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			The Unseen was a space hulk, a twisted mass of metal and other, stranger compounds thrown and blended together by the tides of the warp. The Alpha Legion of the Ultima Segmentum found it after it had been spat out again, and, once cleansed of the passengers such journeys left behind, used it as a hidden base. Now, many centuries later, these decks sat quiet. Serene. Peaceful.

			Almost.

			Tulava Dyne moved slowly between rows of oversized metal gurneys. Kazadin Yallamagasa, the biologis diabolicus, had been overambitious when furnishing his laboratory with equipment with which to mature the Alpha Legion’s new recruits, and the chamber was never full. There were currently only three occupants, and it was their twitches, ragged breathing, and occasional whimpers that disrupted the otherwise funereal silence. Tulava was no Space Marine; she had never even seen one until she laid eyes on the warriors of the Alpha Legion. Something told her that the practices of the loyalist Chapters were slightly more sanitary than what occurred here, but she doubted they were any less painful.

			She stopped next to one gurney. It was in better condition than many, not that Yallamagasa cared. In his view, if an aspirant couldn’t handle a little rust then they were never going to survive the process in any case. The face of the youth on it stared up at Tulava – a face she recognised. Older now, of course, and already showing the distinctive signs of a Space Marine’s visage, but enough remained of the boy she had first met in the Aquilonis Porta Schola Progenium on Antimos.

			‘Hello, Nazos,’ she said softly.

			His eyes focused on her as a tremor shook one cheek. Nazos Zernas’ body was being altered in the same manner – more or less – as had occurred for ten thousand years: mysterious organs implanted and activated, bones fusing, muscle mass increasing. He wouldn’t be here were it not for her. She had pulled him out of that soul-destroying place and brought him into the Alpha Legion – the brightest and best of the Imperium’s youth turned against them.

			‘Tulava,’ he rasped, his voice shaking and breaking between a natural, pleasant tenor and the sonorous baritone lent by his increased size and altered voice box.

			‘Do you hate me for this, Nazos?’ Tulava asked. She was intrigued to know the answer, but would not be hurt by it. She had been called many things in her life: traitor, murderer, witch. All of them true, and yet also not.

			‘No,’ Nazos managed. ‘I hate the Imperium.’

			Tulava snorted. ‘You don’t. You resent them, yes. You hate the fact they lied to you. But you don’t hate the Imperium itself.’

			She took a breath. Tulava Dyne was a sorceress, but that did not mean she was truly respected by the Space Marines of the Alpha Legion. Most only respected other Space Marines. Tulava treated them with irreverent humour, because it amused her, and because it was to some extent her natural manner, and because it was the most efficient way of delivering criticism in a way that did not provoke outright confrontation. Now, however, she let the humour drop away from her face.

			‘Believe me,’ she said, feeling the old anger rise within her. ‘You do not know hate.’

			They assumed it was an asteroid at first. It appeared from behind the auspex-shadow of the system’s gas giant and tumbled slowly inwards, showing no signs of moving under power. Only when it was within a few hundred million miles of Watch Station Zamarius did the sensors picked up the distinctive return of an escort-sized vessel. It did not respond to hails, and Watch Sergeant Karhaz of the Storm Hawks ordered it kept under surveillance, but intended to leave it be. Ghost ships were not his purview, unless he was specifically ordered otherwise.

			Then it got close enough for imagers, and even scratchy, long-range returns showed enough to change his mind.

			‘Those are definitely the marks of tyranid bioweapons,’ Karhaz said, as Hemarc brought the Thunderhawk in closer.

			‘Cracked it open like an egg,’ the Angel of Absolution replied, his voice tinged with wonder and horror in roughly equal measure. ‘I’ve never seen such damage before.’

			‘What’s an egg?’ Eldrök asked, staring out of the viewport with his thumbs ready over the activation switches of the Thunderhawk’s weapons.

			‘You don’t know what–’ Hemarc began, then cut himself off and glared at the Wolfspear. Eldrök grinned at him, showing his fangs.

			‘Enough,’ Karhaz said sharply. Hemarc and Eldrök had swiftly got past the resentment that lingered between their founder Chapters, and functioned as well together as any other members of his kill team. That did not mean, however, that the Wolfspear did not indulge his sense of humour at inappropriate moments; the only one of their number who had been created as Primaris rather than crossing the Rubicon, and as part of a primarily fleet-based Chapter to boot, he amused himself by pretending naivety.

			‘Dreyvor,’ said Karhaz, ‘can you connect to its cogitator banks? I want to know where this ship was attacked, and how long ago.’

			Dreyvor’s armoured fingers skated over the physical interface of his terminal. The Black Shield’s Chapter of origin was known only to Akrep Zie, Watch Master of the Eye of Octos, but he appeared to have some understanding of Techmarine lore, and Karhaz had come to rely on his affinity with machines.

			‘And if any xenos filth lurk within,’ added Thayrus of the Aurora Chapter, from his navigator’s position.

			‘I hope they do,’ Eldrök said, with a feral smile. ‘It has been too long since I hunted.’

			‘We will not be boarding for sport,’ Karhaz said. ‘Thayrus, does the vessel’s trajectory intersect with any bodies in the system?’

			Thayrus tapped his console a few times. ‘Negative, brother-sergeant. Its course will take it into the star, in time.’

