“Damn it, then shut the vents!” Neilus screamed into his com line, connected with all of the other Adeptus Mechanicus squads currently on the Emperor’s Shield. The ship shuddered again as another ork assault boat hitting home. The miss angled fleet arrayed about them were blazing away, the Xenos firing crews more often than not completely missing the Emperor’s Shield. But the shots that did hit home were dangerous. The xenomorphically unstable weaponry of the green tide helped often as much as it hindered its users. Hundreds of ships were firing on Delire’s line breaker cruiser, her void shields glittering with the strain.
All of the Titus shells were expended, but two. Evidence of thus were the twisted and blasted Roks and Space Hulks, that had met the Ivory fleet at the beginning of their mad charge into the system.
Both main batteries of the Emperor’s shield were firing, and had been for quite some time. The completely ballistic weapons of the ancient ship had accounted for many kills, though it was but a small dent in the tide of enemy vessels. Reports were coming from several decks, of boarders. Though, unfortunately for the orks, the crew of the Emperor’s Shield and other ships in her fleet, were very zealous in their defense. And a good portion of them had honest combat experience, coupled with an extended amount of captured or manufactured heavy weaponry. 
The ork boarding parties were being held at bay for the moment.
“Anti-small craft batteries, target boarding vessels as primary.” Delire ordered, through Hellius. 
The unique type of ballistic weapons that the Shield used included a ferocious amount of AA hard points. Originally built as a line breaker, ships of the Shield’s class would be the first and hardest hit by fighter craft. In consequence, the Shield had a 360 degree shell of AA fire, controlled by no less than ten separate fire control towers. In the event that one would fail, either of the two closest towers could slave the leaderless hard points into their own firing systems.
A ragged group of fighta-bommerz made an explosive run over the dorsal tower of the Shield, their last bombs rupturing just below the Main Bridge. The armor glass of the forward view port shivered in its moorings. Three of the haphazard constructions burst into flames and venting gas as they passed the trio of flak guns that sat just above, at the tip of the main dorsal tower.

Delire gripped the control arm as it the ship rocked. Brilliant Lance beams burst into view, from Ramiel’s forge ship, striking an urchin shaped destroyer directly in front of Delire’s trajectory. Due to its line breaking roll, the Shield had almost no forward firing capability.
The Captain noticed a large disturbance, moving in from sunward. “Pilot, fire engine One too 110% capacity. Attitude thrusters to 8.95, Starboard zenith.” Delire hit the com switch to his starboard weapons battery. “Titus cannon, target object 113. Aim high.” He didn’t wait for a reply, trusting in his labouring crew.
The vast object was perhaps one of the largest Space Hulks that he had ever seen or heard of. It crushed several other vessels in its path, which crashed like meteors into the outer skin of ice, rock, and debris. The gaping holes and tubes that Delire could only assume would be jury rigged ork capital weaponry began to sparkle as it charged. Its growing nimbus was a sickly green laced with blue energy, pushing and growing in disordered pulses.
“Captain, the Void shield is failing. We are at 18 percent. 17%. 16.” Hellius’s count down to death was poignant, and Delire felt his gut uncoiling. He had tried his best, doing what he had believed in. He simply sat back into his chair, the thin cushions forming to the curves in his armor. He steepled his fingers before his face, the release of imminent death lifting the weight of stress from his shoulders. He gave a last order.
“Cannon fire on solution.” A few moments and 4 more percent of the void shield, the Emperor’s Shield rocked as the Titus shell fired, and the stabilizing thrusters exactly opposite of the massive mechanism cycled on.
The archaic weapon slowed the massive asteroid of junk and weapons, vaporizing a small portion, but there was little stopping it. There was nothing else to do, and the rest of the bridge crew knew it. Hellius also sat back, looking into the view port instead of his myriad data screens. Though Neilus was still just as firmly engaged in his own delegation of repair crews.
“I am a leaf, on the wind. Watch me fly.”
And the universe went orange and white. The kind of explosion where, there is just brightness and no sound. The worst sort.
