
		
			[image: Traitor-Rock-8001228.jpg]
		

	
		
			
				[image: ]
			

		

	
		
			Contents

			Cover 

			Traitor Rock – Extract

			Part One

			One

			A Black Library Publication

			eBook license

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			PROLOGUE

			AFTERWARDS

			I

			Queues of warp-transports stretched out for hundreds of miles in the skies above Malouri, files of rusting steel freight ships chained nose to tail like the long mukaali caravans that trailed between underground hab-domes on desert worlds such as Goru-Prime. 

			Each shipmaster waited for their assigned turn to unload their cargo of war materiel, in fulfilment of hereditary treaties and planetary tithes. Failure could bring swift retribution upon their worlds. A purging crusade. A mob of frateris militia. A precision warhead taking out the upper mile of a hive, allowing a new, more compliant elite to be formed with Munitorum approval. But as the queues of warp-craft grew longer and the wait stretched out, the crews of each ship were faced with a terrible choice.

			Some dumped their cargos and turned rogue, fleeing into the black rather than face justice at home. Some abandoned ship. The dutiful starved to death, their ghost-ships hanging in space until gravity slowly tugged them down into a fiery death. 

			At the orbital unloading depots, penal serfs were worked to death. But the continent-wide subterranean warehouses on the planet’s surface had long since surpassed capacity. There were towering silos of blood plasma, columns of Baneblades, mountains of munitions, millions of troopers stuffed into increasingly cramped and foetid conditions. 

			There was nowhere to unload and no way shipmasters could go back to their homeworlds with their tithes unfulfilled. And yet more freight-craft were arriving, their hangars packed full of war materiel for a battlefront that had already been lost.

			Until a few years earlier, Malouri had been a critical hub in the web of supply routes that equipped the eternal warzone of the Cadian Gate. But Cadia had fallen. It was as if a drainage pipe deep in some hive had been blocked. Sewage was backing up by the hour while the arthritic wheels of the Imperium of Man ground on regardless, trapped in ruts worn ten thousand years deep. 

			There was no official news, of course. No word of the calamity that had befallen the worlds of the Cadian Gate. But there were always rumours. They spoke of the rout of whole sectors of Imperial control. An Imperium both rotten and decayed. The abject failure of their masters. 

			The truth of these rumours meant they had to be suppressed mercilessly. There were draconian punishments for even knowing someone who might have heard such dreadful whispers. Each morning, more offenders were strung up along the lines of barrack gibbets. But, as pus seeps from a wound, the truth was getting out. 

			The Cadian Gate had fallen. Malouri was a depot world without a war to supply. 

			Father Eris Bellona, a short, bearded priest attached to an Imperial Guard regiment of Elnaur Chasseurs, changed all that.

			It should be clear: Father Bellona was no heretic seduced by whispers and lies. He was a veteran of many years and many battlefields. He had bled many times for the Emperor of Mankind. He knew enough of the Imperium to know that what he was being told was a lie. 

			The scale of the catastrophe froze his blood. The future of humanity hung by a fraying thread. 

			Sometimes, isolation from the madness brought clear thought. He withdrew to his cell, meditating on the perilous state of the Imperium of Man. A solution began to make itself clear to him. Nebulous ideas solidified. The logic of his reasoning led him to a cold understanding.

			He spent a further fortnight in bouts of extreme fasting and devout prayer. On the last night, a glowing yellow light appeared in the air above his head. It was a golden skull, gleaming as if brightly polished, the inset diamond eyes radiant with an inner light. It spoke to him with words of sublime portent and meaning. 

			There was only one way that the Imperium could survive this calamity. Mankind would break free at last from the shackles that bound its mind and faith. The words he was to write would be the seed from which a new Imperium would grow. 

			The enormity of this endeavour chilled him. It made his hand tremble with fear and exhilaration. The responsibility was like a hab-block pressing down upon his shoulders. He was an unworthy vessel for the Emperor’s love. 

			But he had been given the sign. The Emperor had come to him. From disaster, a new dawn might arise. 

			With tear-filled eyes, Father Bellona drew up a sheet of parchment and began to write.

