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Part #1 Uzgor Scabgrit

Uzgor Scabgrit was Battle Standard bearer to the late
Windreaver

Waaagh! During the Storm of Chaos, carry ing Da Warpath s flag
to and

on top of the walls of Middenheim itself!He spent the first half
of the Storm of Chaos in the Badlands on

Windreaver s order , helping out Warboss Bludskul down there
againstthe Tomb King invasion. Uzgor was noted to have led his
troops

forwards into a halting point, holding off two Tomb Kings armies
at

once before being recalled by Windreaver to join in for the
final battle

of the main war, Middenheim.

Reputed amongst the undead, for his many run- ins with them,
Tomb

King and Vampire Counts alike, Scabgrit has made many an
undead

enemy in his time. He has fought off many an assassination
attemptfrom a wily Vampire trying to do away with him once and for
all. As aresult he now has a great knowledge of the undead and
specialises in

fighting them.

Deeply distrustful of magic in any form except that of his
shaman

Orsonn Nanoo, Uzgor does not put any reliance on magic or
enchanted

items of any sort. Believing instead that his faith should go
into steel,

armour and muscle to see him by, something he could trust
in,

something he knows.

Boss Scabgrit now feels that his place is with Urgaz of the mob
of

Warlords, having most in common with his ideals and opinions.
Deepdown, he believes he could be the most capable warlord, knowing
he is

popular amongst the greenskins, and is looking for any
opportunity to

take over as Grand ruling Warboss of them all. In his opinion,
he feels

Windreaver would have made him Warboss, based on his efforts
for

him in the war, and sees the Animosity civil war as a diving
board to

prove it, and if not, to at least kill off more of the
competition so thathe can ascend later on.

===========================================

Blood dripped from his nostrils and onto his arm our . The Lord
s stillliving servants looked lovingly at each drop that fell with
pure evil
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hunger in their eyes, but they knew that however much they
wanted,

they could not drink of him. He was to be the master s and
themaster s only. Uzgor Scabgri t was bound to two poles, t ied by
his

hands and feet many many times due to the bonds being snapped
by

his strength. Earlier that day, he had been leading his small
Waaagh!

To the lake where they were going to hunt any fleshthings they
couldfind for the tribe, be they pinkskins or feathered or
furred.

A lord had been leading his Vampire host to war against another
of his

kind recently turned from being a Brass Keep Commander to a
blood

hungering scourge on mankind, the living dead. There had been
a

blood feud between this new fam ily and those of Lord Vordel s
Blood

Dragons, across the mountains, secret battles at night. That the
men

of Brass Keep were turning was a sign of attempted expansion
andthat would be unacceptable.

As the vampire army moved towards the Orcs, who had been in
the

wrong place at the wrong tim e, their was a great batt le. Uzgor
s tr ibe,

The Scabgrit s were woefully outnum bered but fought their way
to a

defensive postion in the mountains that Uzgor Scabgrit knew so
well

that they were able to hold out for 5 hours longer than they
should

have, taking many more undead casualties than they should
have

been able to. Uzgor himself had fought against Lord Vordel and
while

outmatched and out-skilled he did do something that took the
Vampire

by surprise. Uzgor had a terrible hatred and mistrust for magic;
so

when Vordel reached for a glowing stone that hung from his
wrist

Uzgor made a snap reaction, lashing out quickly at the stone
with hismassive axe. The blade struck the stone and cracked it
open,

unleashing the bound spell inside. A massive explosion
smashedUzgor s axe into fragment s as they were both bathed in whit
e energy

that burnt their flesh and sent them flying through the air,
hitting theground smouldering, crackling and hissing energies on
their bodies.Scabgr it was knocked into a daze and the Vampi re s
magical energies

had faded from him completely! This backfire blast that ripped
through

his armour had robbed him of his powers as well, and thusly the
power

to keep the sun s rays from get ting through to him. Luckily
they hadbattled for so long that it was now a natural night time.
Vordel knew

that he didn t have long to get back to his cast le before the
sun would

arise again so he made off quickly with an order for Scabgrit to
bebrought to him immediately by his mortal followers. None we to
drink

of him but the Lord himself! This, Vordel thought, would be a
meal he

would enjoy immensely; the taste of revenge. Scabgrit s tr ibe
wereslain.And so Uzgor, t ied to the poles nearing the Lord s cast
le. Helpless was

he, or so the creatures thought, for the mighty Black Orc had
taken a

piece of his shattered axe in his palm earlier, and has worked
all of the
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ropes by his right hand to threads. He had knew that he had to
seize

his opportunity quickly, so he gave a yank of his arm, pulling
and

giving momentary tension to the ropes before they snapped, his
right

arm was free! Uzgor lashed out quickly grabbing the arm of one
of the

foul men, yanking him down towards him, then quickly let go
and

grabbed the man s th roat now in reach. The others drew
theirceremonial short swords ready to cut the Orc down when one of
their

num ber quickly hastened No you fools! Spill not one drop of
hisblood! I t is but for the master! The others realized this and
stopped.

Uzgor smiled and squeezed the last of the life out of the man.
As he

did so he has pulled the man on top of him and assumed he too
would

be carrying a short sword like the others. He was right, he
grabbed it,

quickly cut his arms and legs free as the men backed off in
shock.

Then what do we do? one asked. There was no rep ly but for
theirscreaming moments later as the extremely angered Black Orc
cut

them all down with a weapon that he regarded to be no more than
a

toothpick.

For days he wandered, lost, in a haze from his injuries until
he

wandered upon a travelling Goblin merchant caravan. Here he

collapsed and recuperated with them. The Goblins feeling
both

honoured to have such an esteemed guest and intrigued with
malign

intent at how they might go about benefiting from this
meeting.

And so began the humble rebirth of Waaagh! Scabgrit. Travelling
with

the Goblin merchants killing the many louts and robbers who
sought to

attack the caravan as a strong arm and leader to them. With
their new

protector, the Goblins were able to venture their trade further
a fieldmaking even more gold than they would have before. In
return, they

took the armour and weapons of any Uzgor had killed and
remade

them better than they had originally been. Uzgor had first
pickings of

anything that was made by the unusually skilled goblins and
soon

recruited an Orc force around him, by payment, goods and good
old

fashioned threateningalong with challenging their leaders
for

superiority.

Slowly he rebuilt his tribe, which then became a Waaagh! Which
grew

ever bigger until he found a Waaagh! That Dwarfed his in
size.

Windreaver Waaagh! He joined his wit h Windreaver s knowing t
hat hecould not be challenged. What became a takeover that he
was

unhappy about turned into a respect for the great Orc. He
became

Uruk Windreaver s Batt le Standard Bearer, and the rest you
know

The Vampires still hunt him for revenge, for honour, for the
meal that

was denied of them and Uzgor Scabgrit to this day has no
greater

enemy waiting to strike than Vordel.
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Part #2 Lord Marxis

A dry wind swept across the plain, rustling the grass that grew
there.

The air was cold, foretelling the winter that was to come in the
monthsahead. Camped out on a large plateau, the army of Marixis,
the

Changer, was preparing for the night, setting up tents and
making

fires. But their lord was not among them, in fact, no one had
seen

Marixis for hours. The tr ibe s chieftain, Ycharveth, second in
command

to Marixis, stared out across the barren plains, wondering what
was to

become of them. After the failed invasion of Archaon, Marixis
had

taken his warriors and left the Everchosen for good. Heading
north and

east, they had come across small bands of Chaos warriors,
bickering

and fighting among themselves. But Marixis had skirted the
battles,

preferring to not to get involved. Calling aside one of his
personalguard, Ycharvet h asked, Has there been any word of Marixis
return?

He has been gone for hours. No, chieft ain, none at all. But
I

wou ldn t wor ry if I were you. Lord Marix is is blessed of
Tchar, and thegod of magic will not allow his favored son to be
harm ed. Ycharvet hsmiled to himself, knowing that the warrior
spoke the trut h. I f Lord

Marixis retu rns, notify me imm ediately. The warr ior nodded,
and

strolled off. Ycharveth sat down on the cold rock of the
plateau,

thinking. If Marixis did not return soon, he would have to
assume full

command of the army, and lead them back north. Whatever
Marixis

was looking for would have to be put on hold, as winter was
coming,

and food and wat er wou ld become scarce. I m surprised that
youwould think me lost, Ycharvet h. I n a flash of blue light ,
Marixis stood

before the chieftain, his arm s folded in front of his chest .
No, lord, I

was only assuming the worst. Without you, we would be dead
at

Middenheim . Marixis smirked, an action that Ycharvet h though t
to be

quite chilling. Turning towards the plains, Marixis spoke in
hushed

tones. I have located a massive Orc war party heading this way.
Theirscouts shall be here by morning. Ycharvet h nodded,
suddenly

understanding his lord s absence, as Marixis continued. They are
leadby a savage Orc who calls himself Mogrek Longblade. He wields
vast

amounts of power, as his army is strong and as disciplined as
Orcs canbe. However, the scouting party is made up mostly of
common

Goblins, and is lead by a more insubstantial Orc. While they do
not

pose much of a threat to us, if they notify the main force of
our

location, we shall surely be overr un. Ycharvet h, in a hushed
whisper,said, Shall I ready the arm y? Surely we can crush these
scouts

wit hout much effort . Marixis shook his head, saying, No. Let
themhave their rest. They shall need it in the coming days. I shall
deal with
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this myself. Marixis stepped back, and closed his eyes.
Immediately,a third eye, protruding from his forehead, opened with
a rustle. The

eye began to glow, and Marixis was enveloped in a halo of

multicolored fire, writhing and twisting, as if it had a life of
its own.With a flash, Ycharveth stood alone, and walked back
towards the

camp.