10 to the 31st power of joules and plasma reaching 100 million degrees Kelvin swept through the system. The solar flare was massive, reaching its tentacle arm more than one million miles away from the parent white dwarf. Inestimatable tons of plasma matter spewed into the system, destroying the closest two planets with infantile ease. They were wiped completely clean, oceans vaporized, and land smoothed to glass. Most of their atmosphere was blasted outward, to become gas clouds that would have similar orbits.
The shockwave of energy and electromagnetic force devoured every electrical system within several trillion miles, and thus including the remaining four planets of the system. The fleets currently engaged in dire combat were the hardest hit. Though, the Emperor Protects.
“Ok, do you at least have a report on the boarding parties?” Delire yelled into the hallway, which was telephoned by voice to a long tubing corridor. It had become the central sounding point for most of the ship, due to its acoustic attributes. A minute later, a reply returned. All boarding parties destroyed or fleeing to their assault boats.
“Got it!” Neilus said with quite a bit of triumph. The Tech marine had managed to kick start, with the help of the Mars Adeptus contingent, one of the Novid reactors. They were used primarily for independently recharging the Void shield, but now were slowly restoring power to the primary systems. And providing the spark to engage the primary reactors as well.
“Neilus, I am going to nominate you for a Black Rose.” Delire remarked, as he threw several switches, who were just starting to light up.
“No enemy activity shown, everyone’s still where they should be. Minus trajectory movement. That Hulk is rather close, but it will pass us by….” Hellius did some quick computations on his just now available screens. “By a margin of forty feet.”
Delire whistled as he began bringing on the Shield’s main systems online, and attempted to establish a com line to the Emperor Provider, Ramiel’s ship. For quite a long time there was nothing but static, remnants of the titanic solar flare, but he did receive a weak signal.
Ramiel had the Provider starting its systems with the sealed back up maintenance and manufacturing reactors. He estimated another day until things began fitting back into place. The Furious Interdictor still had not responded. The single strike cruiser of the Ivory Fleet had not reported in, and in the hectic combat, had been unreachable. Once all systems were online, Delire would send out search parties and sensor sweeps to locate the relatively small ship. Relative to the Emperor’s Shield that is.
Only a few of the Ork ships had been able to bring themselves under way since the Flare. The Shield and the Provider had been directly shielded by the massive Space Hulk, being it was in the path of the worst damage. Plasma had evaporated millions of tons of rock, metal, and ice from its former engine section. If there were orks still aboard, they gave no sign for the several days that the Shield took to get completely back under Templar control.
The assets of the Mars and Ryza Mechanicus expeditions had been hard pressed to restart most of the main systems, systems that they barely understood and still had decades if not centuries, of study to do on them. But dutifully, as soon as firing solutions could be drawn, the electrically and magnetically propelled guns of the Shield spat into the darkness. Their mostly inert projectiles travelling at .1583c, or the equivalent of 15.83 percent of light speed, burst and ruptured ork ship after ork ship. It took a month for the Ivory Fleet, including the very damaged Furious Interdictor, to exterminate the remaining crippled ships. None, to their scanners and auspex, had been able to get away. Indeed, Delire and Ramiel hunted down every single still capable or otherwise ship available in the system. Surely most of the orks onboard, with no way of restarting their generators, would already have been dead. But Delire had learned precious lessons from orks, lessons that taught to be thorough. And never let an ork corpse lay unburned.
Throughout this space purging of the system, the Child had stayed in reclusion, waited on by only his most trusted native attendants. The breed of humans that called the Ivory Fleet home were as the name suggested. They were dominantly albino, though simply lacking skin pigment, and not suffering from the organ maladies that most adherent albinos receive. Their pink to red eyes were always a give away, though the skin of the indigenous peoples was white. Not clear, or vein filled as would be normal, but simply white. Perhaps, sometimes Delire wondered, that they had a white melatonin.
But as always, they assembled in force at the loading bays of the Ivory Fleet, when it was time to make the first incursions onto Tigrus III. Delire once again had to fight and finally order a space to be cleared for him to brief his resident Marines.
