Veteran Scout Sergeant Renalius sighed. He was in the massive domed building that was the Dark Sentinel’s temporary field HQ. The room with the dome was huge, decorated in almost fanatical fervour by the ancestors of the planet’s human inhabitants. Or what was left of them. Vamethrias was a world gone mad. The psionic beacon detected by the Deathwing Order’s two associated librarians was incredibly powerful, and had driven the majority of Vamethrias and its neighbouring world’s inhabitants mad, or mutated them in some horribly dramatic fashion.
Renalius and his squad, while on a routine scouting mission, had to flee from a gibbering horde of monstrosities only a few hours ago. Of course, some of the population managed to avoid the effects and had created resistance factions against the mutants. But that was not why the Sentinels were here.
Indeed, Renalius was sure that Vesanius – the Grand Master of the Deathwing Order – would have preferred to bombard the entire system from space, cleansing it instantly. He began to wonder why on Terra they were on the damned planet.
Renalius snapped to attention as he suddenly realised he’d been daydreaming. He was expected to meet Vesanius in his audience chambers as soon as possible. He’d gotten the message not long after his retreat from the mutants.
Uncaring for his brethren’s icy glances, Renalius broke into a run to ensure he wasn’t late. Vesanius didn’t care for latecomers. He could get really pissed off if he wanted to.
Renalius thundered up the stairs circling the dome to the third floor, and burst through. He snapped to attention immediately as soon as he entered. A veteran marine, adorned in the black, gold and silver of the Dark Sentinels stood next to a desk in the middle of the room, bolter at the ready. A door was to the right, leading to the audience chambers.
“State your business, sergeant.” he said.
“Deathwing Sergeant Renalius of Scout Squad Revenge. I’m here at the request of Grand Master Vesanius,” replied Renalius.
There was a fuzzing noise as the marine contacted Vesanius through his helmet’s vox-caster.
“You may proceed, brother.”
As Renalius moved to go through the door, he took a glance back at the doorway he’d just come through. Sure enough, in the shadows on either side of the door where two terminators, one at each side. Security was tight.
The audience chamber was cloaked in dark shadows. It was a large rectangular room with a fireplace burning on the opposite side from the doorway Renalius was standing in. A long table stretched the length of the room with chairs all around it. At the head of the table sat Vesanius, cloaked in shadow, his terminator armour’s silhouette flickering with the light from the fireplace. 
Renalius knew that all the darker shadows would house an elite bodyguard.
“Deathwing Sergeant Renalius. May honour be with you.” spoke Vesanius.
“Grand Master Vesanius. The honour is with me.” Replied Renalius in the formal manner, bowing.
“Please, sit.” Vesanius pointed to a chair. “You are wondering why I summoned you. That’s what everyone wonders when I summon them. Except for the Order of the Psykers, of course. You were initiated into the Deathwing forty years ago, and you requested your own squad ten years ago. You have performed admirably on every mission, much in the same manner as the famous Sergeant Naaman of the Dark Angels.”
The Dark Angels were the Dark Sentinel’s predecessors.
“I believe,” Vesanius continued, “that you have worked with the Quickfire Order before?”
“Yes, I have had four missions involving them,” replied Renalius.
The Dark Sentinels used a different sort of organisation from any other chapter. The chapter is roughly 6,000 men strong, which is much larger than the majority of chapters. Thus the organisation was split into 13 Orders. The Orders of Deathwing, Ravenwing, Quickfire, Hellfire, Ascended, Sentinel and Psykers; and the Brotherhoods of Steel, Purity and Faith; each uniquely characterised. Forces would usually consist of members from another Order, as each Order would specialise in different things. For example, the Brotherhood of Steel owned 80% of vehicles in the chapter, and other Orders would requisition them for use.
The Quickfire Order specialised in jump pack and foot assault infantry.
“Your mission,” said Vesanius, “is to take three Quickfire Assault Marine squads under your command, and take the bunker four clicks south west from here.”
A holo-map appeared in front of Renalius.
“You are you move in here,” Vesanius pointed to an opening in the bunker’s wall, “and then move through this air duct.”
“Sir, jump packs won’t fit through there.”
