Message of the False Comet





Teopixqui Acahualli quickly moved to the base of the raised dais as he noticed Cueyatl’s heavy eyelids lift open with more urgency than he had ever seen in his life.


“Master, what troubles you? Is there danger?”


The Slaan’s eyes fell on the tiny creature before it as the thoughts came that would be heard throughout the temple complex “Prepare. There is work to be done in the warmblood lands to the east.”


Nearly two thousand years after the revelation of Sotec in Chaqua, the twin tailed comet appeared in the skies once more; falling on the largest human realm in the “Old World” and destroying the mighty city of Mordheim in a single night of fire and terror. The coming of the comet did not go unnoticed by the mighty Slaan mage-priests of Lustria, who were deeply dismayed for this coming was not foretold in the plans of the Old Ones. The greatest among them felt that the coming of the comet during the fullness of the death-moon that the humans called Morsleib was of great importance and indicated the intervention of the dread gods of chaos. Soon speculation began circulate between them about the dark one who had been imprisoned there by his masters several millennia before. 


The Slann could not be certain without more information, and so it was decided that small groups of their servants, led by their most trusted skink shamans, would be sent to the doomed city to investigate. Warbands were gathered from across Lustria, and portals opened directly in the woods surrounding Mordheim. The orders were simple; return with as much information about the comet that landed there and what was happening in the warm-blood city as possible.


With the discovery of wyrdstone, the Slaan’s worst fears were proven true and the command was quickly given to the scout parties to collect as much of the stone as possible and send it back to their masters, where it would be dealt with. With this new purpose, the bands of Lizardmen began to scour the cursed city with cold blooded efficiency.


Teopixqui Acahualli blinked several times to accommodate his eyes to the strange environment. Several steps away Temamauhti carefully observed everything in the surrounding forests. The voices of Amini Ocelotl’s skinks sounded from the undergrowth as they quickly tried to orient themselves. The portal illuminating the wooded depths suddenly disappeared as the last of the reconnaissance party passed through and mighty Cueyatl ended the transmission.


Teopixqui whistled and the entire group disappeared into the wood. There was work to be done. 















































