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			It is the 41st millennium. For more than a hundred centuries the Emperor has sat immobile on the Golden Throne of Earth. He is the master of mankind by the will of the gods, and master of a million worlds by the might of his inexhaustible armies. He is a rotting carcass writhing invisibly with power from the Dark Age of Technology. He is the Carrion Lord of the Imperium for whom a thousand souls are sacrificed every day, so that he may never truly die.

			Yet even in his deathless state, the Emperor continues his eternal vigilance. Mighty battlefleets cross the daemon-infested miasma of the warp, the only route between distant stars, their way lit by the Astronomican, the psychic manifestation of the Emperor’s will. Vast armies give battle in His name on uncounted worlds. Greatest amongst his soldiers are the Adeptus Astartes, the Space Marines, bio-engineered super-warriors. Their comrades in arms are legion: the Imperial Guard and countless planetary defence forces, the ever-vigilant Inquisition and the tech-priests of the Adeptus Mechanicus to name only a few. But for all their multitudes, they are barely enough to hold off the ever-present threat from aliens, heretics, mutants - and worse.

			To be a man in such times is to be one amongst untold billions. It is to live in the cruellest and most bloody regime imaginable. These are the tales of those times. Forget the power of technology and science, for so much has been forgotten, never to be re-learned. Forget the promise of progress and understanding, for in the grim dark future there is only war. There is no peace amongst the stars, only an eternity of carnage and slaughter, and the laughter of thirsting gods.
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			SCENE 1b - EXT. THE APPROACH TO HIVE VOLCANUS

			

			ATMOS: GUNFIRE AND EXPLOSIONS. SNARLING AND SCREAMING. A MASSIVE GROUND BATTLE IS TAKING PLACE. LOUDER THAN SCENE 1a.

			FX – CHAINSWORD WHIRRING AS IT CHEWS THROUGH ARMOUR AND FLESH. AN ORK ROARS IN PAIN

			The ork’s eyes were fist-sized fissures sunk deep into its gnarled face. Rage-red pupils strained at the centre of cancerous yellow sclera, glaring at Seth as though they might somehow break his hold. The Chapter Master of the Flesh Tearers tightened his grip on the ork’s neck and leant closer.

			SETH: You fight with bestial fury, ork.

			The ork stank of stale sweat and freshly spilled blood. The stench of undigested meat hung on its breath, wafting from between the cage of broken incisors studding its gums. 

			SETH: But today, I will teach your kind the meaning of wrath. I will kill a thousand of your filth-breed before your blood dries on my gauntlets.

			FX – ORK PAINED, STRUGGLING ROAR

			The ork rasped in defiance, its war cry ending in a strangled rattle as Seth tore its neck from its body. 

			FX – NECK SNAPPING 

			SETH: (growling) For Sanguinius, for the Blood, kill them all!

			FX – SOUND OF BATTLE INCREASES IN VOLUME - BOLTER FIRE AND CHAIN-BLADES

			Seth bellowed the command to his warriors, and spun around, tearing his eviscerator from the dead ork’s chest, cleaving it through two more of the greenskins. 

			FX – WHIRRING OF EVISCERATOR. WET MULCH OF FLESH BEING RUINED

			The orks came apart in a shower of gore and ruined flesh. Seth snarled, emboldened by the copper-tang of their blood as it splashed across his face. He killed again, thundering his fist into an ork skull. The greenskin’s face broke with a harsh crack as its teeth spilled from its mouth. The sound of battle rang in Seth’s ears like righteous chanting. Yet it was as a whisper to the hammering beat of his hearts.

			FX – THUMPING HEARTBEATS

			They pounded in his chest, louder than any boltgun, more visceral than any death-scream. 

			FX – THUMPING HEARTBEATS

			They were war drums, driving his limbs to battle with all the rage his father had bestowed upon him.

			SETH: I. Am. Wrath!