“The Quickfire Order abhors stealth anyway. They’re meant to attack through this gap in the ceramite ceiling… here,” he pointed. “If they make it through alive, which they undoubtedly will, you will meet up with them here in the mess hall.”
“Affirmative,” replied Renalius.
“Then you will fight your way down underground and make your way to this generator. You carry melta bombs, don’t you?”
“Yes, sir.”
“You will destroy the generator. This will power down the lights. The Quickfire Marines will now leave your company and take the fight outside. You will then proceed through this air duct and enter this room. We’re getting strange signals from in there, so you must be on your guard.”
“I’ve dealt with some of the worst things already.”
Renalius was reflecting back to the day he and his squad banished a Keeper of Secrets. He smiled as he remembered its face when he dispatched it with his power fist. It was a proud moment.
“There are worse things than daemons, sergeant. Remember that. Once you have located the source of these signals, and retrieved it if possible, you are to return immediately. By that time the entire bunker will have become a war zone. Be careful.”
“Sir.”
“You are dismissed.”
Renalius bowed, and left the room, nodding to the veteran outside the door.
It was time to go back into the fray.

The Scouts crept silently up the hill in the dark of the night. The scout at the fore raised his armoured fist and crawled up the last stages himself, and looked into the darkness. Sighing silently, he activated his photo visor.
The bunker was just ahead. Renalius noted the lack of guards in the area – a mutant or two here and there – and crawled back down the hill to his squad. There were six of them, in total. Sergeant Renalius and Privates Richards, Helios, Firenze, Tiranius and Garius. They’d been with Renalius for a good twenty years now, and he trusted them with his life. He had to.
“Bunker is in sight,” he whispered, “We will proceed in stealth towards the western side – proceed in stance alpha.”
They nodded in acknowledgement. Renalius booted up his vox-caster.
“Quickfire team, check in.” he commanded.
Static was all that was heard for a split second, then:
“Squad Durkon, reporting.”
“Squad Asethius, reporting.”
“Squad Promethius, reporting.”
Renalius nodded to himself. He knew he could trust the Quickfire; they’d worked with him before. Different Orders were usually distrustful to a degree of the other Orders – not threatened, but distrustful of reliability and courage.
“Proceed on foot to the southern wall. Be silent. Prepare for battle on my signal,” instructed Renalius.
“As you command,” came the reply.
The climb down to the bunker was tricky – the rocks would slide away, and stealth was of utmost importance. Slowly, but surely, the scouts made it down with barely a sound. The mutants at the bunker murmured incomprehensible chatterings to one another. Quickly, the scouts lined up behind the wall. Renalius activated his vox-caster again.
“Go.”
“Space Marines, ATTACK!!” came a roar from the other side of the bunker. Renalius smiled as he heard shouts of “Eat chainsword!!” and “Die, chaos scum!!” Memories resurfaced of old missions with the Quickfire, but he shrugged them away as he concentrated on the mission. Sure enough, all the mutants had rushed to the assault marines on the other side.
“Let’s move,” he ordered.
Silently, the squad moved through the rubble scattered along the break in the wall and made it inside. The room they entered was inhabited by a single mutant, who Renalius shot dead with a single shot from his silenced bolt pistol. The entry grate to the ventilation shaft was on the ceiling.
“Firenze – the grate. Now,” he ordered.
Firenze moved over to the entry grate, and pulled out a portable melta-ray. Within seconds, the lock had melted, and Firenze softly lowered the grate to the ground. He signalled with his arms, and Helios jumped onto his hands, and was boosted up into the shaft. The rest of the squad followed, and Firenze was pulled up inside, closing the grate behind them. Aside from the dead mutant, there was no trace they’d been there. Renalius heard a soft clatter and muffled commands as the Quickfire Marines landed on the roof of the bunker.
Renalius led the way through the shaft, having memorised the route on the holo-map. As predicted, the shaft carried over the mess hall. Renalius took a look inside through a grate.

The hall was full of mutants. Literally full. Renalius was reminded of one of those tinned things he saw on a mission during his initiation…sardines. They were like one of those tins of sardines. 
The sounds of heavy armoured footsteps came thundering into range, and the mutants turned and roared.
Renalius tuned his vox-caster to ‘squad’.
“Frag grenades,” he commanded, “Be ready.”