Many miles away, down on the plains, Orc Boss Gorgrum
Whipsmacka

roar ed orders at his t ired mob. Yoo call yerselves tuf f? I
seen oomies

that were faster than you lot . Come on, move yer hides!
Gorgrumcracked his namesake whip, urging on a struggling group of
Goblins.

Move it you swine! Or I ll call down da wr ath of Mogrek on ya!
Withthis threat, the goblins immediately picked uppace. Nobody
wantedMogrek Longblade to vent his anger upon them, especially the
few

goblins in his host. On a hill not far away, a ring of fire
appeared,

shifting and swirling. Out of it stepped Marixis, his halberd
ready. He

waited until the greenskins had past, and called upon the winds
of

change. Blue fire appeared in his hand, growing in strength.
When

Marixis felt it was ready, he sent a stream of the fire arcing
upwards,

landing with a crash amidst the scouts. Howls of agony and
fear

reached his ears, as many of the most heavily armored orcs in
theband were on their backs, burning with unnatural flames.
Goblins

shrieked in dismay, running around in panic, while Gorgrum tried
to

restore order . Stop scream in yoo lousy maggots! I ts only some
fancy

maj- ik by some puny oomie! Suddenly , Gorgrum noticed
Marixisstanding on the hil l, blue fir e burn ing in his hand. Yoo!
Yoo be the one

who did dis! I m gonna romp you good! Come on, boyz! Lets geddam
!Roaring with hate, the remaining orcs charged up the hill
towards

Marixis, leaving the goblins in their wake. Calmly
sidestepping

Gorgrum , Marixis swept his halberd th rough the big orc s arm.
Howling

in pain, Gorgrum swung his choppa at Marixis, only to find it
stopped

by the shaft of Marixis halberd . Looking the orc straight in
the eye,Marixis ut tered, Now die, you barbar ic fool. Raising his
righ t hand,

Marixis immolated Gorgrum in a wave of changefire, leaving
nothing

but ash. Spreading his arms, Marixis fused the fire into a
raging

inferno, destroying every member of the scouting party.

Early in the morning, Ycharveth was roused from his sleep by one
of

his personal guards. Blinking the sleep from his eyes, he
stepped out

into the morning sun, to find Marixis, in full battle armor,
standingthere. Come, Ycharvet h. Marixis mot ioned to him , We have
m uch to

discuss. Following his lord, Ycharvet h came to the edge of
theplateau. Marix is began, saying, The scouts are gone. I killed
their
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leader and turned the rest into ash. We will not be troubled by
them

any more. But that is not why I am speaking to you. For when
I

discovered the orcs, I also discovered something else. Marix is
paused,

then cont inued. A m ight y lord of Chaos is here, one called
Relmar. Heleads a great host of warriors, many from other gods. He
seeks to

destroy this Mogrek, and the other Orc warlords who are forming
theirown armies. I believe that Tchar wishes us to go to this
Relmar, and

join with him. Only then will our forces be strong enough to
defeat this

foe. Ycharvet h nodded, and they set back towards the camp

Part #3 Relmar Tigermouth

Part 1

Relmar Tigermouth hated orcsFrom his birth, he secretly hated
them, and hunted them when he

could. He hated their language, their ugliness, but above all,
it was

their cowardice which he despised most.Relmar grew up in the
Yeti tribe, the son of their chieftain, Rashir

Tigermouth. They were a suffering peoples, constantly dying
from

either starvation, or the raids from neighbouring tribes. Rashir
always

mseemed to evade death, running away often at the site of
other

marauders, claiming to be trying to save his sons, Relmar,
and

Ralmer, from the oncoming attackers. He was a fool, and died
horribly

because of it.

One night, when the village was almost fully asleep, the red
tiger tribeunder Captain redsack, feared warlord, and ruler of the
sea, ambushed

the settlement where the tribe made their homes, and butchered
the

sentries using their superior espionage.However, one woman had
seen them, after returniing from another

hut to her home, and raised the alarm, shouting
"intruders!!!!!". The

tribe did fight back, but resistance was futile, and seeing that
there

was no excuse to run, Rashir showed his worth on the
battlefield,

nothing, but fertilising the soil.With the tribe almost gone, or
dying, one man, Ralmer tigermouth,

took the ancient sword of the Yeti tribe from his fathers grasp,
andsinglehandedly smote Captain Redsack of the Red Tiger tribe,
along

with most of the other warriors. The Yeti emblem flew proud on
its flag

thaat day.

After this turn of events, Ralmer Tigermouth was crowned
chieftaiin,

and favoured of the gods of chaos.

For years Ralmer reigned, and kept neighbouring tribes away
from

them. He formed the elite sect of the Yeti, the Veterans, who
hadd
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survived many wars, and seen many enemies suffer, along with

Iceweaver, his new steed, a horse coloured an unnatural dark
blue. In

all of this, Relmar lay overshadowed, like an object that its
owner had

gotten bored with and thrown awy, but was not quite gone. He

despised his brother, and cursed his idiotic father. But Relmar
had a

plan. A plan to take his brothers position.Ralmer soon became a
lord of chaos, a celebrated war hero, and a

feared name across all of Norsca. He also grew over confident
and an

almost cocky air blewabout him.

Relmar struck one night, in front of all of Ralmers peers. He
came into

the meeting hut, where a large council was being held. He
entered the

hut, and began taunting his brother. He dared Ralmer to attack
him,

banking on his brother not wanting to kill him. Ralmer rose,
but

clutched his head in pain, shouting out curses to the gods"why!
i have

been ever faithjful to you in battle, in worship all tyhe time!
whydesert me now?!" These werte his last words.Ralmer was gone. in
his place stood a chaos spawn, with long fang- liketeeth, an
oversized arm, and a large arm with tentacles sprouting from

it. It dropped the sword it was carrying, and still resembled
the man

who it had once been, except in pain.Relmar clasped the sword
with his hand, and wielded above his head

with strange and deadly precision.

Part 2

The tribes leaders looked on in amazement as the defeater of
their

mighty leader brought the blade crashing down on the large
wooden

table, embedding the blade in its' wooden core. Although their
loyaltywas not yet proven, the advisors of the Yeti tribe did not
say anything

to insult their new leader. It was apparent that Relmar needed
to do

something to earn the tribes respect.It was on the 6th night of
Relmars' reign when a change finally

occured. Relmar had selected one man, Greman Talos, to learn the
art

of horse riding. He was one of Relmars closest friends and
advisors,

who was not that loyal under Ralmer, or Rashir. His time had
now

come.

Greman had been ordered to train 15 men in the art, and make
them

great horsemen. Greman was a natural, and started training
straightaway. Although they were slow tpo grasp it, they caught on,
and on

the 6th night a great unveiling occured where the latest
addition to the

army was revealed:the self-proclaimed riders of the 6th night.A
while past during which the age old Yeti chariot was fully
restored, a

chariot that was traditionally fielded by the tribe, crewed by
the

blacksmith, who at this time was Ugulia, a rough man who
enjoyed

killing enemies with his large battlehammer.
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Soon word came of a large assault soon to be launched by a

acclaimewd chosen one, named Archaon. Relmar took this with a
inch

of salt, believing him to be a mere upstart.How wrong he
was.Messengers were sent to the Yeti tribe from Archaon, but
none

returned alive, mere parts being sent back to their
owner.Archaons wore thin, and soon he and his swords showed up at
the

village, slaying all sentries straight away.

A tall horseman rode into the village, and reared up to Relmar's
hut.No-one dared leave their own huts, only looking out of their
windows."get out, Relmar Tigermouth. I will speak to
you."proclaimed the

booming voice of Archaon.Fumbling for the ancient sword of the
Yeti, Relmar exited the hut, and

looked defiantly into Archaons eyes. Then he charged, only to
meet a

large shield which threw him backward towards the ground a
few

metres away. Archaon once again rode up to him"give in, Relmar"
he

said

"no"

Part 3Archaon swung his sword high, the slayer of kings crying
out for blood."Last chance Relmar"

Relmar said nothing, but righted himself. He stood there for a
few

moments, seemingly entranced by the sword in Archaons hand.
Then,

with lightning speed, The slayer of kings flew accross the
ground, into

an unthreatening position by a hut.

Archaon did not look mad. He respected Relmar in many ways, but
ifhe was not going to be reasonable , he would suffer the
consequences.