			He was inspired. He was honest. He was well-intentioned. 

			His ideas would cost the lives of billions. 

			II

			The Astra Militarum headquarters on Malouri were located on the island fortress of Crannog Mons. That morning, black carrion birds squabbled over the rotting cadavers that hung in ranks of gibbets thousands strong. The stink of death hung in the air, and in the vast square before the towering Cathedral to Saint Helena Richstar, the Elnaur Chasseurs stood in their polished breastplates, plumed helmets and ceremonial cloaks, waiting for the morning’s execution. 

			It was a matter of great pride to their commander, Lord-Marshal Holzhauer, that none of his Chasseurs had been gathered up in the purges of wrong-think. The Chasseurs were a proud regiment drawn from their home world’s nobility. They lived by their own rigid code of honour and he had turned any heretic-catchers away from their camp. If there was any crime in their midst, they dealt with it themselves, as they were doing so this morning. 

			The convicted trooper had been found guilty of theft – a minor misdemeanour for other regiments, but to the Chasseurs it spoke of dishonour. The only way to deal with such a crime was execution. The condemned man no longer had a name. He had eschewed that when he committed his crime. But even now, as a non-person, he stood to attention, conscious that the manner of his death would affect the future of his brothers and nephews back on their home world of Elnaur. 

			As the executioner pulled the knotted thongs of the wire scourge through his gloved hand to loosen them, the thief’s silver-braided uniform was cut in strips from his body, to symbolise how the whip would flay the skin from his back. 

			‘In the name of the Holy Emperor,’ the executioner called out, looking to the commander, Lord-Marshal Holzhauer, for permission to begin the ritual flaying. 

			‘Commence,’ Holzhauer declared. 

			He stood apart from his officers to watch the man’s slow and bloody execution. Holzhauer was a staunch veteran, and he looked down on the convicted trooper without pity or regret, only the hard stare of reproach. It was a matter of pride to him that the Chasseurs handled their own affairs. The Commissariat would not be needed to maintain order while he lived.

			His Chasseurs were the bones upon which his reputation had grown. And iron discipline was the force that made them fear him more than any foe they had yet faced. 

			‘And, unlike the Cadians,’ Holzhauer liked to say, ‘I have never lost a battle.’

			When the punishment had finished, the Elnaur Chasseurs turned and marched under the gothic façade of the Cathedral of Saint Helena Richstar, back to their barracks halls. 

			The corpse was cut down from the whipping post and dragged away, leaving a pool of blood on the floor. Holzhauer turned his back on the mess, and as he did so his attendant aides-de-camp and officers did likewise, their smartly polished boots coming to a smart at-ease. 

			‘A good death,’ Adjutant Lehr remarked. 

			Holzhauer made no response. His thin lips remained sealed, his closely shaved cheeks as cold and blue as freshly whetted steel. The conversation died. The officers followed their commander’s gaze. 

			Holzhauer was watching a black-robed figure march across the square towards them. The priest was not dressed in their usual barracks garb but in full battle dress – battered carapace breastplate and shoulder guards over his dark vestment and silk surplice embroidered with a golden skull. 

			As Father Bellona reached the doors of the cathedral, he pulled his pistol from its holster and used the butt to hammer a nail into the faded wooden doorway. It took only five sharp cracks before the deed was done. A scrap of parchment fluttered like a struggling prisoner beneath the nail. 

			An Ecclesiarchy adept had come running at the sound of the banging – a bald and hunched figure in his forties with the air of an over-officious clerk. ‘Heresy!’ he shouted. ‘These words are heresy!’ 

			Lord-Marshal Holzhauer lifted a finger and one of his aides stepped forward to hold the adept back. 

			The adept managed to get a few strangled shouts out. ‘Stop this!’ Holzhauer heard. The lord-marshal took no notice. He would decide what was or was not to happen here. 

			Holzhauer stepped forward to where the parchment still tugged against the nail, caught in the morning breeze. 

			The Imperium is a dying man. Filled with cancerous growths, the rot comes not from its body… but from the head itself. The Emperor’s regents have failed him. 

			The words written upon it were… 

			‘Heresy!’ the adept hissed in strangled horror. 