The sound of chainsword on steel and flesh was heard and the roaring of the mutants as they fell.
“Eat chainsword, scum!!”
Renalius smirked at the originality of the Quickfire Marines. Or the lack of it.
“NOW!”
The scouts through their frag grenades through the grates each of them were beside in the ventilation passage. They detonated, and a large portion of the mutants decided to explode in a horribly gory fashion.
“DROP!!”
He and his men shot out their grates and dropped into the fray. Renalius turned his fall into a lethal kick, snapping the neck of the mutant he landed on, killing it instantly. Another rose next to him, scorched from the explosion, and swung its cleaver. Renalius parried it with his bolt pistol, and swung his power fist in a wide arc, splattering the three mutants around him in a single blow. He shot another as it rose, and grabbed another by its neck with his power fist as it rushed him, snapped its neck and threw it into the mob. He noted Tiranius lying on the floor with an axe in his back. There was no time to mourn.
He saw Firenze rush a mob in the far corner of the room, sword in one hand, portable melta in the other. He span around, firing the melta, and severed all the mutants nearby in two pieces or more with the intense heat.
Helios was fighting another three mutants – he blocked one with his bolt pistol as he decapitated the other with his sword, then kicked the other in the chest where its guts were leaking from the explosions. It crumpled, and is it did he turned to face the last, as it swung its axe. He jerked it aside, while jamming a krak grenade down its throat. Its head exploded in a well of gore, and Helios turned to face the mutant he’d kicked as it was rising, and pumped three bolts into its forehead.
Renalius ducked under a wild blow – if he hadn’t it would have removed his head. A huge mutant – one larger than any other in the room – bellowed out an incomprehensible challenge. By this time, the Quickfire had battled its way to the scout’s position, relieving them slightly from the ravenous mobs of sum surrounding them. One of them decided to take up the challenge – as was the Dark Sentinel’s way – and the two stood to fight, one on one, as the swirling melee around them continued. The Quickfire Marine was obviously outclassed, but he had a few tricks up his sleeve. As the Boss Mutant swung his huge greataxe, the marine ducked, and the axe simply decapitated an unfortunate nearby mutant. The assault marine picked out a grenade from his armour – a flash grenade – and stuffed it into one of the Boss’ many eyes. It exploded in a fury of bright light, blinding the great beast temporarily. By the time it had recovered, the marine was gone. The Boss looked around in obvious confusion, and then the chainsword bit deep into his skull from above – the marine had jetted into the air and outmanoeuvred his opponent.
The skirmish raged for a few more minutes – minutes that felt like days to Renalius – and then it was over. The Sentinels had won.
Renalius was not one for relishing victory, however, and he immediately commanded for a casualty report. He already knew Tiranius was dead, and Richards and Garius were badly injured, but would live. The Quickfire Marine reported seven dead Quickfire. Renalius’ mind rested easy, knowing the casualties could have been – should have been – much greater.
“Quickfire,” Renalius pointed to a doorway, “advance into the complex and clear the way for us. We’re going to trap the bunker, and will follow shortly after.”
“Affirmative!” replied the Quickfire simultaneously – and with that, they left.
“Right – myself and Firenze will start trapping. Helios, you see to our wounded. I suggest you move them to a safer location until the mission is a success.”
“Yessir,” replied Helios.
Renalius and his men got to work. He hadn’t expected this many mutants to be guarding a power generator… they must have been guarding something else… something important. 
Renalius shivered. He had a bad feeling about this mission. The same feeling he’d had that day when he faced down the Keeper of Secrets…
He hoped it wouldn't come to that.
He activated his vox-caster to attempt to contact the Quickfire Marines downstairs.
"Squad Durkon, report."
Static.
"Squad Asethius, report."
Static.
"Squad Promethius, report!!" he commanded again, with a tinge of fear in his voice.
Again, static.
Renalius considered his options, and then commanded the remainder of his squad - Helios, Firenze and Richards - to follow him down the stairwell. They followed without question, but Renalius knew of the doubts that were going through their minds - that were going through HIS mind. It was a worrying turn of events indeed.