Almost no energy emissions had been registered to the once populated forge world beneath them. The Flare had rendered one whole hemisphere of the formerly grand strong hold of man, completely without atmosphere. The remaining shock of loss of atmosphere, and the pooling of the remaining gas back into place had created storms with winds of excess of 300 kph. Not including the toxins that had been introduced or stirred up. Long had it been in ork hands, though they had a tendency to assimilate and alter anything they could get their mitts on, and those alterations were typically at whim. The small amount of intelligence reports that the Ivory Fleet had access too noted a significant amount of internal clan fighting within the resident ork population. And very slight Ordos Xenos report, mostly classified, had spoken about the significant fractures of loyalty that had kept this captured forge world for funding any other major Waaaghs into the other near by systems. Raiding was a-plenty, but a full force of the green tide found here and the closest three captured systems, had yet to be assembled. It seemed that Warlord Arrgard the Defiler, a mighty ork Waaagh leader, had gone to ground here. More than likely, had died here, and thusly fracturing his alliance of independent clans with his demise.
The crew groaned in aggravation, arguments breaking out almost immediately. Some of the current tribal elders, noted by their heavy concentration of their curious metallic tattoos, complained loudly.
“This will be a Marine only excursion. The atmosphere is not safe for you!. We don’t have nearly enough atmo-suits, and hardly any of them are armored!” Delire was up on a table in the mustering hall, trying to calm the crowd. Though he could understand their feelings. “Once we get a firm foot hold, and find out if any of the old hives are still able to support you, we will act accordingly.”
Now there was much shouting, and a great deal of chest thumping. The Crew, having been used in an engagement before, and thusly treated with some honor by the Templars; wanted to do so again, to stand with their masters in combat. And with several hundred of them packed into the mustering room, it was quite a din.
But the large holo projector, based at the main wall of the auditorium like room, burst into a huge green display. The picture immediately quieted the crowd.
“How are things, Castellan Delire?” Asked the child, his voice loud in the room. Delire noted that most of the crew were down on one knee, head bowed. Curious.
“Fine. Though the crew is very adamant on going with us.” Delire had turned, and was looking up into the face high above him.
“Aye, mine as well. But unfortunately we do not have the resources to allow them to survive on the planet.” There was no rumbling this time, nothing but silence. The other Black Templars of Delire’s own looked about them, kind of amused. There were some smiles to be found in that grim group.
“But, Ramiel and I are slowly fixing that. We are beginning the manufacture of carapace armor, Mk. 12-Ryza. We expect that things will go slowly at first, but thanks to our friends at Ryza, this will give our warrior forces armored atmo-suits.” Now there was some whispers and raising of heads at that. The face of the Child moved to the side as a schematic was brought up. Sure enough, it was an atmo-suit, almost exactly like the one that Delire had seen with the Imperial Guard. Except there were some more unidentified equipment, and utility plugs. Nothing front liners should be equipped in, at least in terms of cost per soldier. Though, the Templars did not care of cost.
“Each accepted adult warrior will eventually be issued one. This will be your heritage, and you will keep them in working order.” The Child’s late teenage face looked sternly out at the crowd of crew. Many hopeful faces nodded in return to the command, but none spoke.
“Good. That is all.” The Child disappeared from view, and with the removal of motion, the holo feed clicked off with a slight pop.
“Ok, you heard the man, get too your posts.” Delire stepped down off the table and gathered with his marines. There was much work to do.
“Its about time that I came with you. Though I fear putting Neilus in charge.” Hellius racked his heavy Bolter, the neophyte’s favoured and most proficient in, weapon. The long belt feed of bolter shells hung from an over sized backpack of ammo, which in itself weighed in the good excess of a hundred pounds. Though that was nothing to a Space Marine, even without his power armor.
“Heh, my friend, we will make a marine of you yet!” Delire slapped the marine up side the helmet, in a rough but affectionate gesture. “Neilus is a Templar first, Mechanicus second. I think he has shown that, and Ramiel feels the same.” The Thunderhawk rocked again, shuddering into a veer. The winds patterns of the settling atmosphere were insane at best. 
Super-cells of storms hundreds of kilometres wide at the thinnest point, rampaged like Titans across the damaged planet. Neilus had estimated that a complete 45% of the atmosphere had been blasted into space by the flare, causing the remaining to rush back into the gap created. The leading edges of gas, mostly industrial pollutants, had collided into awesome storm fronts.

