Date 994.M41 Log of inquisitor Virgil Ditya. Planet designation Mirum Ostentum
Having made planetfall at the Altum spaceport and been accosted by the local governor I set about my task. My Daemonhost Alice had again begun to speak nonsense combined with truths. From prior experience, I know this to be a harbinger of the approaching of the chaos fleets. The thirteenth black crusade is being held in place and I now find myself at the forefront of another line of battle against the great enemy. 

Using the planetary astropathic choir I have managed to secure the aid of two full imperial guard regiments, a mechanicum tagmata and 3 space marine strike forces. They shall be arriving in system shortly.

Bunker complex. 

Captain Kraken of the storm hawks, Blood Eagle of the blood angels, Myrmidax magos Driel, Tank commander Welkin of the gallian 7th and Cavros Thorne of the 131st cadian regiment were gathered in the command centre of the bunker complex. Virgil made a mental note that the black Templars had refused to respond to his call to arms and had despite making planetfall, ignored his summons. 
“The chaos fleet is three days out at my last calculation” Virgil states. “How should we proceed”

“Fleet disposition?” Kraken asks. 

“Four vessels, three cruisers and one larger disturbance.” Virgil replies. “However, the warp is fluctuating and this is but an estimate. As such I have arranged the main system fleet in orbit while my personal vessel has moved in system to gather this systems reserve fleet.”  
Virgil switched the holographic viewer to show the imperial fleet in orbit.

Kraken looked at the fleet disposition present at the planet and nodded. “We need to stop them from reaching planetfall distance. I will second twelve thunderhawks to the fleet in orbit so they can board and disable the largest vessel.”

 “I shall add my forces to those of the storm hawks to aid them in this endeavour.” Blood Eagle adds.
Virgil nods before switching the holographic image to show a new location.

“There is an aquila macro cannon battery stationed here. We shall deploy a contingent from the 131st cadian to defend this site.” Virgil states He holds his hand up to quiet Cavros Thorne before continuing “There has been no planetside activity yet but I suspect that we shall see more unrest as the chaos fleet approaches.”

“And of the Galian 7th” Welkin asks. 

“I am holding you in reserve for now. Our space marine allies whom are not tasked with a mission are to refer to their better judgement and aid where they deem it necessary.” 
“There is a flaw in your logic” Magos Driel adds. “Bunker complex theta sixteen holds the access codes to the macro cannons. We will need to defend this location as well.”

“Very well, Driel can you handle that?” 

“Acknowledged”

“We will need to move troops and the required equipment to the macro cannon site. That means we will need to move through this valley.” The screen changes to show a narrow gorge. “We need to use this route as it would take a week to move to the location otherwise and we lack the aerial support to move to the location. We have sufficient ground transport to bring what is needed. I would request that what little aerial support we have be seconded to allow for countering an enemy aerial threat if one arises.”
“So, we are to defend the convoy” Blood Eagle asks. 

“Yes. As this is vital to the war effort that we get those macro cannons firing.” Virgil replies. “Cavros Thorne do you have anything that can aid us in this task?”
“I can provide the convoy with limited air support. We have a thunderbolt and a vendetta stationed at site 17. It is 30km southwest of the convoys route but both aircraft can be launched once the word is given” Cavros Thorne replies. 

“Blood Eagle”

“We will be requisitioning any transport vehicles that we can to move resources to the macro cannon site. All you need to do is provide us with a frequency and a go code. If the convoy is attacked they can signal for aid.” Blood Eagle replies. 

“Very well, the frequency and the code will be provided to the chimera drivers and shared with the rhino drivers when they convoy is assembled.” Cavros Thorne states. 

“With that sorted there are more preparations to make.” Virgil states pulling up a holographic overlay of the current world. Additional red markers appear as he manipulates the controls. “In the mountains, we have a mechanicum facility that routes and boosts planetwide communications, if we come under attack this will be a prime target for the forces of chaos.”
“I shall arrange a relief force to go and check on the integrity of this facility.” Magos Driel states. “I will calculate the required variables and assign a sufficient force to carry out this task.”

“And the second mark” Kraken asks. 

“That is a deathstrike missile production facility.” Virgil states. 

“My storm hawk forces can cover the ground to that site and reinforce it.”

“No, that would disrupt the work being carried out there.” Driel adds. “Head to these coordinates.” A blue mark appears on the map. “It is a staging area and will enable a swift response if the facility comes under attack.”

“And of our other allies” Virgil asks. 
“The Black Templars are very independent and as such we are not likely to see any movement from them until enemy forces are seen on the ground.” Kraken adds. 

“And there has been no further response from the astropathic message that I had sent out.” Virgil states. “We all have our assignments Those forces that are not yet assigned to a location will be focused on defending the spaceport, the geothermal power generation facility and the astropathic spire. We have very little time so we must use it wisely. Dismissed”

The other commanders each stride from the meeting room heading in different directions as they seek to exit the bunker complex. 

Shutting down the holographic display Virgil walks from the room and meets with his henchmen. “Hikari report”

“No contacts.” 

“Contact my shuttle we are returning to Altum.”

Hikari nods and activates her earpiece. She then shakes her head. “We need to be outside before I can signal.”

Private Scholl held his lasgun and looked out from the trenches. The barren landscape still suffered from the battles it has witnessed from before he was born. The landing pad nearby cast its shadow over them as the moon rose reflecting the light from the planets star over the area. 

Private Hale was sharing out what little recaff he still had left and Scholl could swear he had mixed mud and engine oil into the damned stuff as it tasted horrible. Turning back to his task he continued to scan the environment. 

‘Why me this fragging planet is dead why are we even out here.’ He thought to himself. 

A movement caught his eye as he sighted through the field goggles he had been issued with. He wiped the lens and checked again. Three gorgons and a mastodon transport moved through the mist, the camouflage added to their hulls making them difficult to see. The doors slammed open and a horde of lunatics poured forth. A single larger figure strode out into the mob from within the mastodon. The horde shifted to face him. The space marine wore turquoise armour that had been camouflaged by is owner. He drew his sword and points at the defensive line. 
“Stand ready!” Sergeant Willow shouted. “Lasguns up, safeties off. Fire on my mark.”

The transports held position as the horde charged forward separating outwards into waves as it proceeded with the space marine following behind. 
Exodus and his recon squad stood on the lip of the landing pad shrouded from view by their positon and their camo cloaks. He sighted down the scope of the instrument and scanned the guardsmen below. He held fire as his target was not present, following his example the recon squad remained concealed awaiting the moment to strike. He moved his sight to focus on the doors to the bunker. 

Virgil stood with his henchmen and with the deathwatch kill team that he had taken into his service for the duration of this venture. Alice spewed forth a tirade of nonsensical gibberish before stopping. 

“He is here” She states 

“What” Virgil asks. 

“The slayer of kings, the true shot, the unmentioned one. I see the unbroken chain, I see eternity, I see three heads talking, I see a chalice of blood, I see a warrior of bone…..heh heh heh” Alice returns to mumbling nonsense. 

“Hikari” Virgil states “Get ready to signal the ship. Make sure they have the silica animus on board as we may have need of it.”
Hikari nods and the group head towards the bunkers entrance. 

“Fire” Sergeant Willow yelled, Furious red beams and frag grenades filled the space between the rapidly advancing cultists and the imperial guard position. The bunkers blast door opened and out strode the deathwatch, fire intensified as the first wave of cultists charged into the trenches. As they cut down the grenade squad, sniper fire picked off two members of the command squad. Throwing his head down the commander’s order was lost as his troops and the deathwatch gunned down the remaining cultists of the first wave the last few exploding in a spray of gore and bone fragments. 
The second wave of the cultists swarmed forwards as the Aquila lander swooped in and dropped the silica animus onto the landing pad. The machine sprang into life and started to attack the squad of alpha legionnaires hiding on the structure.  Fire erupted as its flamers ignited casting a flickering light over the battleground. 

The inquisitor and his retinue continued forwards, the gibbering daemonhost unnerving the imperial guard officer who was continuing to struggle with giving orders with the mayhem happening around him. The deathwatch added their fire to that of the guardsmen as the second wave moved closer. Wreathed in flame the last few surviving members of the recon squad jumped from the landing pad. Fire lanced at them from the squad stationed nearby but the unit crashed into close combat. 

With a display of desperation mixed with skill the guardsmen dragged down the last members of the recon squad. Fire fell onto the cultists from above as the silica animus incinerated them. This did not slow them as fire from the other guardsmen and the deathwatch were ignored as they crashed into the imperial guardsmen fighting with exodus. Slaughtering all before them. The cultists milled in the trenches as concentrated fire was brought to bear. 

The cultists were scythed down as the silica animus charged in. Exodus acting with the precision of his experience managed to sever the machines leg control tendons before ducking past its swinging scythes, avoiding the exploding cultists as he did so before blowing multiple holes in the things back using the instrument. As the machines power died the third wave of cultists swarmed forwards Susurri the Alpha legion praetor goading them forwards. 

Showing devotion to their master cultists threw themselves in front of him blunting any fire that would have reached him. Forming a line, the last few imperial survivors attempted to shield the inquisitor as the cultists slammed into the largest remaining group of foes. The Praetor had used the distraction to circle round and charged into the inquisitor’s retinue. Throwing up a wall of flame did not slow the terminator neither did the sanctified and blessed promethium from Virgil’s incinerator. Yelling a challenge Hikari dived forwards and managed to cause a minor wound before the terminators paragon blade cut her down, Alice, Splinter and Medusa were also cut down as a brave last gasp attempt of rescue by the depleted imperial command squad and the sacrifice of the last surviving deathwatch marine who was cut down by stray cultist shooting as they surged up behind to cut off all escape. The Alpha legionnaire cut down all before him as Virgil used his power sword to dispatch a handful of foes before his protective power field failed and he was beaten to the ground. 

Fire streaked upwards from exodus and from the mastodon as the Aquila lander soared off. A few shots clipped the fuselage but could not do any lasting damage. A Xiphon interceptor blasted overhead sending the Aquila spiralling downwards with a burst of missiles. The machine struck the ground with a satisfying thud. 

While the cultists under exodus’s order gathered up the dead deathwatch and the dead alpha legionaires.  Susurri looked over his captive. Virgil Ditya was bloodied and unconscious but he was still alive. 
“Exodus” Susurri states his voice little more than a whisper following an old injury to his throat. “Are the weapons on the deathwatch gene locked?”

“Negative” Exodus replies. 

“Then it is time to make the exchange.” 

Five alpha legionnaires and the Changeling walked from the depths of the mastodon. Each Alpha legionnaire was wearing the colours of the deathwatch and now carried the weaponry that had once belonged to those they had killed. The changeling looked over the inquisitor before assuming his form, Susurri handing him the signet ring as he did so. The Changeling slipped the ring onto his finger.  

A second Aquila lander settled down on the landing pad. 

Susurri turned to the lead alpha legionnaire. “Corvo. Flense will need time with our guest. Make sure that our Inquisitor gets to the capital.” He then turns his focus to the Changeling, “Daemon. File a report stating that you suffered a raid from cult forces that killed the garrison here. We need to keep our foes in the dark about our actions for as long as possible.” 
The Changeling wearing the Inquisitors form nods. The group runs off towards the lander as Susurri finishes clamping Virgil into the metal crucifix that would hold him in place for Flense to work on him. He then drags his captive into the Mastodons belly. 
____________________________________________________________________________________

66 Hours until chaos fleet arrival
Bones that had been broken snapped back into their original positions as the Daemon reasserted itself and dragged its puppet to her feet. Alice rocked before vomiting up a black sludge onto the ground. The daemon turned her round. Her form was being reknit as she looked for Virgil. Unable to find where he had gone to she stepped over the disembowelled and charred remains of the rest of the henchmen and lurched towards the landing pad. Underneath the structure, she found the Silica animus. 

The machine used the mind of a condemned criminal to function and thus get around the fact that machine intelligence was outlawed. It burnt out such minds quickly and was driven to slay foes with a simplistic friend/foe identifier embedded within its code. 

All that remained were the dead corpses of the guardsmen and the henchmen. From where Alice had been flattened by a terminator’s blade a long thin scar and a rip in her dress and tear through her armour was all that remained of the wound. Not seeing the deathwatch she noticed a plume of smoke in the distance. The daemon gave her a push to set her walking in that direction before it receded back into her hair. 

____________________________________________________________________________________

54 hours until chaos fleet arrival.  Windbreak canyon.
Captain tyraticus looked down from the open thunderhawk ramp as the convoy moved below. The wind even this far out from the macro cannon site was fierce and buffeted the thunderhawk. As the vehicles started to move forwards into the next area of the canyon two erupted into flames as hidden forces cast off their cloak of secrecy and struck. A falling meteor slammed down engulfing a swathe of the ground below it in fire. He jumped from the gunship with his squad as Squad Sullust moved in from ground level. As he dropped Tyraticus noticed the arrival of a Fire Raptor gunship. It moved swiftly and close to the ground before it opened fire. 

“Callsign Omega” He yelled into his vox as he struck the ground. The unit he had joined formed around him a moment later and started shooting at their alpha legion foes. The enemy drop pod swept overhead as fire chased it. The thunderbolt and vendetta that had been seconded to the convoy turned it into molten slag as a contemptor dreadnought fell groundwards from the wreckage, snapping its knees as it landed. 

A superheated blast of air from Squad Sullust’s meltaguners killed three alpha legionaires before a crushing charge felled the remainder. Pulling his claws free of his slain foes Tyranticus led the charge on the immobilised contemptor as it detonated a rhino with its weapon systems. Propelling himself upwards Tyraticus landed on the machines powerplant and sank both of his lightning claws deep into the machinery cutting the power to its weapons. Leaving the wrecked machine Tyraticus led his squad towards the last bastion of alpha legion resistance 
The third squad leapt from the thunderhawk gunship as a Xiphon interceptor sped in losing a couple of ineffective shots into a weakened chimera before counter fire from the thunderbolt smashed it from the sky sending it crashing downwards before exploding on impact. Bolt pistol fire and the shrill sounds of chainblades sounded as autocannon, storm bolter and lascannon fire ceased signalling the end of resistance. The Fire Raptor now lacking ground support peeled off away from the battleground. 

Tyraticus looked around as their sanguinary priests gathered up the casualties. Four blood angels had been lost and only two rhinos and two chimera tanks had survived the ambush. Of the enemy they had suffered twenty seven dead, and had lost a dreadnought, a drop pod and a Xiphon. 

Gathering up his forces he looked skywards as a Storm raven came in to land. Inquisitor Virgils Deathwatch stepped out. 

“Captain Tyraticus” The Dark angel stated. “Move on to the defence site with the surviving transports. We are going to be collecting the dead of our foes so that Inquisitor Virgil can quarantine the material and dispose of it without tainting the ground.” 
“Very well. Blood angels move out. We have 10 miles to cover. Sergeant Sullust your team takes point eye open for another ambush.” 
Corvo watched as the blood angels and imperial convoy moved out. “Found him” Came over his intersuit vox. 

Corvo walked over to get a look at what was left of Trask. The melted lump didn’t resemble anything anymore. “Meltagun. We have lost this Trask but he was one of many. Gather up what you can.”

Corvo then proceeded to stride over to the prone form of the dreadnought. “Hydra dominus” He stated leaning in close to the dreadnought. “Revered brother do you still live?”
“Hydra dominus” The dreadnought replies. 

“Status” 

“Reactor offline. Running on emergency power only” 
“Save your energy. We will get you repaired.”

The storm raven swept over and lowered down using its magnetic clamps to grab the deactivated frame of the dreadnought. It then moved back to its landing point as the salvaged weapons and armour were loaded on board. Stolen plasma grenades were being used to incinerate the bodies. 

53 hours until chaos fleet arrival - Macro cannon defence location. 

The lookout flashed his beacon as the convoy approached. The wind noise was severe as the air howled around the site. The blood angels had detached their jump packs and where riding the transports via handholds or were walking calmly alongside using the transports to shelter from the greatest effects of the rain.  

The company commander of the defence unit came out of his bunker to greet the arrivals. Tyraticus left his troops to aid in the unloading of the supplies while he stepped into the bunker and out of the screaming winds. 

“Captain.” The command commander states. “What happened.” 

“Ambush. We fought them off but they took a toll on the convoy.” 

“We have been trying to reach you for the past hour but the coms are down.” 

“Are you sure it’s not just the conditions?”

“Negative” The commander replies. “We had a solid signal till about two hours ago. Short ranged communication still works but long-range coms are down.” 

“Once we have unloaded the supplies we shall pull back to where we can get picked up and we shall use our coms to get our adeptus mechacius allies to look into it.”
“Acknowledged.”

____________________________________________________________________________________

The blood angels left the Macro cannon site after twenty minutes. Running back down towards the canyon they passed their dry jump packs and found the Deathwatch gone where they reached the site of the ambush. Their thunderhawk gunship swept down and picked them up. In doing so it dropped off two tactical squads and a techmarine along with multiple tarantula turrets.
Tyranticus used the gunships communications suite to get in contact with Magos Driel. 

“Magos. Normal long-range com signals are being disrupted cutting off the macro cannon site amongst others from contact with other forces. Can you check the locations for a fault?”

“Acknowledged. Running checks…” Magos Driel states “Processing…. Processing…. Processing…. Abnormality found pinging location………………

Response not received in a timely fashion. Unit located 8 hours travel from site. Directive uploaded. Unit enroute to location.”

“Thank you Magos.”

____________________________________________________________________________________

52 hours until chaos fleet arrival - Altum. 
The Changeling looked over the items now present on the desk of Virgil Ditya. Sifting through rapidly he finds a note about the delivery of a suspect item into the vault of a high-ranking member of the hive leadership. He marks the person in question for execution while also sending the details to Susurri. He then secured the original report under his assumed inquisitorial mandate. The stolen ring enough to fool the devices he was now surrounded by. 

Corvo strode into the chamber. “Inquisitor. I have disposed of the materials discreetly.”

“Good. I have been busy tying up the forces of the imperium with mundane tasks, weakening their position while making it seem like I am strengthening it.” Ditya replies. 

“This room is free of listening equipment and has been shielded against psychic probing so it serves our purpose for now.”

“I know, we need to keep up the ruse for as long as we can.”

“Yes, the emperor protects.” 

“Indeed, he does Corvo, Indeed he does. Just that his lackeys will need protection from us.”

Corvo nods before he walked out of the room. The Changeling returned to his campaign of misinformation. 

____________________________________________________________________________________

Location unknown. 
Virgil Ditya awoke to find a stone hydra filling his vision. 

“Finally Awake.” A voice added. Virgils joints ached and his head was pounding but he was not bleeding and yet his hands and feet were securely bound. The metal that held him was the same temperature as his skin letting him know that he had been there for a while. Turning his head, he caught a glimpse of a dark blue robe before the owner walked into view. 

Energy played around the top of the helm the warrior wore. Turquoise armour was trimmed with silver. Bags of bone and scraps of flesh with eye searing runes moving over them like spiders hung from his armour, a dark blue robe, an ancient pattern but holstered plasma pistol was partially hidden by its folds topped off with a double headed axe strapped to his back. 

Flense took a handful of bones from the bag and threw them onto the ground. “The bones tell me that you will be a fine challenge.” He gathered up the bones and threw them again. The clatter of the freshly cleaned and consecrated items stopped as they showed another configuration.  “Your future remains unknown.”

Flense gathered up and placed the bones back into the bag. “Your present remains mine.” 

Flense drew a brace of daggers before he placed his gauntleted hand onto Virgils head. Virgil fought back as the psychic whip of Flenses mind tried to extract information from him. 

“I am going to enjoy this. A thousand cuts each designed to amplify pain. You cannot be allowed to die until you have told me everything you know and I will know everything.” 
Flense continued his psychic attack using it to try and break down Virgils mental shield. While doing this he started to use the daggers to inflict pain on the inquisitor’s body trying to break him through mixing physical and psychic torture methods into one practise.

Virgil remained silent as his body screamed to him in agony as he focused on trying to hold off the psychic attentions of the Alpha legion sorcerer.  

45 hours until chaos fleet arrival - Central coms relay

Severe damage had been caused to the defences around the com relay bunker entrance. Magos Anubis was of the malagra sect, the reactionary force he had at his disposal moved through the area slowly. He paused to examine a bullet impact his sensors picking up traces and cross referencing against his database. The weaponry used during the attack had been brutal. A cerestus knight castigator was the prime suspect and was not beyond the scope of the enemy. 
Detecting nothing further beyond boltgun and missile hits the group moved into the bunker. The power had failed plunging the interior into the deep red glow emitted by the emergency lighting. This meant nothing to his forces as their sensors and optics were far superior to any unaugmented humans.
His peltasts led the way followed closely by the hoplites, his thallax moved with him as three ursurax followed closely behind. The remainder of his forces remained outside the structure looking for further attacks. 
Stepping through the ruptured blast doors his sensors scanning them and finding matches to chainfist blades he triggered an alert state amongst his force. The rapid sound of flachettes being fired drew his attention. 
--

Exuro had set the charges when the perimeter alarm had sounded. Moving from the console he directed his siege terminators to the attack. Missiles streaked down the hallway as he directed the energies from his conversion beamer in the same direction. Boltgun fire was added sporadically then silenced as the mechanicum machines of war moved in. As one was cut down or blown apart another stepped forward. A group of hulking claw handed machines slammed into a handful of tactical marines tearing them limb from limb. 
--

Anubis urged his thallax forwards their fire cutting down the terminators as their momentum carried them into the group smashing all bar the leader immediately. Landing a glancing blow on the lead thallax was all he could do before weight of attacks brought him down. 

Moving quickly the Magos reached and deactivated the timed charges saving the installation. Switching frequencies, he opened a line of communication to Driel. 

“Arch Magos, communications hub recaptured. Invaders have damaged the power grid. Installation remains intact. Repair required.” 

“Acknowledged. Ordinatus ulator unit 00819 is 3 hours distant. I have retasked them to reinforce your location and aid with the restoration of the facilities functions.”
Cutting the communications link Anubis started the cleanup operation. A ping from outside warned him of additional arrivals. Running back, he exited the bunker complex to find a storm raven coming in to land. A large I dominated the side armour of the aircraft as Five deathwatch stepped out. 

“Inquisitor Ditya sends his greetings” Corvo states bowing to the Magos as he does so. “We have been sent to take the remains of the enemies you fought for quarantine and proper disposal.”

Anubis reopened his communications channel. “Driel, the inquisitors deathwatch have arrived were they informed?”

“Acknowledged. The inquisitor wished to take all enemy corpses away to quarantine then dispose of them to avoid contamination.”

“Action?”

“Cooperate”

“Acknowledged”

Anubis turned back to the deathwatch. “Wait here. My forces shall drag the dead to you.” 

Thallax then started to emerge carrying the remains of the Alpha legion, filing past the deathwatch and dumping them into the storm raven. The last few carried caskets filled with body parts. 
“there you have the remains. Fifteen tactical marines and six terminators. Along with their weapons.”

“thank you for your cooperation” Corvo stated before the deathwacth squad re-entered the Storm raven. The aircraft took off heading back towards Altum. 

30 hours until Chaos fleet arrives. Storage bunker theta sixteen

Magos auxhilla Niils had now found the correct console and had proceeded to start the process of uploading the macro cannon control codes to the forces stationed at the location. He had been delayed due to the damage caused at the main communications relay. The connection was still painfully slow despite the efforts of his servo automata. 

A large explosion rocked the facility and he brought the internal defences online. Magos Driels, myrmidon aids powered up their plasma fusils and axes as Vorax, Castellax and a Domitar powered up. A mental push sent the tech thralls shuffling forwards to block the access routes with bodies. 
--

Keller snarled as the first strikes tore through the outer access doors, far from ideal this had given away their presence to their foes. Unfortunately, until the transmission had been started they were unable to locate the site from where the macro cannon codes would be transmitted. Running forwards, his troops encountered no resistance. No defensive turrets fired on them and nothing came running for them. 

Meltaguns made short work of the next set of blast doors before the counter attack began. Las fire streaked through the gap. Return fire started dropping the odd tech thrall. One group threw themselves forwards into a tactical squad while the other cut off Kellers route. Some of the tech thralls dropped dead from the flesh phage as Keller got to work. 
--

Niil sent the troops at his disposal in on the attack. Fire from his foes took down a castellax as missiles and autocannon fire were traded by the deredeo and the Domitar. The myrmidons perhaps sensing something moved off. 

Initially the Alpha legion had been taken by surprise but as the first squad were taken out by a rampaging Vorax the counter attack began with the two dreadnoughts advancing and tearing through the automata that stood in their way. Keller with the aid of the virus he had subjected the tech thralls to started moving forwards. 