" Relmar, do you not recognise the mark of the Gods!" boomed

Archaon.Relmar then saw them alll: the eye of Sheerian, embedded
in the

ancient crown of domination, the sword he had disarmed Archaon
of,

and of course Dhorgar, the daemonic steed.The treasures of
the

chosen one."i- i am sorry my lord, please forgive me."stammered
Relmar,"What doyou want with me? name your will."

"actually, You are to be my advisor. a tactical genius like
yourself willbe extremely useful in the coming war. Except, or i
will remove you

from history!"Archaon proclaimed.

Relmar had no choice. It would be foolish to die at Archaons
hand. The

tribe would easily erupt into civil war if he died. He accepted,
and the

great chosen one left the village, riding into the night.

3 days later, 6 chaos dwarves came to the village, pulling 2

hellcannons, powerful daemonic constructs made as a gift to
chaos.
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They were presumably for the large amount of forts in
middenland.

Thry informed Relmar that he had 9 days to prepare for the
coming

storm, before he'd leave with all his warriors, riding south
into the

lands of troll country before going to Middenland. He was aware
he

needed to ride south on a steed to show his dominance, so he
called

for Greman, and asked for his brother's steed, iceweaver. He
foundthat the mount was dead, but had given birth to an unnaturally
red

and spikey horse, christened Bloodreaper. Bloodreaper became
his

new steed. The next thing he did waspromote some of his
older

marauders to veterans, making that elite sect even bigger.

However, strange creatures had been spotted around the villsge,
and

even magic had been spotted, aswell as tribesmen and
womenstrangely disappearring. This greatly angered Relmar, as
someone

would dare to do this to the Yeti tribe, a dominant tribe of
norsca. One

night, he placed his veterans with bows and arrows around the
village,

acting as extra security. Relmar himself stood by the gate.

After 14 hours of waiting, a hooded figure, hunched down
slowly

walked into the village, accompanied by 12 horrific
creatures

" want these, Relmar?let me stand by your side, and you will
have

them:flayerkin, skaven mutations that can climb the walls of
forts with

ease"the hunched man said loudly,"and i will also provide you
with

shadow and death magic"

Relmar wanted him dead, but he had no magic in the tribe, and
this

man would prove useful in many ways. A veteran n the roof of a
hut

let an arrow loose, but was killed with a wave of the mans
hand."who are you?"asked relmar

"I am Shyish'phak. I say no more.""Then Shyish'phak, you and
you're flayerkin are with me."A few days passed, and Relmar
eventually went south, eventually

arriving in middenland. The first spot was Smallhof, a town
easily

overrun by Archaon. Many sacrifices were made there, and
Archaon

made his daring speech.A week passed, and wolfenburg fell.
During this time, the tribe was

attacked in the rear by a small band of slayers. One veteran-A
man

named Chamon Ash- instantly drew his pair of axes, and, throwing
onein the face of a trollslayer, leapt into action, doing a flying
kick into the

first slayer, whilst going into a killing frenzy with his oither
axe. Hefought his way to the dead trollslayer, and pulled out his
othere

axe.He then threw the remaining slayers flying, thus killing
them

brutally.Relmar respected this warrior, and he didn't go
unrewarded:he was

made lieutenant and heir to tribal leader. His fighting skills
vastly

improved too, making him an excelant fighter.Relmar played no
significant part in the storm, until he reached
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Middenheim. It was there he met Windreaver, a towering orc
who

killed all in his path.

He himself did battle with the orc, but lost, and was knocked
down in

battle. His loyal followers dragged him out. He had lost all
his

flayerkin, and bore the mark of Windreavers great axe. It was a
very

short battle, and a crushing defeat to Relmar.despite this
defeat he and his tribe probably saved Archaons life, as he

would have been totally overwhelmed by the oncoming army of
the

middenheimer reinforcements. This is a spectacular event
that

happened just after Relmar arrived at Middenheim. The following
is

that event:

(note:this is a previous piece written by me)

the sun was rising in the sky, and Relmar Tigermouth, was deep
incouncil with his lieutenants-Chamon Ash, and Shyish'phak,
thesorceror.

They were discussing what should be done, whether to stay
sieging

middenheim, and get killed, or to go elsewhere, up north and
retreat"middenheim will fall as long as Archaons here." stated
chamon,"i

believe we should stay, and make our endings as glorious as
possible."

"no" said Shyish'phak"if we waste our lives here, the empire
will have

basically destroyed all of chaos' massive force! we cannot
continue this

assault. Remember, the imperial army is coming, and they will
smash

the forces of Archaon to hell and back.""i have already spoken
to our lord about this, and he will have no

retreat. He kills those who flee, resulting in a hard slog with
the forcesof chaos."replied Relmar" that is why we should counter
thereinforcements.""are you mad? we cannot stand up to such a
force! and where isGreman? is he not a high rankinng member here? "
replied shyish'phak"he has assumed command whilst we are here. As
for your otherstatement, i don't expect us to live. i expect us to
get rid of as many ofthose idiots as possible! we could save the
siege!"replied Relmar

"ok, i'm for it. i've 1 thing left to pull on Middenheim.""oh
yes?"

"an everlasting thunderstorm. All i need is some time and
protection,and Middenheim will be swamped in thunder and
lightning."said

Shyish'phak"done deal."said Relmarso they emerged from the tent,
to gather the tribe and tell them theirorders.

* * *
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After the speech was given, Shyish'Phak gathered his things,
ready for

the ritual he was about to perform.As he got everything in
position, he realised he needed a sacrifice,something to go under
immense pain to be the fuel the spell.

He looked at his surroundings, and spied a clanrat that was
attemptingto steal his food stuffs.

"you'll do" said Shyish'Phak.the Skavens screams echoed through
the night, until a large storm

whipped up over Middenheim.

* * *

it was morning, and the Yeti tribe were about to move.Ralmer the
spawn seemed to be the only one unafraid at this new

threat.with eveerything packed up, the Yeti tribe set off for a
large scaleassault on the reinforcements, led by Karl Franz, Luthor
Huss, and thefalse champion of light, Valten. It would be a hard
battle.

* * *

after marching for 3 days, the tribe spied the reinforcements
of

Middenheim. It was an army that outnumbered the Yeti tribe by
over100 times, something that could surely defeat the tribe.But
would Relmar be able to take as many of them with him?

He spied his champions, who had once again split to cotrol
differentparts. Chamon was to lead the marauders into battle,
Shyish'Phak wasto stay back, and shoot magic at the oncoming army,
also leading the

hellcannons, Greman, the master horseman, was to lead the
cavalrysection, whilst Relmar was to lead the hardened core of the
army.the Yeti did, however, have the power of a hill, where they
were

deployed.

As the army marched towards them, he spied Valten, and the
great

gryphon, deathclaw, with Karl Franz atop it.The warriors of the
Yeti charged, each wanting to kill more soldiers

than the other, whilst staying alive for as long as possible. it
was alljust a game for the bloodthirsty marauders. They knew
nothing of war,although they had fought many battles. These were
warriors, but they

had a lot to learn if they were to survive.the marauders under
Chamon charged, straight into anything theycould hit (which
happened tobe a heavy dose of swordsmen)maiminand saughtering,
fighting left right and centre.chamo himself was unmissable for all
the flying imperial troops, who
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had been caught by the agility of his attacks.the emporer
visibly quaked, seeing many proud spearsmendie by thehand of these
warriors.But the attacking marauders would not last for long, and
Chamonwould be overwhelmed without aid.

all the while Shyish'Phak was casting spells, spells which wore
away atthe imperial lines. the hellcannons also did theirjob,
killing futureranks of greatswords, and detachments.moving the
heavy core of veterans forward, Relmar charged,. in an

attempt to save his doomed lieutenant. This was successful, as
theswordsmen fell back, allowing the greatswords to have a go at
haltingthe veterans, and the remaining marauders. Ralmer, the
massivespawn of chaos, surged forward, straight into an imperial
captain, whowas promptly slain.Relmar himself entered the fray,
making himself noticed on thebattlefield, by going into battle upon
bloodreaper, steed of everlastingdamnation. he killed greatsword,
flaggellant, detachment, spearman,and swordsman with equal ease,
fighting alongside Chamon, proving

the duo to be nigh impossible to defeat.The fighting increased
still, when Greman, his riders of the 6th night,and the ancient,
undefeated Yeti chariot pulled forward, charging

nights of sigmars blood.what an end the Yeti tribe would
have

* * *

steel met steel. horse collided with horse. warmachines launched
hugeballs of daemonicenergy, cannonballs, and allmanners of
differentbullets. even 2 steam tanks launched what they could. The
empire

would win, but they would pay a high price for their win.Relmar
Tigermouth, and Chamon Ash kept their assault, the duo

sending greatswords, and detachments flying to their doom.