This was Hellius’s second ground engagement in his Neophyte career, though he had been through hell and back in space, providing a perfect systems manager on the Shield. He was now informally considered Delire’s second in command, but in truth the technical branch was Ramiel’s.
Hellius didn’t know it, but if he lived through this, there was a promotion to full marine waiting for him. Indeed, now that Delire thought on it, there was quite a good chance that none of them would be making it back. Even though most of the technology had been rendered inert, guns still worked. And despite the storms and dangerous air, there could possibly upwards of a couple billion orks just waiting for them on the planet. As it stood, there wasn’t enough ammo in the entire fleet for all of the green souls that lay below.
Four Thunderhawk transports were fighting their way through the rough storms, trying to find the surface. Their escort of three Thunderhawks in gunship configuration were fairing no better. But an ancient map retrieved by Neilus had given the rough approximation of a hive within reasonable distance. No one knew what it looked like now, as the storms were too intense for anything but a ship to pierce them.
The Auspex in the cockpit beeped incessantly. Delire called up the pilot feeds to be displayed on the inside of his helmet. The command programming that Neilus had added to Delire’s armor a long while back did this easily.
Brilliant lights played over a craggy and pitted metal surface. A vertical metal surface, blackened with age and chemicals. The other ship pilots, servitors all, communicated quickly between each other in bursts of data. The Thunderhawks spread out very, very carefully, searching for any sort of structure that even suggested a landing pad or bay. They found many missile firing structures roughly welded on, the orkish method of deploying things to space, but no landing pads.
Finally one of the gunships, either on order from someone or perhaps just the impetuousness of the human gunner, opened fire. It slowly blew out a large sized area of the outer wall, exposing two floors part way. With the assistance of the second gunship, it opened enough for one thunder hawk to enter.
Delire’s command and heavy weapons squad was first in. The floor creaked and shifted slightly under the weight of the marines as they disembarked from the hovering transport, oily rain blowing in almost horizontal through the blasted opening. Delire gave the pilot a thumbs up, the universal sign of Ok, and signalled the next Thunderhawk in for approach. The floor was littered with grease and shattered metal, and Brother Erin slipped very ungracefully until he found his balance.
The next thirty marines were headed by the Child. Though only a neophyte in truth, the young man was as tall as most of the other Space Marines in the empty floor. He only wore partial armor, as it was custom. And no neophyte would be completely trusted with a full suit of one of the ancient sets. All the full power suits in the Fleet were hand me downs, each having had scores or more of previous owners. Delire’s own had one hundred and forty one other Templars that had most likely died wearing it.
The new group, silently integrated into the various firing squads, and positioned themselves accordingly across the open floor. Any walls that had been originally in the level that they were on, were nothing but the bare metal supports. The Templars that supported the Child wore typically a white hood, or had painted their helmet white. Delire knew there was something incredible about the Child, but had yet to really sink his teeth into anything. Perhaps wariness was in his nature.
A contingent of Skitarii, mostly bionicly enhanced veterans, disembarked immediately after. They had brought in tow some of the combat servitors that Delire had been able to lift off of Captain Surchild. More a kin to the machines they serve, the Skitarii quickly flowed into place, taking up center firing point for one of the three stair wells present on this floor. But some remained for the next Thunderhawk. A Ryza Mechanicus came next, with a host of heavily armed servitors. Almost all of them had some sort of plasma weapon. But to Delire’s surprise, a Mars Adeptus Mechanicus followed as well. His….well, its servitors were much more advanced in nature, bearing the long bore weapons indicative to las and assault cannons. These machine priests had come prepared for war, where as Delire hadn’t expected them to come at all.

When the rest of the marines arrived, and the Thunderhawks had banked upwards into the black lashing sky, Delire was busy starting a local map.
Ramiel was going to wait until more things developed, and keeping a reserve force of their newly constructed vehicles and Neophytes in reserve. Delire had not agreed with him about this, but Ramiel had simply said it was his decision. What ever that had meant.
“I am surprised to see you, Zelnus.” Delire clashed bolter against bolt pistol in ritual greeting.

