Wolf Run, he trained his men hard, but he was a fair and respected commander.  When the order came to move out, he literally jumped with excitement, as he would finally lead his men into battle. 

Pi’ Kof discovered that the mission he had been waiting for was what he considered a “baby-sitting” expedition and his disappointment was evident.  Gol ‘Tek, the 2nd Cavalry second-in-command recognized the disappointment on his commanders face and knew better than to comment.  2nd Cav was going across the river to ensure that a group of Blackblood settlers would be able to safely build a new city, hardly the glorious battle Pi’ Kof had envisioned.

When the Blackblood army disembarked from the troop carriers, Pi’ Kof discovered that a band of Stygian Settlers had also entered the area with the intent of building their own city.  In fact, the Stygian city was already underway!  Well, this would prove to be more interesting after all…

As the Blackblood force approached the still-forming city, a Goblin rider on his Warg burst through the brush shouting and gesturing wildly about an approaching army.  Apparently the Stygian had the same idea!  The 2nd Cav Commander immediately went into action, ordering his troops to form up and begin their first real battle.  The months of training were now going to be tested!

The Stygian, being led by a Priestess, were equally excited by the turn of events.  The battle quickly became fierce and bloody.  The first casualty was the Stygian Hammerhead as a band of Blackblood Ripper Beast Lancers descended upon it.  Pi’ Kof then ordered one of his Warg Spearmen squads to flank the enemy on the left of the Blackblood front.  They met little resistance in a large squad of Starved and continued the onslaught through the ranks of Stygian Warriors and Reapers.

Overall the battle was a costly victory.  Only the Stygian Priestess was able to run off the field and Pi’ Kof was gravely injured by a Tree Devil. As his wounds were healing, Pi’ Kof was informed that the Stygian kingdom of the North had declared war on the Blackblood.  Pi’ Kof was smiling as he drifted into a healing slumber.

