Enemy Sighted
Breathe! The voice in his head told him. You’re not dead yet, so breathe while you can. Ric blinked. The
inner voice was not a comforting one, the word ‘yet’ ringing out like a funeral bell.
The nightmare had started a week or so ago. His parents had woken him in the dead of night, panic on his
mother’s face bringing him round from his sleep with a start. She told him to get dressed, passing him
some old clothes whilst his father attached a device to his wrist. He dressed quickly and as soon as the
strange device on his wrist had chimed falling from his wrist , his parents ordered him to follow quickly,
the warning sirens now wailing in the distance as the first explosions were heard from nearby.
His parents had half-dragged half-carried him through the house towards the basement, his questions as to
what was going on falling on deaf ears. As they were descending the staircase to the basement a large explosion rocked the front of the house, the shockwave sending the three of them sprawling down the last of
the stairs to the cold floor of the basement. The forces of the Warmaster were here!.
His mother grabbed his arm and lead him to a darkened corner of the room. She pushed against one of the
decorative cornices that lined the ceiling and hidden door in the wall suddenly opened! Ric stared through
the doorway, a small tunnel headed off, dimly lit. He could not see where it ended.
His mother said nothing, joined by his father they both embraced him and wordlessly his mother pushed
him through the door to the tunnel. As he desperately scrambled to get to his feet she pressed the cornice
again and the door started to close , separating him from his parents.
“Run!” were the last words she said to him as the door slid shut.
He knew that they were dead, he hadn’t seen it , but he just knew. They had bought him time to escape by
spending their lives. He had also known that given the number of mutilated corpses he had seen in the
streets as he fled the family home that he was lucky to be alive. His one hope was that his parents had been
spared such a gruesome end.
Half blinded by grief and fighting back a rising sense of panic he had run though the ruined city streets,
survivors from the initial bombardment clogging every road and thoroughfare, no one knowing where to
go, but all trying to get there. He had managed to cut down the back of Artificers Boulevard and climbed a
wall to a hidden courtyard of a once opulent hab-block. The large doors leading to the reading room having been shattered by the force of a nearby explosion.
He had decided to stay, he had no idea where to go to get out of the city anyway, exhausted and grief
stricken he had found his way to a bedroom and quietly cried himself to sleep.
The Hab block however, had proven to be a good choice. It provided shelter and hiding and he had eked
out a pitiful existence over the coming days by raiding nearby buildings for food and water whilst avoiding
the patrols of the giant red armoured demi gods that strode through the streets and the chanting red robed
humans that accompanied them. Other survivors had not been so lucky. He heard their tortured screams at
night.
Hunger and thirst had eventually driven him from his temporary home when the food became scarce and
water scarcer still. He knew he needed to get out of the city and to find somewhere safe. He had studied a
map of the city that he had found in one of the nearby houses and plotted his escape route. He gathered
what small provisions he could find, putting them in a carrysac, and made his escape.
He had left the way he came in , over the wall. He was as quiet and alert as a hive cat, checking every corner and street as he made his way down concourse 83, which he knew lead towards the south gate and out
of the city. As he was slowly making his way southwards the force of a shell exploding nearby knocked
him off his feet and into the side of a building, making his ears ring and his lungs ache. Another explosion
landed to his left this one even closer! Shells were raining down around him and swiftly getting to his feet
he ran, lungs bursting from the ash and dust of the incoming barrage.

He was half deaf and blind yet he had run on, desperately trying to escape the barrage landing around him
as he came to the intersection of Concourse 83 and the South Road
As he ran round the corner he barreled straight into a squad of dark red armoured space marines. He did
not stop in time and thudded into the power armour of the demigod in front of him. He fell to the floor, the
wind knocked from him and pain shooting through him from the impact.
The hulking figure he had ran into reached down towards him , a power gloved hand wrapping itself
around his neck, lifting him up several feet from the floor. As he dangled there choking from the grip he
tried to get a good look at his would be captor. The dark red armour was covered in strange writhing sigils.
Looking at them made him dizzy and nauseous.
“I surren-” Ric strained to speak with the tight grip around his neck. The Astartes stuck his bolter right into
the face of Ric silencing him as if he had been slapped , He half shut his eyes as he heard the trigger being
pulled back, expecting a quick death when the Astrates pulled the bolter away. He felt the grip around his
neck tighten. As the oxygen was cut to his brain, his vision dimmed as he faded into unconsciousness. His
last thought was, “not dead yet”.
He had woken up in the cage he now found himself in, surrounded by a dozen other people. To call some
of them people at this point was a misnomer, they were shells of the people they once had been. He recognised a couple of the faces from his life in the hive but not well enough to know their names, Looking into
the sunken eyes of some of them he doubted f they even still answered to them at this point.
The Word bearers had taken them all at different times during the conflict, some looked like skin just
draped over their bones, others where babbling incoherently. He look out through the bars, he was on the
outskirts of the hive by his reckoning, miles from where he had he had run around that fateful corner onto
South Road from Concourse 83.
He didn’t know what the Word Bearers wanted him but he doubted it was good based on the state of his
fellow captives. He did as the inner voice had told him to do. He took a deep breath to tried and clear his
aching head.
I’m not dead, there’s still hope, he took another deep breath. I’m not dead. He said to himself confidently.
“Not yet” a voice deep in the back of his mind replied.
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Additional Rules for Event
You must also include 1 unit in your army that can
be joined by an infantry independent character.

Spirit of Heresy
The emphasis on the games for this event is that they
are fun for both players and are played in the Spirit
of the Game (see page 21 of The Horus Heresy Age
of Darkness Rulebook, the ‘Spirit of the Game’ section tells you all you need to know)
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20/10/18. These will then be reviewed and posted
online before the event.
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