			FX – CHAIN-WEAPONS. ORKS ROARING AND DYING

			Beside Seth, the five members of his command squad cut into the mass of orks with the same unrelenting ferocity. 

			The veterans, Nathaniel and Shemal, guarded his flanks, butchering their way forward with a chain-weapon in each hand. The Techmarine, Metatron, and the Company Champion, Harahel, were at the fore of the diamond formation. 

			FX – THE ROARING OF CHAIN-WEAPONS AS THEY CUT THROUGH ORKS. GROWLING OF FLESH TEARERS

			At the rear of the formation, Nisroc blazed away with his boltgun, covering his brothers’ advance. 

			FX – BOLTGUN FIRE.

			NISROC: (growl)

			Nisroc growled, blasting apart an ork that was bearing down on him with a barbed cleaver.

			NISROC: <<Master Seth, to your left.>>

			At Nisroc’s warning, Seth pivoted, slicing his blade upwards to meet a powered claw intent on removing his head. 

			FX – METAL OF EVISCERATOR MEETING METALLIC CLAW. GRINDING OF EVISCERATOR TEETH

			His armour’s servos spat and whined in protest as he struggled against the ork’s bulk. A monster of sinew and aggression bolted into an oversized suit of war-plate, the greenskin stood head and shoulders above the Chapter Master. 

			FX – WHINING OF POWER ARMOUR

			SETH: (growl)

			Seth growled, pitting all of his strength against the ork. Yet it was not enough. The crackling claw neared his head. 

			FX – RISING HEARTBEATS

			Seth’s hearts howled in his chest, like caged beasts. In his mind’s eye, he stood in a sea of ork blood. He would not yield. He would rip the ork’s arm from its socket, drive his fist into its chest and pulp its wretched heart between his fingers. He would kill it, murder it. He would... 

			FX – WARNING CHIME

			A status icon chimed on Seth’s retinal display – they had reached the designated coordinates. The interruption tore the Chapter Master back to his senses. 

			SETH: (growl)

			Seth eased his resistance, dropping his weight, letting the claw carry his blade low before slipping forward and tearing his weapon through the ork’s thigh. 

			FX – WHIRRING OF EVISCERATOR AND WET MULCH AS IT RUINS THE MEAT OF THE ORK’S LEG

			The greenskin roared in pain and slumped forwards. Seth allowed it no quarter, turning as he rose to drive his blade down through its back. The greenskin convulsed, spasming as the teeth of the eviscerator churned its organs to bloody offal. 

			SETH: Xenos filth. Be still. 

			Seth snarled, bringing his armoured boot down to crush the ork’s skull.

			FX – SKULL CRUNCHES.

			The Chapter Master opened a company-wide channel and addressed his warriors.

			SETH: <<Brothers, the Steel Legion regiments garrisoning the defence lines around the hive have been scattered. We will buy them the time needed to rally.>>

			FX – HISSING OF EXPENDED FUEL CELL

			Seth tore the power cell from his eviscerator and slammed a fresh one into place.

			FX – ROAR OF CHAIN-WEAPONS AND SOUND OF BATTLE

			NISROC: Master Seth.

			Nisroc gestured to the five golden figures descending towards them.

			FX – CHAIN-WEAPON TEARING THROUGH FLESH

			Seth finished hacking apart the ork he was duelling with and shot a glance skyward. 

			FX – DESCENDING JETPACKS

			SETH: (low growl) Sanguinary Guard. 

			Framed by wings of the purest white, they were clad in armour of polished gold. They wore ornate helms, glistening faceplates wrought into sneering smiles. 

			The Blood Angels. 

			First amongst the sons of Sanguinius, only they were arrogant enough to hide their rage behind masks of gold and brass. 

			SETH: (angry snarl)

			Seth snarled. Beauty on the outside did not remove the beast within. 

			HARAHEL: What do Dante’s dogs want?

			Harahel didn’t bother using a closed vox-channel.

			SETH: Nothing good, brother.