Even the hellcannons remained focused, not a single crew
member

had died, which was a surprise. still launching his magic,
Shyish'Phak,the sorceror, saw the left flank crumbling, with only
marauders

fighting back atthe enemy. desperate, he decided to call for
drastic

action, and release a hellcannon, to support the tribe, and
crush theoncoming enemy.he could only hope it would work."release a
hellcannon""sir, you will do us more harm! we can't possibl-"said a
chaos dwarf."are you denying your orders?!""no sir. release it
boys!"the released hellcannon charged down the hill, looking for
anything to

kill. it looked at the juicy western flank, with heavy empiric
troops, and
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redirected to there.crushing all in its path, the troops of the
empire fled in terror, only tobe run down by the daemon-beast. it
charged right through the ranks,killing countless troops, before
spectacularly self-destructing, right infront of the emporer
himself!

Rattled, the emporer forced the people to repel them, saying
that theone who killed the most warriors would be rewarded, with
gold andother riches, instantly increasing the already intense
fight.on the eastern flank, one of the steeds pulling the ancient
Yeti chariot

died, halting the chariot.The blacksmith, Ugulia, who crewed the
chariot, held it bravely, before

his position was overrun.Greman, the master horseman, and leader
of the cavalry, was fightinga winning battle with knights panther,
his riders killing many enemies

without giving in.Relmar and Chamon were too, slicing their way
through the lines,biting deeply into the men of the empire.Ralmer
the spawn, frenzied, cutting through the lines, before

disappearring into a nearby forest.Then something happened.
Halting, Relmar Tigermouth, chieftain ofthe Yeti tribe, advisor to
Archaon, and destroyer of Krudenwald, fell off

his horse.

Chamon climbed onto the mighty steed, to continue the
assault.Relmar, trampled under the feet of many greatswords, lay
still.His

body was undergoing change, being wracked by mighty
convulsions.something started sprouting out his back. He started to
feel stronger.

The ancient sword of the Yeti grew, beginning to glow. He felt a
powersurge through his veins.He righted himself, throwing the
empire troops everywhere.Lord Relmar Tigermouth was no more. In his
place stood a daemon

prince, flexing his wings, and brandishing his sword, he sent
menrunning in fear, but they found themselves dead, or dying.The
tide had turned.

* * *

The Yeti tribewere beginning to falter, their numbers slowly
dwindling.Chamon, now on Bloodreaper, began to fight his way back
to the front

lines, whereas Greman and his Riders held resolute.The
casualties were horrific for the empire, and still the Yeti held.
The

veteran groups had taken a great whole in the lines of the
empire, butnow, their numbers were reduced to 20.The marauders were
growing tired, and were slowly getting cut downby the angry
greatswords.
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Relmar, the new daemon prince, was fighting a different
battlealltogether.high in the sky, he was fighting with the hunting
birds, and theemporer on deathclaw. he wiped the last hunting bird
from the sky,

and was soon dueling with the emporer himself!

Shyish'Phak, and the chaos dwarves prepared to releasethe
massiveconstruct that was the remainig hellcannon.

As Chamon reached the line, he heard a rider behind him. he rode
onan elven steed, yet wore a suit of gromnil. He wielded a large
hammer

too.Valten.

Chamon urged bloodreaper forward, aiming to outrun the elven
steed.

He had heard of this man, and of his strength, and knew he could
not

best him with brute force."Shyish'Phak!" shouted Chamon,"A
little help in magic form."Shyish'Phak laughed, whilst casting a
pit of shadows. the rider fell in.Chamonturned to see the rider
gone."never thought i'd see the day where Chamon Ash, ran from a
warriorpriest! HA"Camon grmbled. So it wasn't Valten. He had been
outwitted."retreat!" he shouted, knowing they were doomed
otherwise.the remaining hellcannon was released with the same
destructivepower as before, but this time it was so they weren't
followed.so they left. All that was left of the famed Yeti tribe
was 6 riders of the

6th night, 6 chaos dwarves, Shyish'Phak, Greman, 8
veterans(whowere certainlyveterans after surviving that!), 34
marauders.

As for Relmar, he flew away, to an unknown place. Before this,
heappointed Chamon as the new chieftain.

After the battle, the reinforcements of middenheim were reduced
to

below three quarters of their original the size. They would not
know

whether their strength could hold or not.

It did hold, and as most know middenheim was relieved. But,
Relmar's

story continued after this. He wanted daemonsa to follow him,
but he

was also aware he needed to redeem himself and the remainders
of

his tribe.He flew north, and then south, forcing warriors to
join his cause. He

got mighty warlords like Marixis the changer, and Slythe
Eyeeater to

join his caus. He had one goal- to avenge his loss against
The

Windreaver.

However, Things got better-he heard that Archaon, his humiliated
lordhad killed windreaver, and the orcs were in civil war-a perfect
time tostrike. Remnants of middenlands armies were also caught in
the civil
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war-perfect time for revenge. To crush these orcs and the forces
oflight would be redemption enough. A great horde of warriors lead
by a

daemon prince-how interesting it would be for these orcs to lose
tochaos- if any lived to tell the tale...

Part #4 Things that tear your throat out in the NightLord Karnek
licked his lips, savouring the taste of blood. The corpse hewas
holding fell to the floor, its skin stark white, drained of blood.
Prior

to becoming a corpse, the man had been a minor functionary of
the

town. He was universally ridiculed as a pompous fool, and very
few

people would miss him. This had made him perfect for the
Blood

Dragon s purposes.

Karnek had arrived in the town a decade ago, acting as a
retired

nobleman who wished to settle down away from the filth of the
cities.

Centuries of experience in administration and leadership had
seen himrise quickly to the top of the town s hierarchy, a position
he enjoyed. I t

gave him the perfect excuse to invite people such as the man on
the

floor for dinner, and the power to quash rumours of his odd
habits.

Admit tedly, for a man of the town he wasn t seen in daylight m
uch,

but he blamed a rare skin condition, and to the simple peasants
of the

backwater that was enough.

Karnek looked up from his grisly feast, summoning one of the
bone-white armoured skeletons that served as his guards and
retainers with

a wave of his hand and a mental impulse. Silent but for the
clanking of

its armour, the long-dead warrior lifted the corpse and exited
the

room, to bury the body, less an act of reverence than one of
simplefunctionality. The corpse would serve Karnek again, should he
need

warriors at short notice.

The vampire lord absently brushed at a spot of blood on his
clothing as

he sat down at his desk. On it were piled various documents,
matters

of small importance to such an ancient being, but ones which
were

vital to the continued survival of the town. While the fate of
the people

didn t concern him on a personal level, any good farm er knows
that

you have to take care of your cattle.He settled into a reading
position, flickering through documents at a

speed no mortal could have matched. As he processed trade
figures,calculating in an instant the possible profits and losses,
he heard a

crash, followed shortly by a second. Not small things, like
an

awkwardly-positioned ink well falling to the floor. This was the
soundof heavy artillery, long-range war machines firing at the
town. Fromthe cracking noises, something was broken.

Karnek whipped out of his chair, chanting commands of
summoning

under his breath, calling his household guard to him even as he
ran to
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the balcony facing in the direction of the noise. He pummelled
through

a Tilean window, barely paying heed to the crash and tinkle
of

expensive glass breaking and falling to the floor, priceless
wood from

the edges of the forest of Athel Loren splintering as his
deceptive

weight crashed through it. Reaching the edge of the balcony, a
vision

of horror greeted his eyes. Outside was a tide of greenskins,
surgingtowards the walls. They were nearly there already. Agroup
near the

gates, the largest of the creatures, was carrying a battering
ram, the

end crudely carved into the visage of their war-god. The
stone

throwers on the hills outside town fired again, the distinctive
hum of

them releasing followed shortly after by the even more
distinctive

sound of their heavy projectiles crashing into the town s fort
ifications.

Karnek spun on his heel, angered that the greenskins dared to
attack

his dom ain. It wasn t much, but it was his. He stalked down the
stairs

to the dark chamber beneath his stately home, entering the
iron-

barred door into light cast by black candles set in ritualistic
patterns.

Standing in the middle was the Necromancer Arbahn, his eyes
closed,

his aged, wrinkled face creased in concentrated effort. A few
moments

later, and his eyelids flickered open, and he saw his lord
standing

before him.

I heard the sounds of bat t le, he said, in a wh ispery, rasping
voicethat carried every year of his unnatu rally long life in its
sound. The

unloving host is alreadycrawling out of the graveyard, ready
to

com mand. The graveyard had grown exponent ially since Karnek
s

arrival.Karnek signalled his approval of the warped wizard s
efficacy wit h a

single nod of his head, then spoke, Stay behind the walls. Be
ready tore-sum mon any who fall. With that, he tu rned, calling for
his

armourer, one of the very few living creatures allowed free
access to

his home, to bring him his wargear.

===========================================

Dressed in his ornate battle armour, his ancient witchblade in
his

hand, Karnek stood behind the gate, his Wight bodyguard all
around

him. Before the attack had started he had known this was
inevitable.