			‘Then any threat of contamination is contained,’ Karhaz said. ‘We will only board if there are signs of human life, or if Dreyvor cannot access the ship’s databanks. Otherwise, we will mark it as under quarantine, and leave it be.’

			He waited, praying to the Emperor for the answers to come back fast and clear. A long-dead ship from a documented conflict was still a tragedy, but it would be a known one. A more recent, unheard-of attack posed the looming threat of yet another hive fleet splinter, perhaps even now arrowing unseen towards vital Imperial systems.

			

		
			Click here to buy The Long Promise.

		

	
	
	
		
			A Black Library Publication

			This eBook edition published in 2023 by Black Library, Games Workshop Ltd, Willow Road, Nottingham, NG7 2WS, UK.

			Represented by: Games Workshop Limited – Irish branch, Unit 3, Lower Liffey Street, Dublin 1, D01 K199, Ireland.

			Produced by Games Workshop in Nottingham.

			The Long Promise © Copyright Games Workshop Limited 2023. The Long Promise, GW, Games Workshop, Black Library, The Horus Heresy, The Horus Heresy Eye logo, Space Marine, 40K, Warhammer, Warhammer 40,000, the ‘Aquila’ Double-headed Eagle logo, and all associated logos, illustrations, images, names, creatures, races, vehicles, locations, weapons, characters, and the distinctive likenesses thereof, are either ® or TM, and/or © Games Workshop Limited, variably registered around the world.
All Rights Reserved.

			A CIP record for this book is available from the British Library.

			ISBN: 978-1-80407-726-9

			This is a work of fiction. All the characters and events portrayed in this book are fictional, and any resemblance to real people or incidents is purely coincidental.

			See Black Library on the internet at
blacklibrary.com

			Find out more about Games Workshop’s world of Warhammer and the Warhammer 40,000 universe at
games-workshop.com

		

	
	
	
		
			eBook license

			This license is made between:

			Games Workshop Limited t/a Black Library, Willow Road, Lenton, Nottingham, NG7 2WS, United Kingdom (“Black Library”); and

			the purchaser of a Black Library e-book product (“You/you/Your/your”)

			(jointly, “the parties”)

			These are the terms and conditions that apply when you purchase a Black Library e-book (“e-book”). The parties agree that in consideration of the fee paid by you, Black Library grants you a license to use the e-book on the following terms:

			* 1. Black Library grants to you a personal, non-exclusive, non-transferable, royalty-free license to use the e-book in the following ways:

			o 1.1 to store the e-book on any number of electronic devices and/or storage media (including, by way of example only, personal computers, e-book readers, mobile phones, portable hard drives, USB flash drives, CDs or DVDs) which are personally owned by you;

			o 1.2 to access the e-book using an appropriate electronic device and/or through any appropriate storage media.

			* 2. For the avoidance of doubt, you are ONLY licensed to use the e-book as described in paragraph 1 above. You may NOT use or store the e-book in any other way. If you do, Black Library shall be entitled to terminate this license.

			* 3. Further to the general restriction at paragraph 2, Black Library shall be entitled to terminate this license in the event that you use or store the e-book (or any part of it) in any way not expressly licensed. This includes (but is by no means limited to) the following circumstances:

			o 3.1 you provide the e-book to any company, individual or other legal person who does not possess a license to use or store it;

			o 3.2 you make the e-book available on bit-torrent sites, or are otherwise complicit in ‘seeding’ or sharing the e-book with any company, individual or other legal person who does not possess a license to use or store it;

			o 3.3 you print and distribute hard copies of the e-book to any company, individual or other legal person who does not possess a license to use or store it;

			o 3.4 you attempt to reverse engineer, bypass, alter, amend, remove or otherwise make any change to any copy protection technology which may be applied to the e-book. 

			* 4. By purchasing an e-book, you agree for the purposes of the Consumer Protection (Distance Selling) Regulations 2000 that Black Library may commence the service (of provision of the e-book to you) prior to your ordinary cancellation period coming to an end, and that by purchasing an e-book, your cancellation rights shall end immediately upon receipt of the e-book.

			* 5. You acknowledge that all copyright, trademark and other intellectual property rights in the e-book are, shall remain, the sole property of Black Library.

			* 6. On termination of this license, howsoever effected, you shall immediately and permanently delete all copies of the e-book from your computers and storage media, and shall destroy all hard copies of the e-book which you have derived from the e-book.

			* 7. Black Library shall be entitled to amend these terms and conditions from time to time by written notice to you.

			* 8. These terms and conditions shall be governed by English law, and shall be subject only to the jurisdiction of the Courts in England and Wales.

			* 9. If any part of this license is illegal, or becomes illegal as a result of any change in the law, then that part shall be deleted, and replaced with wording that is as close to the original meaning as possible without being illegal.

			* 10. Any failure by Black Library to exercise its rights under this license for whatever reason shall not be in any way deemed to be a waiver of its rights, and in particular, Black Library reserves the right at all times to terminate this license in the event that you breach clause 2 or clause 3.

		

	
	OEBPS/Text/nav.xhtml

  
    Guide


    
      		Table of Contents


      		Cover


    


  
  
    Table of contents


    
      		Cover
        
          		The Long Promise – Extract


        


      


      		A Black Library Publication


      		eBook license


    


  


OEBPS/Images/cover00010.jpeg
THE

LONG PROMISE

A SOLOMON AKURRA SHORT STORY
MIKE BROOKS






