
























‘And	you	are	in	control	of	the	planet’s	systems	and	forces.’
‘I	am,	my	lord,	 though	I	am	ready	to	turn	that	control	over	 to	the	tech-priests
whenever	they	are	ready.’
‘That	will	not	be	necessary,	warsmith.’
Kallus	thought	he	had	misheard.	‘My	lord?	I	don’t	understand.’
‘I	said	that	will	not	be	necessary.	You	shall	remain	in	control	of	Taris,	Kallus.’



‘But	my	lord…	I	have	completed	the	mission.	I	am	to	join	your	Legion.’
‘And	so	you	shall,	Kallus.	You	and	your	warriors	may	call	yourselves	sons	of
the	 Black	 Legion.	 And	 as	 warriors	 under	 my	 command,	 your	 orders	 are	 to
garrison	Taris.	Defend	it	against	any	and	all	threats	that	present	themselves,	and
use	its	resources	to	manufacture	materiel	for	my	armies.’
‘I…	Lord	Abaddon…’	Kallus	 looked	 around	 in	 horror.	The	 three	 tech-priests
hovered	at	the	edge	of	the	chamber,	watching	him.
‘I	 told	you,	Kallus,	 that	castellan	was	a	 fitting	role	 for	you.	And	so	 it	 is.	You
will	do	well	as	commander	of	Taris,	I	am	quite	sure.	Of	course,	you	will	have	to
be	wired	in	to	the	command	chamber,	or	so	my	priests	tell	me.	Apparently	it	is
the	optimal	way	to	control	the	forge-temples.’
‘No!	This	is–’
‘Priests,	do	your	duty,’	Abaddon	ordered.
The	hololith	faded	and	Kallus	 turned,	raising	his	bolter,	but	 it	was	 too	late.	A
manipulator	arm	emerged	from	beneath	one	of	the	priests’	robes	and	knocked	it
from	 his	 grasp.	 Mechadendrites	 unfolded	 from	 the	 other	 two	 and	 wrapped
around	Kallus.	He	 tried	 to	break	 them,	but	 they	were	 as	 solid	 as	 adamantium.
His	 helmet	was	 pulled	 from	his	 head	 and	 he	 felt	 something	 in	 his	 neck.	Cold
paralysis	flooded	his	body,	and	he	was	left	unable	to	move,	or	to	speak.	He	could
only	watch	as	his	armour	was	stripped	from	his	body.	Over	centuries	in	the	Eye
of	Terror,	the	suit,	once	polished	Mark	III	plate,	had	twisted	and	deformed,	and
parts	had	fused	with	his	body.	Where	it	didn’t	come	loose	smoothly,	the	priests
tore	 it	 from	 Kallus’	 body,	 leaving	 ragged,	 gaping	 wounds	 that	 ached	 even
through	 the	 numbing	 agent	 that	 flooded	 his	 system.	 The	 tech-priests	 lifted
snaking	cables	that	emerged	from	panels	in	the	command	throne	and	laboriously
inserted	them	in	to	sockets	on	Kallus’	black	carapace,	chanting	arcane	syllables.
Slowly,	the	warsmith	was	plugged	into	the	command	throne.
‘Activate,’	 one	 of	 the	 tech-priests	 barked,	 and	 an	 entire	world’s	 data	 flooded
into	his	brain	and	overwhelmed	him.
As	he	slid	into	unconsciousness,	Kallus	of	the	Black	Legion,	Castellan	of	Taris,
screamed	a	silent	scream.
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