There was simply no way that they were going to hold against
the

great horde of orcs outside the gates. His only hope was to slay
the

largest beasts, the ones assaulting the gates, and hope that the
sightof their best troops dying would be enough to send the
greenskins

scurrying home. From his previous experience with the uncouth
race,

he knew that this was more likely than one would have thought.On
the walls, the greenskins had established a number of
beachheads,

breaks in the undead defenders. Arbahn was summoning as fast as
he

could, but the weight of so much heavy magic use was beginning
to

tell. The usually pale man looked as white as the bone of the
skeletons
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he was raising.Still, if his plan worked, none of this would be
of concern to Karnek. He

knew that should the horde outside the gates run, he alone
could

easily see off any rogue elements left inside the city.

Even as he contemplated this thought, the gate before him
shuddered,

dust falling in sheets. The greenskins had brought their
idol-ram tobear. He could hear the rough, growling voice of one,
exhorting its

compatriots. A drummer began to establish a rhythm as the
orcs

voices rose and fell in a simple war song designed for the
rhythmic

bashing of the ram. Another thud, and another. Cracks began
to

appear in the woodwork. Karnek readied himself for the
charge.

Another thud, and the cracks widened. Another, and another.
Finally,

with a resounding boom, the gate shattered. Before the flying
splinters

and dust had settled, Karnek and the magically-motivated wights
werecharging, tearing into the slightly surprised- looking orcs.
Karnek laid

about himself with the enchanted blade he carried, not bothering
with

skill against such slow opponents. For a moment, it was pure
carnage,

the stunned orcs being cut down where they stood. Then they
began

to fight back, wielding their large, crude weaponry, held in
both hands,

with ruthless efficiency. One in particular, a full head taller
than the

rest and wearing heavy armour covering every inch of his body
bar his

scarred, muscular arms, was crushing wights with every blow,
their

armour no protection against so great and terrible a weapon.

Karnek realised quickly that this was the leader of these
beasts. His

plan seemed destined to succeed. Kill the leader, and the whole
affair

would break up. He could send the horde packing for years,
should he

slay but this one beast. The only problem he could foresee would
be ifit or its bodyguards killed him first, and his wights were
beginning to

look a little thin on the ground. Karnek stepped back a
moment,

turning to shout at Arbahn to replenish his regiment. He was
just in

time to see a falling rock crush the twisted sorcerer utterly.
No amount

of dark magic was going to bring him back. That required
more

materials than the slightly squishy red mess Arbahn had
become.

Giving a dusty sigh, reflecting on luck and its apparent lack of
regard

for him, Karnek turned back to the battle at hand. Now killing
the

great orc was even more urgent.

He began to concentrate his attacks, cutting quickly through
orcs in hispath, heading always in the direction of the orc
warlord. The great

creature met him halfway, seeing the chance to destroy a vampire
and

prove him self to be, as they called it , da ardest one ere .
They stood

face-to- face. Karnek muttered another command in a black
tongue,

and the wights stopped fighting. They stood stock still,
unblinking eyes

focussed rigidly ahead. The orcs had also halted the battle,
aware that

the boss was about to show off. Karnek spoke in the voice like a
dusty
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tomb, I am Karnek , Vampi re Lord of the Blood Dragon. I
challengeyou to single combat.The orc looked him up and down,
assessing his opponent. Its harsh

voice rumbled as it spoke. I iz Kelrot h, an accept yer
challenge! Withthat, it struck, slamming its club down in a
vicious, two-handed arc at

Karnek s head. The vampire stepped aside with contemptuous
ease,snapping off a quick counter- lunge. It would be over in
moments. His

blade struck home, spearing through armour plates. Kelroth
grunted,

but more from the force of the blow knocking a little wind from
him

than anything else. The blade had struck yet another armour
plate and

stuck fast. The big orc twisted, the blade coming free from
the

vam pire s hands, then st ruck again wit h his club. Karnek,
shocked atthe lack of damage, simply stood, gaping in wonderment
like a five

year old. The club clattered into his armour body, the spikes
mounted

on it punching through his armour, sending him flying like a rag
doll

through the air. He landed with a thump on the cobbled streets.
His

head clattered into the paving slabs, knocking
himunconscious.Kelroth roared his triumph, a goblin running back to
report that the

beaten vam pire wasn t breathing. He hadn t breathed in a
thousandyears, but Kelroth didn t know that . He sprinted over,
tore the

vampire s shoulder plate off as a trophy, and having chained it
to hiswaist ran off again, exulting in his victory as he ran back
to join the

burning of the town.

===========================================

Karnek awoke. He was missing a shoulder plate, but that was the
least

of his concerns. The air stank of woodsmoke and burning flesh.
He

raised his eyes and saw that the town he had ruled for more than
adecade was now little more than a smouldering ruin. The Blood
Dragon

cursed the orc who had done this, and pushed himself to his
feet,

vowing to slay the beast. Staggering slightly, gaining strength
as his

supernatural constitution healed his wounds, he exited the
town,

determined to find more of his brethren and convince them to aid
him

in the overthrow of the greenskin warlord.
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Part #5Forces Of Light Chapter 1Empire Part 1 - Big Decisions
and Big Mistakes

A trumpet blast shattered the afternoon still. The watchmen had
seen

a rider in the distance. Every man, woman, and child s eyes
instant lybegan searching for something with which to defend
himself. Tension

was still high following the prolonged assault by the dark
forces of evil.

Many feared that the Chaos Beasts would return once the
broken

bands regrouped into a solid force. All were listening intently
for the

all clear signal .

Time stood still as fear and panic began to creep over the city.
Where

was the all clear? Could they not see the rider by now? Did not
the

watchman have a Dwarven spyglass? Men weary from battle
dashed

into their homes to retrieve their handguns, muskets and blades.
Old

men took up spades, rakes, anything with a long handle or a
metalblade. Young boys, much too young to go off to battle, found
sticks,

stones anything at hand that could be used as a weapon. The

women took up whatever thy could find, knives, broom
handles,

weapons of the fallen in their family, ancestoral heirloom
weaponsthe city readied itself for a fight to the death. Every
sentinent being

within the walls took up some form of armament.

At last it came two short blasts for all clear. It was a
friendly rider.The townspeople looked at each other with
embarrassed and sheepish

grins. Their relief outweighing their feelings of foolishness.
Still, each

one thought, it was better to be ready and not need to be, than
to be

caught unaware.

The rider called as he rode hard toward the gate Open th gate!
Open

th gate! I bring word to Rufus!The horse upon which the
messenger sat was lathered and wide eyed.

This man had been riding long and hard, that horse would not
survive

the afternoon. This was an urgent message indeed. The
watchmen,

and later the townsfolk as the rumormill began to wind up, could
only

speculate about the content of such an urgent message.

The rider went straight to the home of Rufus, ignoring the calls
of

those he was passing. They were telling him something, but he
did nottake heed. Leaving his exhausted horse at the front gate, he
continued

inside the estate s walls on foot . He reached the front ent
rance to the

home of the renowned priest. The threashold was barred by a
thick,

solid oak door. Upon it was a large iron ring, which the
messenger

lifted and dropped. He could hear the echo of heavy metal
against

solid wood. This door was substantial indeed, thought the
messenger.

He had ridden hard for 2 days, pushing the horse to a full
gallop the
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last few miles. Something must be done to stop the others. They
had

gone mad. Rufus could recall them and make them think sanely
again.

Once more he lifted the large iron ring and let it drop against
the door.

It seemed like ages had passed since he set foot before this
door.

Where was the master of this house? The messenger was about to
lift

the ring again when the door was opened by a young woman
inpeasant s dress.

I am Almathar, handgunner of the Easter Regiment. I bring
word

from the fallen district. It is urgent that I speak with Master
Rufus

immediately!My m aster is not here, Sir , replied the servant
gir l.

Where is he then? I MUST speak with him!He gathered the
captains, and the able bodied, and rode to the north

in pursuit of the evil ones, Sir , she said with a tone that imp
liedEVERYONE knew this. Why had no one told him at the gate? And
it

dawned on Almathar that the people of the city indeed HAD tried
to

inform him, but he was hellbent on reaching this residence. Now
he

would have to find out where it was the army had made off
to.

Perhaps the visiting Bretonian Paladin would know.Tell me gir l,
do you know where the Lord called Trouc is?

Lord Trouc and all his men left with my master. He took ALL the
ablebodied.

This was terrible news. He had ridden for two days to reach the
city,

and by this time the vigilant marauders were likely three days
ride

away. There was no chance that Rufus could recall them in time.
With

the speed they were likely to move, they would reach the big
black orc

in a matter of days. Still, it was his duty to try.Without
saying so much as a word, the messenger turned on his heel

and ran for the gate. Upon exiting, Almathar found his horse
laying on

his side, shaking uncontrollably. He would not be riding this
horse in

pursuit of Rufus. He had to find another.-----o o o -----

Rufus, Lord Trouc, Sir Tosh son of Johan, Black Bart
Beerdrinker, and

many others had gathered in the great tent to hold court. After
trailing

a large band of Chaos for several days, the trail split three
ways. A

decision needed to be made, and quickly, before the trails went
cold.Also there was the matter of the supplies.