With a deft movement, the contemptor slammed its power fist through the carapace of the Domitar and tore its motive systems out. Fire from the deredeo killed the last castellax. 

As the contemptor rounded the corner and advanced on him Niils started it down. It had suffered from the fights with the battle automata and its armour had all but failed in a few places. Fire from the phased plasma fusils interrupted the silence as the dreadnought barrelled into him. Drawing his servo automata forwards he stood as the machine charged. With a massive sweep of its claw the dreadnought took down the servo automata which gave Niils the opening he needed to disable the machine with a well-placed blow to a weakened section of its armour. 

Lumbering around the corner the Myrmidons axes now slick with the blood of the Alpha legion moritat traded fire with the Alpha legion plasma tactical support squad as Niil with the code transmission finished disabled the control console. Running he dived into cover near to the Myrmidons. 

Looking back Niil noticed that the enemy Derdeo had moved into the tunnel. Tapping the closest myrmidon, he indicated that they should leave. The myrmidon shook its head and started to fire. Niil ran as the fusillade from the deredeo tore the mrymidons apart. 
--

Sargeant Osul walked forwards the deredeo following closely behind. Lowering his plasma gun, he looked at the console. 

“Anything?” The Derdeo asked. 

“Negative The transmission has been made and this console has been cleaned. We can’t fire the Macro cannon now.” Osul sighed. “All troops gather the dead we are leaving.” 

18 hours until arrival of chaos fleet. 

The mastodon slowly ground its way through the hab block. Structures meant nothing to the bulk of the machine. Inside Susurri sat in his command centre and studied the state of the world as it stood at that moment. 
Despite their initial successes in capturing Virgil and slowing the convoy, further actions had resulted in being met with a more structured response. Exuro and Keller had both failed and had been killed. Armillus was gathering data for the attack on the macro cannon battery. His task was to retrieve the item from the vault of a wealthy business man. The changeling had been most insistent that it was retrieved but it had taken time to locate its exact position. 

Pulling up a data feed from Exodus he nodded. A cultist uprising was now in progress and the adeptus arbites precinct was now under siege. A bastion detonates as a demolition charge finds a weak point. 

“TARGET IN NINETY SECONDS” the tank commander shouts over the internal com. 

Susurri strides down into the belly of his Mastodon and nodded to his troops. Two veteran tactical squads, company champion Cole and his terminator command squad. A breacher squad stood ready to clean up after the mission was completed and Primus medicae Vetus would also remain behind. 

The melta array on the front of the mastodon fired melting through the outer structure of the building before the nose of the vehicle rammed into the melted opening. The doors were forced open by the internal hydraulics and the two tactical squads moved out. Cole following as Susurri followed with his command squad. Firing up their meltas the Alpha legion moved in.
--

The ravenwing had been moving perfectly fine through the building until the mastodon hit and sent shards of masonry down onto ground level. The librarian smashed his head into the console in front of him as one of his black knight bodyguard was hurled into a wall exploding in a fireball as he struck. Meltaguns tore through a bulkhead as the bikers raced further inside one bike exploding as a superheated metal shard was sucked into the engine. Still they pushed forwards.
--

The precinct was now burning. A trooper lifted his shotgun up and fired over the parapet. An autogun round slammed clean through his head as return fire found its mark. A second trooper fired his shotgun before ducking back into cover as a heavy stubber raked the area he had been standing in with a spray of bullets. 

A loud yell came from below as the gates creaked as more demolition charges were hurled into them further weakening the defences. The precincts Alpha was now handling things. The two punisher cannons fell silent as their targets moved out of view. Fire started to tear the gates apart as the remaining arbites formed up and reloaded their shotguns. 

--

Upon entering the main room, the Alpha legion spread out as the opposite door was melted through and the ravenwing emerged. Fire was traded between the two forces as deathwing terminators materialised firing as they appeared. A coordinate error displaced the second squad of deathwing. 

Having turned the door into a molten puddle the librarian flummoxed the Alpha legion worsening their aim to which prompted the alpha legion to charge them. Unable to pull back effectively the Librarian and his black knights fought with Cole and the remnants of the first tactical squad. 
Leading his troops forwards following concentrated shooting Sussurri sliced down the few remaining deathwing moving towards the vault. Seeing the danger, the two surviving ravenwing bikers pulled back. As he cut down the Librarian, Coles head was caved in by a mighty swing from the corvus hammer of the ravenwing black knight who had survived. Before he could celebrate the second tactical squad swamped him in fire cutting him down before he could move. 

Tearing the container free of its security mounting Susurri snarled as an alarm was sounded. As he moved off the tactical squad provided cover fire stalling the second squad of deathwing as a vorax, activated by the vault security ran forwards the dark angels seeing an opening added fire taking two terminators down as the Alpha legion started to pull back. 

Losing a sergeant to overwatch could not stop the deathwing as they massacred the alpha legion tactical squad. Sussurri sliced the head clean off the Vorax as it barrelled into him. Dragging his prize through the doorway his last surviving command squad member choosing to hold off the advancing dark angels for as long as he could. 

A second Vorax charged forwards its fire glancing harmlessly off the terminator plate as the dark angels charged the alpha legionnaire who was beaten down. Faced with a second Vorax Sussurri decapitated it as it closed into range. Moving forwards, he fired his volkite charger at his foes to little affect. 
Sensing weakness the interrogator chaplain charged forwards leading the deathwing into the alpha legionnaire.  The Alpha legionnaire however was ready for them and started swinging his sword which tore clean through terminator plate as if it was not there. His foes energy field held as the two ravenwing survivors moved to cut off his escape. With a flourish Sussurri finished off the deathwing and continued to move on. 
A massive mechanical crunch heralded the arrival of another wave of defenders. Without warning the ravenwing pounced firing and charging at him. Turning one bike aside with a swipe from his sword it slammed into the second biker immobilising both before he ended the riders. Running forwards, he could see his goal. 

Fire from the castellax caught him off guard and knocked him off balance. As it charged he was again knocked as its bulk slammed into him. His armour held and he struck out bisecting the mechanical monster. Stumbling forwards into the mastodon he collapsed onto his knees. The breacher squad ran forwards as a second Castellax moved into view.

“kill it” Sussurri rasped. 

Fire from the breacher team tore into the Castellax before their two meltaguns
 put it down. Vetus gave Sussurri a painkiller infusion with his nartecium. “Clean it. But bring back the bodies and weapons.” Vetus stated as the breachers moved in. 

“I have it” Sussurri states indicating the large container he had dragged into the Mastodon. 

“What happened.” 

“Dark Angels. Must have wanted the same thing we did.” 

“Then rest for now and recover your strength.” Vetus adds. “You have earned it”

The breachers come running with some of the bodies as Vetus heads in to help them gather more. 

30 minutes later

The leman russ tank smashed through the rubble and fired into the mass of cultists. The tank continued to move at speed as the conquerer cannon and the sponsons cut down the chaos worshipers. Behind the main tank a trio of hellhounds incinerated those who had hidden from the conquerer as a full platoon swept the environment clear of any survivors. 

While swift and brutal the gallain reinforcements succeeded in saving the last surviving arbite trooper. This drove off the remaining cultists as the imperial guard set up a temporary defensive perimeter. 

The mastodon pulled itself free of the building and proceeded to pull back. The building collapsed throwing up a wall of dust that further obscured its retreat. 

8 hours until the chaos fleet arrives.  – Altum

The last survivor of the precinct stood to attention in the chamber as Corvo covered the door. The Changeling still disguised as Virgil looked him over. 

“Have a seat.” Virgil stated. 

The trooper complied. “Now what did you witness.”
“Cultists. Thousands of them rising up and throwing charges at the walls. They could not be stopped.” 

“But they were stopped. The Galians stopped them.” 

“But … but…”

The Changeling then lanced his doubtful mind. The psychic strike destroyed the trooper’s sanity. 

“They are coming, they are coming, the cultists are coming” The trooper shouts. 

“Corvo please see to him. Having him relive the events seems to have broken him” 

Corvo picked up the man and walked him out of the room. 

Virgil picked up the dataslate showing how he had disrupted the blood angels, storm hawks and galian imperial guard forces. Cult uprisings in multiple locations had sent the Galian forces into defensive mode and they had gathered every tank they could and every un occupied cadian unit they could find to reinforce the main defences. 

The blood angels had been kept busy as cult units continued to harass the supply lines. The mechanicum had become fixated on defending their sites while the storm hawks had separated into small groups. Each group had taken to routing out and smashing cult gatherings. This had proven to be a thorn in the side for his strategy and the main concentration of storm hawk forces and their basecamp was near to a deathstrike missile production facility. The strength of the deployment was unprecedented and would not be easy to shift. 
The images sent to him from his contacts had showing a ring of defences with a vantage shot showing the deployment in full. Storm Eagles, Storm wolves, storm ravens, a couple of thunder hawk gunships as well as land raiders and Spartans were easy to see as were the dreadnoughts and the fellblade tank. The changeling doubted that even with a surprise attack that the alpha legion could do anything about it.  

As for now the Alpha legion were avoiding the Storm hawks using cultist diversions when one of their locations came under scrutiny. 

Pulling up another file from the dataslate the changeling looked it over. Susurri and his mastodon command centre had not been seen since the success in the vault raid. Flense’s location remained unknown. Armilus was moving in on the macro cannon battery, he had corvo and his command squad masquerading as his deathwatch. Exodus had returned to his duty and the other Alpha legion command structure level warriors had been declared KIA but replacements had already taken their places. 

He shut the file and turned the dataslate off. 

6 Hours until the chaos fleet arrives. 

Alice killed the small creature with an energy torrent blast which had the side effect of cooking it through. Grabbing her meal, she swallowed it whole.

Running back, she took shelter under the wing of the crashed Valkyrie the small fire still burned as she sat down next to it. She was still four days walk from Altum and her progress had been slowed by the sandstorms and natural hazards present on this world. The daemon in her hair sang the lyrics to twinkle, twinkle little star as it looked skywards. She could do little as exhaustion took over and she collapsed into a fitful sleep. 

Nightmares continued to haunt her and they were only getting worse. 

4 hours until chaos fleet arrives.

Flense left his victim alone as he had found a great deal of useful information. An apothecary looked him over before applying the necessary sustenance, hydration and treatments to keep Virgil alive. 

“Armillus” Flense stated having reached the com console. 

“Flense – Report.”

“He has been partially broken. Inform our fleet in orbit that additional imperial forces are en-route from further in the system. They are currently 6 hours out. They will arrive during the main fleets attack on the planet.”

“Send the information to the regalia of sin. They can then distribute the intel to our allies.” Armillus states. “What further information have you discovered.”

“In addition to this force we have a blood angels strike cruiser and a mechanicum ark ship present in this system. Virgil does not know where they are.” Flense adds. 

“Acknowledged. Keep working on him. Once you have gained everything you can he can be disposed of.”

The feed cuts off and Flense walks back to his prisoner. The apothecary looked up as he approached.  

“Condition” 

“Weak. Further interrogations will have to wait until he has recovered some stamina or else you will burn him out.”
“Take him to the guest chamber” Flense adds. He throws a handful of bones onto the ground. “He will divulge what he knows. The bones foresee it.” 

The apothecary walks off dragging the metal crucifix with him. Flense picks up the bones and tosses them again. “the future may not be as it seems. I will get my information even if it kills him.” 

3 hours before chaos fleet arrives. -  macro cannon site

The two storm hawk combat squads that had been seconded to the macro cannon site had the desired effect. Morale was up and most of the defences were now in place. Deep beneath the surface massive loading mechanisms under the control of a slaved machine spirit whirred into life moving the few precious shells into the magazine. 

The vox crackled as the frequencies were synchronised. “Macro cannon team to emperor’s vengeance acknowledge.” 

“Confirm. Vox network online. .2 second delay.” 

“Once chaos fleet is confirmed feed coordinates to this vox set. If we still breathe we can fire it.”

“Understood. Stay on this frequency.”

30 minutes before chaos fleet arrives.  – near macro cannon site. 

Armillus dynat looked around at the interior of the rhino. The wind howled around it as the alpha legion moved into position. He hated to have to left this site intact for this length of time but to destroy the cannon it needed to be armed and the magazine needed to be filled.

The only time this would occur is when it was to be used. Initially the plan had been to seize and turn the enemies weapon against them but this had failed. The firing codes were now all in imperial hands. These imperials were about to face a harrowmaster in battle. Dawn would break in forty minutes and with the wind shriek disguising the engine noises they could get closer before they launched an attack. 
The warp rippled as the chaos fleet transitioned into realspace. Early warning stations were silenced as the chaos fleet flexed its might and unleashed its weaponry. Firing up their engines the fleet started to move in system. 

The bridge of the Emperors Vengeance erupted into action. Admiral Horst glared at the control readout. Twelve vessels had been picked out by the long ranges sensors far more than the four that had been projected by the astropathic readings. The support fleet was moving from further in system but would miss the opening salvo. 

“Flagship identified. It’s the caladaris claw.” The coms master states. 

“Send the order, have the macro cannon ready to fire. Once they are in range feed the coordinates to the ground forces.”

“Sir.” 

“And keep me appraised of any other contacts.” 

Macro cannon site

 The proximity alarms had been proven useless as the wind had kept setting them off. Visuals had been reduced to less than fifty metres by the rising sun as the mist refracted the light. A ring of bodies surrounded the macro cannon site. The storm hawk squads were waiting in their rhinos as the first coordinates started to filter down from the fleet above. 
The wind picked up and the mist was pulled away revealing the Alpha legion forces. Rhino engines roared as they speed forwards cultists flowing behind in a wave, one of the vehicles snapped a track and opened fire with its combi bolter as the passengers added two more bolters to the barrage but were unable to land a shot on a target as their fire pinged off the defences that had been constructed. The lumbering form of a leviathan dreadnought unleashed its fury the graviton weapon it fired crushing a sentinel into a ball of tangled wreckage, snapped bones and blood. Its volkites carved up another sentinel as fire from the whirlwind took out an imperial psycher. A vivid beam lanced from the sicaran venator carving into the ground but doing little damage. 

Pulling together from the sudden attack the imperial defenders moved to respond. The wind blew a mortar barrage off target but still blew five cultists apart. Lascannon fire was absorbed by the leviathan’s shields blunting the attack against it while autocannon and heavy bolter fire from the chimera’s wrecked a rhino forcing the squad within into the open. Moving to a better firing angle the lone surviving sentinel fired into the side of the Whirlwind disrupting the machine by stunning its crew with a rapid flurry of autocannon hits. Moving in the alpha legion disembarked filling the area in front of the trenches with bodies. 
Fire from a squad of alpha legionnaires and their nearby cultists picked off a storm hawks sergeant. As the beam from the sicaran venator lanced into the front of the nearby hellhound sending the machine into a shocked state as the ancient weapon made a mockery of the armour it faced. 

The lone sentinel was gunned down by bolter fire as a squad charged in cutting down imperial guardsmen as they did so. Yelling a battle cry a squad of cultists hurled themselves as the storm hawks, they succeeded in pulling one down before the storm hawks tore the cultists apart having caught them when they had tried to flee. Their rhino drove past throwing up a large amount of dirt as it charged at the alpha legionnaires who broke and ran as the vehicle thundered towards them. Disembarking the second storm hawk squad aimed themselves at more of the alpha legionnaires. Channelling power the primaris psycher strengthened his allies while weakening the alpha legion. He showed this as three alpha legionnaires fell with their armour dissolving when struck. 

Leading the charge, the storm hawks smashed aside a ragged few cultists and sent another alpha legion squad bolting as they slaughtered five of their number. The air shook as the cannon fired sending its massive shell skywards towards the battle happening above. 

Snarling at the uselessness of his own forces Armillus Dynat led his meltagun squad forwards using his cognis signum to identify the weakness in the structure. The meltaguns lit up covering a small section in superheated air. Most of the shots did little damage but had weakened the structure enough for the final shot to bore deep within and strike the magazine. The chain reaction detonated the structure throwing the rubble into the storage facility below. Flying shards of metal and shrapnel cuts down 16 imperial guardsmen and two alpha legionnaires whose sorcery touched armour melted when subjected to the shrapnel. 
Failing to rally the alpha legionnaires who had already broken continued to flee. As the imperial force fired everything they had at Armillus Dynat. The fire was intense but the armour of the alpha legionnaire remained strong and as the dust settled Armillus remained standing. 

Fire continued to be traded although the exchange was light as the imperial forces pulled back using their transports to speed up the process while the Alpha legion with their objective complete also withdrew taking their dead with them. 

Armillus Dynat reviewed the area and situation from the top of his rhino. He could see the Storm Hawks covering the imperial guard withdrawal. His leviathan dreadnought stood nearby as the surviving members of his taskforce worked on restoring the rhinos to mobility. 

The storm hawks had banded together and were riding away from the battleground in one of their rhinos, the other having been used to help the guard evacuate. With the macro cannon now destroyed there was no reason to fight. Better to pull back to fight another day. The casualties they had suffered had been placed into the rhino’s crew compartment as it increased its speed to catch up with the other transports. The storm bolter barked. 

“Status” 

“Stray cultists. We are heading to mustering site 12. Its four-hour’s drive from here.”
“Acknowledged. Communicate with the guard commander ask him to communicate with high command about what has happened.”

“It will be done”

Ten minutes has passed since the macro cannon had been destroyed. All that now remained at the site where the bodies of the cultists and the guardsmen who died. The wrecked alpha legion rhino was no little more than a collection of small scraps with the alpha legion having detonated it to keep it from enemy hands. 

The wind picked up again blowing ash and metal fragments over the ruined location.

Admiral Horst ground his teeth as the chaos fleet moved into Nova cannon range. The numbers had been vastly underestimated by the damned astropaths. Bringing up the tactical grid he started issuing orders. 

His fleet moved forwards hoping to catch the chaos forces unaware. Firing the nova cannon yielded a fair few misses as the gunners miscalculated the ranges. A punishing return salvo tore the Solar Fury apart making a mockery of its armoured prow as well as destroying a firestorm frigate. Life pods and thunderhawks spilled from the blazing hulk of the solar fury as its sister ship’s shields absorbed more damage. The thunderhawks gathering what they could from the lifepods before heading back towards the planet. Fighters and bombers flew from yawning launch bays and moved ahead of the chaos fleet. 

With the distances now closing rapidly Horst issued his next set of orders. Sacrificing a cobra held off a wave of the chaos bombers while hits were scored along the length of the chaos fleets lines. A shot from the planetside macro cannon struck a chaos escort head on evaporating the small ship with the force it possessed. 

The chaos fleet slammed into the centre of the imperial fleet like a knife into flesh, Heavy gunfire reduced the Carnivore and the oblivions gift to drifting hulks, tore half of venom squadron apart and finished off sunspot squadron. Horst cursed as the emperor’s vengeance rocked violently as hits slammed into its frame. 

Galrauch sighed as he guided the chaos fleet into the imperial formation the bloodshed had despite being ordered not to, had initiated a full-scale boarding action against the enemy light cruiser which was sent burning on its way. It exploded moments later taking out a cobra with the blast. 

A punishing fusillade from the imperial battleship tore into the Caladaris fang crippling the vessel. Small hits from scattered fire clipped the shields of a few vessels but the imperial resistance was faltering. Guiding the nova round Galruach distributed his orders to the remaining ships. A call rang out over the corrupted coms as the chaos ships locked their targeters onto the imperial fleet. Massed fire pummelled the remaining imperial ships tearing apart the remaining escorts before the Emperors Vengeance violently exploded lighting up the area as its engines detonated. 
“Fleet master, more prey approaching” The communications daemon snarled. 

“All ships forward. Take the fight to them.” Galrauch yelled into the inter ship vox. 

Inquisitorial acolyte Devlan sighed. “Main fleet destroyed. Two chaos ships badly damaged, minor damage on three other ships. All forces target the weakened ships. Do not let them reach orbit.” 
Fire lanced from the reserve fleet turning a chaos ship into a blazing hulk. 

“Close ranks and protect the planet.”

Turning and moving the chaos fleet brought its firepower to bear once more tearing the reserve fleets escorts apart and snapping the back of the cruiser, Destinies guardian which detonated showering the two-nearby cruisers with fallout. 

Pushing the ship to its maximum the inquisitorial crew coordinated to take out the final chaos escort and wreck another chaos cruiser. The gravity well making it easier to turn and present weaponry to the chaos forces. The burning chaos vessel slid into the nearby nebula and exploded destroying two of the sheltering Alpha legion ships that as the nebula was disrupted moved in to join the attack. 

Within moments alarms rang out as the chaos fleet completed its encirclement and opened fire. Working systematically the chaos fleet tore the old faithful and the kulvan legacy apart before igniting the engines of Brutus blowing the ship apart in low orbit. Having smashed the shields into nothingness with a near point blank exchange the chaos ship bloodshed initiated another boarding action tearing the crew of the Voidsong apart and leaving it a drifting hulk. 

All the remaining chaos firepower was then turned on the Pious vigilance. The ship shook as multiple impacts tore through its hull. Warning lights and hull breaches flashed up as the bombardment faded. Coughing up a gout of blood Devlan looked at the readouts. 

Multiple loud noises attracted his attention and he noticed multiple alpha legion dreadclaws drilling through the hull. He reached for his archeotech pistol. A moment before the life support systems shut off and the atmosphere was vented from the ship. 

Seeing that there was nothing more they could do the only imperial survivors the two sword frigates from the 331st patrol group turned and dashed into the nebula. 

Galrauch allowed them to run as his fleet moved in Magnetic clamps from the Alpha legion had drawn in the drifting Pious vigilance and they were now getting to work on bringing it back online. The Silence however was now orbiting the planet and launching dreadclaws at it. Knowing that this was part of the plan now that the communications grid was still in place Galrauch started to arrange his fleet into patrols groups as well as preparing the for landing that would soon take place. 

The Blackrock defence platform was located sunward of Mirum Ostentum. Docked within were many ships undergoing repairs following the repulsion of the tyranid attacks in the surrounding systems. The great space marine battle barge Hurricane’s Wrath had a massive gouge torn from the gundecks on its starboard side while the attendant hunter class destroyers, gladius and nova frigates patrolled the area alongside Falchion escorts and a very old grand cruiser. 

The Sanguinem Nuntius and the #17ZIP0D3W5 Ark mechanicus had mostly been repaired but had been unable to join the reserve fleet. Speeding into the area and pushing their engines to the limit came the two sword class frigates of the 331st patrol group. 

They brought with them the full scope of the chaos fleet that was in attendance. Data that via the long-range communications systems of the Ark were transmitted back to Magos Driel on Mirum Ostentum.
Alice had seen the flashes in orbit and had shuddered as the daemon had when the dead were torn apart in the warp. She was still two days walk from the nearest base but it was far trickier than that would make it seem. 

Alpha Legion forces moved freely in the wastes rhinos, fire raptors, a cerastus knight and a phalanx of mastodon transports had been but a handful of the things she had been avoiding. Fast moving recon forces were harder to avoid but the javelins and jetbikes were not looking for her and so the daemon had lowered her body temperature to hide her heat signature from them and they had moved on. Occasionally there would be a brief battle normally involving the storm hawks or a group of Stormtroopers which either left dead alpha legionnaires or storm troopers once the combat had been concluded. The Storm hawks never held still long enough for her to reach them but the frequency of the skirmishes was reducing as the alpha legion started to actively avoid direct contact with the imperial space marine forces.  

A dreadclaw swept downwards a short distance ahead it dropped something before shooting skywards once more. Creeping forwards Alice got a good look at what it had left behind. The spike had been driven into the ground and was emitting a signal. The signal was chaotic and seemed to change pitch and frequency almost at random. The daemon raged and pulled her back from it. 

“Driel. Isolate and clarify the potential landing sites based on your data.” Captain Kraken snarled into the secure com. 

“Calculating.” Dreil responded over the com. “Four locations would be suitable. One location is held down as your forces used it as a landing site. The second site has a tagmata unit nearby which compromises many heavy units. Two knights and a warhound titan. The ordinatus team are within four miles of the site and could be rerouted to reinforce. The third and fourth sites are currently unoccupied.” 

“Send the Cadian 131st to reinforce one site. Blood eagle can you handle the final site.” 

“It shall be done. Kraken we should provide the Cadians with additional support.” Blood eagle replies. 

“I shall ask for volunteers.” 

“No need captain. We’ll do it.” Sergeant Vorn states. “We have already fought beside our Cadian comrades and would welcome another chance for combat.”

“Take what is left of sanrs unit and a rhino. Good luck to you sargeant.” 