			‘Take the adept away!’ Holzhauer snapped. 

			The sound of scuffles rose behind him. The adept managed to get his mouth free. ‘Lord!’ he gasped. ‘These are the lies of the unclean!’

			What Lord-Marshal Holzhauer read did not feel heretical. It seemed to express truths that he had never seen put into words before. ‘Silence!’ he ordered, and a backhanded blow from one of his aides enforced the command. 

			The words of Father Bellona outlined what had gone wrong with the Imperium of Mankind. They explained that with brutal surgery, a cleansing crusade and a return to the ways of the Saint Vandire, the Imperium of Man could be returned to vigorous health. 

			The thesis called for a military leader of great skill and purpose to lead the crusade. A warrior of faith and conviction and iron. The last chance to save the Imperium of Man. 

			Lord-Marshal Holzhauer considered all the skeins of fate that had come together in this moment. It seemed like divine providence that these words had been posted this day. That he should be here to read them. 

			He had never been defeated in battle. What greater proof did any have that he could be that warrior? With a moment’s consideration, could changed to should. 

			Holzhauer beckoned the priest forward. Father Bellona stood before him, boots set squarely onto the rockcrete, resolute and defiant. He looked emaciated. His cheeks were pinched. His swollen eyes stared out from his face. But there was an inner light that seemed to glow from within him that spoke of great holiness and purity. 

			‘There are many within the Imperium who would consider your thoughts heretical,’ Holzhauer stated. ‘Servants of the corrupt will try to destroy both you and your words. You will need a worthy protector.’

			‘Are you that man?’ Bellona demanded. 

			‘I am,’ Holzhauer declared. With one swift motion he tore the parchment from the doorway. He turned to Adjutant Lehr. ‘Make copies of this and distribute them to my commanding officers. And ensure Father Bellona has my personal protection.’ 

			Lehr bathed in the lord-marshal’s attention. ‘It shall be done as you command, my lord!’

			Lord-Marshal Holzhauer felt a new sense of purpose. This was what he had been born for: to be the cleansing flame that would start the Imperium anew. 

			From the towers of the Cathedral of Saint Helena Richstar, the bells struck the hour. After, when the true cost was being tallied, the Munitorum would fix this point as the moment the Malouri Uprising began. 
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			Sergeant Minka Lesk shaded her eyes as the bombardment resumed. This was her thirtieth day upon Malouri. She was ten miles back from the front, sitting on her Gryphonne IV Chimera armoured transport, but even here she could feel the ground shudder as the building roll of Earthshaker batteries warming up became a rolling thunder.

			The fyceline smoke grew thicker and darker as battery after battery added to the onslaught. The target for this fury was five miles off, across the steel-grey waters: the island fortress of Crannog Mons, known to them as Traitor Rock. 

			Beneath her, the five-inch thick ceramite armour of her Chimera, The Saint, rattled like a tin can. This was what the Imperium of Mankind did. It channelled blunt might from thousands of worlds and focused it into one square mile of utter destruction. 

			For the rank and file of the Astra Militarum the effect was awe-inspiring. For the Cadians, who had seen war on a thousand planets, this was just the beginning. 

			It was five years since the whirlwind of the fall of Cadia had snatched Arminka Lesk up in its vortex. In that tumultuous time she had grown from a teenage Whiteshield to trooper to sergeant. She’d learnt many things with the Cadian Shock Troops. To kill in the name of the Emperor. To drink. To sleep anywhere. To own every room she walked into. To always twist the bayonet. 

			Now she was a young woman of twenty-one years with scars and bad memories and nightmares as twisted as the roiling swirls of the Eye of Terror. But she was still alive, and there was still fight within her yet. 

			That morning Minka was dressed in seasoned Cadian drab, her flak armour scuffed from action, her bull-pup Accatran-pattern lascarbine slung over her shoulder, a pair of grenades hanging from her webbing. Her tri-dome helmet lay next to her. Her sleeves were pushed up above her elbows. 

			An ornate tattoo had been worked into the skin of her forearm, with the symbol of her home fortress of Kasr Myrak surrounded by the motto Cadia Stands in High Gothic script.