Where is the Master of Supply?? demanded Rufus. I told him
to

prepare for a campaign the likes of which would exceed 10
fortnights.

How is it that we run shor t on bread and wine? The master of
supplieshesitantly stepped into the tent and the prompting of the
outer guards.

Sire, if I may be perm it ted to explain after such a long
siege, thesemeager supplies were all that was left . BUT , he
continued on before
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he could be cut off, quite possibly in a lit eral sense, there
is a town aday and a ha from here that was out of the direct
advancem ent of themarauders, so they should be well supplied. We
could send some fast

horses and wagons and a small guard for more supplies The
master

of supplies waited eagerly for the reaction of the High (?)
Priest of Ulric

(high priest or just preist?).Rufus mulled this idea over. After
consulting his map, he noted thatOusterford was indeed the closer
town, and had seen no battle, and

only had to contend with outriders and scouts when the enemy
passed

through this area. It was worth the chance, there were only
enough

supplies to hold off for another 3 to 5 days if it was rationed
tightly.His decision made, Rufus addressed a Knight of the Realm,
who lorded

over a batallion of Mounted Yeomen, well known for their great
skill in

battle.Sir Tosh son of Johan how many mounted yeom an can we
spare to

act as a guard for a force of ten supply wagons?

After mentally calculating the necessary men for an outfit of
that size,

the knight replied, Sire, I will assign two units of twenty to
the cause.

Allowing one man for each corner of every wagon. Will that
suffice?Very good. The priest quickly responded and turned his att
ent ion

back to the m aster of supply. You will accompany this wagon tr
ain foryour folly, and failure to advise me of the need of more
supplies. Take

thirty strong men, those not assigned to perimeter patrols or
fast

response teams, and the Warden guard, and go. Quickly. Leave
before

this eve falls.The master of supply was hustled out of the tent
before he could reply

or object.Let us br ing this meet ing to order! called Rufus in
a loud voice. The

Chaos have split their forces into three, and set off in
different

directions. My scouts inform me that the largest body is
moving

northward in the direction of Erengrad. We are faced with a
question

What do we do in response? Shall we, too, split our forces and
follow

each group, shall we remain together and follow the largest
group first

and hope we can catch the others later what shall we do now?
Rufuswaited while the leaders considered the situation and the
options. Each

one present had proven himself time and again in the recent
storm of

attacks. All had different areas of expertise, and each would
have adifferent opinion. From this, Rufus was faced with the
responsibility of

gleening the best tactical suggestions from the lesser
suggestions, and

creating a course of action. Lord Trouc of Bastonne, was the
first to

pipe up.T would be a crim e t let th foul beasts achieve a great
lead and

escape us. I beseech you t' break camp and pursue them
immediately.

Let th' supply master reach us. With fast horses drawing his
trollies,


	
7/31/2019 Pre Animosity Fluff

22/33

and such an unimpeded band, they should be able t' move at
thrice th'

speed of our column.Shouts of various sentiments of ascension
and decision erupted inside

the tent. This would be a long argument.

Part 2 : Tidings of Dire Consequence

This debate had been raging for several hours. What had started
as a

discussion of tactics among the leaders of men, had quickly
devolved

into a debacle of ridicule. Suggestions and ideas were shot full
of holes

faster than a mudbrick hovel downrange of a battalion of cannon.
Each

flaw of every suggestion was quickly pointed out and ideas
discarded.

All of those present were leaders of their respective factions
of armies.

There were representatives of the many different sects of the
Cult of

Ulric, there were Knights and Lords from the various regions
of

Betonnia, and much to the distaste of such highborn nobility,
there

were several mercenaries, and a band of brutal pirates who had
given

up the high seas for a chance at glory (and looting) during the
massive

assault led by the Chaos forces. It was Black Bart Beerdrinker,
captain

of the Scurvy Dawgs, that now argued most enthusiastically with
Lord

Trouc of Bastonne.Yeh be think in this band o seafarin
scallywags isnae wor th tha t im e

of day, says yeh. With yer fancy met l suits and high falutin
flags. Yeh

think jes coz we be hired guns, we ain t wer th our salt but in
th end,

yer no diff rent than a lowly scoundr el, says I . Yeh mek yer
livin sitt inon th poor an havin them do yer dirt y werk, and then
mekin them s t

pay yeh fer their troubles, an then send them off t war . Yer
ship don tbe holdin wat er wit h me yeh yellow bellied coward. Th
only reasenyer stand in here t radin words wit h m e is coz yer don
t have peasants

smart enough t bat t le wit s wit h ol Black Bart!Lord Trouc was
both insulted and annoyed by this character. He was a

pirat e!! And he was about to say so to the governing group. Who
areyou t come hence and make such accusat ions! ? You, the feared
seacaptain and mercenary! How dare you, sir! I find it despicable
that youdefoul this honorable place with you presence. You are
nothing more

than a hired thug and common thief!

Bart had his dueling pistol have drawn when Rufus stopped him
with ashout . ENOUGH! The others jum ped as he slamm ed his ale mug
onto

the rough hewn table. I have heard just about enough of th is!
We

have come to discuss our tactical options relevant to
catching

eradicating the remaining chaos forces! If you cannot hold
your

tongues and speak only relevant though ts, I will eject you, he
turned

his eye to Lord Trouc, regard less of your ancestr y. He paused
as hiseyes scanned the room . Do I make my will clear?
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Lord Trouc, insulted, angry, and annoyed would not abide
being

treated this way. He had joined this coalition under the
pretense of

being co-commander along with Rufus, Priest of Ulric. It
appeared nowto not be so. He was co-commander along with thieves,
and

murderers, and it was an outrage. Little did he know, Rufus did
not

view this group of a democracy, so much as a way to get more
ideasand possible pitfalls than he alone could think of in such a
short time.

Lord Trouc would have to wait, as the meeting was interrupted by
a

door guardsman poking his head in.

Sir, there is a messenger here with word from the Easter
District. Itseems there are bad tidings.

Inwardly, Rufus groaned to himself, but kept an impassive
expression

upon his face. First they run low on foodstuffs, then this
grotesque

battle of egos, now bad news fromMiddenheim. Rufus expected
the

worst. His first thought was that this messenger was here to say
that

the Chaos forces had tricked them and drawn them out of the city
only

to circle around and attack the other side, which was
already

weakened. He took a deep drink from his mug to bolster himself
forthe bad news.Show him in, he comm anded the guard, who was
instant ly gone, and

momentarily replaced by a handgunner. He was obviously
tired,

malnourished, and had been riding fervently. Even to the
exclusion ofpersonal cleanliness by the smell of him. The gunner
walked in several

feet, and becoming aware of the distasteful expressions of the
various

commanders, stopped cold. He snapped to attention and waited for
the

Priest to address him.

Well .? Rufus asked impatient ly. What news of the East do
youbring?Sir, I have ridden long and hard to bring you a message of
dire

Yes, yes! We know! Now what news have you?Sir, a group of those
that remained the final assault of the eastern

wall have gone vigilante and are pursuing the big black orc with
the

intention of killing him. Sir, they have no chance! I was
dispatched to

inform you that they were taking a course of action into their
own

hands as you were not appraised of the situation. Something must
be

done! The orc singlehandedly killed two doom bulls, and a
minotaur

warlord, and his bodyguard! I had hoped you could recall them,
but bynow they are far gone, if they are not dead already.

Rufus was reeling trying to get a grasp on the situation. He had
indeedemployed the services of Demolisher, warlord of the Orcs. A
common

goal had united them in an unlikely alliance, but now that the
war was

over, for the most part, there was no reason that the orc should
be

made to stay. He did not understand why his captain would decide
to

try to restrain such a creature as this Demolisher. After all,
he was not
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a pet to be housebroken and kept for parlor tricks! He was an
orc. Big,

smelly, with the manners of a mountain goat and the appetite
to

match!

Why would the captain decide to chase down and kill this
Orcish

Warlord after it helped us win in the Storm of Chaos? The war is
over,

why not let him leave? He fulfilled his obligation.Well, Sir
that is just the thing. The Orc did NOT fulf ill his obligat
ion.

He fought alongside us through a fearsome battle, but when
an

opportunity presented itself, he rode off on his big pig! It
left us to

defend ourselves against giants and beasts! Captain was so angry
and

disillusioned, he whipped the lads into a frenzy and they set
out after

them!So, the orc had set out on his own at the first available
moment. That

was not surprising, really. After all, Demolisher was an orc,
and knew

no alliance to anyone, except maybe his own race and even then
it

was questionable. He would definitely agree to some forms of
joint

rule when it served his purposes, as was the case with which
Rufus

presented him. Help destroy the beasts of Chaos, and he would
be

given all the horseflesh he could eat. They were useless nags
anyway,

but the orc seemed to like them well enough. His only condition
was

that he was left in complete charge of the units he would be
lording

over. Rufus was annoyed by this tu rn of events, but it couldn t
be

helped. The giant orc seemed pure of heart, and a warrior the
likes of

which no man could match without enchantment. The priest was

intrigued.Come here, have a sit, tell me all that happened. And
to someone

outside he shouted Port er! Bring our guest a mug! This was
awelcome distraction from the mindless banteringof Prince
Fancypants

and Captain Blackheart over there.