“I have an assault squad that wants to join in and I have a group of grey knights here that will also aid us.” 

“Dreil, coordinates of the projected site.” 

“120.34.67.23 local designation Vailstride plains.” 

“Status of the chaos scanners.” 

“70% planetary coverage. We have 0.532111 standard terran hours until scanning net is complete.” 

“We shall reinforce this site and prepare. Kraken out.” 

Kraken shuts off the com and moves outside yelling orders to those he can see and the encampment erupts into a hive of activity.

Vailstride plains.
Magos Driel walked calmly into the defence area. His hulking thanatar and his attendant secutarri following closely behind. 

“Sargeant Vorn.” The Magos states as he approaches the storm hawk. “Are the preparations satisfactory.” 

“Arch Magos.” 

“Dispense with the pleasantries while dealing with this vessel.” 

Vorn nods. “The cadian’s have set up a series of bastions and defensive lines and have emplaced what weapons they could but we have little time to reinforce this site.” 

“That is why I have brought reinforcements I have a grey knight squad ready to counter attack and a duo of Warhound titans sheltering a few miles out to avoid becoming targets for an orbital barrage. I take it you destroyed the scanners in this location” 

Vorn nods. “Grenades didn’t work so I used my thunder hammer.”

“Inventive. From my data, this site is most likely to be hit. Your brothers had deployed an interlocking array of castellum strongholds and have fearsome weaponry available so will probably suffer from hit and run attacks to keep them in place conducted by the enemy that is already here. The other sites are covered one by my forces the enemy are probably aware of the ordinatus minoris stationed there and will avoid it and its attendant tagmata forces. The blood angels are conducting aerial recon and sweeps of the area they are in charge of holding any force entering that airspace will need to deal with thunderhawks and tarantula turrets. We stand at the weakest point in our defence.” 

Galrauch contemplated the planetary geometry and the scan results provided by the regalia of sin. He highlighted the four viable landing sites for a full-scale invasion. One glowed a deep red showing the defensive fortress present at that location. The other three were then inspected. One had a pict capture of an ordinatus minoris engine and the other had heavy aerial activity. The final site was more sparsely defended but was further from the main objectives.  
Bringing up the fleet disposition Galrauch planned the attack pattern. Leading the group, the Nova would bombard the area before the long-range teleportation equipment would be used to deliver the first wave. The second wave would come from further back in the fleet if the first was successful in forcing a breach. Heldrakes and daemon engines prepared for this type of mission were added to the first wave. 
The second wave would be spearheaded by the reaver titan epsilon which would be used to clear the site of any lingering resistance. 

Magos Driel tapped into the information grid that existed between the bastions and the cadian’s vox net. And used it to feel the area. The orbital bombardment was sudden and fierce smashing haphazardly along the imperial defensive line smashing into vehicles and throwing men into the air. Almost immediately after while the imperial forces were still recovering the chaos forces materialised amidst the defenders and started to attack.
Storm hawk stronghold

Captain Kraken snarled as he looked out over the plains surrounding his base as cultists swarmed forwards. Shells from the Fellblade Ashen Soul and beams of energy from the Savage emperor predator tank’s heavy conversion beamer were joined by barrages of whirlwind missiles and strafing runs conducted by the storm eagles and thunderhawks that Kraken had available. 

Helic looked out at the destruction. “Pitiful wretches” He muttered his voice distorted by the vox grill of his dreadnought frame. 

“Indeed. They serve no other purpose than to strand us here.” Kraken adds. “we have more than enough firepower to spare but we are hemmed in until this madness is halted.” 

Helic zoomed in using his augmented dreadnought optics. “Alpha legion forces have stationed themselves just beyond the maximum ranges of our weapons. I count forty heavy transports, Gorgons by the looks of it and a handful of rhinos” 
A massive explosion lit up the night as the Ashen Soul got range on a gorgon and blew it apart with an anti-armour shell attack. The tank then returned to send a massive ball of fire and a couple dozen bodies skyward with another shot. 

“We will hold. But I do fear for the other sites.” 

Tagmata site. 

Combat was light as alpha legion infiltrators found that the tagmata’s Thallax could see them through the gloom and as such they had pulled back after losing 5 men, sending in waves of cultists that were very swiftly identified and evaporated by the ordinatus minoris engine and along with the knights roaming the perimeter meant that the site was all but unapproachable. 

Air support fared little better as the ordinatus was also excellent for dealing with aerial threats. Four smoking lightning aircraft carcasses were testament to this. While impotent the Alpha legion’s objective was still being accomplished as the tagmata was unable to move from their location. 

Skies over aramis plain. 

The air was filled with fighters from both sides. Hel talons and hel drakes from the orbiting fleet had joined with the lightnings, xiphons and fire raptors to form a considerable fleet of aircraft. Battle had been joined with the blood angel storm eagles, storm ravens and thunderhawks. 
Fighting was fierce but even as the heavier armour of the blood angel craft protected them better than the armour the faster but lighter armoured chaos forces possessed. Pre-set and dug in deredeos, contemptor mortis dreadnoughts and Icarus lascannon batteries below added to the blood angel defences. 

Things were looking good for the blood angels until the Alpha legion played their trump card. A Mastodon command vehicle moved into the combat area but remained out of the range of the ground based weaponry and while it added nothing to the battle above it relayed the positions of the blood angel aircraft to the ships in orbit above. 

Dropping from the Regalia of Sin Four Sokar pattern Stormbirds plunged down into the aerial melee. Void shields flickering as they did so. Turrets rotated and started to fire. Blood angel vehicles began to tumble from the sky wreathed in flames as the Mastodon relayed instant instructions to the chaos airforce. 

A massive impact struck the side of the Mastodon throwing it onto its side. As Erazer the blood angels typhon siege tank smashed into it at full speed. The treads of the Mastodon span wildly but could not right the fallen machine as the siege tank pulled back and opened fire. The mastodon detonated throwing shards of metal in every direction many pinging from the reinforced guard present on the front of the Typhon. One exceptionally sharp shard embedded into the shield. 

Blood eagle looked skywards as the battle returned to being a free for all and a Sokar stormbird was struck a telling blow. He could then only watch as the massive aircraft’s remains smashed into the defensive lines before detonating. As the flash cleared only one dreadnought and two Icarus arrays were still functional. Above most of his air support had been destroyed but the enemy had suffered equally. 

The ground now littered as it was with the wreckage of multiple aircraft was unsuitable for landing any sizable force. 

“All forces pull back. This site has been denied to the enemy. Set the tracers and pull back to the second defensive line.” He sends into his vox network before he and his honour guard followed Erazer as it left the combat zone. 
The area around the storm hawks fortress had fallen silent. Snap shots from the few remaining cultists brought a barrage whirlwind missiles down on the location of the shooters. The alpha legion had pulled back taking their transports with them. 

Kraken was however not pleased the mechanicum had held one site through shrewd use of ordinatus and knight forces while the blood angels had been involved in a protracted aerial battle that while it had rendered the site unsuitable for a full scale landing it had stripped the blood angels of most of their air support. 

The remaining site had fallen silent.

The sensors were showing just how grim the situation was but Driel did not need them to be able to see the approaching chaos forces. Massive walking creations that had been conceived in the warp cut a swathe through the imperial defenders. While brave the space marines present were being pushed back. Flames licked out from the bastion he now stood on culling his secutarri bodyguard. Turning around he opened fire on the terminators advancing on him taking one down before they swarmed him. 

Sensing that the death of his vessel was imminent Driel sent his consciousness into the network he had created. It sought out and found his Thanatar. His mind took control of the thanatar disconnecting its intelligence for now. Driel smashed the enemies’ decimator daemon engine into the nearest bastion before he trigged the pullback signal. Burning vehicles and the dead were left as those with longer range weapons covered the retreat. 

Grudgingly the remaining forces pulled back. Fire from the Warhound duo Driel had signalled stopped the main chaos advance. Smoke and dirt still hung in the air as a trio of heldrakes circled and attacked one of the warhound titans overloading its void shields, which collapsed with a flash of light. A moment later the smoke cleared as a massive energy discharge slammed into the warhound, tearing its Vulcan mega bolter from its frame and removing a few layers of armour from the machines chin. Trailing cabling snapped as torn armour and the ruined weapon crashed into the ground. 
The Second warhound fired into the smoke as a chaos reaver titan strode forwards. Its gatling cannon now repeatedly striking the already damaged warhound, tearing armour and machinery free as the chaos titan sought to cause as much suffering as it could. 

Driel repeated the pull-back order and reluctantly the still mobile Warhound pulled back. The chaos titan reached the now crippled imperial warhound and rammed its laser blaster into the slot between the inferno cannon and the titan’s carapace before firing. As such close range and with no void shields the warhound’s upper torso exploded outwards but it did not fall. In the head which now hung limp the princeps looked up and through his human eyes saw death as the gatling blaster spooled up and fired point blank into his titans head. 

What little remained of the imperial titan crashed to the ground and in victory the chaos titan roared with its inhuman voice. 

Driel observed the remaining forces. 

There were perhaps thirty guardsmen left with a single leman russ. Six blood angels all of whom had minor wounds, four grey knight terminators and a storm hawk rhino which was again being used to ferry imperial guardsmen around. 

He still had direct control of the Thanatar as the Warhound titan that had survived caught up with the convoy and started to provide what support it could. 

The second defensive line needed to hold. He sent a pulse into his personal land factory and it started to prepare another vessel for him to inhabit.
Chaos landing site. 

Morrs Penna walked from the heavy lander and looked around. Daemons, machines, daemon machines and chaos space marines were moving swiftly unloading and fortifying the landing site. Odd glimpses of turquoise gave away the presence of the Alpha legion. A large fortress was being manifested by a cabal of psychers who were sacrificing victims to appease their god. 
Striding past them Morrs found his way into the command structure. 

Lord Vulcan Bloodfang sat at the head of the table as Morrs took his place amongst those present. With everyone now present Vulcan brought up a holographic representation. 

“This world has been fortified against our advance.” He states bluntly. “Morrs Penna, I have chosen you to break through the enemies’ defensive ring. Harrying attacks will keep enemy reinforcements away from your advance. Epsilon will be striking to the east which should draw in the heavier elements of the imperial forces. Baron Dark shall accompany his titan in this endeavour. Cornelius and his artillery company will pound the western portion of the defensive lines. Sussuri and Armillus are to continue their guerrilla war striking at supply lines and storage facilities.” 
“That is all well and good. But what are we to be doing” Lord commander Solomon Gyre of the emperors children asks.

“Like Morrs you shall be part of our vanguard, performing tasks as they are assigned to you.” Vulcan states. “Valnir and Galrauch will continue to oversee the landing of our troops. Bale and Nefilim along with their coven’s will continue to build our fortress. All remaining forces shall remain under the command of their respective chaos lords and defend this location until called for.”

Morrs upped and left seeking out his forces. As much as he hated to do this he walked into the encampment of the blooded and found Khadhar Deathsword.

The Khornate lord was a small thing when compared to Morrs but he held a murder sword that on command could banish Morrs back into the warp. 

“What do you want Daemon?” Khadhar snarls. 

“To give your troops an opportunity.” 

“Continue”

“I have been given the task of taking the fight to the enemy I shall provide your troops with the honour of first blood but I need use of your greater brass scorpion.”

“Ah all becomes clear now.” Khadhar states stroking the hilt of his murder sword. 

“Well it is the best siege engine we have here on site, and it should appease the daemon inside to be unleashed on the foe”
Khadhar chuckles. “Very well it will please me and my pet has been kept on a short leash for too long. Lose it and I get you head daemon.”

“If it is lost I shall summon it straight back. So, you have nothing to fear.”

“I am sending a small contingent to tend to my pet. They will report to you when you move out.” 

Leaving the khorne encampment Morrs headed into the spire of the heartstone coven. A few swift bargains later he had added to his forces. Visiting the heldrake pens yielded one of the daemon engines and its attendant cultists to his cause. Finally, he drew upon the power of the warp and summoned forth more daemons to serve his needs. 

Moving to the mustering site he met with the forces his allies were providing for this mission. 

The guardsmen and space marines looked up as the Black Templars appeared in the defensive line. Drawn by the prospect of combat the Black Templars, all but untouched by the Alpha Legions predations reinforced the line as the unnatural fog swept in. Warning those present that the enemy was coming. 

Shells and bolts joined charge packs as the defensive forces powered up and loaded their weapons in preparation for the coming fight. 

Storm Hawk fortification 

“No” Captain Kraken stated bluntly. “I will not unleash the Tenth” 

“But” 

“No buts Jordas.” Kraken snarls. “We have an inquisitor present on this world and you can image what a stir Sterks unique brand of combat would cause.” 

“Very well commander.” Jordas stomped off angrily. 

“Was that wise” Helic asks. 

“Yes. Jordas understands but is not happy. We cannot use the more exotic elements of the tenth just yet.” 

“Orders from Stormcaller” 

“Indeed.” 

The Valkyrie gunship circled before coming in to land. Alice stood as the air was disrupted and a trio of storm troopers filed out. 

“Come with us it’s not safe here.” Alice followed them on board as the aircraft took off it was spotted by an Alpha legion patrol. 

As the aircraft sped off three rhinos charged towards it as a Xiphon swept overhead. The Valkyrie jinked as the Xiphon closed in as a series of rapid strikes tore one of the engines from the aircrafts fuselage, sending it spiralling down to the ground below. 
The impact was fierce killing four of the stormtroopers and snapping one of Alice’s arms. Gritting her teeth, she grabbed her arm and snapped it back into place. They picked their way clear of the Valkyrie once one of the storm troopers had activated the emergency beacon. 

“We cannot stay here” Alice remarks as the Xiphon roared overhead and dust in the near distance gave away the chasing forces. 

“We need to remain near the beacon until something picks up on it.” 

The low growl of approaching rhino engines masked Alice’s retort. “I’ll try and boost the signal” the storm trooper states.  
Three rhinos charged forwards and a storm trooper opened fire on them with the Valkyries surviving heavy bolter. The angle was bad and the shots went wide as the alpha legion returned fire cutting down two storm troopers. 

“We have a return ping we just need to hold on.” 

Alice glared at one of the rhinos and unleashed the energies within knocking out the vehicle with her attack. Moments later the gunfire intensified as the alpha legion dismounted and began to tear through the storm troopers. Bolt pistol fire riddled her body and she collapsed from her injuries.

“Target acquired” An alpha legionnaire states as he towers over her form. Overhead a storm eagle thunders into view dropping a squad of storm hawks into the area. 

“Stall them” Barked the sergeant as he moved with Alice towards a rhino. His squad gunned down the last storm trooper as the other squads and their rhinos began to dance around unleashing their weaponry on the intruders. 

Bundling her into the rhino the alpha legion took off as their fellows held the line. They had almost reached safety before the rhino having been pursued by the storm eagle ground to a halt. Diving out one marine was blown apart as the gunship launched missiles at them. Further back the other squads had dealt with the storm hawks and were moving forwards. 

The gunship peeled off as the sergeant checked his prize. “We have the lost sheep. Bind her with the collar” 

One marine stepped forwards and clamped a metal collar around Alice’s neck as another bound her hands with runic shackles. Mounting up the Alpha legion left the battleground. 

Sweeping in low the storm eagle landed and an apothecary stepped out. Running over to the downed marines he set about bringing them back from the brink of death. 

“Sergeant Sigmar respond” the apothecary states as he pumps drugs into the marines systems. 

“What hit me” 

“The enemy” 

“How many” 

“They lost three and a rhino we lost five I was able to rescue you and half of your squad.”

“Did they get away with the daemonhost” 

“Yes”

“I still don’t get it. If the inquisitor survived the assassination attempt why did he not bring his daemonhost with him. She was his daughter after all.” 

“I doesn’t matter now. We shall file a report with Kraken when we return.” 

Sigmar strode forwards into the ruined Valkyrie and looked around finding the black box he pulled it free. “This may hold some valuable information. Could even explain what this squad was doing out here.” 

“agreed” 

The surviving storm hawks returned to the gunship as it took off back towards their base.  

____________________________________________________________________________________

Location unknown. – 6 Hours later

Alice awoke to find herself bound to a metal cross. Shafts of metal were embedded through her hands and feet which held her in place. A collar around her neck was preventing her from employing her daemon to escape. 
“Finally awake.” Flense states calmly moving in to observe her more closely. He casts a handful of bones and reads the pattern. “you my dear are the key to the lock I have been trying to pick open.”

“Frag you” She snarled her voice but a whimper. 

“that will not be required” 

A metal crucifix was brought in and placed before her. Flense span it round and Alice gasped. Virgil was mess thousands of small cuts had been inflicted on him and he looked mentally drained. 

“Hello Virgil.” Flense states calmly. “Today you are lucky because all you need to do is watch me work. On your daughter.” 

He then clamped a device around Vigils head that forced his eyes open and to focus on Alice. 

Flense chuckled as he drew a handful of blades from around his belt. Working swiftly, he removed Alice’s dress but left her with her modesty intact. He then runs a blade down her arm and stabs it deep into the muscle of her elbow. Alice jerks and yelps in pain. 

“Daemonhosts are a wonderful thing” Flense states turning the blade as he pulled it out yielding another cry from Alice. The wound immediately started to close. “You can inflict untold torture on them without breaking their bodies. Flense produced a spike and without flinching rammed it though Alice’s eye. She screamed as the pain flowed into her body. Flense withdrew the implement and again observed Alice regenerate the damage. 
“It is not her limits that we are testing here my dear Virgil but yours.” Flense moved over to a nearby table and removed the cover. Dark Eldar torture devices were laid out before him as well as other less identifiable items of xenos origin. “You have but to tell me what I wish to know and I will stop.” 

Virgil said nothing so Flense consulted his bone cast before selecting an implement and getting to work.

Second defensive line – Time elapsed since chaos landing: Eight hours. 
Adept Nils looked around at the defensive line. Thundering artillery barrages were being traded as the forces of chaos unleashed their fury and the hammer of the emperor responded in kind. A flash in the distance indicated to his augmented senses that a chaos titan was part of the assault as another flash indicated a void shield failing under continued pressure. The line was holding for now as more troops were moved in to plug the gaps. The hulking Thanatar nearby cast its shadow over him as it waited. Mymidon destructors stalked the battlements of the nearby fortress of redemption while the imperial guard forces he had been sent to reinforce wheeled laser destroyer rapiers, a bombard and a pair of chimera transports into position he could detect the faint traces of fear from the nearby platoon who were led by a priest yelling a declaration that the emperor wound protect them.

Looking elsewhere he noticed a squad of conscripts being herded into position as Mr 12 the resident Culexus assassin was given his orders by his Inquisitorial master. 

Cavros Thorne looked over the defences and nodded as the enemy were suddenly sighted as the unnatural fog parted. 
“Now that’s a big one.” He commented as a Greater brass scorpion scuttled forwards. A blast went off nearby glancing the bombard as the massive daemon engine slammed into the conscripts using its tail mounted cannon to keep the conscript’s heads down as it charged. 
“The emperor protects and he shall be your shield.” The priest yelled as the massive creation tore into the conscripts he was aiding. 

--
Morrs Penna casually tore a chimera apart with a blast of psychic scrapcode while the smell of burnt flesh rose from the firestorm redoubt as his pink horrors had burned through those hiding within. He raised his arm cannon and sent three guardsmen to the afterlife. Snarling as the two weapons on the redoubt circled to target him he sped forwards taking a glancing blow as he passed hovering above the occupied landing pad he attempted to crack open the Vendetta lurking their only to have his efforts thwarted by the energy shield protection it was receiving. 

Lasers spat from the vendetta highlighting and then blowing the predator Lambda apart in a single volley.

---

“Forwards! Take that machine out” Cavros Thorne yelled at the Securtarri Hoplites as they moved to engage. Activating their spears as they charged past the conscripts to get to grips with the greater brass scorpion. Stinging it with their weaponry they drew its ire and it started to attack them its rapid motion consigning twenty-five conscripts to their deaths under its feet. 

---

Delagatus Parmenion Landed amidst the imperial lines and noticed that his path through was clear with a shout he led his troops through the defensive line. Intent on hitting the supply lines and thus destabilise the enemy front line. 
---

Seeing this happen Cavros Thorne grabbed his vox unit. “Unit 2 fall in and plug that gap. The bombard fired as the other unit of secutarri targeted an advancing unit of emperors children and cut some down with a fusillade of fire. 

A unit of drop sentinels landed just outside of the battlesite and were unable to move before being torn apart by the ongoing artillery bombardment in that sector. 

The battle was stabilising as more enemies swarmed forwards many appearing within his defensive line. The greater daemon leading the enemy circled around behind the fortress of redemption as a heldrake surged onto the field. Lasers met the heldrake tearing the weapon from its jaws, the daemonic aircraft trailing smoke as it flew overhead narrowly missing the bombard. 
The remnants of the emperors children squad that had come under attack from the secutarri threw themselves at the conscripts. The Veteran sergeant barking a challenge. 
The Inquisitor strode forwards in response to the enemy challenge and without further ado both combatants swung their power fists killing each other in the exchange. The secutarri finally managed to find purchase on the daemonic creation and the greater brass scorpion detonated, fortunately the violent blast from its destruction tearing an enemy rhino apart and sparing those nearby as the cultists mopped up the last few secutarri before charging pistols blasting into the remaining conscripts. Tearing them limb from limb in the ensuing combat. 

Moving to avenge their fellows the other unit of secutarri fired upon the cultists shooting down all but one during their victory celebration upon dealing with the conscripts. Seeing their firepower, the last surviving cultist along with the second emperors children squad took control over the now unoccupied firestorm redoubt. 
--

Kain the betrayer snarled as the newly arrived oblitorators grilled Mr12 to death with their heavy flamers denying him his due. Squad sigma teleported in and broke through the defensive line as a unit of khornate raptors landed on the landing pad and moved through the defensive ring. Kain looked back at the smoking ruin of the land raider that had transported him here. 
The punisher cannon opened tearing the last few thousand sons apart and he could feel the target now painted on his chest. He looked up as a vendetta fired upon him. 
--

Magos auxhilla Nils urged the castellax forwards but it failed to make an impact on the oblitorators who tore it apart, their hands forming into power fists as they fought. Further fire from the rest of the army still present tore the chaos mutants apart avenging the construct. 

--

Cavros Thorne looked through the offered magnoculars his master of ordinance handed to him. Looking through he could see the advancing chaos forces. The line could hold but his supplies would not. Those enemy forces who had broken through were even now harassing his supply lines. Taking his master vox in his hand he spoke the words he had never thought he would need to speak. 

“All forces pull back. We will be surrounded and cut off if we do not fall back now.”

The vendetta flew in low gathering up the commander and his unit as chaos armour rumbled forwards and a corrupted marauder destroyer swept in low he noted with a nod that his troops were all pulling back as fast as they could and that the mechanicum priest was instructing his cybernetic creatures to help. Nils picking up the inquisitor who per his diagnostics would survive if given medical treatment. 
The marauder sent a handful of hellstrike missiles into each unoccupied structure sending them up in flame as the baneblade leading the chaos armour crushed anything else that was left. The chaos forces that had already broken through the lines were now conducting harrying attacks on the supply stations behind the second line, and would remain busying themselves with that for now. 
“Sir the training fields in sector 14 are under attack.”

“What” 

“We have forces on site but when this site was breached a second attack was already underway.”

“Pilot get us out of here. We will need to reevaluate our strategy.”

---
Morrs penna crushed the Trojan carrier with his mind before he noticed that more of Vulcan’s black legionnaires had joined them. He flew down to ground level to find a commander. 

“Morrs.” Solaros states as the greater daemon approached. 


“Solaros. How goes the battle.”

“The first defensive line has been breached and the enemy has fallen back we are consolidating our position before we move to the next site.” 

“And how can we keep the imperial dogs in their kennels until then.” 

“The alpha legion and emperors children are attacking their training camps which should keep their attention elsewhere”

“And where is Khadhar deathsword. I need to help him summon a new Greater brass scorpion of khorne as it exploded during the battle.” 

“Back at base.” 

During the conversation Delagatus Parmenion of the emperors children walked in and looked up at him.
“Why do we not chase them.” He asked

“There is no need. They have nowhere to run to.” Morrs stated. “they cannot evacuate the planet with our fleet in orbit so they must stand and fight eventually.” 

“I still don’t like it.” Parmenion muttered

“You are not the only one.” Solaros states. “Lord Vulcan has stated that we are to reinforce our push before we overextend chasing down a fleeing foe.” 