			Jaromir came up behind her. ‘Traitors?’ he said simply.

			She nodded. Jaromir was a well-built giant with a mop of sandy hair. He’d been a handsome man once, but he’d taken a bolt shell to the head long before he was assigned to Minka’s squad. His injury had left him unable to express himself with ease. Sometimes his mouth stopped working, and he could not connect his thoughts together well. In the old days he’d have been retired to the reserves. 

			But despite his injuries, Jaromir could still strip a carbine, could still hit a bullseye at a hundred yards, and when given an order he responded with the sharpness of a new recruit. His training ran deep. 

			Orugi had been lying on the open rear access ramp, his helmet beside him. He sat up from the shade of the Chimera. ‘Nothing like a bombardment to wake you up,’ he said as he stood and stretched. 

			A klaxon rang. Minka slapped the Chimera’s front slabs of ­armour. ‘Come on! We’re moving out!’

			Breve had been fretting over the machine-spirit ever since they’d landed. He made the sign of the aquila before engaging the engine-stud. ‘Here goes!’ he called out as he coaxed the Chimera’s machine-spirit to life. The first gritty puffs of promethium fumes began to splutter through the armoured slats that screened the twin exhaust pipes. 

			‘So far so good…’ Breve said, keeping the engine turning over. All across the camp, every trooper, every squad, every company of the Cadian 101st, ‘Hell’s Last’, was already moving with prompt efficiency.

			Minka clambered back over the hull, dropping into one of the roof hatches and pulling the top closed to keep the dust out. The air-filters were already kicking in, blowing warmed air about their feet. It smelt of burning unguents.

			‘Breve!’ Allun shouted. ‘Can we turn this thing off?’

			Breve shouted something that Bergen, the front gunner, relayed into the cabin. ‘They’re overheating. If you need ventilation then open the hatches.’

			Allun kicked the vents closed. ‘Last thing we need is cooking alive.’

			They’d been on Malouri for four weeks, drilling incessantly and preparing themselves for the battle. There was a serious air to them now, underlined by the crackling static of orders that came through on the vox-unit. 

			It was routine traffic. Orders of the Day. Crude jokes. Mundane banter between the signal officers of the various companies. It went on and on until Colonel Sparker’s ident code cut through it all. All other voices fell silent.

			‘General Bendikt commands.’ The attack on Traitor Rock was about to begin. 

			The interior of The Saint had been their home for years – mass produced, unadorned, utilitarian in every way, but home nevertheless. Every inch held some memory for Minka: the Black Five tally marks scratched over Baine’s head, old sentry rotas from their time on Potence, a few fading sketches of exercises on Crone B9 that she had engraved with her knife-blade, the scorch marks from when Dreno had accidentally discharged a las-bolt within the tight confines and miraculously no one had been more than alarmed and singed. 

			She took this all in. This was her squad and she was their leader, and they could not wait to get to grips with the enemy. It was not just her who felt it. A thrill went through the tight confines of The Saint. The months of travel and practice and training were over. 

			Even Baine sobered up. ‘So, this is it,’ he said. 

			Minka adjusted her helmet and slid the chin strap down. She nodded. ‘We’re going in.’

			

		
			Click here to buy Traitor Rock.

		

	
		
			A BLACK LIBRARY PUBLICATION

			First published in Great Britain in 2021.
This eBook edition published in 2021 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.
Cover illustration by Darren Tan.

			Traitor Rock © Copyright Games Workshop Limited 2021. Traitor Rock, 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: 978-1-78999-385-1

			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

			For my favourite Snoots – the lock-down gamers.

		

	
		
			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/toc.xhtml

		
		Contents


			
						Cover 
					
								Traitor Rock – Extract


								Part One


								One


					


				


						A Black Library Publication


						eBook license


			


		
		
		Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Table of Contents


			


		
	

OEBPS/image/Traitor-Rock-8001228.jpg
, ) ‘ ; \
? v AN b PRGN
- "‘/

A A : y X
A - MINKA LESK NOVEL

JUSTIN D HILL

J






OEBPS/image/Aquila-Icon.jpg