“You would not find me cooped up in that ship for any longer, Brother. Now, where in the Emperor’s name are we?” Zelnus’s white helmeted head turned this way and that, surveying the trash strewn level.
“Not sure. Too had to pin point, but we are definitely above the mist line. Perhaps a Hab tower.”
“Office. Judicial spire.” The ice cold voice of the Mars Adept, sounding more akin to the slide of metal against metal than a human voice. If any of the Tech Priests of his age could be called human any more. He was currently running his fingers across one of the standing support beams that had once held a wall. “Seventeen digits for Judicial Constructions. Or prison complexes. But this shouldn’t be a prison. Too flimsy. Too high.” Zelnus and the rest of the Brothers in Chain that had come with him, exchanged glances with Delire and Hellius, who stood next to him. They chose not to comment. Apparently there was a very, very tiny registration number on the particular piece of forged iron. Delire attempted to see it, but there was but a slight impression in the smooth and only slightly oxidized surface. What ever fingers the Mars Priest had, they were incredibly sensitive.
“Uh, yes thank you.” Delire clicked the internal com system on with a clench of his jaw. “Child, Brothers in Chain, and Squads 1 & 3, secure above floors. Squads 2 & 4, and the Adepts with me.” The Castellan busied himself with black-taping several more bolter clips to his thighs, out of the large cargo coffins that had been brought along with the expedition. Fairly quickly, others of his squad were doing the same. Soon, two out of the three ammo coffins had been emptied of their munitions. All of this was in addition to the normally deep reserve of ammo that every marine carried. If they valued their lives, that is. The last contained a significant nuclear device that Delire wanted to have in case of emergencies.
As the Upper team began to file cautiously upwards in the stair wells, they synchronized communications frequencies and organized rank and firing times. The Child took charge, of almost a unanimous vote. He seemed to be completely comfortable with the burden, and almost all the Marines viewed him as directly in tune with Emperor himself. Delire doubted that as such, though the child was decidedly special.
“Mount up. You sirs to follow?” Delire queried the Adepts, who although hated each other, had decided to both attend the potential slaughter. Perhaps they simply did not want the other potentially stumbling on anything important.
“We will follow. Let us be appraised of trouble at all times.” The Mars adept, the much more formal of the two, moved his servitors into a tight group. The Ryzian adept just kinda laughed and waved his acceptance to Delire. Most of them had been completely won over by the presence of the Emperor’s Shield, the ancient ship quickly becoming a Mecha of the Mechanicus. 
Well, at least of certain sects.
Delire nodded. Hellius in tight support, the hip mounted heavy Bolter primed and ready, moved with him to the stair well designated on his map as Alpha. The steps seemed solid, and Delire gritted his teeth as he moved downwards the full turn winder stair well. For those who may be interested, the elevator shaft to this level was empty and like everything else, devoid of power.

Delire’s very faint ambient shoulder lights, amplified by his genetically enhanced vision and the helmet’s sensor array, threw up a beige sheen to the permacrete walls. Large numbers had once been painted on them, but had long since been worn off.
Io pointed out dung, which he said was probably a few days old at best. He had been picked up on Io II, hence his name. He was notoriously good at scouting skills, and Delire had called upon him many times for expressly that fact. A red bandana graced the whitened helmet of the Space Marine in question.
The next two levels were in similar condition. What ever had made up the wall had been most likely scavenged for unknown uses. Ork uses were almost always considered unknown or unpredictable.
The Grotz on the fourth level down were seemingly feral, though Delire wouldn’t be the specialist to tell any types apart. All he knew is that they looked good, festooning the surrounding area with their various body parts. Each marine made sure that the little buggers were dead, crushing skulls and chest cavities with their heavy boots. Delire had instructed them to do so, because of intelligence that had been gleaned from the fighting on Armageddon. 
Apparently Orks and their kin had a huge amount of regenerative ability.
He wasn’t going to give them the possibility.
The Upper team had covered ten levels, each worse than those before. They had noted structural instability, and openings into the rough atmosphere. No resistance had been found before they were forced to turn back. The stair wells seemed to have been melted from that point on.