He points at the distant spire of Altum. “Besides we know where they will eventually make their final stand.” 
Morrs ignored the little marines as further chaos forces flooded into the area and started stripping supplies from the imperial positions that had been abandoned when the fallback order was issued. Sporadic fighting broke out where the enemy had lain traps and where space marines conducted hit and run strikes to try and slow them down. 

Sighing the greater daemon took to the air and headed back towards the base camp.

----

Chaos base camp. 

Morrs penna strode calmly into the khornate potion of the camp and sought out Khadhar Deathsword.

“Where is my Scorpion daemon?” Khadhar snarls. 

“The enemy banished it. It drew first blood and countless souls before it was banished.” 

“Then your head is mine.” 

“Do not be so hasty.” Morrs replied and clicked his fingers. One hundred captured imperials were dragged into a massive summoning circle. “All you need to do is shout the true name of your pet and we can get it back.”

Khadhar lifted a skin bound tomb from a pool of blood near to his throne and after feeding the lock eight drops of blood the clasp opened. 

Morrs channelled his energies into the hundred sacrificial victims and drew the blood from them and made it swirl into a raging torrent. He continued to channel the energies he had unleashed until the blood glistened a deep ruby red and he nodded. 

Khadhar deathsword yelled out the name of his daemonic servant. The syllables being impossible to form from a mortal throat caused his to bleed as he spat out the last part and spat a globule of his own blood into the torrent. 
The blood swirled before the greater brass scorpion burst back into reality. The remaining blood raining down onto its carapace before boiling off. 

Khadhar laid his hand against the machines claw and it growled. “It is good that you are unharmed my pet. Do you wish to continue aiding this daemon on the battlefield?” 

The Scorpion growled again a different noise this time. Khadhar turned back to Morrs. “It wishes to continue to aid you. All you need to do is call upon it when it is required.”

“Thank you Khadhar and you Scorpion.” Morrs stated bowing slightly to both as he did so before he took his leave of the khornate camp and headed to make his report to Lord Vulcan. 

Sector 14 – training ground - Time elapsed since chaos landing: Nine hours

Sector 14 had been selected as the training ground for the conscripts taken from the planetary population as it was a considerable distance from the main chaos landing site. The Alpha legion had continued to gather intel and ferry troops to the most far flung areas of the planet to try and destabilise the defences. 
The two Stormbirds had dropped off the Emperors children and given them the location that the imperial troops were using as a training ground. Defences were light due to the distance from the main front line. They had cleaned out one of the training grounds with zero casualties and an enemy reaction force had been summoned. 

Solomon Gyre praetor of the emperors children relished the challenge. It would allow him to display the perfection of the emperors children to the rest of the chaos forces. 

---

Vigilator Senitam stood with his small raiding force and looked down on the field they had just cleared. The Alpha legion force under his command continued to sweep for survivors as their fire raptor circled overhead. 

“Khornate Daemons are manifesting.” Calvis states indicating the battleground below. 

“If they move in we shall not have to worry about reinforcing the emperors children.” Senitam replies “We will be free to strike at further targets of opportunity.”
Captain Kraken sat in silence within the Land raider crusader observing the tactical holo that was being projected into the centre of the tanks interior. 

It was bad but they had a chance to salvage something Drachen had been left in charge with specific instructions to keep Jordas in line and prevent the 10th from marching. 

“Six minutes until we arrive at the contact zone.” Chimes over the com. 

“Are the forces on the ground.” Kraken states. 

“Dwindling. Predominately conscripts and their minders being trained to aid in planetary defence.” 

“And our relief forces.”

“2 hours out.” 

“Then we shall hold back the tide of filth and hold the line” 

His terminator bodyguard nodded in response know that words were meaningless. Kraken himself nods and returns his attention preliminary forces in place.” Kraken asks

“three minutes. The thunderhawk is ahead of us with the storm eagle is keeping watch from the rear.”

“Imperial tank crews are scrambling to aid us.”
“Good” Kraken then returned his attention to the holomap of the battlefield they were racing towards. 
Senitam sighed as the current levels of slaughter were not sufficient to bring about any meaningful khornate daemons. Moving through the scarred ground he linked up with the main emperors children forces as his forces moved into their prearranged positions. A thunderhawk transporter dropped a bastion down into the field as he approached. 

Kraken noted that swift action had been taken and the conscripts had started to pull back as the chaos forces moved into the battleground. Five Leman russ demolishers and a punisher were also present having been in use to provide the conscripts with training. They were fully armed and ready to aid in the defence. 

As the conscripts pulled back the leman russ tanks gunned their engines and advanced. A demolisher cannon shell slammed into the enemies airdropped bastion sending sheets of armourplas tumbling from its structure visibly weakening it. In response, the quad mortars of the enemy focused on it shattering the front armour and track sections wrecking the vehicle as the damage rendered its weaponry and motor functions useless. 

Moritat Calvis led his destroyers’ forwards, one tumbling ground wards as his jump pack sucked in a shard of metal and cut out. Lasgun fire from the conscripts lashed out but was deflected by his armour as he and his unit slammed into them. He sliced the five he could reach apart, sending the rest running as gunfire from the contemptor cortus took out four more. He urged his squad into cover to try and avoid his enemies’ attention. 
An enemy land raider vented its frustration upon them, gunning down 2 of his squad as an enemy storm eagle thundered past dropping a unit of skyclaws, before sending two lascannon shots into the Basilisk turning it into a smoking ruin. The nearby emperors children sicaran exploded as a leman russ demolisher shell penetrated the vehicles armour before detonating. 

He urged his squad forwards as Quad mortar fire reduces a leman russ punisher to a wrecked hulk. They charged in and manage to wipe out one unit of conscripts. Concentrated fire from three other units and the nearby land raider tear through them cutting them down in vengeance for the fallen. Where Calvis had stood an expanding cloud of smoke drifted for a moment before fading revealing that he had managed to escape. 

The contemptor cortus charged forwards tearing through the skyclaws. Sigmar smashed the machine with his thunder hammer knocking it off balance. Unable to breach his foes armour Sigmar was swatted aside, slamming into the nearby building and being knocked out cold. 

Nearby combined fire from the storm eagle and a leman russ demolisher blew the two enemy rhinos apart as Solstice, backlit by the explosion from the bastion tears through a quad mortar battery. 

Still recovering from the explosion, the Siege breaker looks up as terminator squad Razak guns down his heavy support squad before charging into him. 
Still in slight shellshock from the bastions explosion he fails to hit his foe. In return he is struck in the head with a thunder hammer strike. 

The quad lascannons from the Spartan sliced through the armour of the nearby Deredeo silencing the dreadnought. 

Fire from the surviving quad mortar then cuts down three of razaks terminators as Lord commander Solomon Gyre jumps towards the Spartan. Charging in and clamping a meltabomb to the vehicle before the crew could react. A large hole is torn in the side of the vehicle’s armour rendering it useless. 

Brother Grit hid behind his quad mortar as the enemy terminators fired upon him, He thumbed the firing stud on the weapon carriage firing the quad mortar as they approached pitching one of the attackers off their feet. Jumping from his gun carriage he landed a solid punch on the face of the helmetless terminator sergeant who amazingly was knocked out by the blow. 

Running back to his quad mortar he sent four phosphex shells skywards which melted 15 conscripts into puddles of goo. 

A flash from the distant Alpha legion laser destroyer tears through the side armour of a leman russ demolisher which explodes in a fireball.

Senitam clamped his meltabomb to the hull of the storm eagle, the damage interrupting the vehicles operation for a short period. A crash from behind him causes him to look round as Solstice bore down on him.

A fire raptor flew overhead, four missiles slamming into one leman russ and doing significant damage by ripping the turret off. Reaper autocannon fire reduces the engine block of a second leman russ to a smouldering ruin, removing it from the battle as its nose mounted weapon gunned down some conscripts. 
The laser destroyer added its fire and shook another leman russ disrupting its short-term actions. 

The Storm eagle took off in pursuit as Solstice smashed into Senitam. He held his sword up to block the swings of the dreadnought which did little more than shatter his arm and cost him his bolter. Grabbing his sword, he ran diving past the dreadnought and retreating before it could catch him. He glanced back as a beam from the laser destroyer blew the dreadnought apart. 

Captain Kraken held his composure as the battle progressed the storm eagle chased down the fire raptor as the latter struck down a commissar and finished a unit of cultists his aircraft blew it from the sky.

Any success was swiftly eradicated as the enemy laser destroyer sliced clean through the Storm Eagle blowing it apart. 

Snarling he ordered the remaining conscripts to move closer so he could protect them. 

Lord commander Solomon Gyre was wounded but alive. The storm hawks had put up a fight and their chaplain had even managed to wound him. His once pristine armour was now fractured and he would need to replace some of his retinue. Glancing around the corner of the structure they had taken refuge in he could see the enemy slowly pulling back. He turned to his apothecary who held the squads auspex. 

“Report” 

“Severe damage to both forces. We have ten veterans and a quad mortar left alive. Our allies remaining strength is that laser destroyer team. The enemy have rescued 40% of their assets from this warzone.”
“And the other strike forces in this sector.” 

“Similarly repulsed.” The auspex bleeped as more information appeared on it. “More Storm hawk forces moving in company strength.” 

“Gather the wounded and fall back.”

Kraken watched as the enemy pulled back. He turned as six rhinos moved into the area. Techmarine Fried and Apothecary Garm dismounted as two cleansing fire units and three tactical squads piled out and started to search for survivors. 

“Captain” Fried states. “Master Helic suggested we move to reinforce and recover what we can.”

“Acknowledged.” Kraken walks over to the conscripts before kneeling. “you did good work today soldiers. Your world will need you in the coming days.”
“Sir what of our training.” 

“I have communicated our predicament to your superiors and have relocated the training ground near to our fortification. Under our watchfulness and our numbers this will not happen again.”

It took forty minutes to clear the battlefield. Sigmar and Razak would recover given time and amazingly Fried got the Spartan running again. The storm hawks took the rest of their casualties and what they could recover and headed back to base prioritising
 the conscripts when it came to available transport. 
Senitam with his broken limb wrapped in a healing gel container and Moritat calvis stood in the belly of the mastodon as Susurri looked over their reports. 

“So, you failed.”  He rasped. “You were sent to eliminate the enemies in training forces and 40% survived.” 
“Commander we…”

“Be silent. I shall be sparing you this time.” Sussurri stated his hand now resting on the hilt of his paragon blade. “But there shall not be a next time.” 

Lord commander Solomon Gyre knelt in front of the holographic communications device as Lord Vulcan bloodfang appeared. 

“You failed me.” Vulcan snarls. 

“No, we did not. We did not destroy all of the enemy’s new recruits but we still succeeded.”

“This has emboldened the enemy and thus we may find that they become more daring.” Vulcan replies. “You are to remain on standby until I call for you again. I shall grant Morrs the opportunity to break the enemies resolve.”

The holographic imager went dead as Vulcan cut the connection. 

Grand pavilion – chaos landing site

Morrs Penna walked into the room and felt the eyes of Vulcans Elite cadre upon him. 

“Ah Morrs.” Vulcan stated as the holographic table flickered on showing a nearby location. “You are to head to this location. A relic from the dark age of technology rests here and you need to claim it.” 

Another line materialises in the region. “This is the enemies front line. You will have to deal with them as you search for the relic.” 
Morrs looked over the terrain and then back to Vulcan. “What is this relic and how can we find it?” 

“Sample #650091 Mechanicum designation.” Vulcan replies. “It’s a psychic amplifier that was dumped here when the ark mechanicus carrying it was shot down and then looted.” 

“How would you know?” 

“Because I was the one who shot it down.” 

Morrs nods before turning to leave. “Oh, and Morrs. Don’t open the container I have a plan for it and need it intact for the plan to work.” 

“Very well Lord Vulcan.” Morrs states as he leaves to gather his forces. 

Imperial front line – command tent

Cavros Thorne looked over the holomap as Magos Driel highlighted a location north of their current position. 

“An imperial armoured division stationed here has reported light engagements with enemy scout forces. Khornate attacks and the enemy reaver titan are interspersed with sabotage and feints.” The Magos states. 
“Where will the hammer fall?” Cavros asks. 

“I have dispatched the closest forces to aid the armoured division.” Driel states 

“Blood Angels.” Cavros states. 

“They lost their airforce during the initial landings but the fast-moving nature of their forces serve our purposes here.” Driel states bringing up multiple bands onto the holo table. “I have deployed my tagmata forces behind the main line to move and intercept any potential breakthrough. The Storm Hawks are securing the areas behind the main lines. The Galian forces are securing our supply routes and we appear to have lost contact with the Black Templars.”

Cavros muses on Driels deployments and nods. “Keep me informed.” 

Blood Eagle and his taskforce moved forwards, up ahead a line of Leman russ tanks were idling. As the blood angels neared a commander popped his head up from one of the tanks. 
“Hail” He shouted 

“Hail.” Blood eagle replies. “Report.”

“The enemy are moving in Sir. It’s the same force that Cavros reported on.” 

“Any sign of the Brass Scorpion?” 

“Negative” 

“Emperor be praised for small mercies.” Blood Eagle replies. A ghostly echo thrummed over the vox. 

“Vox Malfunction?” 

“Negative.” One of his fellow blood angels replies. 

Blood Eagle turns back to the tank commander. “What strategic locations are in this area.” 

“The temple of the fall.” 

“Temple of the fall?”

“Built to commemorate a local event called the falling sky.” 
“There is no strategic value in this site. So, they must want something.” Blood Eagle states. “All forces Once on site we will identify 6 key locations. These will need to be held at all costs.”

Morrs closed in on the location and could feel the presence of the psychic amplifier as well as the enemy force sent to keep him at bay. 

Falling sky commemorative site 
Blood eagle had lined up his armoured support to meet the enemy and shield his assault squads long enough to counter the inevitable enemy charge. 

The Lord of change that had been reported by Thawne was again leading the chaos forces as rhinos and a land raider moved forwards. A blast of psychic energy from the greater daemon glanced off two of his tanks before a gesture snarled the weapon spirits of the leman russ punisher throwing off its targeting system. 
A chaos predator tank sent four lascannon beams into the front of one of the leman russ demolishers tearing clean through the frontal armour and wrecking the imperial vehicle. In response, a second leman russ demolisher blew a burning chariot back into the warp. 
The daemon swept overhead landing with a crash before firing and using his psychic abilities to remove a second leman russ demolisher from his line. The leman russ punisher also suffered the same fate as it stressed hull gave way and splintered. A group of chaos raptors dropped down and blew a baal predator apart the explosion killing two of the vile chaos worshippers. 

Ineffective fire from the thousand sons failed to harm the death company while a group of chaos terminators tore a vindicator apart. A demolisher blast killed three of them before they could celebrate. 5 thousand sons fell inert as the death company charged them, with one being cut down by the automatons. 

A squad sergeant spoke into the vox. “commander we have something here. It’s a large black box with a mechanicum identification code printed onto it.”

“That must be their target. If you cannot hold it then destroy it.” Blood eagle replies as he cuts down the Chaos raptors with his blade. 

Morrs could now sense the exact location of the target but his foes now held it. Nearby one of his sorcerers was punished for using the warp with the gift of spawndom. Supressing a chuckle Morrs leapt over the line of dead imperial vehicles towards the pulsing target. A heldrake appeared and was chased by lascannon fire from the blood angels mortis dreadnought. The death company dreadnought was felled by the pink horrors as the newly arrived obliterators blew the sicaran apart. The last surviving terminator sought out and ruined the leman russ demolisher that had blown his brethren apart. Blood eagle shot the terminator dead with his inferno pistol a moment later. 
Fire continued to be traded as he closed in on the psychic amplifer. Shooting down 4 of those protecting the item and sending the fifth running Morrs was altered to a new threat. 

Blood eagle leapt forwards towards him Dar’larn poised to strike. Morrs brought his paradox stave up to block the flying blood angel who flipped off from the strike and eyes his opponent. 

“You cannot hope to win little man” Morrs states calmly. 

“Then I need only distract you.” Blood Eagle replies. 

Dar’larn met paradox as each combatant tried to gain the upper hand. Each strike finding no purchase on the other as sparks flew between their weapon blows. 

As the two warlords fought their respective forces continued to fight it out. The contemptor mortis having taken the heldrake from the sky switched its target to a chaos predator and detonated it. Ineffective fire glanced off the death company who had been slowed by the presence of the thousand sons. 
Delagatus Parmenion had led his troops into the blood angels expecting them to lay down and die but had been frustrated and then forced to watch as his blows glanced off the armour of his blood angel opponent, as a dreadnought tore his command squad apart. He fell back using the increased speed of the jump pack to gain distance. 

The assault squad and dreadnought moved to engage fresh targets one taking down a trio of obliterators and the other taking out a chaos spawn a moment before the dreadnought, was blown apart by a chaos land raider. 

Parmenion looked out as the blood angels assault squad again smashed into the building and started to cull his troops. Four survived and pulled down a blood angel as he yet again was forced onto the defensive by the blood angel sergeant he had fought before who’s power axe was narrowly blocked by his refractor field. 

Blood Eagle could sense that the battle was turning against them. He switched to his internal vox. “Sergeant Kay, unload your boltgun into the objective, do it now” A glancing blow from Morrs knocked him back a step. “All imperial forces fall back. We have denied the enemy their prize”

“Farewell daemon.” Blood eagle snarls as he throws a melta bomb skywards before shooting it with his inferno pistol. The flash of its detonation providing the required distraction to allow him to retreat. 

The ragged remains of his forces following as best they could, with one imperial tank crew having abandoned their immobilized vehicle. 

Morrs stood and looked at the thing they had been sent to retrieve. The box had been riddled with a full boltgun clip. The outer armoured layer had taken most the hits but a handful had penetrated the components within. Reaching down Morrs pulls the box free and digs up the remaining pieces. Gathering them up he takes to the sky as chaos reinforcements secure the location and begin to excavate the other items from the location. 
A Chaos baneblade smashes through the wall of the temple of the fall as it moves out followed by a ragged group of cultists and a handful of Alpha legionaries. A battered group of chimera tanks moved in behind the group before parking in the center of the site. The cultists were directed into lines and where given digging tools from the back of the tanks, before being herded to the dig site to help excavate what had lain buried for millennia. 

Grand pavilion – chaos landing site

Morrs penna walked calmly into the structure and placed down the items he was carrying. “My Lord, the accursed imperials found the objective before we were able to. One of them shot into the components with his weapon when the battle turned against them.” 

Lord Vulcan turned and glared at Morrs before looking at the one ruined box. “So even you have failed me.”

“We hold the site and further excavations have begun.” Morrs replies. 
“Baron Dark” Vulcan shouts. 

The Warpsmith walks from the darkness at the edges of the pavilion his entire form glowing lava hot as his unique position as one of the heartstone coven was clearly visible. The warpsmiths mechantendrils lifted the ruined components from the box and started to rotate it so that his mind could process the damage. 

“Component designation STC#5588446633PW.” Baron Dark drones, his voice synthesized and metallic in tone. “Component has suffered four direct impacts from a standard issue boltgun round. Internal scans indicate three breakage points. One breakage is much older than the other two” 

“Repair probability and function” Lord Vulcan states. 

“Device function power router. Repair probability 44.578%. Device provides and coordinates power to psychic amplifier unit. Further damage may be present on other components. I shall conduct a full investigation and report on the results.” Baron dark snapped his fingers and a pair of daemonically possessed sentinel power loaders strode forwards and gathered up the other boxes. 

“Baron, would the device have functioned without the bolter damage?” Morrs asks. 

“Probability of device functioning with the older damage present within 0.239%” Baron dark replies as he leaves with his servitors. 

Lord Vulcan looks back to Morrs. “Beyond providing more work for the dear baron you were at least successful. When I require your aid again I shall send for you dismissed” 

Morrs was about to say something else but held his tongue and left the pavilion. 

Morose canyon: Fifty miles north of Altum.

Captain Kraken noted that the convoy was approaching a fork in the road. The auspex array mounted on the Spartan had detected the enemy pursuit. Minor skirmishes had already been fought against a handful of minor daemons. 

“We shall split our route. Apothecary Garm head right. Collapse the route behind you and proceed to the designated site. We shall draw the enemy down the other path.” 

“Acknowledged commander.” Garm replies. 

“Tactical what lies up ahead.” 

“the canyon opens up in 500 meters.” 

“Pull the forces to a halt in center of the widened location. We need to draw the enemy to us before we can break through.”

“Affirmative captain.” 

Lord commander Solomon Gyre watched the approaching Storm Hawk forces from within his Bastion. The fools were driving directly into his trap. As they reached the centre of the target site he gave the order to engage. 

Rather than back down his foes charged forwards. Vehicle engines roaring with sporadic fire issuing from their weaponry, but still managing to knock the legs from a Soul Grinder and blow one of his rhinos apart. The unit within jumped out and were immediately targeted losing a few members to the enemies shooting. 
Snarling he gave the order to fire at will. 

Command Mastodon.

Susurri watched the holo grid in his command Mastodon as the Emperors Children engaged the Storm Hawks. 

“Solomon Gyre is very focused today isn’t he” Loquere states. 

“Indeed, he is chaplain” Susurri replies “He faces the same foe that thwarted his previous attempts. As such passion has replaced his tactical acumen.” 
“How so?”

“Notice that the enemy willingly allowed themselves to trigger his trap. Diverting attention away from their second convoy heading through the narrower confines of the Canyon.” He tapped the holomap to show a small number of weak contacts “The natural carbon deposits would blind most sensors but here we can detect signs of their passing.”

“Are we doing anything about this second convoy?” 

“Negative.” Susurri replies “Recon team 14 had a visual and reported back that there was a Fellblade covering them. The convoy is also accompanied by a large contingent of Storm hawk marines and other assorted armored units.” 

“Then we are to?”

“Watch and wait.” 

Blood thirster Khan’an Dral tore through the weak armour of the leman russ and chuckled as the vehicle exploded the flames washing over him. He roared to the sky in triumph but was interrupted by a spray of fire from the nearby leman russ punisher. One round clipped through his armour and he threw himself forwards smashing into and then tearing the tank apart with his great axe of khorne. 

“Blood for the blood God!” He roared as he plucked a crewman who had survived his latest kill from the ground and crushed him in his hand, showering himself with blood. 

Kraken focused on his holomap as the Spartan moved forwards. Markers flicked out of existence as first their Storm Eagle was wrecked by enemy fire, then as three leman russ tanks were dealt with in short order. 

An enemy rhino burst out into the way of the storm hawks land raider and its multi melta scored a critical hit blowing the machine apart. The squad inside managed to escape without serious injury and then weathered the enemies shooting before they followed the Spartan through the enemy’s line.
 “Teleport homers are online” His driver shouted. 
“Trigger them get Razak and Sigmar out of there.” 

“Teleport initialized.” 

“Damage report.” 

“We lost a squad of skyclaws, one of our land raiders, a dreadnought and six leman russ tanks.” 

“And of the convoy?” 

“They have arrived safely” 

“Good. Despite our efforts and survival this may just embolden our foes further.” 

Lord commander Solomon Gyre walked calmly around the battleground, the smell of the storm hawk terminators teleport exit still hung in the air. The daemons of khorne that had aided him in this mission made sport with the remnants of the leman russ tanks that the enemy had lost. He shook his head at their barbarity. 
Despite them wrecking a sicarian and blowing a rhino apart, the storm hawks had suffered more losses than his forces. He was still unable to enact his vengeance on the storm hawk commander for thwarting his previous efforts but he would get his chance. 

An Alpha legion mastodon appeared on the clifftop overlooking the wider part of the canyon, before it drove down the near vertical incline and thundered into the ambush site. The front ramp opened and Susurri walked from the vehicle. 

“Solomon, congratulations on your victory here.” Susurri states his voice still not rising above a whisper but with his enhanced senses Solomon Gyre didn’t mind. 

“The victory rings hollow. I did not get to fight with their commander. He managed to elude me once more.”

“You will have your chance.” Susurri states. “Soon they shall run out of places to run to.”
Three hours later – Location unknown. 

Flense flicked on the encrypted vox network and spoke into the device. “Susurri, I have extracted more information from our guest and have determined the location of a mechanicum storage facility present on this world.”

“What type of storage facility?”

“A titan hangar. Records are sketchy but it once belonged to a titan legion known for their heavier engines.”

“Retain the coordinates and do not transmit them. I shall contact our patron to see what he wishes to do about this.” 

Flense shuts off the device and throws the bones once more. Vetus walks over as the librarian finished his reading. “We shall be doing this and the omens are good that we shall succeed.” 

“Your divination skills are still strong.” The primus medicae adds

Flense throws the bones again. “The site will be defended.” 

Lord Vulcan looked at the Alpha legionnaire in the holofield. 

