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			‘Again.’

			A prickling heat presaged the actual fire, followed a split-second later by the stench of his flesh burning.

			The prisoner strapped down to the stone slab convulsed, his pelvis thrusting upwards in response to the pain. His wrists and fingers twisted, struggling against their bonds. His legs thrashed impotently in the manacles fastened to his ankles.

			‘Don’t struggle,’ the voice warned. ‘Struggling only makes it worse.’

			There were three others in the room with the prisoner. One, his actual torturer, never spoke. He carried the burning brand, the fork at the end of it blazing like a tiny sun. Another observed, keeping back and out of the weak light shining from above. The few glimpses the prisoner managed to snatch in his throes of agony suggested that the observer had his arms folded and shifted irritably.

			The third, the one who had spoken, rasped and stayed close. His eyes were coals, smouldering red, the mirror image of the branding iron’s business end. He and the observer were hulking, armoured in war-plate that growled and whirred as they moved, as if some animus of their draconic namesake was still trapped within and trying to escape.

			‘I will kill you both!’ spat the prisoner, baring his fangs and snarling.

			The third nodded, his black armour rimed a dusky orange from the forge-flame being pressed to the prisoner’s exposed skin. It burned again, inscribing a line in his flesh, drawing pain. 

			‘He is savage,’ said the observer after the torturer had ceased. The torturer was smaller, dressed in robes rather than battle armour. He would die last, the prisoner decided.

			‘How many did he kill?’ asked the observer.

			‘Seven. He killed seven brander-priests before I took him,’ the black-armoured warrior replied.

			The observer muttered something in response to that fact. The figure could not hear the exact detail, but the tone suggested disbelief.

			‘Are you certain this is right? He is savage,’ repeated the observer.

			‘A monster,’ said the third, leaning in close to talk to his prisoner. ‘Are you ready to submit to the rite of pain?’

			Deep, heavy breathing, with a growling undercurrent, answered. Cold, dark eyes like chips of flint regarded the third. He smiled.

			‘You want to gut me, don’t you? Even now, you are working to release yourself from your bonds, planning your escape?’

			For a few seconds there was no response, then the figure nodded. Slowly. Certainly.

			The black-armoured warrior laughed, hollow and echoing in the solitorium. The torturer was about to advance when he raised a hand, stopping the human. 

			‘This isn’t working.’

			‘Then what do you suggest, Elysius?’

			Elysius had been talking to himself, and hadn’t expected a response. 

			‘You need him, Agatone,’ he answered. ‘If you’re going to hunt, this one will be of great use. But not before the rite.’

			‘Then what do you suggest?’ Agatone repeated his previous question.

			After a moment of silence, Elysius said, ‘Out. Both of you.’

			The human brander-priest obeyed at once, bowing his head and shuffling out of the chamber. Agatone was more reluctant.

			‘What are you going to do, Chaplain?’

			‘Teach him.’

			Agatone lingered.

			Elysius never let his gaze waver from the prisoner, though he turned his face a fraction towards the captain behind him.

			‘I said out. You might captain the Third, Agatone, but here in this solitorium chamber, I am in charge.’

			Sensing a change, the prisoner began to relax, though his breathing was still frantic, heightened to battlefield intensity. 

			‘And what if he kills you?’ Agatone nodded at the prisoner. ‘You’ve seen the state he’s in. Even when he’s not under the branding iron, he’s still a savage creature.’

			Elysius smiled again. ‘No captain, he isn’t. He’s much worse than that. Now, please leave.’

			Agatone was out of objections. He did as Elysius asked, leaving him alone in the dark with the monster.

			‘Just you and I now,’ Elysius said once Agatone was gone.

			‘Your mistake.’

			‘I think not.’ The Chaplain picked up the branding iron left behind by the human priest. The coals of the brazier in which it was kept hot crackled and spat as it was pulled free. ‘Stings, doesn’t it?’

			‘Not as much as my claws will.’

			Elysius chuckled mirthlessly.

			‘Very well then,’ he said. ‘Time to earn your rite.’

			A sub-vocal command issued through his gorget quick-released the manacles on the prisoner’s ankles.

			The prisoner laughed, ‘You’re really going to regret this…’

			A second command released the collar fastened to the prisoner’s neck.

			Rotating his wrist, Elysius swung the branding iron around as if it were a sword, leaving fire trailing in the dark behind it. His other arm ended in a stump at the elbow. His prisoner would think him disadvantaged, crippled even. That would be his mistake. 

			‘Come then. Show me.’ Elysius released the last bindings, the straps and chains spilling loose in a flood of leather and metal. Before his bonds had even hit the floor, the prisoner was up. He sprang off the slab and launched himself at Elysius with a roar.