Cautiously, the scouts moved down the stairwell, without a sound. As they reached the bottom, Renalius blinked. And again. The sight - it couldn't be real. The Quickfire Marines - all of them - lay slaughtered on the floor. Some lay with their backs to the walls, lifeless arms futilely attempting to hold in their guts as they spewed across the floor. Others lay decapitated or with missing limbs across the stretch of the cold ceramite floor.  Blood was splattered everywhere. 
As Renalius looked on, he noticed that the marines at the fore never got the chance to defend themselves. On closer inspection, he noted that the gashes across the armour made perfect cuts, slicing through the armour like a knife through butter.
"There's nothing we can do. We must move on," announced Renalius.
His men muttered agreement. It was clear that none wanted to remain in the room any longer. A door with an access panel lay open to their left, but Renalius had had a hundred years experience in stealth missions. He could smell an ambush a mile off. He wasn't going to let his men die like the Quickfire had. He pressed on towards the objective - the power generator - through the door on the other side of the room.
The generator room flashed with light incessantly. Renalius shielded his eyes as he approached the generator and fastened some melta bombs to it. Hurriedly, he moved to a safe distance and detonated the devices, destroying the generator instantly. The power cut out, as was expected.

Mission accomplished, he thought. He knew if he left now, he wouldn't be punished, but he knew that his honour required him to fulfil all objectives, regardless of thoughts of self-preservation. He was a Space Marine of the Deathwing Order, and he would not falter. He and his squad activated their nightvision visors. He signalled to Firenze to cut the grate in the ventilation shaft in the room, and the four scouts clambered up into it.
They had been crawling for about five minutes when Renalius decided they had come to the right room. He loosed the grate he was beside, and looked down into the darkened room.

The six horned space marines loosed their safety catches and looked up into the vent.
"Oh sh-"
A hail of bolter fire cut into the ventilation shaft, the small explosions making it shudder and scream in a metallic fury. One side snapped and loosed from the ceiling. It fell to the ground at an angle and hung there, and the four scouts tumbled out. The chaos space marines dropped their bolters and drew their swords. The sixth - the champion - drew two lethal looking blades that glowed a malign shade of red. His skull helmet grinned evilly.
Combat ensued. Each scout held their own - Firenze watched as the injured Richards managed to fell a chaos marine by impaling its head with his knife, before being run through by a second. 
Helios shot the murderous marine in the back of the kneecap, and it collapsed. He then turned to face another, who he stunned by hitting his sword's hilt on its head, and then he shot its brains out with several rounds from his bolt pistol. He turned to face the champion, and had his pistol pointing right at his face - but his sly grin turned to a look of horror as the click from the bolt pistol signified an empty clip. The champion laughed maniacally as he decapitated him.
Renalius turned and ducked as a brutal swing from a chainsword narrowly missed him. He swung his power fist, but the chaos marine simply darted out of the way and the blow sailed harmlessly over his head. Renalius brought around his bolt pistol and fired into the marine's chest, stunning him, then he slammed the power fist into his chest. The chaos marine flew across the room, landing awkwardly on a table, snapping his neck.
Firenze was a whirlwind of attacks - the two chaos marines - one of them being the marine who'd been shot in the kneecap - couldn't land a single blow on them. Renalius ran to defend him, and shot the wounded chaos marine in his left arm, the explosive slug severing it from the elbow. The marine screamed and fell backwards, tripping Firenze. Firenze fell to the ground and landed flat on his back, the wind knocked from his lungs. The champion laughed maniacally as he impaled his chest with both power blades, severing Firenze's vital organs and splattering blood all over the room. Renalius dispatched the last chaos marine with his bolt pistol, and turned to face the champion.
"You fight well, for scum," he noted.
"You fight well for a lapdog, fool," was the reply.
The champion began to spin his blades in his hands, and slowly advanced towards Renalius. He ran at him, screaming, swinging his deadly blades at him. Renalius ducked and parried the swords, and the champion fell back a few steps. The leering skull helmet stared intimidatingly into Renalius' eyes, and the champion began to laugh again. Renalius once again noted the pure insanity of these treacherous dogs.
The champion turned backwards, beckoning Renalius, taunting him. As Renalius advanced, the champion ran towards the ceramite wall that was now stained with blood. The champion began his dance of death, running up the walls and flipping himself around to be behind Renalius, forcing him to parry and fall back to another wall, where the same thing would happen. Over and over, the clash of steel on steel, the slicing of the blades and lethal jab of the power fist. 
