
  
    
      
    
  


		
			
				[image: Warhammer 40,000. Nightfall on Stygies. An Adeptus Mechanicus short story. By Stark Holborn.]
			

		

	
		
			Contents

			Cover

			Nightfall on Stygies – Extract

			A Black Library Publication

			eBook license

		
	
	
		
			NIGHTFALL ON STYGIES

			Stark Holborn

			Isonovere Holt, dauntless excavator of divine truth and magos explorator of the Technoarchaeology Sanctum, has returned to Stygies VIII unannounced from her ten-year expedition to the Calixis Sector. One of the most famed explorators since Corvilhan – may the Omnissiah see fit to cleanse his name – Holt arrived at 08:01:45 this morning aboard her vessel, the Tenebris Lucet, unaccompanied but for her legion of servitors… 

			– Vox-stream Epsilon V, broadcast across Praecordia Inexcitabilis, Stygies VIII

			The news was everywhere. It flooded my streams, her name bleeding red across clean lines of data. By the time the great work bell sounded Exolvuntur Quinque, the whole of Stygies VIII, living, dying, waking, slumbering, knew that something extraordinary was happening.

			I hurried along an echoing corridor of the Technoarchaeology Sanctum, the chimes echoing through my skull. Glowing feeds obscured my vision – datastreams and reports topped by different versions of the same words: Magos Explorator Returns. Like a starved feral-worlder falling upon a hunk of grox I combed the streams for facts: Holt’s vessel, the Tenebris Lucet, was last seen five years ago leaving Fenksworld. That she had set foot in such a place – home to exiles and hereteks and the dangers of the Library of Knowing – was enough to cast her into the darkness of suspicion. And yet, this was the same Isonovere Holt who discovered the Textoris Protocol, its binharic power hidden within the tortuous code knots of an aeldari diadem. The Holt who had sacrificed both her legs to the jaws of a predator in the jungles of Biegel-9 in order to return with the possible STC that kept our order burning midnight oil to this day. 

			As soon as I stepped within range of the scriptorium, a summons appeared.

			<Thess 4/90.> 

			My official designation. Magos Xenologis Ratibor al-Aban’s datapresence filled the noosphere, stern and commanding. I made genuflection.

			<Affirmative, magos?> 

			<You knew Holt. You were an adept under her.> 

			It was true. I had once been a cog in her workshop, one of thousands seconded to the task of cataloguing minor finds. 

			<Forty years ago, magos.> 

			<Time is of no matter. Report to the council chamber gallery of the Auricularium.>

			The terseness of the code told me the request was immediate, but still I hesitated. The council chamber was six levels above my current rank. Even as I thought it, an access code appeared, topped by Ratibor’s sigil. 

			I could not help the interrogative that slipped into the noosphere. 

			An admonition cut across the channel, the error-correcting algorithm highlighting my impertinent question. 

			<AND WHERE THE MACHINE SPIRIT FALTERS, DARKNESS GROWS AND WHERE DARKNESS GROWS, CORRUPTION DOES FOLLOW, AND THUS DESPOILED WE FALL TO THE XENOS TAINT, INTO DEPTHS WHERE THE OMNISSIAH’S LIGHT CANNOT REACH.>

			The Admonition Against Diminishing Efficiency. I bowed my head, the haptic sensors in my skull and neck sending out pain signals to simulate the sensation of receiving the lash.

			<Omnissiah forgive me,> I recited. <May my joints be ever firm. May my plating resist the xenos taint…>

			Ratibor’s datapresence simmered. 

			<Keep your prayers. We are about to hear the testimony of Isonovere Holt.>

			‘Inquisitor?’

			Balphus Grun looked up from the charts spread before him, marked all over with sites of possible heresy, a pox spreading across the ancient, thin flesh of the Imperium. A pox that too often had no symptoms and did not show itself until it was almost too late. 

			‘What is it, Eshmer?’

			The Tempestor’s expression did not change. To some, he might have looked blank, even vacant, but Grun knew better: beneath the stony exterior, loyalty to the Imperium burned with an unquenchable flame. 

			‘We found her,’ Eshmer said. 

			Grun straightened, setting a belt of liturgical interrogation instruments clinking as he summoned the information before him. A blinking route stretched across the stars like lurid poison through a body’s veins: the path of the Tenebris Lucet. 

			‘She emerged from the warp near Hydraphur,’ Eshmer reported. ‘I believe she is running for home.’

			Inquisitor Grun stared at a red point on the charts. Stygies VIII – the Ever-Staring Cyclops – festered in the Segmentum Pacificus like a canker. Crushed between daemon worlds, feral worlds, tomb worlds, its priests were too hungry for what they should not possess, the place wretched with rumours of illegal caches of xenos tech, experiments that far surpassed the lines of heresy. Grun and his Scions had hunted many a Xenarite through its hollow halls. If it were up to him, he would have scoured the moon from the system. 

			He considered for a moment sending word to his ordo for backup, but what would they do that he and his Scions could not? If the poison aboard the Tenebris Lucet had already spread to Stygies, then the only thing to do was burn it away with swift and certain judgement. 

			Grun’s dry lips twitched in a smile. ‘Set a course,’ he said.

			

		
			Click here to buy Nightfall on Stygies.

		

	
	
	
		
			A BLACK LIBRARY PUBLICATION

			This eBook edition published in 2025 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.

			Nightfall on Stygies © Copyright Games Workshop Limited 2025. Nightfall on Stygies, 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: 978-1-83609-230-8

			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
warhammer.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
        
          		Nightfall on Stygies – Extract


        


      


      		A Black Library Publication


      		eBook license


    


  


OEBPS/Images/image00010.jpeg
NIGHTFALL
'ON STYGIES

AN ADEPTUS MECHANICUS SHORT STORY
STARK HOLBORN





OEBPS/Images/cover00011.jpeg
NIGHTFALL
'ON STYGIES

AN ADEPTUS MECHANICUS SHORT STORY
STARK HOLBORN