No real resistance had been felt until both teams had been pushing ever downward, twelve levels below the Entry Point. It had been quickly suppressed, as being only an apparently small tribe of feral Orks, who had the stair wells that led lower; completely barricaded off.
Delire was just going over some plans with the Child when the Ryza Mechanicus Adept stumbled upon a map. It had been etched into a flat metal plate, probably being once part of a wall. It had very crude symbols and assumably, attack plans written on it with some unidentified substance. It was quickly scoured clean, and presented to Delire. The Martian Adept was silent, but it was most likely that he was fuming.
After a few minutes to align themselves, assuming that the map had been taken off of one of the walls in this very same spire, Delire felt fairly confident on where they were. The logic codifiers were compiling the new information into a cohesive map when the first push struck.

Bolter fire roared into being from the three stairwells as the highly trained Templar’s poured fire into the first green thing that appeared. The ork barricades provided them with a good amount of cover, obviously the reason for their construction. The orks that were being chopped down like wheat looked to be just as feral, and seemed very surprised at the presence of firearm wielding beings in the place of the orks who had previously owned this level. Still they came on, crude spears and axes being hurled up at the marines with force.
No wounds were taken though, as each projectile either sailed wide or glanced from the Marine’s superior armor. After eight minutes of fighting, the greenskins apparently decided they had had enough. No more appeared around the corner of the stairwells.
“Clear the bodies!” Delire ordered, and from his vantage point, he could see the flamer Marines move forward to lean over the barricades. They cooked the corpses to a universal black and smoking, a haze now hanging at just eye level throughout the floor.
“Ok. We are on a Adeptus Arbites spire, one of four. We are four levels down from the first mass transit floor, which encompasses all these spires here.” Delire pointed to the etched map, indicating a good portion of the northern side of the Hive. “I imagine that those greenies are going to alert their friends. We need to hit them now, as soon as we can. Heavy weapons squads, your first. As soon as the aggressors get within five yards, turn and move back into the lines. There will be a close combat marine waiting to take your spot. Don’t wait, and don’t get stupid.” Delire watched as several of his heavy weapons squads slapped some of the close combat Marines on the helmeted head. It was a trend of familiarity and friendship that they had picked up from him.
“We don’t have terminators right now, though there are some waiting to transport. I don’t want to play them yet, so do your best. Close combat line; throw frag grenades at every opportunity. 
We have enough, and more can be shipped down through the spire. If there are as many orks as I fear there are, we are going to be in for hell of a fight.” Delire moved away from the map, checking his equipment. As almost an after thought, he turned. “Flamer marines, don’t retire. Stay put, and light as much as you can.”
He checked the first few rounds in his magazine, then slammed it home into his relic Bolter. 
“Time to die.”
Green blood flowed ankle deep. Clogged with squishy bits of flesh and organs, it stopped up most of the drains in the transport level. More and more of it were added every second, gallons for every drop of Templar red. Hellius screamed in the rabid joy, his one in ten tracer rounds glittered in the blackness, sending death into the onrushing army of blade wielding orks. Even Delire, pushed to the right of the central formation, grinned in the fulfilment of purpose. His chainsword rose and fell, counter pointed by bolt pistol.
The always taciturn Brother Theodore was leading a squad of marines even deeper into the Mess, supported by promethium flamers, cutting a swath to the most apparent War Boss. They were singing in perfect harmony a long chant to the Emperor, each blow falling in time with syllable or beat.
Mernas and Junda were providing their usual role, coordinating fire bases by their own example. A hell storm of lead and explosives leapt forward to the front Ork ranks every half second. Some of the heavy weapons specialists had yet to retire; though shooting through a stack of already broken bodies was becoming a hindrance.
Brilliant plasma illuminated and destroyed countless orks in its fury, unleashed by the Ryza Tech Priest and his servitor entourage. As soon as battle had been joined, the Adept had leapt forward, bringing his world’s devastating knowledge of plasma weaponry to bear upon the enemies of the Imperium. Truly this Tech priest had shown his metal, for which Delire would forever grant him.