The gunner took a seat on the split log bench and took a long
deep

drink of ale before he spoke. Rufus waited patiently, attempting
to

block out the smell of the dirty knockdown man. At last,
Almathar set

his mug on the table and began to tell the tale of the great
battle.

All seemed well when the final siege started. The walls were
mannedwith muskets and handguns, the towers of the section had
cannons, a

mortar sat atop the keep, and the Orc had ordered the
hellblaster set

up facing the gate. He sat on his giant pig with his huge
weaponamidst forty spearmen, and on his left flank was a small unit
of

handgunners. We positioned ourselves so as to block any
incoming

force from entering the temple. There was also a group of
twenty

spears near the gate to counter charge the marauders when
they

broke through the gate. We had one cauldron of boiling oil, but
the orc

decided it would be perfect to cook a horse in, so it was
useless.

The beasts shifted around just out of range of our muskets, so
we
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were forced to lob artillery fire at them for some time before
they

began to advance. The dark one must have known a small temple
of

Ulric was near that section of the wall, as he arranged the
largest,

foulest beasts for that assault. The vast majority of the force
was

made of doombulls and minotaurs, and there were also two
giants.

The minotaurs carried ladders, and a small group of men had a
logram.

As the line moved closer, and came within range, we began to
rain

lead upon them from the walls. Many of the beasts fell under
our

attack, but there were just too many to kill them all. They
reached the

walls of the city and began to erect their ladders as their
giants went

to work directly on the wall. It wasn t long before they had

compromised an entire wall section. But, not before a handful
of

minotaurs, and a doombull scaled the walls. Minotaurs overran
the

northern sections of the wall near the temple, and a giant
doombull

destroyed the men atop the southern walls. Even with our
cannon

firing grapeshot at pointblank range, he would not fall. Shortly
after

taking the southern section of the wall, the gate fell from the
ramming

crew. I do not know if it was before or after the gate failed
that the

walls crumbled and the giants and a doombull and his
bodyguard

entered the courtyard.

As soon as he saw it, The orc rode out and challenged the
doombull

to single combat, which the doombull accepted with a scornful
slur.

The orc killed the doombull, AND the bodyguard before either had
a

chance to attack! We were busy firing the hellblaster, and
regrouping

the surviving men to fire upon the beasts within the courtyard,
and did

not notice at the time that the orc was not in sight. A minotaur
torethrough the spearmen at the door of the temple, and they
panicked

and ran inside, leaving an unblocked medium to the temple.

One beast managed to reach and defile the temple, and all
looked

lost. Luckily, the cannons were repositioned, and the
hellblaster

brought to bear, and with several volleys of fire, we killed
enough of

the beasts to send them running.

I t wasn t unt il after the batt le was well over that t he
Captain beganasking about the fate of the orc. Some men that were
on the wall said

he stole away thru the fallen section of the wall and rode his
pig to the

east.Captain took a personal offense to the orc double-crossing
us. He

tapped a barrel of beer, and after several rounds, began to
rally the

men. Deep in their cups, they went along with the captain and
agreed

that the orc should be punished, and the only fitting punishment
was

death.

They left at first light the next morning.Rufus and the others
had been listening intently to the tale for nearly
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an hour. Most had had several refills to their mugs, and some of
thelesser accustomed drinkers were snoring softly. Rufus rose from
his

seat.

The night grows late and there are still decisions that need to
bemade. He turned to the m essenger, Thank you for repor t ing this
turn

of events to me. You will be rewarded for your loyalt y
GUARD!shouted Rufus. When the doorman had entered he addressed
him,

Take this man and bring him clean linens, and show him to my

bathing trough. Give him double rations, and as much ale as he
can

drink. Put him up in the quarters of the Mounted Yeomen. They
should

be gone by now. The guard escort ed Almat har out, and Rufus
turned

his att ent ion back to the comm anders. Genteel men, He
saidcordially, this night grows late, and we grow tir ed. We shall
adjourn

for the night, and reconvene in the morn. I bid you
goodnight.With that, the Priest of Ulric retired, leaving the
others dumbstruck

momentarily before they too retired for the night.

Part 3 : Out of the Pan, Into the Fire.

The Sun rose slowly in the deep wood. The towering trees blocked
the

rays of the Sun for most of the morning. Diebold wanted
desperately

to escape this forest as fast as possible. The shadows beyond
the

treeline on either side of the wagon trail made prefect hiding
places for

bandit s, rogues, and Ulric forb id Beasts of Chaos. The sooner
they

were in the open, the better. The Bretonnian mounted yeomen
would

be an excellent security force in close combat, but they were
as

vulnerable to missile fire as the rest. Granted being in the
open meantthey could be easily spotted, but with open ground to
cover, the

crossbowmen could easily thin any attackers off making the job
that

much easier for the Mounties.

It did not take long for the interrupted argument of the
previous night

to resume with a passion. It was fast becoming a necessity to
separate

the sea captain from the Knight of Breton before they lost track
of just

exactly whom the enemy was and started killing one another.
After a

brief communion the night before, Rufus had decided on his own
that

they would remain camped here in the forest just east of the
OldForest Road, and wait for the supply train to return and stock
their

pantries. Once this was accomplished, they would split up and
follow

each of the three groups of Chaos warriors. Scouts would be

dispatched later today to determine who would follow whom.Black
Bart Beerdrinker was informing Lord Trouc of what his fate

would be if he had the nerve to set foot on the deck of any ship
on the

high seas. Typical posturing Rufus thought. These moronic
battles of
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words were begin to wear on him. Thank Ulric these twits had
campedon opposite sides of the field, separated by the entire
Empire army.That is quite enough! , bellowed Rufus. I ll have you
know I have

made a decision in regard to our course of action. All eyes
focused on

the Wizard now, the face of Lord Trouc visibly red and full of
anger.

We will remain camped here until the supply train returns. Later
thismorn, scouts and outriders will be dispatched on reconnaissance
and

intelligence gathering quests. Depending upon the
information

gathered about unit sizes and armament, we will further convene
to

discuss plans of attack. With careful planning and execution, we
can

rid ourselves of future threats from these Devils of the
North.Lord Trouc, indignant as ever cut in, Begging your pardon,
Sir Rufus,

but the Bretonnian Knights are aligned only with King Louren.
What is

the meaning of making a decision without first consulting your
peers?

I ll have you know that cowardice and reluctance to figh t a
hated

enemy will bring the displeasure of The Lady, and a
subsequent

withdrawl of her blessing. This course of action is
unacceptable. We

ought send scouts NOW, and break camp this eve or on the
morrow.

By such time, the supply train will be on their return, and
should have

no trouble catching us! This is preposterous, waiting around
and

frolicking in the forest while our chance to crush the remnants
of a

dead and dying foe retreats. WE MUST PURSUE AND OVERRUN
THESE

FOUL INVADERS!! Trouc s expression was one of confidence,

seemingly saying noone would dare defy me after such a speech
.

Trouc s face dropped in shock and quickly tu rned to rage when
heheard Rufus reply,

No. The men are underfed, under armed, and are exhausted from
themonths of fighiting. To rush an attack now would be disasterous
for

us. The beasts we chase are able to eat the flesh of their own
dead,

and sleep as they walk. They have the resolve of a simpleton in
that

they do not know when to stop fighting. It was our good
fortune

Archaeon called for a retreat when he did, otherwise the
demons

would have continued to come upon us, wave after wave.
Eventually,

they would have weakened the defenses enough to overrun us. As
it

was, the men were sricken with fatigue, and could muster the
strength

to fight on only because their very lives depended on it. This
decision

is not open to debate. I am leading this coalition, and my
decision iswe wait . Rufus smi led slyly. I highly doubt one day
would envoke the

wrath of the good lady , he sarcastically remarked.Lord Trouc of
Bastonne, third son of Duke Bohemond would hear

nothing of the sort.As I said, my orders come only from King
Louren himself. I am forced

to take my leave of this confederation. I will send riders with
word of

the largest group of Chaos Beasts which we will follow. What
you
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decide to do from t hat point is ent irely your decision. I n a
wh irlw ind

of cape and clattering metal armor, Lord Trouc was gone. Shortly
he

could be heard calling to his captains and aides, readying for
their

departure.

The trees thinned slowly as Diebold and the supply train made
their

way further east. The larger trees gave way to progressively
smaller

trees until there were no trees at all. The supply caravan had
finally

reached the plain surrounding the town of Ousterford. All
seemed

commonly normal. Smoke rose from a few chimneys, and the
city

walls looked sturdy enough. Actually, they looked bulkier than
when

Diebold had passed this way several months previously. He
reckoned it

was due to the imminent threat of attack by the Chaos
mauraders.

