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			It was rare for Hendrick to dream. When his soul was worked upon the Anvil, the images sparked within him were formed of the raw stuff of his soul, but they were not dreams. Mysteries, yes, and agonies, but truths also. As pure and purposeful as cooling sigmarite.

			When the God-King spoke to him, these were not dreams either. They were moments of divine intercession, overwhelming, terrible and holy. The high glories he had won and the dark duties he had performed in Sigmar’s name had earned him a rare honour – to be the grounding point upon which the lightning fell. But he was not the lightning.

			When Hendrick did dream, he dreamed of pennants snapping beneath an Azyrite sky. He dreamed of bright cold air filling his lungs, the scent of star pine resin and forge ash. The weight of steel in his hands, the press of fine-forged armour about his chest. He dreamed of hunting, of running – always running – in pursuit of worthy prey. He dreamed of the hunt’s end, of voices raised in acclaim.

			Were these his memories? Over long ages, in the course of innumerable lives and deaths in the service of the God-King, he became less certain. The details and sensations shifted as mortal fragments found themselves bound up in the trappings of the divine. Devotion drew a mask of gold across his features and the weapons in his hands became the storm-forged instruments of Sigmar’s will. The prey he pursued shifted also, from beasts of the mountains to merciless gor-kin daubed in the blood of innocents. Then warlords, sorcerers, wraiths and worse. Far worse.

			He had caught and slain them all, and for this they had called him Silver Wolf and clasped the mantle of a Knight-Zephyros about his shoulders. He was among the first to be granted that title, among the first to claim mastery of the windrider’s art. He was, if not the first of Sigmar’s assassins, then perhaps, for a time, the foremost.

			For a time, they had called him by a different name.

			Blacktalon.

			But only for a time.

			The wasteland ran to the horizon, the arc of the heavens bending from deep azure to pale gold at the coming of dawn. This was an improvident place to any who had not been born to it. There was a scintillance in the dust that ran in glimmering eddies as the wind brushed the surface of Chamon, which was as severe as an unsheathed blade. Outbursts of copperweed marred its surface in dark patches, silvery dew gathering in the cups of leaves that craned devotionally towards the empty sky.

			Two groups of travellers braved this forbidding place, unlike one another in every meaningful aspect. The first was a ragged throng of mortals pledged to the God-King who had journeyed far already and suffered much. Foot soldiers and weary mercenaries in battered plate marched to the flanks of a wide, irregular column. They protected handgunner companies, hosts of the devoted, and covens of mystics whose visions grew more violent and livid with each day spent in the Realm of Metal.

			They called themselves Dawnbringers, these city-born crusaders, but they had come to dread the sight of radiance upon the horizon. Weeks of horror had carved fear into them: fear of silver and of gold, fear of the razor that light revealed.

			These wastelands, it transpired, were the stalking grounds of Prince Skiros – a cruel hunter whose predatory devotions had seen him elevated to domains of speed and sensation beyond mortal grasp. Skiros enjoyed countless gifts besides these. His body was long and lithe, sheathed in quicksilver. Six brilliant eyes orbited an ovoid maw thick with black incisors. Bejewelled chains sung against the air where they hung suspended between curling horns. One of the daemon prince’s hands held fast to an ornate hunting trident, while the other gripped the yoke of the greatest of his gifts – the exalted chariot Silkenbite.

			Silkenbite was a creature of ruin itself, daemon-forged and possessed of its own dark yearnings. It demanded speed and Skiros indulged it always. Its bladed axles and barbed carriage threshed the glittering sands, tormenting the skin of the realm. So disturbed, the wastelands were transformed into a sensory organ. Every staggering step upon these sands shuddered up through the body of Silkenbite to touch the palm of Prince Skiros.

			So Skiros had been favoured by the dark god Slaanesh, and so did a procession of aspirant Hedonites seek his favour in return. Few received it. The prince tolerated only those who could keep pace, abandoning all others to bleed their agonies to the dust. His hunting band comprised preening charioteers and veiled slickblades atop daemonic steeds, whose bifurcated hind talons pounded the sand in the daemon prince’s wake.

			The prey that now lumbered its way across the heart of Prince Skiros’ domain was a gift too, another indulgence from the Lord of Pleasure. They had come here heedless of the danger, crossing directly into the wastes from the Realm of Fire, their wayfinders and aether scholars acting swiftly to establish the route that would see them through this desolate place to the battered walls of Vindicarum. The city had suffered, and called for aid. These outsiders had fattened themselves with the wealth of Hammerhal and, in seeking to assist their own kind, unwittingly offered themselves up to the Hedonites.

			Skiros was a being of appetite and guile in equal measure. These two aspects of his nature did not temper one another but roiled in him, the eventual slaking of his thirsts intensified by his capacity for patience. He allowed the expedition to reach the trackless heart of the wasteland before indulging himself for the first time. It would not be the last.

			Skiros came every morning thereafter, each attack inflicting deeper, slower agonies. Not every crusader was a hammer-swinging partisan or fervid zealot of the Church Unberogen: among their number were bravos of Aqshy who understood what it was to bleed an enemy, to inflict death by a thousand cuts. Yet a mere thousand was an impoverished sum to Prince Skiros, whose paring strikes were so subtle that it was as if the Dawnbringers were being slowly dissolved by the realm itself, digested in the acid gut of the daemon prince’s expansive hunger.

			

		
			Click here to buy The Long Run.

		

	
		
			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.
Cover illustration by Nuala Kinrade.

			The Long Run © Copyright Games Workshop Limited 2023. The Long Run, GW, Games Workshop, Black Library, Warhammer, Warhammer Age of Sigmar, Stormcast Eternals, 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: 978-1-80407-520-3

			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 Run – Extract


        


      


      		A Black Library Publication


      		eBook license


    


  


OEBPS/Images/cover00010.jpeg
LONG RUN

A BLACKEEXESIN) SHORT STORY
CHRIS THURSTEN