Each attack one made was expertly parried or dodged by the other, but Renalius felt himself become tired - he had to end this soon or he would lose. He fell back to a doorway and punched it open, then dodged the lethal blades as they followed his movements. He attempted a counter attack, which was dodged, and fell back to the corridor. The two warriors broke apart, each panting for breath. The chaos champion, seeing his new surroundings, cackled. He ran up the left wall, then jumped to the right, the left, to the ceiling and then down behind Renalius in an instant. As he raised his blades to perform the final cut, Renalius snapped around to face him, pistol drawn, and shot him in the chest. The bolt pierced the armour, and the champion stepped backwards, dropping his swords in agony.
Renalius walked up to the champion, and grinned.
"Scum never wins," he said, and with a brutal swing from his power fist, he removed the champion's head.  He turned to return to his fallen comrades, but a huge figure stood in the corridor, its wings unfolded to show the daemonic power it possessed. Its figure was athletic and looked incredibly strong, and Renalius knew he could never outrun it. He stood, ready to fight.
"How right you are," replied the daemon.
Within millisecond, the daemon was behind Renalius, and he barely felt the needle puncture his skin, before unconsciousness took hold...
Renalius' vision faded in and out as he fought to regain consciousness. His head swam with strange thoughts that he was certain weren't his - thoughts of pleasure and pain, torture and suffering. As the effects of the drug wore off, he raised his head and focussed on the steel door in front of him. It was unforgiving and cold. He thought he could see what looked liked faces twisted in looks of pain etched on the door. He shook his head, and they were gone. He tried to move his arms, but he couldn't. Then he realised he was tied to a chair with a snake - he shook his head again - a chain. He couldn't move either - the chair must have been nailed to the floor.

The door swung open. A giant monster - marine - CHAOS marine - stood there, laughing at him. 
He walked towards Renalius and punched him square in the face, and all went black once more.
"Renalius. Wake up. It is time."
Everything swam into focus. The drug had worn off, and Renalius could finally think straight. He looked around. He was in a candle-lit room - not the same one as before - and was still chained to a chair. A different chair - this one was sitting in the middle of a pentagram. Heretical writing - in what looked like blood - covered the nearby walls. Renalius shuddered as he realised what was going to happen.
"You are afraid. Don't be. It is a great honour to become a Daemonvessel."
The voice was harsh and gritted, yet with a strange sweetness to it. Renalius was almost swayed by its word - it was right, after all... wasn't it?
The Daemon Prince walked into view. It was the same one that injected him in the corridor - a steel skull-mask covered its face, it had huge, horrible - yet elegant - wings protruding from its back. A shield-like mutation covered its left arm, but the right was free to move normally. A sword hung at its belt, snarling occasionally. Renalius knew it was a daemon-blade.
"So now you know why you are here," it said, "You should be an honoured man, Renalius. You will soon become a Daemonvessel, and you have the opportunity to meet the bane of your Chapter. Me."
The daemon's mask twisted itself into a horrible smile.
"Our Chapter no longer has a bane. Who are you to declare so?" demanded Renalius.
"No longer... you imply you used to. Please, name it for me."
"All you'll get from me is my name, rank and serial number."
"Well, I already know your name and rank, Deathwing Sergeant Renalius. What, pray tell, is your serial number."
"You'll have to kill me for it."
The Daemon prince laughed. Flame sprouted from the mask's eye sockets and mouth.
"You Deathwing are always so stubborn. I suggest we continue with our previous line of questioning... what was the name of the Daemon Prince that used to plague your Chapter?" it asked.
Renalius gritted his teeth as he replied. He knew what the Daemon was going to say.
"His name was Dax, or rather, that was his so-called nickname. His real name was Evenus the 'Exultant'," - he spat the title out at the daemon as if it were poison - "He fought the Dark Sentinels on many occasions, but our librarian Diablos banished him long ago."
"And now he has returned. I, Renalius, am Evenus the Exultant, Lord Commander of the Emperor's Children's fourth company."
"You were banished once. It will happen again."
The daemon's entire body burst into ethereal flames, filling the room with orange light. It drew its sword.
"This blade has seen the blood of two hundred Dark Sentinels or more," stated Evenus.