Scouts! Speed ahead and hello the town. Appraise them of
oursituation and tell the town s master t hat His Worship requires
their

service. We will be along shortly wit h the officialities ,
bellowedDiebold to the lead scout. Within a minute, fresh dust was
hanging in

the air from the sudden departure of four horses at a dead
gallop. It

wouldn t be long now. This brief delay in running down the
Chaosforces would be coming to a close.

The Scouts sped along toward the town, kicking their mounts

occasionally to spur them forward even faster. It was odd that
there

were no watchmen posted on the walls. There were signs of life
within

the town, and a great pile of garbage outside the walls, so it
was

obviously inhabited. Odd indeed it was to come upon a town in
suchclose proximity to fierce battle, and show such disregard for
security.

There did seem to be an awful lot of smoke from the far side of
town.

Perhaps there was a fire which required the sentries to assist.
The

reason was anyone s guess, and the scout was not part
icularlyconcerned. It seemed everyone needed a rest these days
anyway.Closer and closer the scouts rode, their steeds nearly
flying along at

low altitude. It seemed their hooves barely met the ground with
eachstride. Larger and larger the town walls loomed as they grew
ever

closer to their destination. The walls had indeed been bulked
up, but

apparently the townsfolk had chosen to use earthworks in lieu of
themore plentiful trees that surrounded this town. Acurious
decision in

the opinion of the scout, but one that was easily explained when
one

took into account the habit of Chaos bands to burn cities they
passed.

As they neared the gates, their nostrils were assaulted by the
smell of

rotting garbage, and feces. The scouts curled their noses at
the

unwelcome stench; apparently they had hoped to discourage
attackers

from scaling the earthworks with the incorporation of such foul
mess.
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The scouts pulled up short of the slightly open gate, which too
was

unguarded. Curiouser and curiouser things became as they
continuedon. The men tied their horses to the hitch and let them
rest and drink

the ample water in the trough.HEELLLLLOOOO! , shouted the lead
scout . there was no answer to

their call. Puzzled, the scouts look at each other without a
word. Thelead turned to his second, who only shrugged and called
out in a

louder voice.HEELLLO THE GATE! ! Sti ll no answer. This was
defini tely not r ight .

Your swords men, comm anded the lead, Spread out 5 m eters,
boxform ation , wat ch the corners and the doors. Be on your guard.
The

four men stealthily entered the deserted gate and moved along
the

street. Looking around they saw no sign that this part of town
had

been inhabited in some time. The small homes and shops were
in

shambles, and had been ransacked by the look of it. The lead
scout

began to wonder if reports had been wrong, and Chaos had
indeed

passed this way and rooted the city. It did not fit that there
were nodead laying about. The evil beasts would not have taken the
time to

bury the slain, nor would they have been capable of eating
them.Slowly, they made their way down the main street. There
appeared to

be nothing left untouched. They were beginning to hear the
sounds of

many people near the town square. Someone was definitely here,
and

in a large number by the sounds of it. Perhaps the town had
been

assaulted by a small band of mauraders and the survivors
were

celebrating. The question was WHO was celebrating. The question
was

quickly answered when the scouts rounded a corner and came face
to

face with about ten large Orcs. Both parties stopped in their
trackswhile the shock of seeing the other sank in. It seemed both
groups

assessed and reacted to the situation at the same time. The
scouts

realized without calculating that they had no chance
whatsoever

against this small group of orcs. The orcs on the otherhand
realized

that where there were some humans, there were more close
by.WAAAAAAGH!! WAAGH! INTRUDERS!! ! shat tered the sti ll air as
the

big black orc in the front of the pack pulled his brute blade
from his

belt. Sounds and returning cries from the square drifted back as
the

scouts tore off toward their mounts. Quickly they snatched the
reins

from the hitching rail and turned their warhorses back toward
thecaravan.

It was at this time that the scouts realized they should not
have

pushed their mounts so hard on the ride in. The tired and
underfed

horses were too tired to outrun the frenzied orcs. They quickly
fell

upon the four and slaughtered them with ease. Not far off, the
orcs

could see the rest of the humans on horses and in wagons.

WAAAAAGH! DA WARPATH!! ! WAAAAGH! Cried the black Orc again
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as he raised his crude choppa above his head and rushed out to
meet

and greet the visitors in proper orc fashion, his comrades in
tow.

Diebold watched as the scouts crept inside the gates and shortly
came

running back out.

A mounted yeoman sidled up to the wagon and announced,Something
is wr ong. Diebold shot him a sidelike glare and though t

your powers of observat ion are keen . How did he get mixed up
wit hsuch im beciles anyway? Diebold s stom ach lurched and
quickly

dropped when the large wooden gate was flung open and several
Orcs

came rushing out and quickly killed the scouts before they made
it

even a quarter of the distance back to the train. HE quickly
countedten orcs and began shouting orders to the men to ready and
fire at

will. Ten wouldn t be too hard to defeat. Diebold calculated his
losses

at twenty percent.He watched in horror and realized he had
little chance of escaping

when moments later an endless stream of orcs came rushing out
of

the city. I t didn t take long to make a decsion.

RETREAT!! RETREAT!! ! Diebold scream ed as he began to turn
thewagon. Diebold recognized that he could not outrun the orcs in
a

wagon, even unlaiden as it was, but if he could make it to the
trees, at

least some of the men might be able to escape. It was a race
for

cover.

The whistle of arrows sounded from behind them as the orcs
loosed

arrows at the fleeing humans, followed by wails of the
wounded.

Crossbow bolts answered, but most missed their marks as the
men

were being jostled about by the terrain.The supply train never
made it close to the tree line. Several hundred

orcs saw to that. Like a school of piranhas, the waagh fell upon
the

wagon train and slaughtered everything in sight. No survivors
were

left, no prisoners taken. The orcs slowly trudged back to their
new

camp muttering about the lack of challenge given by such
opponents.

After riding hard for several days, a lone handgunner arrived in
the

center of the camp. Bloodied and beaten he was, tired from a
long

journey from the western side of the city of Middenheim. It was
a

foolhardy belief thinking they could hunt down and kill the
mighty OrcWarlord Demolisher. He was lucky to have escaped with his
life, theothers weren t so fort unate. Swiftly , he dismount ed and
ran right past

the guards and into the tent of Rufus Sparkfire.Sir! Pardon a
lowly handgunner to barg into your quarters, but I bring

dire news!The Lieutenants and Sargeants were shocked and
appalled that a

dishelved, dirty, infantryman would ever dare enter a meeting of
rank
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and distinguished leaders, especially in such a state as this.
Their

thoughts were suddenly redirected to concentration as they tried
to

decipher what this bit of cannon fodder was rambling about.

They re out to kill each other Sir! ! They are figh ting for
suprem acy in

the wake of their dead leader!! They are singleminded in their
quest

for power!! They cut through our whole Troop within moments!!
Theycannot be stopped and they are headed this way Sir!

WHO?? WHO IS HEADING THIS WAY??? , the Wizard snapped at
thebeaten handgunner. He was greatly disturbed now, fearing
Chaos

doubling back and catching all the forces of light in a killing
field trap,

leaving the deserted city vulnerable.

The silence that hung between the question and the answer would
be

remembered by surviving members of that strategic group for
the

remainder of their lives. Stories and songs wouldbe written
about the

infin ite gap of t im e in those few seconds when every man s
life would

be changed forever, whether they were aware of the change or
not.

What seemed to be a glorious endeavor, running down and killing
the

rest of the mutated dark ones, was about to become a decision
which

led to what would be the largest scale massacre in any known
history.The broken handgunner s wit s were nearly gone. He had, out
of

necessity, held his sanity together; now that bond was about
to

shatter utterly as soldiers of greater power and wisdom were
about to

be handed the torch. His eyes glazed over as he turn to look
directly at

Rufus, General of the Coalition. He opened his mouth to speak,
and his

voice cracked with terror as he repliedSir it s the ORCS!

Pandemonium broke out instantly in the tactical tent. Shouting
andconfusion ruled the moment. Several ideas and gut reactions
were

shouted, but noone was listening. Decisions were not being
made,

panic and shock was at work at that particular moment. Above the
din

Rufus voice, norm ally boom ing, seemed distant as he yelled
QUIET!! !

QUIET ALL OF YOU!! . Again and again he yelled it, urg ing all
not onlyto quiet down, but to be completely silent. When an air of
concern

swept thru the tent like a coastal fog, and all eyes fell upon
the

General as he stood slightly. He was bent forward, his head
cocked to

the side. His eyes were darting absently side to side as he

concentrated on hearing something apparently that no one else
couldhear. A Captain began to ask, but was quickly silenced with a
fierce

slapping motion into air. The room was completely silent.

Then it came again. The noise the General thought he had heard
but

desperately hoped he had imagined its origins not far off, maybe
halfan hour. The sound and its implications sent fear and panic
through

the minds of the assembled men, silently sitting stock still,
their faces

drained pale from fr ight The most frightening sound a t ired,
hungry
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arm y could ever hear a distant cry, loud and full of
malevolentanim osity .WAAAAAGH!!!
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