“I bring you tidings Lord Vulcan.” Susurri stated. “Our intelligence gathering has located an old titan storage hangar and I wished to bring this to your attention.” 

“Proceed” 

“Through interrogating our guests my chief librarian has found its exact location. We await your instruction on what to do.” 

“You shall lead an attack on the location at once. Hit them with everything you have”
“At once.” 

A swift vox call later and some reinforcements from the emperors children. Susurri gathered up his forces and proceeded with all speed towards the coordinates gathered by Flense.

Titan hangar LTP#552874632985

Driel looked up from his telemetry as the storm hawks arrived. The beasts three of them where riding did not sit well with him but their use must have a logical reason. Dawn would break within the hour and yet this facility had yet to yield anything worthwhile so far. Princeps Knead had commandeered the one warhound they had discovered intact and would be moved to the surface once the machine was awakened. 

His cyber occularis chimed a warning which came too late as upon the break of dawn the sound of approaching vehicles could be heard. Checking the feed Driel noted the Mastodon transport and the arrayed forces bearing down on them. He sent a command to his backfield support and hoped they could arrive soon enough to help hold the line. 

Turning back to the base systems he diverted all available power to the Warhound’s chamber to try and get it functioning so it could aid them in their defence of the site. 

Susurri observed the battlefield from within his Mastodon transport. The massive form of the leviathan dreadnought of Brother Keller was hunkered down and was ready to be unleashed. His command squad and his command staff Chaplian Loquere, Primus medicae Vetus and Libraian Flense stood ready as did Techmarine Duoboros whose red bionic lenses glowed brightly as his servo arm twitched in anticipation. 
The void shield harness installed within his suit of terminator was inert for now. The vehicle rumbled forwards as the attack began. 

Fire smashed into the defensive position and obliterated the Myrmidon destructors present on the outer defensive line. Driel was taken aback as his outer detection ring had not picked up the enemy forces and such had reduced his long range first strike unit to fragments.
He pulled up a tactical overview and started to give commands. The storm hawks surged forwards as three enemy rhinos where destroyed. The magos who had been accompanying the myrdmidons was blown apart along with the storm hawks thunder gryph cavalry, five blood claws and a leviathan dreadnought tore a unit of centurions apart. 

He returned to calculating angles and stratagems based on what he now had available. The Krios venator charged the ions around it as its weapon glanced from the front of the enemies’ mastodon. 

Susurri nodded as his holomap showed the arrival of the breachers. The plan was working so far as they had used the dawn as a weapon to move in. The outer detection ring had been disrupted by the radiation spike that accompanied the first rays of this worlds sun. 4 life signals vanished from the breacher unit that then started to flee. Two of the emperors children rapier cannons were blown apart by a plasma sphere launched by an enemy Thanatar.

“target the cyber occularis” He snarls as he switches to external imaging. The Mastodon’s melta array spoke and reduced an enemy vehicle to a bubbling pile of slag. The turret of the machine picked off one of the mechanicum spotters while the emperors children blew move of the myrmidons from the imperial defences. 

The mastodon then rocked and the power flickered sending a shower of sparks into the crew compartment. 

“Duoboros” 

“Haywire attack I am attempting repairs.” The techmarine replied as one of the void shileds flickered back into life. 

“End them” Susurri snarles into the vox as 2 more breachers, 2 tactical marines and the final signals from the rapiers fell silent. 

The tactical support squad levelled their meltaguns on the secutarri as a whirlwind blast exploded on top of them. The sergeant and his squad picked targets and opened fire killing the few survivors. 

A fusillade of shots from the vindicator finished off the ursurax as Susurri led his forces from the mastodon. Another occularis and three vorax were blown apart as three long fangs were also downed. 

“We are ready” Princeps Knead’s voice stated over the com. 

“The enemy are in the area. Expect resistance.” 

“Acknowledged” 

The central ring of the defensive structure opened and the Warhound titan rose into view. Its systems coming up to full power as its void shields flickered into life. A unit of Alpha legionnaires threw themselves flat as it bathed them in plasma with only one individual remaining alive. The turbo laser destructor drifted as it fired slaying three alpha legion terminators but leaving both the mastodon and the leviathan dreadnought unharmed. 

The leviathan dreadnought turned towards the titan and charged, firing as it went. Shots slammed into the war machine as fire was brought to bear its void shields failed and chunks were torn from its armour as the enemy closed in. 

In the distance, the cry of triumph from the blood claws was cut short as the deredeo blew them apart with its missile system. The breachers were cut down as the last survivor tried to flee combat. 

The Leviathan dreadnought span up its siege drill and proceeded to grind through the knees of the Warhound titan. The machine dipped as the emperors children contemptor grabbed it and pulled it down further. This allowed the leviathan to drive its siege drill through the cockpit of the god engine. The titan detonated as its reactor went critical. Showering the immediate area with red hot shrapnel and plasma. 

Driel moaned as he noticed movement and the leviathan dreadnought strode out into view. Fire from every remaining gun targeted the machine which shrugged off the fire without effort. A rune flickered out on his display and Driel span round to see his Thanatar fall. His data gave him one solution. 
“All units fall back.”

Susurri looked up from his kill as the last few dregs of the enemy forces fled the area. 

“Let them run” He stated into the vox. “Fools who run from combat are not worth killing.” 

“But commander our orders are….” 

“To secure this site” Susurri adds. “Gather the dead. Duoboros, link the mastodon into the bases system and give me a readout.”

The techmarine appeared from within the Mastodon which had now at least stopped smoking. The techmarine walked over to the facility and found an access port he placed a small object into the port and nodded. 

“The datathief probe is now in place. We will have a readout in three hundred seconds time.”

Susurri nods. “Good. Flense your reading” 

The librarian tosses a handful of bones onto the ground. “The site is now empty of working engines.” He casts the bones again. “The weaponry once fitted to the war machines is still present and able to be taken.”

Grand pavilion - two hours later. 

Lord Vulcan placed the most recent data from the Alpha legion into the holomap. His forces had driven the imperials back behind the outer settlements but guerrilla strikes were delaying further advances. 

The titan hangar was a bust with only a handful of weapons remaining within. Further investigations by Susurri had revealed that the entire titan legion that had once called this world home had been destroyed fighting against the tyranids. The facility was being stripped of any useful components by his warpsmiths and the Alpha legion’s techmarine contingent. 

He returned his attention to the map three settlements blocked his main route but four more could be used to initiate guerrilla attacks. He assigned demolition groups to the four outlying targets. The reaver titan epsilon, Corneilus’s artillery crews and a marauder destroyer were assigned targets and given orders. 

For the remaining 3 key locations, he pulled up a more focused view on the available forces he had for this task. He Sent Solomon Gyre of the Emperors Children orders to strike the central settlement and to burn it to the ground. Two additional units were assigned to the neighbouring cities with a small delay to allow the emperors children to draw in any lingering defensive forces. 

One hour later. 

Lord commander Solomon Gyre read over the missive that had been delivered to him. The nurgle follower who had handed it to him was presently destroying the silken rugs of his camp with his mere presence. 

“So, we are to strike this location and burn it to the ground?” He asked. 

“Indeed. We are going to clear the route to Altum by going through these settlements” 

“Leave me I need to prepare my forces” Gyre adds shooing off the nurgle warrior who left a trail of unidentifiable secretions behind him as he left. Gyre summoned a squad of his marines. 

“Clean that up” He snarled pointing at the trail the nurgle lord had left. “If I find any of it I shall feed it to you.”

Dark angels battlebarge – observation chamber. 
Master Ganon, interrogator chaplain Ragnan and Librarian Gorst stood around the holographic map of the surface of Mirum ostentum. 

“Our Ravenwing forces have yet to find our targets.” Ganon states. 

“Indeed, whilst we have remained hidden from sight during the hunt, the hunted have been hiding.” Librarian Gorst added. 

“With the data lost to the Alpha Legion we have been chasing slim leads, which have yet to yield a target.”

“The state of the planet is deteriorating rapidly.” Interrogator chaplain Ragnan adds. “In the last forty-eight hours since the chaos forces made landfall they have made substantial gains. Multiple imperial defensive lines have been circumvented or broken and now only two locations remain that could hold the chaos forces at bay.”
The interrogator chaplain manipulated the image to highlight a ring of cities. “these cities have been evacuated and have been prepared as guerrilla warfare sites. The chaos forces [A large red block and multiple smaller red areas appeared on the map] hold a vast swathe of territory and will undoubtedly attempt to smash through this line.” The chaplain then altered the map to show additional key locations. 

A large purple block lay just north of Altum. “the Storm hawks have set up an interlinked fortification network here to protect their landing site. If the chaos forces reach Altum they will move their full force to aid in the defence.” 

“The Gallian 7th has retained the garrison here and Cadian 131st while they have suffered losses related to their armoured divisions they retain a formidable number of soldiers and equipment. The blood angels and mechanicum forces have also suffered damage and have relocated their remaining forces into the city. This includes a minor ordinatus engine and their surviving warhound titan. These forces shall either be used defensively or offensively as the situation dictates.” 

“And of the final force?”

A small black square appears on the opposite side of the chaos forces to the city. “The Black Templars have been under constant pressure since the chaos forces have landed. Many died when the first defensive line was taken. The rest of their initial deployment have given their lives through holding up the chaos advance.” 

“with their current positon and the composition of the chaos forces it is unlikely they will be able to join the main focal points of this war.” 
“We should make ready. If the fallen continue to hide from us they will appear where they can do the most harm. Wherever the final battle takes place we need to be there.” 

The interrogator chaplain shifts the holomap 150 miles south of Altum. “Our preliminary base is hidden from enemy orbital scans due to the high carbon count in the area. We can mobilise and be in the city in thirty minutes with our ground forces. Our ravenwing outriders can arrive faster as they are using darkshroud cover to operate deep within enemy territory.” 

“Any further information to add.” Ganon asks. 

“The alpha legion are storing prisoners here.” A point appears on the map, followed by a handful of pict captures. “But they have settled their main force here.” 

“Where are the prisoners being kept?”

“Underground, the only entrance to those caves is through the primus redoubt present in the very centre of the location.” 

“Tactical solutions?”

“None yet. The Alpha legion maintain a vigil over this location and have the forces to hold against a full assault.”

“Monitor the situation. We shall take their prisoners into our care if we have an opportunity to do so.” Ganon adds. “We need to know what they know.”

“We could search the archives to look for an alternative entrance to the caves” Gorst states. 

“Get to work.” Ganon states shutting down the holomap.
Cavros Thawne was overseeing the final shipment of materials to allow for guerrilla actions to begin. Once the forces of chaos moved through the city of Xalaciva towards Altum they could strike them from behind. An enemy thunderhawk transporter in the colours of the Emperors children flew around the city’s outskirts before it dropped off a bastion. 

Thawne grabbed the spotting magnoculars from his master of ordinance and looked out into the area beyond the city. His eyes picked out the approaching enemy forces and the baneblade that was in close attendance. 

“Damn it” He states handing the item back to his MoO. He grabs the vox handset and cleared his throat before continuing. “all forces make ready to repel the enemy.”

Lord Commander Solomon Gyre stood at the head of his force and noted that his allies for this endeavour were at least acceptable. As he was about to give the order to advance two manticore storm strike missiles exploded around his forces as multiple laser impacts ripped into his Baneblade. A cloud of smoke issues forth from the city ahead as enemy vehicles moved to engage his forces. 

Thundering forwards into cover by the nearby building he noted his contemptor charging past into a chimera. Melta beams lanced out to meet it and clipped it before it carried on and slammed into the Chimera. His Chaos space marine allies had ignited their flamers and set two buildings ablaze. A series of laser strikes from the deredeo wrecked an enemy vehicle that he himself could not see. 
Cavros nodded as more of his concealed forces moved into the open to fight off the enemy. His swift actions had caught them unawares as the enemy baneblade’s shell exploded in mid-air the shrapnel still clipped two of his men and killed them. 
“Fight them back men, the emperor protects!” Cavros yells into the vox. 

Vetul anointed chaos Lord of Nurgle continued to stride forwards his terminator armoured bulk proof against anything his foes could throw in his direction. Thick black smoke coiled overhead as the Heldragon swooped through and glanced a building with fire bringing three of those within from their hiding place. At the edge of his perception he felt the scions being butchered and he could feel the life forces of his allies and their prey. 
Solomon gyre grimaced as the enemies’ flamer clipped and downed one of his chosen and he then cut them down as revenge. As he turned to look for another target the baneblade fired, its shell was off target and it deviated sending conscript bodies skywards as it detonated.  

His two veteran tactical squads had also converged onto the battlefield. Another building was now billowing smoke from where the flames had caught the flammable materials within. 

The area lit up suddenly as the baneblade’s reactor went critical destroying a nearby building in the process. 

Cavros Thawne could see that his efforts were hardly slowing the forces of chaos. The Baneblade had been the most dangerous threat which had now been nullified. One of his bombards was now a smouldering wreck and his scions had been torn apart moments after exiting the sewer systems.  

Fire licked from the door nearby as a squad of the enemy charged in. He lost his vox carrier, his medic, Kull his bodyguard and Nark his ogryn protector. Lashing out with his blade of conquest he cut down three of the enemy forces and then looked up as a cry of rage filled the air. A large group of conscripts smashed into the enemy ranks and along with the assassin Mr 12 they managed to clear out the surviving enemies. The inquisitor threw himself at the enemy sergeant sending them both flying from the balcony to land with a crack on the ground below. 

Cavros looked up and then around. Thick black smoke obscured the sky from where buildings were burning, his forces had been broken and very few survivors remained. His attention was drawn to the enemy commander as he landed on the balcony nearby with his command squad. 

Lord commander Solomon Gyre looked down at Cavros Thawne and chuckled. 

“There is no escape this time you weakling” He states.

“The first rule of chess.” Cavros Thawne replies “Is to think two moves ahead.”

He dropped down through the nearby access hatch and into the top of his emergency chimera escape route. As he did this the Culexus assassin Mr 12 slammed into Solomon Gyre and pitched him off the balcony. The impact with the ground made him black out for a moment. When he regained his senses his command squad stood around him and helped him up. 
“Where did he go!” Gyre snarls. 

“The enemy pulled back commander” one of them replies. “They sucker punched you and then fled before we could pursue.” 

The crackling of the many fires in the area could be heard as Gyre attempted to compose himself. A crunch sound was followed by further sounds as Vetul approached. 

“The deed is done, the city burns.” He states, “Do not worry Gyre you will have your chance.” 

Vetul points at Altum of which the spire can be seen through the heat haze created by the spreading fires. “There is their final line of defense and that is where they will be forced to make their final stand.”

Gyre nods. “I am aware of the situation Vetul. How have the parallel attacks fared?”

“Epsilon has flattened the city north of here. Minimal resistance. And Cornelius has also succeeded.”

“I need time to prepare for the final attack.”

“Take what time you need, but be ready when the signal is given.”

Cavros Thawne sat in his chimera and opened the secure communications system. “Magos Driel” 

“Yes Cavros” Driel’s voice replies from the device. 

“Xalaciva has fallen. The enemy have burned it to the ground.” 

“How did they breach the site?”

“Overwhelming force. They focused on destroying everything. If it wasn’t burned to the ground, they flattened it”

“These attacks seem far too focused for a general chaos invasion.” Driel replies. “We have a puppet master pulling the strings of the forces we have fought so far.” 

“So?”

“We have not seen the worst they can throw at us.” Driel adds. “During your battle two further cities were targeted and both have been annihilated, Further artillery bombardments are slowly destroying the next few” 

“Display visually” 

He plugs a dataslate into the com device and looks at the readout. Three of the fifteen cities that ring Altum and would have made for excellent guerrilla bases were marked in red and three more in grey. The enemy now had an unimpeded four-kilometre gap they could exploit.

“The main attack will come soon” Cavros states the disgust present in his voice growing. 

“Indeed. I calculate that we have six hours at most before the enemy strike again.” Driel states and a small part of the map is highlighted on the dataslate. “I have deployed forces here to stall the enemy advance further. If they repulse the enemy, then we can strike at them with our full forces in the battlefield they have created for us.”

“And if they fail?”

“Then we will have bought enough time to reinforce Altum with every available body and war machine that we can.”
Chaos leviathan command vehicle – 1 hour later. 

Lord Vulcan bloodfang stood in the war room and observed the tactical holomap. His forces had been mobilised in full and were heading into the gap created by burning the cities to ground. Only one thing was still required. 

“Morrs.” Vulcan states his voice being amplified and carried to the daemon.

“Yes”

“Proceed to where the enemy have set up their final line of defence before we reach their city. Gain the blessing of the dark gods for our battle here.” 

“As you wish.”  

Altum – outer wall. – half an hour later. 
Corvo kept his distance as ‘Virgil’ inspected the prepared defences. The Gallian 7th as much as he hated to admit it had done a good job with the placement of the defences. Before his replacement had taken over the inquisitor had been intelligent enough to at least have a plan. The piles of firefighting material taken from the outlying cities now sat in multiple caches around the main portions of Altum. An order from ‘Virgil’ that from the plumes of smoke in the distance had paid off. 

The inquisitor came back from his discussions with the defenders. 

“Well” Corvo asks. 

“The defences rely too much on the cities void shield.” Virgil replies. “when the attack comes the void shield will disrupt the long range auspex readings and allow an attacking force to close in on the walls without effort.”

“The fog of chaos will also play its role.”

“Inquisitor” Cavros Thawne shouts as he approaches. “why was all of the firefighting equipment redirected to the capital?”

“The outlying cities no longer contain any civilians and if this location comes under attack we will need those materials here.” Virgil replies. 
“I lost good men” Thawne snarls. 

“Commander” Virgil snaps “I am an agent of the imperial inquisition. It is my job to make sure we protect the population of this planet from these chaos renegades. Your men died in the service of the emperor.”
Thawne shakes his head. “You are correct inquisitor.” 

“Commander Thawne.” Corvo states. “I trust that you and your men are ready. The decisive battle is fast approaching. Our scouts have reported that the enemy is moving their full force towards Altum. One last bastion of ours lies in their path.”

A rumbling sound cuts off Corvo as a large tank moves through the area. The Fellblade was larger than the two imperial baneblades that shadowed it as storm hawks and blood angel forces began to add themselves to the defensive forces that Virgil had been conducting a review of. A Magos of the mechanicum was arguing with a storm hawk contemptor dreadnought whose servo harness was folded up onto his back. 

Virgil looks back at Thawne. “Commander see to your forces. We will either be taking the fight to our foe or we will need to defend Altum with our very lives.”  

“Target” A guardsmen shouted from up on the wall “single land speeder incoming at speed.” 

“Identity?” Thawne shouts 

“Unknown.” The guardsmen adjusted his magnoculars to get a closer look. 

“It’s imperial. And is transmitting the correct codes.” A nearby auspex operator states.

“Open the gate.” 

The gate lowered into the ground as the speeder slowed before coming to a halt just outside before heading inside once it could. The black land speeder was emblazoned with a winged sword emblem. The gunner jumped out of the vehicle and onto the ground. 
“I am sergeant Valten. Ravenwing.” The marine stated. “I am here to offer the aid of the Dark angels”

“And where have you been until now then?” The Storm Hawks dreadnought stated as he approached. 

“Helic! You still have not answered me” The female tech priest snarled. 

“Silence Vhelm” Helic replies. 

“We have been gathering intelligence on the enemy.” 

“And only now do you come forwards to meet with us.” 

“Initially we followed a lead about a smuggler with a relic that was of importance to our chapter. The team we sent to retrieve the relic did not return. So, multiple smaller recon units were deployed to the surface to continue the hunt.” 

“How did you even get planetside?” Virgil asks. 

“Deployed from thunder hawk gunships.” Valten replies. “We had a small outpost set up initially to ride out from.” 

“Convoy incoming” The guardsmen on the wall states. “A land raider, a razorback and some predator tanks. Dark angel infantry on foot covering them. Bike outriders are also covering the advance” 

“The outpost is no longer required so under orders from our acting commander we are reporting to you.” 

“Very convenient indeed.” Helic states. 

“Isn’t it just.” Jordas adds from nearby.

“Make use of them as you see fit Thawne. You oversee the forces here, I have data to review.” Virgil states as Corvo proceeds to follow behind the ‘inquisitor’.
Virgil’s office. 

“The dark angels.” The changeling mumbles his inquisitorial disguise flickering slightly. Corvo closes and locks the office door. 

“Susurri reported their presence during the vault raid. The information made mention of marines fitting the description of the dark angels” 

“So, they are hunting for lost sheep?” Virgil states taking a big swig of the most exotic drink he had been able to source. 

“It is possible they know more than they are letting on. We would know if there had been an outpost on this world due to our near planetwide scan.” 

“Recent arrivals.” Virgil thinks for a moment. “Contact Susurri and query the Regalia of sin. This needs to be actioned.” 

“At once inquisitor.”

Outpost 379 – 3 hours later. 

The unnatural fog was begging to pool and surround the castellum stronghold that served as the last line of defence before the enemy could strike directly at Altum. The time the fog hid a further menace. 

A flash of red lightning struck the ground nearby a moment before the impacts became a torrent that had cut them off completely both visually and through vox communications from the city. 

Recruit Gerhard was selected to test the lightning wall as he approached he was struck once which flayed his skin from his bones before sucking up all the blood from his dead corpse. He hadn’t even been able to scream. 

The remaining conscripts were pulled back into the area surrounding the main outpost. Each had seen what would now happen if they tried to flee. 

Morrs Penna and his forces made their way forwards through the blanket of the blood storm that had been summoned to this location as they entered the eye of the storm the cultists they had brought were herded forwards. The storm would need to be sated so they could earn the gods blessing and gain a straight route of attack towards the city in the near distance. 

Librarian Regal of the Dark angel’s chapter had ushered all the conscripts into the castellum stronghold. The storm hawks that had been in the area where now under his command. The blood storm was churning up the warp in the surrounding area but they still had contact with Ganon. The Storm hawks had also arranged for an additional terminator squad to be teleported into the site from one of their ground based sites. 

The enemy force that greeted his sight as the fog lifted did not sit right with him. As the ravening lunatics at the front of the army were herded forwards he knew what the storm wanted. A sacrifice. 

“All Dark angels protect the stronghold.” He shouted into his vox. “Keep the conscripts’ safe.” 

His vox bleeped and he switched onto the secure channel. “Target sighted. Traitor VIP on site.” He switched vox frequencies again. 

“Regal to Ganon. One target on site. Deathwing strike requested.” 

“Acknowledged. Mapping of the site has been completed previously. Calculating drop coordinates. ETA five minutes.” 

Morrs Penna could feel the surge of warp energies in the area as the blood storm raged. Heading forwards his forces annihilated an enemy predator annihilator and inflicted some minor casualties on the ravenwing who had charged forwards to engage them. 
Multiple impacts slammed into him and for an instant his form flickered on the brink of destruction. Unused to such danger he pulled back as an enemy librarian continued to thwart his efforts to boost himself with the psychic energies permeating the area. 

Regal was sweating as he focused on keeping the lord of change from casting his energies upon himself. The ravenwing continued to sell their lives to delay the enemy advance as the thundergyrph cavalry and the storm hawks took their positions. A rhino exploded and a unit of thousand sons spilled from it. The heat haze rising form their armour proof of their damnation. 

Multiple weapon impacts struck the stronghold but the structure held firm for now.

The sound of a thundering jet heralded the arrival of the enemy’s air support. A unit of cultists surged forwards into the attack bike and the enemy terminators crashed into the storm hawk defenders. 
More blood was sucked into the storm as the thundergryph cavalry and attack bike dealt with the cultists that were attacking them. Flashes of teleportation flashed across the battlefield as the terminators started to arrive. 

“Regal one squad is delayed teleporter malfunction” Came over the vox. 

“Proceed.”

Master Ganon swiftly took stock of the situation before he and his unit fired upon Morrs penna. The daemons hide had hardened once again and their efforts where for naught. A shambling group of horrors swarmed into them and pulled two of his terminators down. Annoyingly they were hard to put down and he was forced to focus on the melee. 

Knowing what they had been informed the storm hawks terminators ignored the chaos space marine squad and headed for the quad mortar batteries. Communication between the dark angels and the storm hawks had been brief but Kraken had allowed the dark angels the opportunity to capture one of their foes who had ‘important information’. 

A deathwing squad was currently doing just that as they started engaging the chaos space marines. 

One of the bunkers of the stronghold crumbled under enemy fire. Consigning the devastators on the battlements to a lethal drop onto the ragged shards of the internal structure of the now ruined bunker. Regal had joined with the terminator squad currently engaged with the daemonettes. Before he could reach his brethren, a claw slammed through his primary heart before a second impaled his secondary one. 