"You lie."
"Surely you have heard the tales? I've taken on an entire force of your Deathwing Terminators. 
And won."
Renalius grimaced. The daemon spoke the truth.
"Those assault marines upstairs also fell victim to my blade. But you already guessed something of the sort, didn't you?"
Renalius lowered his head.
"We lured you here," started Evenus, "via the psychic pulse I sent out. I knew your psykers would want to investigate, but I'm surprised they sent you straight away. You see, we need you."
Renalius sat up sharply. "Why?"
"You banished a Keeper of Secrets, Greater Daemon of Slaanesh. That daemon has grown excessively powerful in the Warp. And we have found a way to release it early... if the Daemonvessel was the one who banished it."
Evenus turned away, facing his back to Renalius.
"You... have answers I have questions for. I must know of the Sentinel's positions. Your psyckers block out my mind, and this damned psychic signal given off by the planet isn't helping. WHERE ARE YOU?" asked Evenus he span around and touched the tip of the blade against Renalius' chest. The blade screamed in hunger.
"You'll have to kill me," defied Renalius.
Evenus twisted the blade, Renalius and the sword screaming.
"Is Diablos with you? TELL ME!"
"I will tell you NOTHING, daemon!" screamed Renalius.
Evenus turned away. Blood trickled down Renalius' battle-scarred carapace armour. The pain was unbearable.
Something was in his mind. Thoughts of pure horror, death, plague, treachery spiralled through his head. Renalius was an aspiring champion, leading the forces of Chaos to defile the Imperial fools. He tortured the defenceless inhabitants hundred of planet, experimenting on them and defiling them for pleasure. As a lieutenant, on the battlefield of an unknown world, he faced down the Sentinel's Grand Master of the Deathwing, Vesanius, and after killing him; he impaled the Grand Master's head on his trophy rack. He was now a powerful Chaos Lord, fighting through the Imperial forces on the 14th Black Crusade, fighting towards Terra itself. He stood in front of the Emperor on his golden throne, and thrust his power fist through his face.
Renalius screamed defiance. He snapped back to reality instantly. Evenus stood not far away from him, flames spewing from every orifice.
"You have a stubborn mind, fool. I grow tired of this. MEN!! PREPARE THE RITUAL!!"
Evenus moved to leave the room, but was struck in the chest by a bolt of pure energy. The daemon prince was knocked clear off his feet and flew through the air. And stopped. He was there, in mid air, defying all gravity, whilst still in the same position he had been in before he stopped. The chain suddenly snapped on it's own accord, and Renalius jumped to his feet. He turned around to face where the blast had come from, and standing there was the greatest psyker the Dark Sentinels had ever had. Diablos.
"Come, sergeant. There isn't much time," he said.
Renalius turned, and noticed the daemon prince was not -as he had originally suspected - suspended in time. Time had merely slowed down.
"Follow me. Hurry," commanded Diablos.
The two ran through the bunker, Diablos smiting any chaos marine who dared to stand in their way with a single stroke of his force axe. When they reached the mess hall, they stopped.
"You trapped this building." It was a statement, not a question.
"Yes, sir."
A roar followed them up to the hall.
"The spell has worn off," stated Diablos, "You have the detonator?"
"Affirmative."
"Then let us continue."
They surfaced from the bunker, and two Land Speeders flew there, pilots waiting.
"Get in," commanded Diablos, "Hurry."
Renalius jumped in the gunner seat of the furthest land speeder, noting the Ravenwing insignia on the side. The speeder was equipped with a multi-melta.
"Floor it!" he shouted to the driver.
He looked over to Diablos, who sat in the other Land Speeder. Diablos nodded the command to him.
Renalius hit the detonator as the Land Speeders sped away. The bunker exploded in a fury of cleansing fire. Renalius smiled as he realised he'd probably killed the daemon prince. Nothing could have survived that. Nothing at all.
His smile vanished as he realised his entire squad was dead. They'd have to be replaced when he got back...
Now a good distance away, the bunker continued to blaze. A huge, black, almost invisible figure stood nearby. It stretched its wings and flew into the air, watching where the Land Speeders were travelling. He sank to the ground slowly and vanished into the darkness.
It wasn't over yet.

(by HellRaid)