The Ork chieftain, if it can be called that, stood on sturdy metal stilts, a crackling power klaw slicing this way and that. Sometimes cutting down any near by grot or snotling that was unlucky enough to be close by. Pressed around him, presumably the much famed Nobs that Delire had heard reports of, were slowly cut down by Zelnus and Theodore. Their size and skill were no match for the Brothers in Chain, in intensity and faith. In one quick moment, then entire tide of battle shifted, as Zelnus blew the throat from the War Boss, splattering the surrounding orks immobilized by the press of bodies eager to get to the Marines.
Rage turned to fear as Theodore lashed about himself with his custom chainsword and chain held vibro blade. The route became a sellable point as a concentrated throw of frag grenades splattered ork body parts to bounce against the vaulted ceilings.
“Glory to the Emperor!” The Child led the counter charge, further decimating the ork line of bodies, tumbling back those behind it to get trampled and mashed underfoot. Delire went with them, helpless in his desire to purge the foul xenos from the halls built for mankind.
Only one train stood still on its tracks, looking more like the bones of some vast whale than a vehicle. It had long since been scavenged for parts or what ever needs had arose in the ork kingdoms here about. Squads of Marines were quickly and messily making sure that each ork corpse was down, and down for good. They had been ordered to do so with the least expenditure of ammunition possible.
Only three marines had lost their lives so far on Tigrus, but each would be mourned. All three had been to lucky strikes with make shift power weapons, or other close combat weapons. None of the ranged weaponry the various tribes had been able to bring to bear were of any worry to the Marine armor.
“Coordinates 542, by 234. Polar East.” Delire quoted into his com system, interfacing with the Thunderhawk gunships that were patrolling through the heavy weather. “Full breach. At least 15 by 30 meters, and signal before firing.”
“….Zzztz…Understood.” said the computerized voice of the Pilot servitors.
“Hellius, you’re trailing something.” As soon as recognition had sounded across the com system, Delire had switched thoughts. He strode over to the Neophyte, who indeed had something caught in the crease between his foot armor and calf. Upon pulling it free, it seemed to be a long line of plate sized scales, tied together with gut-cord.
Delire frowned inside his helmet. Those were big scales. Obviously from some sort of creature, but there were no files that had been found that contained indigenous creatures. He raised both of the Adepts on his com link, but neither had any sort of idea that was helpful.
He left the stringed plates in the off-green muck, sloshing forward to issue orders to his scout team.
As the brilliance faded, and only the metal glowed, did Hellius speak up? “That’s all eight. Caved in and plasma melted. They wont get out of those spires any time soon.” Though the chuckle sounded from the almost marine, Delire knew better. The greenskins were entirely too lucky as a race for his taste.
He calmly waited for the weaponry crews to check in. Mostly made up of minor Mechanicus functionaries, they were deploying seventeen Tarantula class heavy bolter hard points throughout the massive transit bay. The hole that Delire had requested had been punched through the Hive’s outer skin, right into the large bay. Through this the Thunderhawks had shuttled in more munitions, the requested automated gun platforms, and two of the freshly fabricated Landraiders from the Emperor Provider. Ramiel and his crew had done a fantastic job working with the Ryza data crystals, converting an entire ship bay into a manufacturing unit.
As the ancient train tracks were the only conduit into the rest of the Hive from this area, their meeting point had been fortified. The other spires that connected to this level had been cut off and sealed. Automated defenses, such as the Tarantula Heavy Bolter, were being ferried in as soon as they could be manufactured and equipped. Delire had put in for several different configurations of the Tarantula, least of which included missiles, las cannons, or plasma batteries. The kit and caboodle was being hastily constructed above in orbit.
“Mount up!” Delire called as he gripped a side bar, on the rear portion of the lead Landraider. He hung out over the side, while the interior of the large tracked vehicles were stocked to the hilt with Templar marines. The great vehicle rolled over the slight drop onto the tracks, and roared southward, the direction chosen thanks to their map. To the south and down many levels were the main reactors. If they could be kept silenced, this Hive would have to fend for itself, instead of calling for it’s sisters to come and assist in a large Waaagh. Something that Delire hoped to keep as fact, instead of fancy.
“Further down, Further in!”
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