Librarian Regal crashed to the ground. The blood leaking from his wounds being drawn into the blood storm as his life left him. Furious at this the terminator squad proceeded to annihilate the remaining daemonettes. 
The blood storm intensified and threw most of the forces in the area into a stupor. All eyes focused on the stronghold as the final two bunkers failed and the conscripts within piled out. Fire and blasts rained down as the chaos forces focused their attentions on the conscripts attacking them with fire, and psychic blasts feeding the blood storm as they killed.

The last few cultists were herded into the dark angels to aid the ritual. The dark angels knowing of the storm effects did not fire at the charging mob but were forced to defend themselves in close combat downing a handful of cultists. Suddenly the storm lifted and the sky turned blood red. 

Rain began to fall coating the very ground with red droplets of blood. The dark angels knew that the ritual had been completed. Teleport flashes could be seen as the terminators departed and the few survivors along with the storm hawks’ rhino Infamy. Pulled back as the chaos forces basked in the falling rain of blood. 

Morrs Penna stood as the droplets of blood rained from the sky. Looking outwards he could see that the blood rain was falling everywhere and was now surrounding Altum. His battered physical form was now reknitting itself as the power of the warp infused the blood droplets that landed on his person. 

A large object entered the area and Morrs looked up to see the Reaver titan Epsilon striding forwards. A swarm of siege vehicles followed in its wake as a mastodon bearing the mark of the alpha legion stopped and a thunderhawk in the colours of the emperors children landed nearby. 

Susurri and Solomon gyre strode up onto the stronghold and stood facing Morrs. A group of four marines landed on the corners of the ruined structure as another strode from the blood storm. 
Lord Vulcan Bloodfang was the key arbitrator behind the current campaign and his warlords had served him well. As they went to kneel he stopped them. “There is no need for any formalities. Our final objective is now in sight and despite your past failures we stand on the cusp of victory.” 

Lord Vulcan then beckoned his warlords to follow. The four walked into the blood storm with Vulcans elite cadre shadowing them. 
“I understand that our forces have suffered some casualties but so too have our enemies.” Vulcan scooped up a lump of the ground and admired the patter nation that the blood droplets were forming within it. He then dropped the lump which flowed back into the where he had scooped it from. “But know this they now cannot run as they must defend the city from us. The blood rain will permeate the ground and act as an alarm system if they do try to flee.” 
“Tomorrow we shall strike as the final day of the battle here ends.” Vulcan states. “I will now listen to your requests if you have any to make.” 

“I wish to take my vengeance against the one who evaded me twice” Solomon Gyre snarls. 

“You shall have your chance Solomon. If your opponent feels the same way you shall meet and have your destined duel.” 

“The weakest point in the cities defences is gates 4 and 13.” Susurri states his voice still not rising above a whisper. “Multiple cults have been nurtured within the city and each shall conduct strikes on enemy supply dumps and emplacements in the other sectors to draw the enemy into wasting their time to deal with them.”

“So, you intend to deny them rest and weaken them further.” Vulcan states. “Proceed” 

Lord Vulcan turns to look at Morrs. “Well daemon?” 

“I have nothing to add.” Morrs Penna states. “Our final cards have been laid on the table now all that remains is the final battle.”

“Lies” Vulcan snaps and a member of his cadre walks forwards. Usually his elite cadre were mirrors of himself. Each with a lightning claw and manreaper daemon weapon. The Master of lies was his sorcerer who held a daemonic staff instead of the customary manreaper. 

“Yes, my lord.” 

“Prepare the troops we strike at dawn.” 

Without a further word, the four warlords separated and moved to see to their own forces and prepare for the battle ahead. 

Altum – Imperial command bunker. – Four hours later

The interior of the command bunker was cramped under normal conditions but this was getting ridiculous. Thawne moaned again as he looked round the table. Inquisitor Ditya had one of the deathwatch nearby while Blood eagle, Kraken and Driel filled the remainder of the room. Dark angels Master Ganon was present via a holographic image. 
“So Ganon” Thawne states “How goes your interrogation?”

“It is progressing. The traitor will divulge his knowledge shortly and we will have an update before the morning.” Ganon replies. 

“Kraken, how are the defences.” 

“Adequate. I have my forces and the gallian 7th running interference on the cultists that are roaming through the city.” 

“Ah yes the sabotage attempts. Have they been stopped.” 
“Not yet. I have put Jordas and Sterk on the task and they have so far routed ten cultist strongholds.” 

“Captain Kraken.” Ditya states. “These two you have put on the task are part of your tenth company correct?”

“Yes.” Kraken replies. 

Ditya throws a pict capture onto the table. The picture was of the thunder gryph cavalry charging through the city. “Please explain these to me.” 

“Our tenth company employs unusual methods to keep our foes guessing. Rather than have a scout company as is normal for space marines our chapter places its more troublesome elements into the tenth company which are then used for the direst of missions.” Kraken replies. “These thundergryph riders hail from a world where the recruits we gather have bene trained to ride these creatures. Many do not maintain this practise once they become battle brothers. A small quantity have bonded with a mount and these are taken and augmented along with the candidate. This provides the storm hawks with a unit that has proven to be useful in the past.” 

Thawne was impressed that Kraken had such an explanation ready concerning the ‘tenth’ as they were referred to.

The deathwatch marine behind Ditya spoke up. “The codex does not support this action nor this unit. It is an abomination” 

Kraken glared directly at the Marine from the deathwatch who sported an ultramarine shoulder pad. “That is book of guidelines. We keep to the company limits placed down in that book but due to our divergence recruitment we have a more relaxed approach to unit composition. The battle record of the storm hawks speaks for itself in this regard.” 

“We are straying from the point.” Ganon states. “Our foe is insidious but ingenious at the same time. The pattern to these cultist strikes indicates one thing. They are trying to deny us rest and hide their true objective.” 

“And pray tell what is this true objective?” Ditya asks. 

“Gate 13.” Ganon states. “Each of the other sectors have been hit by considerably more cultist sabotage attempts than this one and from reconnaissance gained from my ravenwing units the defences of the city are at their weakest here.” 

“And what do you suggest.” 

“Deploy the PDF to the other sectors but focus our efforts here. We deploy the more static defensive measures we possess then use everything else as a mobile reserve and react as the enemy shows their hand.” 
“The plan is sound.” Kraken states. “Ditya. Where are the grey knights?” 

“Sector 12. They are standing by.”

“And the deathwatch”

“Squad Donatus is assigned to protect the inquisitor from harm. The remainder of our troops are currently awaiting the call to deploy.” The ultramarine deathwatch veteran states.

“We need to prepare then.” Cavros states “Meeting adjourned.”

Sector Sigma – Gate 13 – One hour later

Cavros Thawne stood with his fellow officers on the battlements of the command bastion and looked around at his forces. Two mechanicum knights stood ready to counter charge the enemies first wave and six super heavy tanks were ready to aid them in doing this. His artillery was arranged behind the inner wall and the area around the site had been cleared of all civilian buildings. 

“Sir reports from the gate. The fog is thickening.” 

“The attack will come soon. Have the men prepare. The emperor protects.”

The messenger nodded as the fog built up outside the city wall but was prevented from drifting down onto the troops below due to the weather shield that was projected to the outer wall. 

Mkan’Ik’Drig could feel the tether keeping him in this plane as he strode forwards as part of the first wave. Two greater brass scorpions and a mastodon accompanied the initial forces. Their only objective was to break through the outer wall so that future waves could push further. 

The fog lifted suddenly and the roars of the daemon engines signalled them sighting their target. 

The conscripts manning the outer wall were the first to see the enemy. Siege weapons and the greater brass scorpions as the chaos forces surged from the fog. Lightning struck within the fog briefly highlighting the silhouettes of the advancing forces. 
 Lord Vulcan Bloodfang stood on the carapace of the reaver titan Epsilon and watched as the battle continued. Solomon Gyre and Morrs Penna stood nearby. 

“You may join the battle at the moment of your choosing.” He states as one half of the wall comes crashing down. A flash of daemonic energy signalled the activation of a dimensional key. “Galrauch status.” 
“Area mapped.”

“Prepare to fire” 

Anslem had surged forwards alongside his fellow possessed warriors. The dimensional key now hummed with destructive energy. A white armoured figure now stood between them and further victims. The inquisitor was putting up a fight but would fall.

“all forces fire for effect” Cavros Thawne yells and this is greeted with a fusillade of fire. 

Every gun that is able to do so focuses on the chaos forces removing a mastodon, a basilisk, a medusa, a vindicator and a helbrute and making the first inroads into thinning the first wave of monsters that chaos had sent forwards to attack them. 

While the first response had been substantial Thawne knew that the forces of chaos would not relent. 
“Ready the speartip and piece their hearts!” Vulcan states. “Galrauch commence the orbital bombardment.”

“At once my Lord. See you on the ground.” 

Cavros Thawne’s advisor Handle Creed chomped on his cigar as the chaos terminators deep struck into the heart of the city. Three of the super heavy vehicles they had seconded to the first line of defence were reduced to scrap and the rising smoke from the front lines indicated the loss of the leman russ squadrons. 

“Sir your orders?” He asked. 

“Gain aerial supremacy send in the navy.” 

“At once commander” 

Sigmar held his hammer with its head on the deck of the storm eagle. The squad he now led huddled behind him in the gloom of the vehicles interior. The door slowly opened and he looked out as it swept low. Cultists and alpha legion forces moved through the rest of the city the PDF were hard pressed and the outer wall was breached in multiple places. Through the breaches daemons of chaos swarmed flowing into the imperial defenders. An internal wall exploded violently as a breaching charge found a weakness in the structure. 

He knew that striking at each of these points was little more than a diversion the Heart of their foe lay up ahead. 

“Twenty seconds till drop.” The pilot voxes back. 

“Storm Hawks” Sigmar states. “The emperor protects.” 

The light turned green and he jumped igniting his jump pack as he landed amid the enemy encampment. Turning around he sighted an enemy deredeo and led his troops on the attack. 

The battle was rapidly turning against the forces of the imperium as Cavros Thawne and his advisors looked over the tactical map. From the initial breach five sectors were now overrun. Enemy forces could be seen from the main spire and with the inner gate lying in ruins time was running out. 
The long distance vox crackled into life and they turned towards it. 

“Magos driel.” 

“The situation is untenable. I advise pulling all assets back from the field.”

“The enemy would hound and kill us if we run.” Cavros replies 

“Negative.” Driel replies. “My ordinatus minoris unit is stationed behind the third wall in your sector. Once the area is cleared it will fire to cover your retreat.” 
“This city cannot fall!” Cavros snarls in response. 

“It has already fallen. The forces of chaos are withholding their heaviest ordinance, my scanners indicate a chaos airforce and a reaver titan have not yet been deployed. There has been no sign of the alpha legion or emperors children and heat signature results indicate the presence of multiple baneblade scale vehicles.” 
“We will hold!” Cavros states before turning off the vox. 

He was about to speak once again when the bastion collapsed. His bodyguards were swift and managed to get him clear of the wreckage. The dust swirled before parting revealing a slew of daemonic creatures surrounding their position. 

“Stand fast men.” Cavros managed to shout a moment before the thanatar to their back detonated showering his command squad with red hot shrapnel. 
Magos Driel watched the Aquila lander leave the upper spire before he turned to his forces. 

“See to it that Cavros is safely retrieved.” He states. 

His master of ordinance handed him a vox receiver. “Sir you need to listen to this.” 

Cavros takes the device and is immediately berated by Magos Driel. “Cavros. Issue the fall-back order. Chaos forces have breached seven of the twelve outlying sectors. We have cultist and alpha legion infiltrators present in all areas. If you do not pull back within the next ten minutes you will be encircled. I have dispatched a relief force and a lander for you. Get out of their now.”

“Negative we can still hold” 

“look around you man.”

Cavros looked around at the situation, despite controlling the skies his forces were losing on the ground. Chaos terminators fought amidst daemons and the threat of the two greater brass scorpions was still lingering. 
He took the vox and switched the channel as the Aquila zoomed into view. “all forces pull back do not sacrifice yourselves for a pointless battle.”
Magos Anubis knew what he not fought. The creature resembled what his data banks referred to as horus but this was a weak cloned version. The weapons were still as dangerous as the real thing but he enjoyed a challenge. 

Sigmar struck at the chaos possessed but each blow that he connected with was absorbed and the creature reached for him. Each hit doing little damage so far but he knew that the repeated impacts would find a weakness eventually. His squad were gone and he could do little beyond continue fighting. 

A limb slammed clean through his arm removing his bolt pistol from the equation. He struck at the offending enemy and was rewarded with a spray of blood as the creature went down. Before he could recover the things pack mates tore into him bearing him down and ripping through him. 

Lord Agra hummed a tune to himself as he reached into the structure and cut through the supporting beams. The tower collapsed showering him and his squad with stones. Flexing his claw he indicated for them to advance. 
Lord Vulcan bloodfang watched as the imperial forces started to run. He started to laugh as more of his forces joined the battle. 

Regent Vniild was powerless to help his fellow knight as the Atrapos was taken down, the only consolidation was that his foe had also been annihilated by the last action of the knight. He was interrupted as he tried to recite the required prayer by the approach of a foe worthy of his attention. The greater brass scorpion slammed into his wounded knight its claws tore into his armour sending a load of warning lights flashing and knocking him off balance. 

He briefly noticed a thanatar callix rushing to his aid a moment before the scorpion tore through what remained of his armour. The core of his suit exploded but did not harm his most recent foe. The scorpion then spins round to face the thanatar. 

Blood angel captain Julius knew that the situation had gone beyond his knowledge as two daemon princes now bore down on him and his squad. He struck one of them three times hurting it each time before it focused on him and like an evil child playing with a spider the daemon prince of slaanesh grabbed him and started pulling his limbs off. 
The daemon chuckled as it removed its mask and with a swift bite devoured the captains face savouring his emotions at the point of death. The daemon replaced its mask as its khorne dance partner finished off the remainder of the squad. 

The daemon giggled before slithering off. 

Cavros Thawne knew the city was now lost. The aquila lander has arrived to ferry him clear of the site and he had given the fall-back order. The forces of chaos had conducted a devastating blitzkrieg attack on the sector and with a breach now present more of the vile creatures were now pouring into the city.  

Sporadic fire buffets the aircraft as it leaves the area. “Sir, we are being rerouted to the excavation site. Magos Driel has deployed his ordinatus and warhound to provide cover for the retreating forces.” 

“Any signs of pursuit.” 

“Negative” 

“And the inquisitor” 

“No word”

“Proceed with all haste we need to reach the site and set up the defences before they do pursue us.” 

“Acknowledged” 

Magos auxhilla Niils had yet again survived the attentions of the enemy. He sat on the track unit of the dark angel glaive as his servo automata floated nearby keeping pace. The imperial convoy was full of damaged vehicles and a handful of imperial guard survivors. 

Magos Vhelm strode forwards with her Castellax as a trio of Vorax ran just ahead of her. Niil’s attention was diverted when Magos Anubis landed next to him and sat down. 

The malagra priest was unblemished but his sole surviving attendant thallax was heavily damaged. 

“Anubis?” Niils asked. 

The Malagra magos chuckles as Vhelm moved closer. “I reckon I have my crowning glory now.” The magos stated. 

“Who did you kill this time?” Vhelm asks. 

“Horus. A damned good clone though. My blade did not fail me though.” The magos hold up his paragon blade the blood present on the weapon already begging to burn away as the weapons superheated blade cooled back towards normal temperatures.

“We lost Magos Obsidian” He adds. “I could not get to him in time.” 
“The loss of this clone horus will affect the enemy just as badly.” 

Anubis was interrupted as the ordinatus minoris fired cutting a swathe through the city behind them and creating a maze of unstable ruins in its wake.  A few moments passed before it too joined the convoy and the last surviving warhound titan ran into line to cover the convoy. 

“Mission accomplished” Niils states. In his head, he was starting to count the scale of the losses. 

The reaver titan epsilon snarled as it entered the city limits. Venting its frustration by taking out the cities spire. The massive structure collapsed downwards smashing into yet untouched city sectors. 

Lieutenant Solaris observed this from his Damocles rhino. The ancient machine now corrupted beyond reckoning. The driver was a wonderfully sedate daemon of nurgle. The gunner a daemon of khorne whilst a daemon of tzeencth and a daemon of slaanesh were melded into the sensor suite. 

Due to this standing inside the vehicle meant seeing a vision of what the vehicles sensors were receiving. The city was hazy and indistinct but the troop disposition and enemy contacts were extremely accurate. 

“Lord” Solaris states as his vox bleeps. 

“Report Solaris” 

“The enemy have fled. Minor resistance present is due to enemy PDF units. Cultists, daemons and possessed units are hunting for these. Weaponry seems to be standard issue lasguns. Nothing heavier.” 

“Thank you, Solaris. Keep monitoring the situation.” 
The changeling led his retinue from the structure. He shrugged off the visage of the inquisitor as Susurri walks into view. 

“You did well daemon.” Susurri rasps. 

“why thank you” The changeling replies. A shadow falls over him and he looks up at Lord Vulcan Bloodfang. Morrs penna stood on the top of the building he had just exited from while Solomon gyre was leaning against the wall. 

“Where have they gone?” Vulcan asks. 

“The evacuation site.” The changeling replies. 

Vulcan taps the fingers of his lightning claw against the blade of his manreaper as he digests this news. “They will attempt to break through our fleet in orbit to get into range for their attempts. We will remove their hope and kill them all.” He then turns to the alpha legionnaire. “where is this site?”
“Seventy miles north of this location. A high gain orbital relay is situated within the mountains. The evacuation site will be there.” Susurri rasps. “Beyond our orbital scans the area is unmapped.” 

“All forces” Vulcan states activating his vox. “We march north”

Pallar Anders mountain range – Relay 15 -  Evacuation site – thirty minutes later

“Is this information confirmed.” Kraken asks. 
“Yes” the dark angel librarian replies. “We have a small window to raid the prison facility. But we must act now.” 

“When the Aquila lander gets back here I will have volunteers ready. Refit the multi laser to the weapon mount and have the thing refuelled and ready to take off 5 minutes later.” 

The Dark angel librarian nods before running off. 

Kraken watches him find the storm hawk techmarine roaming nearby and give him the message to prepare the multi laser for the Aquila while he gets a squad to ready the refuelling rig. Kraken activates the base wide com. 

“We have a rescue mission to conduct. Enemy presence will be unknown. The number of prisoners is also unknown. I need 10 volunteers.” He then turns to the warrior standing behind him. “Are you sure?”

“Yes” the terminator replies. “I have seen too many of our brethren killed. My glory rests elsewhere”

“Landing pad in” Kraken checks the scanner “fifteen” 

Returning his attention to the scanner Kraken had started to pick up the rest of the convoy and fliers beginning to move into sensor range.

Evacuation site – Landing pad – fifteen minutes later

Captain Kraken looked at the assembled troops. Master Stormcaller had opted to take command of the kill team for this mission. He had four blood angels with him, two meltagunners, sergeant anders and a sanguinary priest. Three cleansing fire marines and their captain were accompanied by Drachen and lone wolf terminator Malak. 

“I wish you the best of luck. Our objective is to retrieve inquisitor Ditya and any other captives at the designated location.” 

“enemy disposition?” Stormcaller asks. 

“Predominately cultists with some alpha legion retainers.” Kraken replies. “Their main forces are heading this way so you have the window of opportunity provided.”

“Move out.” Stormcaller states and leads his group into the Aquila lander. 

“The emperor protects.” Kraken states. He then turns to the others on the landing pad. “Cavros thawne.” 

“Kraken” 

“Care to update me on the situation?”

“Altum fell captain.” Cavros replies. 

“How?” 

“Blitzkrieg attack. Massive daemon and terminator led assault on our position.” Cavros replies “at the insistence of Driel we pulled back rather than push forwards.”

“That decision was tactically sound.” 

“Retreating still leaves a bad taste in the mouth.” 

“The probability of your death was 97.45% if I did not have you pull out.” Driel states as he shuffles out onto the landing pad with Blood eagle following him. 

“So here we stand united in the final moments.” 

The dark angel librarian from earlier pipes up at this moment. “Master Ganon is not here.” 

“As long as he is here when needed I do not care.” Kraken replies. 

“Our ship is waiting for an opportunity. The enemy have tightened their grip on the world since his last action.” 

“So, you need a distraction?”

“Yes. If you can draw off the chaos fleet we can move our ship into low orbit and start evacuations.” 

“What is your ship rated for? Tonnage and class?” Magos driel states

“Our ship is the Undaunted warrior.” The Librarian replies. 

Driel pauses before continuing “Ship designated Undaunted warrior, Origins Pre-crusade era calaban vessel. Retrofitted with recovered technology during the heresy. Designed to deliver a full chapter of marines onto a target.”

“Chapter?” Kraken asks. 

“During the great crusade the dark angels were separated into chapters of a thousand warriors. As was our tradition at the time.” The librarian replies. 

“It will suffice” Driel states. “The mass conveyors I used to bring in my elements are still present. With the ship in low orbit I can transport anything we have to the vessel.” 

“Good.” Kraken replies. “Blood eagle, cavros thawne and myself will see to the defences. Driel and our dark angel ally will work together to set up a secure communications link with the undaunted warrior. As for the distraction.”
“I can contact the fleet stationed further in system. Repairs should have been conducted by now.”

“Still that will not draw the enemy away.” 

“What if we offer them some bait.” 

Those assembled turn to Blood eagle. 

“at the halfway point between Mirum ostentum and the repair facility the ramilies star fort Telum Fortmintis sits idle. The crew have is on silent running and are observing the chaos actions. We can move the fleet in and activate the fortress once they get close enough. The forces of chaos then cannot overlook our incursion and will move to engage.” 

“It is a good plan.” Kraken replies. “Driel I leave this task to you”
“Acknowledged” Driel replies. 

Stormcaller pulls up the tactical map of the target location. 

“On arrival Cleansing fire units will secure a beachhead. We will then deploy and enter the facility. We are to clear and search for prisoners. Once we have acquired any captives we are to pull back to the lander and evacuate the captives.” 

“And the lander?” Drachen asks. 

“The pilot will keep the lander in the area. If he stays in hover mode the cultists will not be able to cause significant harm.” Stormcaller adds.
“As you wish lords. Target zone in three minutes” The pilot replies.
Alpha legion prison facility. 
The Aquila lander flew in low and fast but the sound of its engines stirred up the locals. Squads of cultists fired wildly into the air but could not slow or stop the imperial flyer. As it passed them the horde surged forwards heading towards the main entrance to the underground facilities. 

The Aquila lander dropped into a hovering position ten meters from the ground as the first group of marines disembarked. 

The initial attack was successful clearing a small space and forging a beachhead. More cultists started to pour into the area and one cleansing fire marine’s armour was breached downing him a moment before one of his fellows joined him as cultist weaponry breached his armour as well. 

Stormcaller and the remaining forces exited their transport. The cargo hold rose back into the hull of the flier as it continued to hover. 

Now freed the Aquila opened up with its multi laser as the imperial kill team made for the door. Cultist fire downed a blood angel and wounded Drachen as they entered the base.

Prison facility interior. 
The darkness within the base was unnatural and reeked of the blood that had been spilled within. Stormcaller could see very little beyond his immediate area. Gunfire issued from nearby, as brother Malak moved into visual range for the hidden residents of the bunker the shots managing to wound the terminators flesh. 

Return fire was swift and brutal as cleansing fire brother Tal ignited his heavy flamer and bathed the enemy in fire killing them. As the flames died down the darkness returned. 

“They think their darkness restricts me” Brother Malak states. “I can smell them.” 

Before storm caller could respond the terminator opened fire his assault cannon cutting down three enemies that his brothers could not see up ahead of them. 

“Stay in visual contact we have no idea of what awaits us within this facility.” Stormcaller states. 
He receives a swift series of responses over the vox before the group continues forwards. 

Overseers office

Quarter master Mars of the Alpha legion knew that the enemy was now approaching. Cursing that he had been left with the dregs while the rest of the alpha legion headed in to actual battle still galled him. Why Flense had spared the inquisitor was still beyond him as the old man had presumably given up all his information 

Gunfire sounded from outside the door a moment before it slid open. Fire poured into the now open door as a single space marine strode forwards his armour proof against the fire directed at him. Charging forwards the Quarter master and his slightly more trained cultists engaged the enemy. The enemy struggled but still took down two of his cultists with hammer blows. 

The quarter masters own power fist was intercepted by his enemy’s iron halo. 