			The Chaplain cuffed him with a well-timed uppercut that stunned his jaw and sent the prisoner sprawling back with his own negated momentum. Then he advanced, lunging with the branding iron, searing flesh.

			Screaming, wrathful, the prisoner tried to fight, but Elysius butted him, shattering his nose. Dazed, the prisoner swung, bone claws extending from his forearms. Elysius parried with the iron, smacking the claws away to deliver a second burning brand. He dodged an overhead slash and heard bone scraping metal as he brought his armoured knee up into the stomach of the prisoner, who gagged and spat.

			Elysius kicked him over, lashing out with the brand again and again.

			‘You are a savage creature!’ he snapped. ‘But do not think you are more brutal than I. This is an infirmary and I am the chirurgeon, cutting out weakness, flensing doubt and disloyalty. Tell me whelp, whom do you serve? With whom do you forge your bonds of brotherhood?’ Elysius burned the prisoner one final time, finishing the mark, ending the rite of pain.

			The prisoner did not struggle. He was too beaten for that. He let the burning in, allowing the brand to scorch his skin.

			‘I am fire-born,’ croaked the prisoner, all defiance leaving him. ‘I forge my bonds with the Salamanders.’

			‘And whose flame ignites your fury?’

			‘Vulkan’s fire… beats in my breast. With it I shall smite the foes of the Emperor.’ 

			Elysius backed down, allowing his breathing to return to normal. He ached. The rite had taken as much out of him as it had the prisoner before him. He put the brand down and held out his hand.

			‘Then rise, and be my brother.’

			The figure touched the scar upon his chest. It was shaped in the head of a drake. He let Elysius help him up and felt his anger draining away, to be replaced by something more lasting, permanent… He felt a sense of belonging.

			‘How do you feel?’ Elysius asked.

			‘Raw… but strong.’

			‘You are fresh-forged, that’s why. Your armour is waiting for you, as are your other trappings.’

			The prisoner snarled, ‘Then to war.’

			There was a glint in Elysius’s eyes, a stoking of the fire within at hearing that word. 

			‘Indeed, Brother Zartath. To war.’

		

	


	
		
			ABOUT THE AUTHOR

			Nick Kyme is the author of the Tome of Fire trilogy featuring the Salamanders. He has also written for the Horus Heresy, Space Marine Battles and Time of Legends series with the novels Vulkan Lives, Fall of Damnos and The Great Betrayal. In addition, he has penned a host of short stories and several novellas, including ‘Feat of Iron’ which was a New York Times bestseller in the Horus Heresy collection The Primarchs. He lives and works in Nottingham. 

		

	


	
		
		[image: sal-omni-ad.jpg]	
	


	
		
		[image: SM-Epub-Ad.jpg]
	


	
		
			

			A BLACK LIBRARY PUBLICATION

			Published in 2013 by Black Library, Games Workshop Ltd., Willow Road, Nottingham, NG7 2WS, UK

			© Games Workshop Limited 2013. All rights reserved.

			Black Library, the Black Library logo, The Horus Heresy, The Horus Heresy logo, The Horus Heresy eye device, Space Marine Battles, the Space Marine Battles logo, Warhammer 40,000, the Warhammer 40,000 logo, Games Workshop, the Games Workshop logo and all associated brands, names, characters, illustrations and images from the Warhammer 40,000 universe are either ®, ™ and/or © Games Workshop Ltd 2000-2013, variably registered in the UK and other countries around the world. 
All rights reserved.

			A CIP record for this book is available from the British Library.

			ISBN 978-1-78251-139-7

			No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise except as expressly permitted under license from the publisher.

			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

			www.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

			(2) the purchaser of an e-book product from Black Library website (“You/you/Your/your”)

			(jointly, “the parties”)

			These are the terms and conditions that apply when you purchase an e-book (“e-book”) from Black Library. 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; and

			* 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/images/Rite-of-Pain_fmt.jpeg
—=—Angels of Death—=—
NICK RVYNME

ile O PAIN






OEBPS/images/SM-Epub-Ad.jpg
ssition

[DIGITAL_EDITIONS]

CODEX: SPACE MARINES
(eBook Edition)

A codex for your phone, tablet and eReader

Android | Kindle | iBooks

DOWNLOAD CODEX





OEBPS/images/sal-omni-ad.jpg
Salamander & Firedrake * Nocturne

The Salamanders, fire-born sons of Vulkan, unite to
face a threat to their very existence in this omnibus
edition of tales from Nick Kyme.

READ IT FIRST

EXCLUSIVE PRODUCTS | EARLY RELEASES | FREE DELIVERY
blacklibrary.com





