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			Wolf Trap

			Robbie MacNiven

			Ramilies-class star fort, designate Mjalnar

			The very walls of Mjalnar shuddered and shifted, plasteel plating suddenly as insubstantial as a heat mirage. Through the haze came wyrdlings, their blades and claws reaching for Ragnar and his Space Wolves.

			‘Blackpelts, to me!’ Ragnar roared. Normal forces would have been annihilated by so sudden and horrific an ambush. The Blackpelts, however, were far from normal. Back-to-back they fought, Tor Wolfheart and Alrydd the Bard, Uller Greylock, Hrolf Longspear and Svengril the Younger. With bared fang and wild eye they smote the creatures of Chaos, the warped corridor ringing with Fenrisian steel and crackling disruptor fields, snapping bone and snarled oaths. They were the Young King’s most favoured warriors, chosen as much for their brutal sword-skill as for their combat experience. Against them the lesser daemons of the wyrdrealm, for all their rage, could do little.

			And they were as nothing compared to their lord. Ragnar was a blur of unrestrained, natural-born violence. He’d abandoned the protective knot of the pack, striking out further down the corridor. Normally a Wolf Lord’s personal retinue would have striven to defend their leader, adopting a formation that covered his back and protected his blind spots. But the Blackpelts knew better than to try that when the battle-joy had taken hold of their Young King.

			Ragnar killed. It was simple. It was brutal. It was a terrible thing to watch, something that even his Wolf Guard treated with reverence. He was a blur of perpetual motion, never hesitating, never stopping, not even thinking. It was instinctive, deadly, the result of transhuman genetic engineering and the warrior conditioning of an already martial race, combined with over a century’s bloody battlefield experience. Frostfang, Ragnar’s ancient chainsword, was a blur, a halo of tearing teeth that left a haze of viscera hanging in the air around the lunging, spinning shape of the Wolf Lord. He danced the warrior’s dance, darting death that sawed through limbs and skulls and torsos and sent clutches of nightmares tumbling back to hell together.

			Inquisitor de Mornay was only half aware of him. His plasma pistol was in one fist, venting steam from its coolant valve as he fired down from his palanquin. Sister Marie stood behind the rocking platform, hammering her combi-flamer into the mass of bug-eyed, snapping monsters clawing at them. Her black power armour was pitted and scarred, its holy surface befouled with a sheen of dripping ichor. She was reciting the Thirty-Third Prayer of Revelatory Salvation in low, hard tones as she killed, eyes gleaming with the fires of a warrior given sacred purpose. When the tide rose too high she triggered the flamer, and the corridor was filled with the stench of roasting warpspawn and the dancing light of blazing promethium as it ate hungrily at the shrieking creatures.

			Subconsciously, the inquisitor was regretting not bringing the arco-flagellant, or donning his exo-plate. A part of him had hoped the rumours of Mjalnar’s corruption would prove to be unfounded, and the last thing he’d wanted was VX Nine-Eighteen rampaging through the star fort’s narrow corridors. That was a mistake he wouldn’t make again.

			The daemons screamed with fury, enraged at the fact that their trick had been discovered. Without the intervention of de Mornay they would have driven Ragnar and his packs to the brink of turning, the Wolves’ frustration with the star fort’s seemingly endless, deserted corridors leading to the triumph of the Canis Helix. The Young King would have become the Young Beast.

			And then, as sudden as it had begun, the ambush was over. The last daemons flickered and vanished with fading howls. The walls were whole once more, painted with dripping slime and riddled with bolt-rounds. Ragnar twisted to a stop in a low crouch, Frostfang held upwards, its kraken teeth still revving. The Wolf Lord remained frozen for a second, fangs bared, a single twitch all that was needed to trigger another killing spree. But none came. He stood and deactivated the chainsword, wiping a globule of shorn wyrdmeat from the casing.

			‘I needed that,’ he growled.

			‘We can’t stay here,’ de Mornay said. His plasma pistol whined as it recharged, hot in his gloved grip.

			‘We aren’t going to,’ Ragnar said. ‘Pack, on me.’ He keyed his vox.

			‘Report.’

			‘It’s an ambush, lord!’
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fungus jungles of Midgardia played
host (o the vle servants of Nurgle
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Fenis: No cn
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Frostheim: On snowbound Frostheim,
the great fortress of Morkai's Keep had
fallen 1o a surpris attack by the Alpha
Legion, whose subscquent rital had
plunged the rest of the Fenris system
nto madness.

Svellgard: The wrbulent occan
moon of Svellgard churned with
dacmonic activity. Its voleanic ilands

infested with nightmarish terrors.

‘The Adventurers Return: Swceping
in from beyond their home system's
outer beacons, Logan Grimnar's

moons of the Fenris system, furiously
determined to slaughter the Chaos
forces t0 the las,

As yet, the Great Company of Ragnar

Blackmane had not reached the Fenris

System, but was instead racing through
he Warp to the aid of their brothers,

Harald Deathwolfs Great Company
de straight for Frostheim. They
were determined to deal with whatever

threat had silenced the garrison of
Morkai's Keep and reclaim the fortress
for the Great Woll

With their preponderance of armoured
fighting vehicles and transports, the
Tromvolves were deployed to the

surface of Midgardia. There they
would brave the corrupted jungles and
bring the fight to the o

“To the Firchowlers fell the duty of
recapuuring the mighty netsork
of orbital defences th dotd the
islands of Svellgard. Here the
manocuvrabilty and speed would
count for much.

Lord Recm had climed to be

wait for his arival before launching.
their assault

Possessed ofa cold and terrible wrath
thelike of which cven his Woll Guard
had never seen before, Logan Grimnar
led his Great Company into batle
beneath the surface of Midgardia. He
would purge the caverns of Dacmons.
or dicin the atempt.
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