Stormcaller continued to struggle with his opponents as sergeant Anders and Drachen moved in to aid him. With their help, the last few alpha legionnaires were dealt with. The Quartermaster being struck over the head with a thunder hammer fell forwards and collapsed onto the ground. As sergeant anders moved to deal with the last squad in the room Stormcaller reached down and removed a keycard from the quartermasters’ holster. 
As he pulled back sergeant anders met his fate as the alpha legion and cultists put an end to him. One of the cleansing fire marines strode into the doorway as Stormcaller moved towards the cells and put the enemies within down with his heavy flamer. 

15 minutes later. 

Despite a spirited defence no further imperial casualties were suffered. Alice confidently follows Stormcaller as he opens the second cell. Virgil was in a far worse state than his ‘Daughter’ 

Sanguinary priest Sylus pushed past and entered the cell. He immediately got to work looking over the Inquisitor and providing him with a few injections. 

Stormcaller turned to Alice. “Explian.” 

Alice looked back at him before the daemon that lived in her hair made itself known. “We are both a daemonhost and the true daughter of our father. Virgil was captured shortly after the first briefing by an alpha legionnaire known as Susurri.”
“Inquisitor Ditya and a deathwatch kill team returned to the capital following a cultist attack.” Stormcaller responds. “How did he manage to do that and still be here?”

“I do not know. The deathwatch team were killed before we were.” Alice shows Stormcaller the remnants of the wound caused by the paragon blade. “We survived due to our symbiotic relationship.”

“Inquisitor Ditya’s daughter is a unique daemonhost” Cleansing fire captain Anspatch states. “On their world, daemonic possession is quite common and they have a method to control it.” 

Alice shows a series of metal objects embedded beneath the skin of her head. “We are the marked ones. The objects bind our souls to the daemon. When we die we both die. For a short time anyway.”

“Continue” Stormcaller states.

“After we were put back together we walked.” Alice states “Eventually we were picked up by a squad of stromtroopers. The Alpha legion also found us and downed the aircraft we were using to escape. We were all gunned down before they took us.” 
“Confirming the report, we received from Captain Sauron about the failed rescue mission” Anspatch states. 

“We were brought here. Father was being interrogated. The alpha legionnaire…” Alice shivered “He used us to get what he wanted. We can withstand physical pain and even recover from death. Father was already weakened before the legionnaire used me to glean what he required.” 

“Driel’s report indicated that the Alpha legion knew far more about our facilities than they should.” Anspatch states. 

“Thank you for your input captain. As ever you are through on your reading up of the post battle reports.” Stormcaller states. His vox crackles. “Yes”

“Enemies are moving in anti-air equipment you have ten minutes until we cannot be here.” The Aquila lander pilot states. 

“We are moving. Sylus grab Ditya. Make for the lander.”

The kill team ran through the now empty facility before emerging into the open once more. The Aquila pilot had been keeping the tide of enemies thinned and so the kill team managed to clear the last remaining resistance before the next wave surged forwards. 

Multiple gunshots sounded out and captain Drachen fell his leg armour ruined and his leg gone below the knee. Borther Malak grabbed the marine and dragged him into the lander as it swept down and landed Stormcaller entered a moment later. The rest of the kill team close behind as more cultists surged forwards. 

Anspatch stepped in front of Sylus and cut down the charging cultists allowing them both and Virgil to enter the ship. The last blood angel meltagunner fell as cultists piled themselves on top of him and beat him to the ground. Alice ran forwards and pulled herself into the cargo hold of the Aquila a moment before it lifted off. 
The jet blasts from the aircrafts engines enough to scatter the surrounding cultists. The pilot engaged the aircrafts forward thrust and accelerated. 

“Hold on this could be rough” He shouted. An aging hydra turret rotated to face the lander before opening fire. Two shots hit but failed to penetrate the Aquila’s armour. The vehicle reached top speed breaking the sound barrier as it topped out at 1,900 km/h. 

“Stormcaller to Kraken. Mission successful Inquisitor Ditya and Alice rescued. Captain Drachen has lost a leg and is out of commission. Six additional casualties. Brother sergeant Anders and two fellow blood angels, we also lost three cleansing fire marines. Sanguinary priest Silus is keeping Virgil and Drachen stable. Suggest immediate med evac once on site.” 
“Acknowledged Stormcaller.” Kraken replies “The Aquila had orbital flight capabilities. Once our assets are in position we will make use of this fact.”

“Confirmed. We will back at base in thirty minutes.” 

Overseers office. 

Mars painfully pulled himself back to his feet as his natural regeneration kicked in. He reached for his vox and activated it. 

“Cultists to the main base. We require clean-up.” He then switched frequencies. “Susurri, apologies are in order. The inquisitor has been liberated” 

“As anticipated” Flense replies over the vox. “He did not yield any information on the extraction point but the psychic seeds I planted in his mind will bear fruit in time.” 

“Flense!” Mars snarls. “This is your fault.” 

“You have survived as I had anticipated.” Flense replies. “clean the site, put all the bodies in cold storage and prep the cells for further use. We may have more captives to work on shortly.”
Grey knight strike cruiser – Fist of titan

Grand master Tarn shot up from the mortuary slab and coughed violently as his senses returned. The emergency teleport function of his armour had kicked in and he sighed as he views the other seven slabs each with a grey knight warrior lying dead upon them. 

Rising from the slab Tarn pauses to catch his breath as his apothecary walks into the room.

“Back amongst the land of the living again Grand master.” The Apothecary states as he primes the narthecium for its pending task. “The others were not as lucky.” 

“I don’t know what to say brother.” Tarn states as his balance returns. 

“Say nothing then Tarn. You have the perpetual gene in your blood and will continue to live to fight another day.” The apothecary states as he finishes the removal of the armour from the first dead grey knight. “Brother Haalar, cause of death exsanguination. An item drew all the blood from his body upon the moment of his death.” 
The crunch was the next sound Tarn could hear as the apothecary removed the glands from the dead warrior. He then checked the geneseed with his arm mounted device. “Purity intact. Proceeding with remaining extractions.” 

“Where are we?” Tarn asks. 

“In the warp, Grand Master. Heading back to the inquisitorial fortress at Kresh. Mirum Ostentum has been declared lost.”

“So, we are running?” 

“This ship is not built for low orbital retrieval. Saving the geneseed was deemed as the priority. Please head to the bridge when you are prepared for a debriefing.” 
Pallar anders mountain range – just above cloud cover

“Ten minutes to strike zone.” The daemon controlling phoenix ember shuddered as the vox lit up indicating the distance to the target location. The chaos ground based relays sent a second ping. “Enemy on intercept course” 

Lascannons and missiles launched forwards from the cloud downing two heldrakes. 

A furious exchange of fire at close range destroyed an imperial thunderbolt, rounds impacted on the hull of phoenix ember it snarled in pain as it blasted away from the interception forces. 

The aerial brawl continued as the Xiphon landed a good hit before landing in the sights of all three imperial flyers and it was taken down. Another heldrake was blown apart as it tore strips from the imperial storm eagle. This had allowed the fire raptor to get behind the imperial craft. 
Fire erupted from the fire raptor ripping through the armour of the vendetta before giving chase. The guns of the fire raptor glowed red hot as it continued to pour fire into the imperial aircraft eventually sending both burning towards the ground below. 

“This is fire raptor Z3. Enemy targets eliminated. Heading to target location.” The pilot voxed 

“And our forces.”

“Four down. The marauder made it to the target zone. Enemy thunderbolt, nefilim, storm eagle and vendetta destruction confirmed. Three heldrakes and our Xiphon were lost to enemy fire.” 

“Proceed to the target site. Fire at will on arrival.” 

“Acknowledged” The pilot replies. He glanced at the ammunition counters for the aircrafts weapons and noted he still had more than 50% of the reserves remaining. He activated the internal vox. “Brothers when on site we are weapons free. Shoot anything that moves.” 

“You don’t need to tell us twice.”

“Weapon temperature reached critical cooling in progress.” 

“Targets in 5 make ready” The pilot stated as he brought the aircraft round and accelerated towards the battle.  

Evacuation site 

“Enemy targets incoming Captain”
“Specifics?” Kraken asks. 

“Our outlying listening posts have just gone dark. They will be on us in minutes.”

As if to aid the auspex operator the thick unnatural fog that heralded the arrival of the forces of chaos covered the area pooling between the neighbouring mountain peaks. Kraken caught sight of a glowing set of eyes a moment before the fog dropped away, blowing through the imperial lines and disrupting them. 

“All forces.” Kraken states now looking up at the chaos reaver titan that was amidst the chaos lines. “Fight to the last. The emperor protects.”

Orbit – Caladaris nova - bridge
Galrauch was stirred from his reverie by the sensors detecting movement. A warp ripple deposited a full armed and active ramelies star fortress a reasonable distance from the planet. An imperial fleet was a short distance behind powering towards the world. 

“All ships bring all systems online.” Galrauch stated into the inter ship vox grid. “We have company.”
“Our ground forces have requested orbital bombardments and are sending coordinates.” One of the other ship captains replies. 

“We shall leave the Consilia in low orbit to act on the coordinates.” Galrauch Snarls. “A decisive strike on the fortress will secure our hold over this system.”
“As you wish lord.” 

Regrinus – bridge

“Sword brethren Jamal.” One of the chapter serfs states. 

“Speak” Jamal replies. 

“No contact from any of the forces we deployed to the surface.” 

“Do not worry about that.” Jamal states. “The chaos jamming signals could be interfering we should move in closer and see what we can do.”
Helix Tagmata #17ZIP0D3W5

Magos Drak sighed as the tactical situation was projected into his cortex. Loading the nova cannon was a simple task and with a thought he used it to strike one of his foes. 

#Direct hit# 

#Damage to enemy vessel minimal# 

#Enemy fleet will be in engagement range in three minutes#

#Omnisha preserve us#

Imperatoris – bridge. 

Admiral Lucas sighed as he gained full results on the chaos fleets disposition. “Their tonnage far exceeds our own.”

“Sir we have launched fighters as ordered. Five carriers identified as part of the chaos fleet.”
“Good.”

Mirum ostentum.
The forces of chaos had gotten closer than normal as the unnatural fog had been thicker than ever before. The sky flashed with a myriad of colours as the warp raged. Daemons and daemon engines stalked forwards. The Men of the gallian 7th held the line alongside the unshakable dark angels. The enemies first orbital strike slammed into the defensive line but did little damage. 

“A ranging shot.” Master Rael states as Cavros thawne looked over the map of the defences. 

“We need to hold out until your vessel can start evacuation procedures.” 

“Indeed.” The dark angel replied as his personal watcher in the dark hovered nearby holding a relic of the chapter. “Master Ganon will strike once he is in range and Captain Kraken has the storm hawks ready to counter attack. Blood eagle has held back his assault elements and will join the battle when the time is right. We can hold long enough to evacuate.”
“I pray you are correct Rael.” 

“The emperor protects Cavros”

Morrs penna had the dubious honour of being in the first wave. Lord Vulcan himself was going to drop in from an airborne stormbird. The enemies front line melted away as the first assault element crashed into them. Epsilon cycled its weapons and opened fire. Blowing a squadron of sentinels apart while taking out two leman ruses and a hellhound. 

A lord of khorne charged forwards on his juggernaut smashing through some guardsmen before he was gunned down. A pair of greater brass scorpions made little impact on the enemy’s front line that held. A dimensional key flashed as it was activated bathing the area in more of the warps energies. 

The Ordinatus powered up its energy spiking as the imperial forces returned fire. One of the scorpions was struck reducing it to a limp. Massed fire killed off a daemon prince of khorne before the vultarax removed the threat of the enemies deredeo. 

The sonic blast emitted by the ordinatus surged forwards shaking morrs penna before blasting some chaos space marines from their feet and affecting 5 vehicles before striking two baneblades and then being absorbed by one of the void shields of the reaver titan. The glaive joined it moments later cutting through the enemy before striking the enemy knight castigator and shaking the war machine. 
Magos Driel nodded before ordering the weapon to charge up once more. The tone of the plasma reactor shifted as the engine recharged. 

“We only need to delay the enemy.” Driel shouts. “Maintain firing to keep the enemy pinned.”

Orbit

Explosions blossomed as the chaos forces found their range and ate through three of the storm hawk escorts before landing a direct hit on the bridge of the hurricane’s wrath. 

The return fire from the imperial fleet blows a chaos escort apart and pummels the unbroken chain. 

The Undaunted warrior – Bridge

“We strike now.” Master Ganon states and upon his command the ship flies from the nebula. As it powers up its weapons the chaos cruiser in low orbit falls into its fire arc. 

“Silence them.” Ganon states. Lance turrets reposition before being fired. The fire impacts on and tears through the rear portion of the chaos vessel leaving it perilously close to destruction. 

“Target has suffered heavy damage. Pieces of the foe are falling groundwards. A flash was emitted from the chaos ships weapon batteries as it continued to fire. “Target is still bombarding the planet below.”
“Swing in close and start evacuation procedures. Destroy that ship once it comes back into view. Use the torpedoes.” 

“Sir.” The captain of the ship replies. 

“Focus on the evacuation there is still something we need down there. All deathwing to the teleportarium.”

Caladaris nova - bridge. 

“Galrauch, an enemy has appeared from the nebula. The consilia bleeds.”

“Inform the Claw to turn back to aid those idiots.” Galrauch replies. “all ships are to retain ordinance until the enemy fighter screen has been bypassed.”

He had highlighted the pressing targets and smiled to himself as the blood angels strike cruiser detonated hurting both the battle barge, ark mechanicus and escorts stations around it. 

“Keep up the attack.” Galrauch roars. “We have them on the ropes. 

Mirum ostentum 
Mkan’Ik’Drig followed Morrs penna as the chaos army surged into the gap in the imperial lines. Through their psychic might and a timely orbital bombardment they wrecked two imperial tanks. 

His knight was hurting from a multitude of small wounds and the enemy engine stood just out of his reach. Knight aspirant Golg did not see the searing beam from the reaver titan’s laser blaster as it tore his knight armour apart in a multi-hued explosion. The same explosion destroyed a blood angels baal predator and a storm hawks dreadnought. 

The forces of chaos didn’t have it all their way yet again the greater brass scorpion failed to destroy its target and a daemon prince of slaanesh was pulled down by a pair of castellax leaving Anslem to strike ineffectually at their carapaces. 

Magos Vhelm had lost the myrmidons that had been tasked with aiding her as the daemon charged towards her. Her mechanicum protectiva kept her from suffering more than a glancing blow and she struck back inflicting two good hits on her foe. A dark angels tank detonated nearby as the greater brass scorpion continued its rampage. 
“Adjusting firing solution.” Chimed the ordinatus operators. The machine shifted aiming its cannon further into the enemy army. The storm hawk long fangs pulled back as the machine fired and a daemon was blown apart by the sonic wave as it spread outwards throwing enemies aside as it continued downrange. 
Magos Driel and Helic had managed to repair the damage caused to the storm hawks relic predator. Its beam lancing downrange and finishing off the enemies hellhammer. Driel sent a coded message to the priests manning the ordinatus to continue firing. 

Master Rael stood opposite Cavros Thawne looking at the map of the area. 

“the undaunted warrior will be in orbit shortly. We will then be able to conduct evacuation procedures.” Rael states. 
“Any further intel from the long-range scanners?” 

“Enemy marauder destroyer will arrive in four minutes. The aquila lander in ten.” 

“Damn. We need to hold them.” 

“We shall Cavros. The area has been mapped and Master Ganon is ready to intercept with the deathwing.” 

Commissar Geld Fired his bolt pistol at the enemy daemon as the scions and surrounding forces combined their fire to destroy a unit of possessed. The hit caused a roar of rage to spew from the enemy as the ordinatus’s beam flashed past shattering the vorax the daemon had been fighting. 

Knowing his duty Geld drew his power sword and charged. The enemies whip missed but he was caught by the sweep of his foes axe. This shorted out his rosarius and beheaded him. 

The blood thirster turned and stomped towards the scions looking for more skulls.

Magos Vhelm took another hit as her mechanicum protectiva failed for the briefest moment. The daemon prince she was fighting was also now heavily wounded. She knew the next hit would decide the victor. 
The drop sentinel of the gallian 7th dropped near to the enemy war machine and the pilot opened fire. The searing beam of the multi melta tore through the greater brass scorpion which was sucked back into the warp as it died leaving an after image of the roiling horror of that place on the pilot’s retina. Looking away he scanned for another target as Magos Anubis moved to aid the scion command squad. 
Sacra canis – bridge. 

Captain Thaine was proud of his old ship. Within the next year he was due to hand it over to its next captain. The Century dog was named since aging captains were given their final century of service aboard. 
As the chaos cruiser came into range he yelled “FIRE” into the ship command vox. He was pleased when the barrage reduced the enemy ship to a drifting hulk of twisted metal. 

“Good shooting.” The captain yelled as he took out one of his last cigars. “they said these would kill me. Well bring it on universe.” 

“Incoming enemy fire!” 

The captain nearly dropped his cigar as the chaos fleet unloaded into the Hurricanes wrath and ark mechanicus. Blowing the mechanicus ship apart in a violent explosion. The captain noticed the black templar strike cruiser heading towards the planet. 

“Well old girl.” The captain says petting the arm of his chair. “It time for our final song.” 

Mirum Ostentum

Mkan’Ik’Drig felt his physical form shift and displace as his warp tether held him in the material plain. As he re-entered the battlesite he caught sight of the chaos marauder destroyer taking hits as it soared into the area. He moved forwards behind a pair of ferrum infernus dreadnoughts as the chaos terminator warrior’s deep striked down into the battlefield. 

A telekine dome was erected as Morngule healed Mkan’s wounds with his powers. 

Fire lances from the chaos lines and starts to rip through the surviving vehicles. Destroying a chimera, a typhon, a razorback and a land raider redeemer. 

Choas Lord of Nurgle Vetul had deep striked onto the enemy stronghold and was the first to set foot on there. Charging forwards into a group of blood angels his axe clashed with one of his foes as Typhas scythed through a basilisk crew. 

“Traitor” The blood angel captain spat at him as the two broke the clash of power axes and Vetul shrugged off the attacks from the other blood angels. 

“Actions speak louder than words Blood angel. Only one of us is walking away from this and that shall be me.” Vetul stated as he chuckled at the blood angels’ confidence. 

Three more quick strikes led to further parries and his armour resisting the weapons of the blood angel captain’s allies. “this will be fun” Vetul adds. 

Captain Agra was now in his element. The blood angels surrounded him as he fought and he gutted three of them while his armour kept him protected. Combat was indeed glorious. 

Magos Anubis noted with disdain as the storm hawks’ conversion beamer predator disappeared from his readouts. His attention turned to the charging blood thirster that ripped apart the last scion and faced him down. Anubis struck out with his paragon blade using his jet pack to add power to the blow, he decapitated the daemon with a single strike. 

Magos Vhelm knew this was the end. Her mechanicum protectiva had redlined and the next hit would finish her. The daemon princes’ mace smashed into her power axe as she held it in a defensive stance. The impact shattered its haft with the force also knocking her to the ground. The daemon prince reached down and picked her up by the neck. He held her off the ground as she kicked and tried to free herself. 
Having amused himself he snapped her neck with a twist of his wrist. Dropping her to the ground he slammed his black mace down into her chest and then tore her half mechanical heart from her body. Throwing the useless organ aside the daemon prince strode onwards as Vhelm’s life support systems failed. 

Cavros Thawne shook his head as More icons faded from the tactical map and more red icons replaced them. 

“This cannot stand” 

Multiple friendly signals appeared as the Dark angels Deathwing teleported into the area. “It will not. Master Ganon is conducting a strike this should buy us some time.” Rael adds. 

“Extractions are underway” Another man shouts. “Dark angel thunderhawks are already collecting troops.” 

Cavros looks back at the tactical map. The enemies’ marauder destroyer is brought down, as well as three enemy helbrutes, a skull cannon and a unit of nurgle troops. 

“Master Ganon, we have them.” Came over the vox. 

Ganon smiled within his armour. He then switched to another vox channel. “Cavros, we have thinned the enemy ranks but are having issues with our teleportation nexus.” An enemy baneblade exploded as he was speaking. “We will be unable to remain here for much longer, the auto recall on our suits has already been tripped.” 

“Ganon! Do not abandon the fight!” Cavros snarls over the vox. 

“Sorry commander but we cannot override the auto recall.” Ganon replies. “I will support you as much as I can from orbit.” 

Low Orbit

The undaunted warrior swung round in low orbit and brought the Consilia into view. 

“Fire!” yelled the serf captain. Torpedoes responded to his yell striking true and gutting the chaos vessel. 

“Enemy’s dead in the water captain.” 

“Incoming fire!” yells another member of the bridge crew. The shields flicker and die as a single shot manages to penetrate some of the ships frontal armour. 

“hull breach in sections 6 through 12” 

“seal bulkheads and identify aggressor.” 

“Shots originated from the Caladaris claw.” 

“Use the planet and try to outrun that ship. It is known to be sluggish but packs a massive amount of weaponry.”

 Captain Thaine punched the air as he scored another kill this time reducing the Caladaris thunder to a burning hulk. 

“Score another for us”
An explosion interrupts his thoughts. “the Imperitoris is gone captain.” 

“Situation report.” 

“We have an enemy grand cruiser close and an enemy ship in broadside position.”

“It was an honour serving with you all.”
Warning lights flashed and consoles disintegrated as the enemy fire tore through the Sacra Canis.  The captain held a salute as the bridge was engulfed in fire. 
A klaxon sounds bringing all hands to full alertness as the chaos fleet opened fire on the star fortress. Time was running out. 

Mirum Ostentum

Chaos stormbirds flew over the battlefield at high altitude and as they did units of raptors and those with jump packs accompanied Lord Vulcan and his Elite cadre into battle. 
Upon landing Lord Vulcan loaded his daemon shell and fired destroying an enemy Fellblade as a bombardment of smoke cut off his forces from the stronghold. The Master of lies channelled his powers to make it so that they could only been seen if they were the closest target to the enemy.

Vetul Lord of Nurgle continued to duel with his opponent. As a blast destroyed his foes backup he chuckled. 

“Just you and me now whelp” he states as their power axes continued to clash. 

“You will fall scum.” Captain Kron replies

Magos Driel watched as the enemy attempted to hurt the ordinatus before he picked one off with his weapons. 

In the near distance Magos Anubis clashed with a group of chaos terminators as Niils focused on the enemy raptors. 
Lord Typhas charges in against a unit of blood angels and cuts through them sending the survivor running. He chuckles a moment before his armour crushes him when the storm hawk centurions open fire on him. 
Captain Agra fell to his knees before collapsing as Captain Cobalt beats him down with his power claw. The two blood angels that remained then headed towards Anslem as the possessed warrior downed the last castellax. 

Cavros Thawne slammed his fists down on the tactical map as the Deathwing icons vanished. “Damn them.” 

“You heard Master Ganon, the warp activity on this world has made teleportation unstable so the automatic recall system had engaged. They have aided as much as they can.” Master Rael states. 

“It is not right we need support here.” 

“We have arrived Cavros” Blood eagle states over the vox. “We will do what we can. Expedite the evacuation.” 
Cavros turns back to the tactical map as the blood angels appear. 

Blood eagle landed and immediately identified a keeper of secrets as his target. One of his assault squads disabled an enemy sicaran venator as he led the charge. The daemon was swift and caused some minor wounds before they banished him. 
Skull Shatterer raged as the death company crashed into his chosen. Chaplian Astarath squared up to him as he bellowed a challenge. Weapons flashed as the death company spent themselves, Astarath himself taking heavy damage before he put Skullshatterer down. He stood alone and wounded after a demolisher canon shell destroyed the death company in their moment of victory.  

“Weaklings” Valnir states as he cuts down the blood angels that had the affront to challenge his superiority. The last handful to their credit did not run and he chuckled. The blood burned from his daemon blade as he moved in for the kill. 

“Spread out!” chaplain Darkblade yelled as the death company massacred the enemy plague marines. The enemy titan loomed through the murk.

The Dark angels thunderhawk gunships swept through the air grabbing Helic, A storm hawks log fang squad, a dark angels predator destructor and a praetor armoured assault launcher tank before accelerating skywards back towards the undaunted warrior. 

“It won’t be enough” Cavros states as he reviews the tactical map. More friendly icons were disappearing as the forces of chaos continued their attack. 

“Where are the other enemy forces?” he shouts 
“Our gunships have spotted both the alpha legion and emperors children moving in from the secondary approach to this facility. We have thirty minutes until we are trapped.” 

“Rael!” 

“The gunships are focused on evacuation operations. We cannot risk them on an attack against a foe we know nothing about.” Rael states. 