			FX – JUMP PACK THRUSTERS. ARMOURED BOOTS TOUCHING EARTH. LOTS OF BOLTER FIRE

			The Sanguinary Guard landed amidst a hail of bolter fire. The unexpected ferocity of the Blood Angels attack momentarily stalled the ork advance as their explosive rounds blew off limbs and pulped torsos. 

			ANACHIEL: Master Seth. I am Brother Anachiel, first Sanguinary Guard of the seventh cohort of Angels.

			SETH: There is no glory to be found here, cousin. Why have you come? 

			FX – STORM BOLTER FIRE. CHAIN-WEAPONS. DYING ORKS

			ANACHIEL: I am here to extract you and your squad.

			SETH: (growling) Extract? 

			FX – CHAIN-WEAPON

			ANACHIEL: Yes. Brother-Captain Tycho wishes you to come with us.

			SETH: Our mission here is not complete.

			FX – STORM BOLTER FIRE

			ANACHIEL: This mission is folly. You cannot hold back the greenskins without more support. 

			SETH: (growling) Then have Tycho send some. 

			Anachiel grasped Seth’s pauldron as the Flesh Tearer made to turn from him.

			ANACHIEL: You must come now. More ork craft are inbound to this location. We cannot delay any longer.

			SETH: If you lay your hand on me again, I will cut it from you.

			ANACHIEL: With respect, there is more at stake here than you realise. 

			SETH: There is plenty at stake. Here. Now. If we leave the Guard to fight alone, they will die.

			ANACHIEL: Perhaps. 

			SETH: Do not patronise me, Blood Angel. 

			ANACHIEL: This is no longer your fight. 

			FX – CHAIN-WEAPON

			SETH: Until the Emperor rises from his throne, I, and I alone, decide where we fight.

			FX – STORM BOLTER FIRE

			ANACHIEL: You would serve your own bloodlust over the needs of the Imperium?

			FX – CHAIN-WEAPON

			SETH: (growling) Be careful, cousin. You did not bring enough warriors to test me.

			FX – STORM BOLTER FIRE

			Anachiel thrust a mag-ascender cable towards Seth.

			ANACHIEL: Uphold your duty and do as Tycho commands.

			FX – CHAIN-WEAPON

			SETH: The blood of those we leave to die is on your hands, angel.

			FX – STORM BOLTER FIRE

			ANACHIEL: Save your piety. My humour is too ill to indulge your hypocrisy. 

			Seth’s muscles tensed until they pressed at the limits of his armour. His jaw twitched as he imagined ripping his teeth though Anachiel’s flesh. The growling of his eviscerator was like a terrible siren, his blade demanding he cleave the Blood Angel in half.

			FX – CHAIN-WEAPON. SETH ROARS

			Seth roared and threw himself into a press of orks; hacking, cutting, tearing until every greenskin within reach had been reduced to bloodied mulch.

			Seth tightened his grip on his weapon, crushing what remained of his rage between gauntlet and haft, and turned back to Anachiel.

			SETH: Another time, Blood Angel. 

			Seth snatched the mag-ascender from Anachiel.

			SETH: To me, brothers. We are leaving.

			

			SCENE 1c - EXT. THE APPROACH TO HIVE VOLCANUS

			

			ATMOS: MEN SCREAMING. SPORADIC LAS-FIRE. ORK SNARLS.

			Captain Iago sank to his knees as he watched the Space Marine gunship shrink into the distance. The Emperor had deserted him. Left him to die in the dirt. Around him, his men died in short order, butchered by the orks as they overran their position. 

			Iago pulled off his respirator and let his head drop back onto his shoulders. Without its protection the toxic atmosphere would kill him in minutes. He smiled. He doubted he had that long. 

			IAGO: Emperor... Why?

			Staring up at the sheet-metal grey of the sky, Iago had time to shed a single tear before an ork blade tore through his back and ended his life.

			FX – ROAR OF ORK AND CHAIN-BLADE CUTTING THROUGH FLESH
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