“Fear not” The Vox chimes. “We will counter attack to give you the time you need.” 

“Captain Kraken?” 

“We are three minutes out we will buy you the time you need.” 

The Sacra Canis exploded as its plasma drives went critical giving a final send off to the crew that had manned the vessel. 

The Caladaris claw had the remaining imperial escorts chasing behind it as it closed in on the undaunted warrior and opened fire. The barrage caused minor damage as the shields absorbed most of the fire directed at the dark angels’ vessel. 

Dreadclaws emerged from the Caladaris claw and within moments the escorts had been boarded and wrecked. 

Galrauch was overseeing the attack on the fortress personally. One quadrant had been obliterated while two more had suffered damage. The killing blow wound come soon. 
Mirum Ostentum

Lord Vulcan listened to the master of lies as he used his link to their stormbird to relay the progress of the assault. As per his battleplan the Alpha legion and Emperors Children were moving towards the only escape route the enemy could have on the ground. He could see his forces moving to engage the blood angels as he turned his attention back to the stronghold. 
“Come we have work to do.” He states as his cadre follow him. Vincent Murgle flies overhead into the stronghold as they continue to push the attack. 

Hurricane fought to keep the Greater brass scorpion off balance as the great machine bore down on him. He could sense the deaths of those around him as a chaos decimator daemon engine and possessed charged past killing as they went. 

Magos Driel shoots down the last Mutilator as multiple warnings flash up on his HUD. “Drive towards the enemy, do it now the reactor is going critical” He yells to the crew of the Ordinatus. 

The great engine charged forwards on his command. 

Vetul sighed as he looked at his foe. The explosion had claimed his kill. Turning he charges towards another enemy. This new foe raises his plasma pistol and fires. The shot breaches Vetuls armour and reduces him to a puddle of festering matter that splashes forwards landing short of the one who killed him. 

Captain Sauro checked the charge in his pistol before looking for another target. 

Exhalted sorcerer Bale charged the lumbering centurions and cut though one of their number with his enhanced strength. New energies flowed into him as the gods bestowed him with the ultimate gift. The newly formed Daemon prince roared his pleasure at the gifts bestowed upon him before turning his gaze back to the centurion whom he was battling. 

Blood eagle and his squad were struggling, two of their foes had been wounded and were dispatched easily but the third another keeper of secrets seemed to be avoiding all their attacks as if he was fractionally ahead of them in time. 

Morrs Penna casually swatted a handful of blood angels with his staff as Vincent Murgle destroyed the scorpious whirlwind. His foes to their credit did not run and he laughed as he took another swing at them. 

The arrival of the storm hawks into the battle was sudden and calculated. One unit targeted and took out an enemy forgefiend, another took the fight to the enemy directly pulling down a lord and a unit of chaos space marines, a terminator squad and spartan engaged a unit of slaaneshi chosen killing them and their lord for a few casualties in return. 
On the stronghold, two units of storm hawks and the repressed charged in against Vincent murgle, heavily wounding him in return for the lives of four of their number.
A single blood claw unit charged into the clone of Konrad curse and with the words of their wolf priest resonating with their reckless abandon they smashed the cloned primarch to the ground ending him before he could bring his abilities to bear. 

For the blood angels’ things were direr. Astarath was ripped apart by Sinsinger, the last of the death company were felled while blood eagle and his unit were still unable to even hit their foe. 

Magos Driel noted all of this as he and the storm hawks’ dreadnought Kisen were evacuated. His calculations were not pleasant reading as they state that within 15 minutes the stronghold would be overrun. 

Cavros Thawne led his staff out onto the battlements as the tactical map was making his blood boil. 

On Rael’s suggestion, he had started to move towards extraction. The Dark angel held his position nearby with his relic that was projecting an energy shield that he had stated would protect them from harm yet Cavros was unconvinced.
Low Orbit 

The serf captain continued to steer the undaunted warrior around the planet. So far, they had been lucky in that the caladaris claw had yet to land a solid hit on them. He was not about to push his luck and moved to try and get the planet between them and their aggressor. 

The long-range sensors were reporting that the fortress was struggling as the caladaris nova unleashed a barrage at near point-blank range briefly overloading the sensors with its intensity. 

“The fortress is not going to hold much longer.” The sensor operator states. 

The serf captain looked over the display showing the makeup of the chaos fleet. “Once the fortress falls we will have to get out of here. We may be able to outrun the caladaris claw but we cannot outrun a whole fleet.” 

He activates the vox unit. “Sword Brethren Jamal”

“Yes!” the black templar barks. 

“Maintain the extraction process for as long as you can. On my signal pull everything back and head for the warp jump point.” 

“You cowardly dog. We can fight them.” 

“Negative. The enemy fleet still has seven active cruisers, one grand cruiser, two escorts and four battleships.” The serf captain states. “If the enemy reacts to our presence we are done for.” 

Jamal snarls before closing the link. 

More fire from the claw glances off the rear facing shields of the undaunted warrior as it continues to focus on extraction. 

Mirum Ostentum

The forces of chaos scattered as the Ordinatus detonated. Two of Lord Vulcan’s cadre are sucked into the warp as the machine’s containment fails. Six heartstone conven thousand sons, three exhalted sorcerers, Lord Abaddos, Lord Anslem, two blood angels, ten secutarri, seven storm hawk sternguard and finally one of the bunkers of the stronghold collapses due to the explosion opening the way by disabling the energy gates.

In the aftermath and with the veil between realities thinner Oorlog stepped out onto the Stronghold and roared his approval. “Foes to slay, blood for the blood god!”

“Tighten the noose and end this” Lord Vulcan states into his vox system.

In response to his order Kiaros fateweaver blasts a dark angels’ librarian to ash. A demolisher cannon shell from the chaos baneblade blows all but three of the storm hawk terminators apart. The enemy spartan is rocked as the reaver titan epsilon turns its attention to it. The few blood angels not already fighting in close combat are gunned down where they stand. 

Ruina Herena was an old knight armour and it now drew upon the ability of its current fleshy battery as it gunned down then charged in and finished off a full squad of storm hawk skayclaws before they could strike back. The fleshy battery moaned as it turned towards another target. 
From its height, it could see Lord Kthelcor and his unit tear through the second storm hawk squad. It noticed a unit winning against the deathshroud and it moved towards them as they got behind one of the forgefiends. Perhaps a suitable opponent could be found. 

Chakai easily eliminated the last surviving sternguard. The explosion of the ordinatus had blown seven of them apart and the last three had been childs play. He then moved towards the landing pad looking for more victims. His second sight altered him to a defiler charging in to help the keeper of secrets with the blood angel commander. The energy released as the Storm Hawks dreadnought hurricane defeated a greater brass scorpion of Khorne, the deaths of the blood angel tactical squads to mortarion and Morrs penna.  Finally, the cry of anger as Vincent Murgle was banished by the attacks of the storm hawks. 
Chakai smiled as he moved towards the landing pad. 
Captain Kraken raised his hammer and pointed at Bale. “That dies now.” He states as he leads his terminators squad in. As he leads his troops on the charge a pair of flashes put an end to a chaos helbrute and the sorcerer Mourngule as the Spartan opens fire. 

Gunfire from the storm hawks on the landing pad banish a daemon prince of tzeentch. Blood eagle and his unit are slowly being torn apart by the defiler and keeper of secrets but no imperial troops could be spared to try and rescue him. 

Kraken and his unit slam into Bale who fails to harm them before he is beaten to the ground and banished by a thunderous blow from Kraken himself. 

“Form up.” Protect our allies as best you can. As Kraken spoke missile impacts from the enemy titan slammed into the stronghold blowing some of Cavros Thawne’s unit apart including his atropath and Dark angels master Rael. 

A trio of dark angels thunderhawks fly overhead having extracted the storm hawk 5th companies tactical squad, the infamy rhino, the storm hawks 4th company wolf guard, a land raider crusader, the 4th companies 4th blood claw squad and a vulture gunship that met with a thunderhawk transporter mid-air and was taken skywards.  

“To all imperial forces on the ground. We have 6 minutes until extractions will become impossible.” 

“Master Ganon” Kraken replies. 

“Do not waste time. I have finished fuelling a stormbird. When I am on site we will need to load up quickly and be gone. All thunderhawks have been recalled as they will not survive.”

“Survive what?” 

“The Caladaris claw.” 

“Acknowledged. The emperor protects.” 

Orbit

The Telum Fortmintis had been laid down four thousand years previous in the ship yards of hydrafur. The chaos fleet had torn it apart as if it was nothing. All the surviving fighters swarmed round the last surviving quadrant as the chaos fleet made their final approach. 

Galrauch watched with interest as the ramlies starfort was reduced to a floating ball of scrap. He turned his attention back towards the planet. 

“All ships. There is still meat on the bone.” He snarled. 
As one the entire fleet began to turn back towards the planet. 

Sword Brethren Jamal was about to give the order to engage the enemy vessel when it unleashed its weapons in the direction of his strike cruiser. 

The barrage did horrendous damage to the structure of the vessel as the Claw unloaded its lance batteries ignoring the strike cruisers hardened armour. 

“Jamal. Get out of there now. The enemy fleet is turning. We have a window that will slam shut if we do not move now.” The dark angels chapter serf states over the vox. 

“Do not squander the lives you have saved by fighting a battle you cannot win.”

Jamal slumped into the command throne. “Head for the warp point. Wring every ounce of speed you can from this ship.”

Mirum Ostentum

Lord Vulcan leads his forces forwards. Morrs penna, his cadre, mortarion and Lord Scison followed his lead. Five storm hawk terminator wolf guard stood between him and his targets. 
Gun fire spears overhead as the alpha legion fire raptor opens fire on the imperial guard command squad. Wrecking a rhino as its ball turrets find another target. An instant later one of the automated lascannons on the stronghold blew the machine apart with a lucky strike. 

Lord Vulcan leads the charge into the storm hawk terminators before they are torn apart through a combination of his attacks, those of his cadre and the aid of Morrs Penna. Lord Scison takes down a smaller unit as Vulcans vox chimes. 

“We will be in the combat area in two minutes.” Susurri rasps over the device. 

“Kill anything imperial.” Vulcan replies. 

Blood eagle could only snarl as the defiler and keep of secrets ripped apart the last of his honour guard, his sanguinary priest still stood with him as he managed to strike the keeper of secrets as it struck at him. Another icon goes dark on his HUD as the knight armour Ruina Herena finished off the last survivor of his second assault squad. His HUD also showed the storm hawk spartan going dark.

Sterk laughed as the enemy sorcerer charged him with his steed. A swift strike to the enemies’ head as his mount held his foe in place put paid to any hope that Aldimeir may have had. He was drawn back as the last possessed downed his remaining ally. Hurricane moved in to try and intervene but Sterk was unable to stop the enemy from leaping onto his back and stabbing through his armour. 

Hurricane grabbed the possessed marine a moment later and crushed him to paste. Sterk fell from his mount which turned and keened a cry of anguish as it saw him fall. Hurricane caught Sterk before he could hit the ground. 

“Stay with us. Help is coming” Hurricane stated. 

The warhound titan Left 4 Dead walked onto the landing pad. IT fired upon the enemy but could not land a telling blow. Around its feet Chakai tore through a storm hawk squad as Lord Corneluis used his chainfist to disable a storm hawks’ rhino. 
The mechanicum lander moved down to ferry the god machine to orbit. 
Blood eagle did not see the final strike as the keeper of secrets killed his priest before it snatched him from the air and crushed his jump pack in its claws. It then drove its sword through his back before smashing him to the ground then stomping on him to be able to pull the sword free. 

The greater daemon roared to the gods of its victory. 

Kraken stood with his fellow storm hawk leaders and stared down the enemy. Lord Vulcan Bloodfang returned his stare. A crunch indicating the death of Lord Scison was followed by the dreadnought Kos moving up behind the line of storm hawk warriors. Morrs penna and Mortarion lurked nearby as Cavros Thawne made it to the aquila lander. 

“We are at a stalemate then.” Lord Vulcan states. 

“It would appear so” Kraken replies tightening the grip on his hammer. His rune priest touched his arm and shook his head. 

“If you choose this path we will all die.” He states. 

Vulcan smiles as a thunderous roar can be heard from overhead. A vast aircraft painted jet black moved through the cloud cover and gathered Hurricane and the heavily wounded Sterk before moving towards the landing pad. 

Vulcan nods and his troops lower their weapons and step back. “Consider this a gift. You fought well and as your reward you may leave.” 

The wolf priest scuttled forwards and grabbed the unconscious form of Wolf Lord Sauron before the dark angel Stormbird flew in low and landed on the pad. The storm hawks ran onboard. 
Lord Vulcan watched as the vast aircraft accelerated skywards some anti air fire clipping its void shields but failing to do any further damage. 

“Was that wise?” Morrs Penna asks. 

“They have a role to play in our futures.” Vulcan drew back his scythe, a member of his cadre poured a vail of blood onto it before Vulcan took a swing. A tear in reality appeared before two figures walked from it. 

The master of lies let his barrier fall. “Took you long enough” 

“Spare me the trivial details. My pact with the warp keeps you alive.” Vulcan states. 

“You did not answer my question” Morrs states. 

“If he had attacked they would all now be dead.” Vulcan states. “By allowing them to live and leave” 

He was interrupted by the reaver titan epsilon destroying the automated weapons on the stronghold. 

“They can play their part in the long game.” 

Undaunted warrior

Master Ganon strode down from the cockpit of the stormbird and walked out onto the landing deck. The surviving storm hawks and Cavros Thawne stood surrounded by his deathwing. 

“I have a few rules to lay down before I allow you to leave this part of my vessel.” Ganon states. “The word of the Deathwing is law you will follow it or you will be placed into the brig. Deck 137 is off limits to all of you. That is all.” 

“Ganon!” Cavros Thawne snarls. “You abandoned us during the final battle.” 

“No, I did not” A chapter serf hands Cavros a dataslate. The image on it showed the massive fluctuations in the reliability of the teleportation systems of the ship. “The auto recall was initiated and we were teleported back here. I then got this old bird ready to aid in the final evacuation.” 
Ganon then walked off as Kraken looked at the data. “He is speaking the truth of this data. The deathwing use teleport homers in their armour and if the signal fluctuates too much they will be returned to their ship” 

“It is still too convenient.” Cavros states. 

“Keep your thoughts to yourself. We cannot accuse them of anything” Magos Driel state snatching up the slate and reviewing the data himself. He draws a small cube from within his robes and places it into a slot on the dataslate. 

“yes” A voice drones from the cube.

“Vhelm. I know you detested my acquisition of these personality cubes they have proven useful as you still exist without your body.” 

“Get to the point Driel”

“Scan this data for me.” 

“One anomaly detected. An outside source began to interfere with the teleportation signal. It originated from Mirun ostentum but the location is unknown.” 

“Thank you” Driel takes the cube from the slate and places it back inside his robes. “Enemy action.” 

“Very well.” Cavros Thawne states. 

The undaunted warrior and Regrinus accelerated away from the lost world, easily outpacing the Caladaris claw that would have been upon them moments later. As it turned out the ground forces had struggled to survive long enough to be extracted and so the ships fled into the warp. 
Pallar anders mountain range – evacuation site – 1 hour later

Primus medicae Vetus strolled through the aftermath of the carnage collecting the glands from the fallen warriors. He was not picky about where the glands came from. His fellow apothecaries were doing likewise picking through the dead for what they could still offer. 

Warriors and quartermasters picked weapons and trophies from corpses as the apothecaries worked. Vetus turned over a dead blood angel. The wings of the warriors’ backpack had been shattered and his armour cracked but the warrior according to his sensors still lived. Vetus removed the warriors’ weapons and disabled his power armour before chuckling. 

“We have a live one.” He states, “Flense is going to have a field day with you.” 

A unit of terminators walks over to Vetus and on his command, they take the prisoner away. 

Susurri and Solomon gyre stood on the landing pad as Vulcan and Morrs approached. 

“Did any try to flee by land?” 

“Negative” Susurri states. 

“You denied us the chance for battle” Solomon snaps. Before he can say anything further,  Vulcan had grabbed him round the throat and held him dangling off the ground. 

“You were simply too slow. Had you been faster you would have had your chance.” Vulcan drops Solomon onto the ground. “Do not question me again.” 

Solomon leapt up and took a swing at Vulcan with his paragon blade. Vulcan turns parrying the blade with his scythe while punching Solomon in the head with his lightning claw. “Do that again and I will not make a fist with my lightning claw.” 

Solomon suitable chastised retreats a few paces back before staring at the ground. 

“We will refresh our losses and fortify this world for our purposes.” Vulcan states. “Valnir, Baron dark.”

The two champions strode forwards. Baron bowed while Valnir nodded. “Yes Lord” Valnir asks. 

“Build me a fortress. I leave the details to you.” Vulcan then turns to Chakai. “Casualties?”

“Captain Agra, Lord Skulshatterer, Lord Anslem, Khadhar Deathsword, Chaos eagle and Aldimeir the cunning survived but they will need time and the attentions of our healers to recover.” Chakai states “We lost the clone of Konrad curse, Lord scison, dark apostle Sniv, Ahirmire, Abaddos, Ahirmas, Ahirmon, Chakon, mourngule, Lieutenant siren, Lord Dantos, sorcerer Bander, Lord Vetul, Typhas and Khar Egrim.”
“Care for those who are wounded. Replace the dead with the most suitable candidate” Vulcan states. “Hold contests for the position if the chosen are unhappy.” 
“As for our daemonic brethren.” Chakai states calmly. “Kain, Oorlog, Bale, Vincent Murgle, Akron, Quetzalcoatl, The dark lord, Heartrender, Reaver and Siilica are still intact after their banishment. We can summon them back into the material world whenever we require their aid.” 

“Good. You are dismissed.” Vulcan states as he walks to the front of the landing pad and takes in the scene before him. Fires still raged as his forces scoured the battlefield for anything they could use. He then turned his attention to the flags that now flew above the stronghold. This proclaimed victory for the tapestry of evil and their allies. 
Report on the loss of Mirum Ostentum to the enemies of the imperium.

The attack on the world of Mirum Ostentum was brutal and cleverly designed to take advantage of the weakened state of the imperium during the time of the thirteenth black crusade. From the first emergence of the chaos fleet into the space around the planet they expelled us from the planet within 60 hours of conflict. 
We lost 1638 units during our failed defence. But killed 1208 enemy units*. 

I was not present for most of this time as I had been captured by the enemy. This was their first action almost three days before the arrival of their fleet. A doppelganger took my place and weakened the defences considerably in my absence. This first attack was conducted by alpha legion infiltrators. 
Due to the diligence of the Dark angels and the fearlessness of the other forces present on the world I was eventually rescued. This came at great cost as only one hundred and ten imperial warriors were rescued from death. Three additional storm hawks were also rescued but remain in critical condition.

 The enemies next target will most likely be the Kresh cluster as it is the site of this sectors inquisitorial fortress. 

As for Mirum Ostentum I would suggest Exterminatus but due to the enemies’ fleet strength** I would advise against this action. We should reinforce the Kresh Cluster and make ready for the next assault. 

Inquisitor Virgil Ditya

*casualty numbers based on submitted reports and Arch Magos Driel’s analysis.
**attached document provided by Dark Angels Master Ganon, Stills and measurements taken whilst the undaunted warrior was undergoing excavation efforts. 

Kresh - Inquisitorial fortress – Ten days since the fall of Mirum Ostentum. 

Inquisitor Silens put the dataslate down before she stood up. She then beckoned her acolyte over. 

“Yes mistress?” The Acolyte states

“How are our guests doing?” She asks. Looking out of the viewing portal, the undaunted warrior and Regrinus were still docked at the fortress alongside the Fist of titan. 
“The Storm hawks have taken over one of the launch bays and turned it into a recreation area for their training. Captain Kraken has been driving both his survivors, and their reinforcements those Primaris troops we had here to the extreme. A ship has been sent by their chapter, the battle barge Foras Bellan is six days out in the warp.” The Acolyte states. “The few blood angels that survived have been lighting candles in the chapel. They have refused to stop until they have lit a candle for each warrior they have lost. Tradition I suppose. A ship Teardrop ruby, a strike cruiser is inbound to return them to Baal.” 

“Proceed.” 

“Cavros Thawne and the last few survivors of the Cadian 131st and the Gallian 7th have been quarantined to check for corruption. Should they be cleared we shall find a use for them.” The acolyte stats. “Beyond Master Ganon the Dark angels have not left their ship and are conducting the required repairs before they leave.”

“And the others?” 

“Virgil Ditya and his Daemonhost have been quarantined until we can scan them for corruption. From the reports, the Alpha legion had captured him but all tests so far have confirmed it to be him.” 
“Confirmed to be him?”

“We checked to see if he was a cloned specimen left for us to find by the forces of chaos. All tests have been clear so far.” 
“Continue with the observations, keep him quarantined for another 4 days.

“It will be done mistress”

“Driel?”

“The arch magos has already returned to the mechanicum. We did not have the capability to house the Warhound titan here so both it and himself have left on a mechanicum bulk conveyor. They have been gone for 3 hours.” 

“Tarn?” 

“He has requested reinforcements from titan and will remain here under your command until they arrive you are ordo malleus after all.” 

“That will be all, keep me informed if anything changes.” 

Mirum Ostentum – governor’s palace. – Fifteen days since the planet was conquered. 
Lord Vulcan and Susurri stood and watched as Flense calmly placed his offerings in key places of the eight-pointed star that he had first carved and then filled with the blood of nine prisoners. As he placed a still beating heart in the final place and then he reached into his bag and cast a handful of bones into the centre of the carved symbol. 

A viewing portal formed as the ritual focused the power of chaos into the form that Flense wished to use. 

“With this I can see what you see my pawn.” He states. The image flickers before forming a slightly out of focus set of images. “So, they have taken him to the inquisitorial fortress in the Kresh Cluster.” 

Lord Vulcan nods. “this confirms your divinations Nefilim.” 

“That it does.” The sorcerer replied as he floated in through the ruined window on his disk. As usual it was piled high with the books on forbidden knowledge that Nefilim had found whilst searching the palace. 

“I will send out a net for you and see what it dredges up.” Susurri states “We know where it is but the Kresh cluster is still a big place we need to be sure before we can strike.”

“See to it. This world still has hidden secrets for us to uncover. Nefilim let us move elsewhere. Flense post some troops here to monitor your portal.” Lord Vulcan states. “We have another campaign to plan.”
Location unknown - Six hours later. 

Flense tapped the table and looked back at his current guest. Blood Eagle was a hard person to interrogate. Each fresh cut healed within hours and even near death could not loosen his tongue or mind. 

“I will tell you nothing” Blood Eagle spat. 
Flense casts his bones and sighs. “In that you are correct. But the bones tell me you will divulge to another. So today I have brought a guest.” 

The Master of Lies steps into view and looks over the blood angel before planting his staff into the ground before him so that the crystal embedded within was level with his face. No matter how hard he tried Blood Eagle found his gaze drawn to the crystal. 

“Now you are going to tell me everything.” The master of lies states calmly. His voice silken and yet venomous. “You will not break through the methods employed by Flense so more drastic measures are required.” 

“I will not talk.” Blood eagle replies. 

“You do not need to. The crystal of lies is already processing the truths you hold. I will know what you know and you will not be aware of what you have told me.” 

Blood eagle could not fathom what his enemy was talking about as the colours within the crystal shifted and began to flash with images read from his memories. 

“No!” He shouted as more and more images flashed across the crystal. 

“Yes.” Flense replies casting the bones once more. “Once we have all that you can give to us we will give you the reward you are due.” 

“No, you shall not.” Another voice shouts as another warrior walks into view. The armour of the newcomer was off white, one arm was encased in a narthecium while the other tapped on the hilt of a relic sword. Over the marines back six servo arms each equipped with a different medical instrument lay dormant. One shoulder held the faded iconography of the sons of Horus, the other the symbol of the apothecaries. 
“Narco Synthesis.” The Master of Lies states. 

“Indeed, you would do well to recognise your genetic superior.” Narco replies. He was much taller than his fellows and with this came increased strength. “I was promised this specimen by Lord Vulcan. He needs to be alive for my experiments. My initial scans indicate that he is as pure a sample that you can get from the ranks of the blood angels.”

“He will be delivered to you once we are done.” The Master of Lies replies. 

“Deliver him to medical deck 606 on the Caladaris claw. I will be waiting.” 

As Narco walked away Flense cast the bones again. Once he was sure that Narco had gone he turned to the Master of Lies. 

“What did you read” 

“Nothing but death waits in his future” 

�


�





