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				This tome contains a number of the most ancient and heretical texts anywhere in the known galaxy. Disinterred from the darkest reaches of the Citadel archives and spanning almost thirty years, it allows the reader to discover first-hand the origin, history and development of the greatest threat to Mankind.

			

		

		
			
				Since the release of the first books dedicated to the threat of Chaos in the worlds of Warhammer, the awful horror of the Chaos Gods and their followers have reinforced the grim darkness of the Warhammer 40,000 setting. The forces of Khorne and Slaanesh were first introduced in 1988’s Realm of Chaos: Slaves to Darkness, which was followed by 1990’s Realm of Chaos: The Lost and the Damned, which covered the servants of Nurgle and Tzeentch. Both of these volumes have been out of print for many years, but some of the most important pages are reproduced here for your perusal. 

				These articles gather together the original descriptions of the Dark Gods of Chaos, as well as the Daemons and fell Traitor Legions who serve them. This includes the World Eaters, Emperor’s Children, Death Guard, Thousand Sons and the Black Legion, as well as the Chaos Renegades who followed them into rebellion and exile in the ten thousand years following the Horus Heresy. White Dwarf articles, book pages, concept art and illustrations show the development of these ideas into the iconic forces we know today. Furthermore, you will find details of some of the warriors and Daemon Engines of these forces, including the Noise Marines of Slaanesh and the Banelord Titan of Khorne, and early mentions of characters such as Fabius Bile, formerly of the Emperor’s Children. 

				In addition to the original text and art, you will find a number of illustrations that informed the design of classic Chaos Space Marines miniatures, including iconic troops such as Nurgle Plague Marines and named characters such as Abaddon the Despoiler and Ahriman, Arch-sorcerer of the Thousand Sons.

				This collection of extracts, artwork, sketches and stories reveals the true nature of Chaos in the 41st Millennium as you may never have seen it before. As such, it provides an invaluable resource for anyone interested in the origins of this essential part of Warhammer 40,000 background. And so as the adepts of the Emperor’s Inquisition are known to say – knowledge is power, guard it well.
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				Realm of Chaos: Slaves to Darkness (1988)This seminal tome introduced the relentless horror of Chaos to the worlds of Warhammer and Warhammer 40,000, and featured the original use of the term ‘Dark Millennium’ to define the grim darkness of the far future.
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				This chapter of Slaves to Darkness introduced the pantheon of Chaos Powers, and other important aspects of Warhammer 40,000 lore such as the fall of the Eldar and the Black Library.
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				‘Thought begets Heresy; Heresy begets Retribution’ is one of several now-famous Imperial proverbs that originated in this period.
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				The distinction between possession and summoned Daemons was established in Slaves to Darkness. 
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				The ‘Inquisitor Thrax’ short story illustrates the perils of coming too close to the powers of Chaos and the daemonic.
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				In the grim darkness of the far future, possession by predatory Daemons is a very real threat to psykers.
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				There has always been a distinction made between the members of the original Traitor Legions and the later Chaos Renegades.
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				The story of the Chaos Space Marines begins with the tale of the Horus Heresy, which was originally presented in this book.
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				Realm of Chaos: Slaves to Darkness (1988)The very first army list for the World Eaters Traitor Legion established their prediliction for psychosurgery and butchery, even before they turned to the worship of the Blood God Khorne.
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				The original presentation of the Black Legion also includes the very first mention of the Tyranid hive fleet ‘Behemoth’.
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				Taken from the same volume as the World Eaters and Black Legion army lists, this page includes the very first mention of Fabius Bile – once a warrior of the Emperor’s Children, later to be realised as a stunning Chaos Space Marines special character model.
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				After several years, Fabius Bile was developed into a special character miniature, shown in the Jes Goodwin sketch above. Jes’ notes even include one of Bile’s many epithets, ‘Manflayer’.
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				Realm of Chaos: Slaves to Darkness (1988)These colour plates from Slaves to Darkness show early heraldry and iconography for the Emperor’s Children, Iron Warriors and Alpha Legion, who were associated with Slaanesh at the time.
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				Likewise, these colour plates show the World Eaters, Word Bearers and Black Legion as dedicated to Khorne.
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				White Dwarf 144 (1991)This article from White Dwarf magazine accompanied the release of the original Noise Marine miniature.
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				This Emperor’s Children sketch by Jes Goodwin was one of several Traitor Legion concept sketches that were realised as classic Citadel Miniatures.
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				This sketch by Jes Goodwin shows the evolution of both Noise Marines and the warriors of the Emperor’s Children from the designs shown on the earlier pages.
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				Realm of Chaos: The Lost and the Damned (1990)The companion volume to Slaves to Darkness, The Lost and the Damned presented this study of the Eye of Terror and the Daemon worlds within it.
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				The Lost and the Damned also presented this account of cults and Chaos cultist activity within the Imperium.
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				The story of the Death Guard is told for the first time, introducing their dread Primarch and Champion of Nurgle, Mortarion. 
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				The tale of the Razing of Prospero, detailed in Horus Heresy fiction and the Burning of Prospero miniatures game, has its origins in this original depiction of Magnus the Red’s Legion of scholars.
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				This sketch of a Death Guard Plague Marine by Jes Goodwin features a number of details that have been used in many Nurgle Chaos Space Marines miniatures since, such as the cloven boots, bloated belly plate and spiked helm.
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				The range of plastic Thousand Sons Chaos Space Marines has its roots in this sketch by Jes Goodwin.
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				Realm of Chaos: Slaves to Darkness (1988)A feature of the Realm of Chaos books was the tables that could be used to generate followers, Chaos Attributes and gifts of the Chaos Gods, such as the Rewards of Khorne and Slaanesh shown on the following pages.
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				Realm of Chaos: The Lost and the Damned (1990)The blessings of Nurgle often manifest as hideous diseases or deformities.
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				The gifts of Tzeentch are traditionally linked with sorcery or the abilities of the Changer of Ways’ Daemons.
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				White Dwarf 148 (1992)This classic issue of White Dwarf presented background and rules for some of Khorne’s mightiest Daemon Engines, including the Cauldron of Blood and the Lord of Battle.
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				The Khorne Lord of Skulls model owes much to this early Daemon Engine, which was likewise described as a war engine used to trap the essence of a raging Greater Daemon of Khorne. 
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				White Dwarf 153 (1992)Shortly after Khorne’s Daemon Engines were unleashed upon Epic battlefields, White Dwarf presented additional background on Khorne’s World Eaters and another of the Blood God’s Daemon Engines – the Blood Slaughterer, since reimagined by Forge World.
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				Created at the same time as the sketches that defined the Thousand Sons, Death Guard and Emperor’s Children, this sketch of a World Eater of Khorne was also made into a classic Citadel Miniature. 

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				65

			

		

		
			
				Jes Goodwin’s World Eater sketches covered the different troop types presented in the Slaves to Darkness army list, including this assault trooper – the inspiration for later Khorne Berzerkers armed with brutal chainaxes.
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				The World Eaters army list in Slaves to Darkness included dedicated heavy weapons troopers in addition to close quarters fighters, as depicted here by Jes Goodwin.
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				This classic piece of art by Mark Gibbons displays several hallmarks of World Eaters’ armour as they were presented in Jes Goodwin’s concept sketches, such as the heavy MKV chest plate.

			

		

	
		
			
				 

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				68

			

		

		
			
				White Dwarf 164 (1993)This White Dwarf article detailed additional Daemon Engines of Khorne for the Space Marine game system. The Brass Scorpion has also since been redesigned as a large resin model by Forge World.
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				In addition to more Khornate Daemon Engines, White Dwarf 164 unleashed the Banelord Chaos Titan upon the world.
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				White Dwarf 159 (1993)The Daemon Engines of Tzeentch included avian war machines reminiscent of their Greater Daemons, the Lords of Change, as well as the distinctive Silver Towers of Tzeentch.
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				White Dwarf 188 (1995)The Daemon Engines of Nurgle are enormous vectors of hideous disease, in common with the Plague God’s warriors.
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				White Dwarf 190 (1995)In contrast to the Daemon Engines of the other Chaos Gods, the Daemon Knights and Titans of Slaanesh are lithe and graceful. This article was the first to mention House Devine, an Imperial Knight House whose treachery has been explored in Horus Heresy fiction.
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				Dark Communion (1994)This tale of Brother-Captain Karlsen of the Thousand Sons is taken from the second edition Warhammer 40,000: Wargear book, and was a companion piece to ‘The Long War’, a short story also written by William King.
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				These illustrations by John Blanche appeared in the 1995 edition Codex: Chaos, detailing a wealth of painting and modelling ideas to represent warriors of the different Traitor Legions. They remain just as inspirational more than twenty years later.
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				These sketches by Jes Goodwin inspired a range of plastic Chaos Space Marines miniatures.
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				Abaddon the Despoiler, Warmaster of Chaos, was the iconic character of 1995’s Codex: Chaos release. Dave Gallagher’s cover art, left, and Jes Goodwin’s sketch, above, show the earliest appearances of this dreaded warlord.
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				Jes Goodwin’s sketch of the Arch-sorcerer Ahriman, above, elaborated upon his earlier ideas about the Thousand Sons Legion. Ahriman was made available as a metal miniature, and more recently redesigned in plastic.
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				Likewise, Khârn the Betrayer shares several design elements with other World Eaters designed by Jes Goodwin, including the MKV power armour.
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				White Dwarf 279 (2003)This White Dwarf article presented never-before-seen details about the First War for Armageddon, led by the Daemon Primarch Angron of the World Eaters and repelled at great cost by the Daemonhunters of the Grey Knights Chapter.

			

		

	
		
			
				 

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				96

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				97

			

		

	
		
			
				 

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				98

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				99

			

		

	
		
			
				 

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				100

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				101

			

		

	
		
			
				 

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				102

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				103

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				104

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			
				 

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				106

			

		

		
			
				Realm of Chaos: Slaves to Darkness (1988)The Realm of Chaos books provided readers with tables that not only could generate random rewards for their champions of Chaos, but also incomprehensible names for Daemons.
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				Still recognisable from their very first appearances nearly thirty years ago, the Daemons of Khorne have always stood for uncompromising slaughter and bloodshed.
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				Each bestiary entry for a Daemon in the Realm of Chaos books was accompanied by a number of descriptive epithets, such as ‘Fists of Khorne’ and ‘Drinkers of Blood’ for the Greater Daemons of Khorne.
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				One of the other names Bloodletters were known by was ‘Takers of Skulls’, which in time inspired the name of Khorne’s mightiest Bloodletter, the Daemon Herald Skulltaker.
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				Realm of Chaos: Slaves to Darkness (1988)

				‘Blood Crushers’, above, became the name by which Bloodletter cavalry are known.

			

		

		
			
				[Right]

				A rarely seen piece of art by John Blanche of a Black Legion Chaos Space Marine.
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				[Right]

				A rarely seen piece of art by John Blanche of a Black Legion Chaos Space Marine.
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				Realm of Chaos: Slaves to Darkness (1988)The Daemons and followers of Slaanesh were detailed in the same volume as their eternal enemies, the servants of the Blood God Khorne.
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				The Keepers of Secrets display many characteristics associated with Daemons of Slaanesh, such as razor-sharp, crab-like claws.
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				Mounts, or Steeds of Slaanesh, have always been associated with these Lesser Daemons, and the alternative name ‘Seeker’, above, has come to mean Daemonettes riding such beasts.
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				Nurgle’s Rot is one of the Plague Lord’s vilest diseases, the stages of which are presented here.
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				The Realm of Chaos: The Lost and the Damned (1990)The Chaos God Tzeentch, attended by its worshippers.
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				The second Realm of Chaos volume detailed the Pink and Blue Horrors of Tzeentch, and established differences between them that transcended their colouration. These traits were brought to life by a range of grinning Pink Horrors and frowning, sullen Blue Horrors.
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				The piece of colour text above captures the utterly inhuman and bizarre features of Tzeentch’s flaming Daemons.
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				Screamers – also known as ‘Sky-sharks of Tzeentch’ – have their roots in the very first descriptions of the Discs ridden by some followers of Tzeentch.
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				We think you’d like...

			

		

		
			
				Discover the secret history of the Space Marines with articles and artwork from across the history of the Adeptus Astartes.

			

		

	OEBPS/image/84.jpg
[ occoty Hands

SCAs” N ene

O e WEAPONST

AD TRMANTE (weh Ty
DICE praeliF el /"/(u‘»,f,,,






OEBPS/image/210.jpg
A Silver Tower is an extremely stable firing platform, so it
always fires in the first fire segment of the combat phase.
However, unlike a skimmer, a Silver Tower can’t gain or lose
height very quickly so it can’t make pop-up attacks. The
cannon mounts on a Silver Tower are placed all over it 5o they
can fire in any direction. The sorcerous Beam of Power attack
can also be made in any dire

DAEMON ENGINES OF TZEENTCH

A Silver Tower can only be pinned in close combat by another
skimmer, otherwise it can simply drift over its opponent when
it moves. Fighting a Silver Tower in close combat is
dangerous becausc it always fires in the first fire segment. This
means that the tower will get a chance to rake its opponents
with gunfire before the combat is fought.

Troop Type Move | Saving | CAF | Weapons | Range | Attack |Rollto | Target's | Notes
Throw Dice | Hit |SaveMod.
Silver Tower 20em | 2+ +3 Cannon 50cm 4 5+ -1 See above for
max [ All round Beam of Power | 75em 1 3+ 2 special rules

DOOM

Doom Wings are fast attack craft which streak across the skies
on glittering metal wings. They are driven by three powerful
engines and are armed with a deadly underslung flame-cannon
for strafing ground targets and attacking airborne opponents.
The tremendous speed of the Doom Wing makes it difficult to
fight against, but also limits its manoeuvrability so that it has
to make long straight attack runs against its targets.

Doom Wings must make a minimum move each turn, so a
detachment of them can never be given first fire orders. When
a Doom Wing moves it must travel at least 20cm during the
movement phase and its entire move must be made in a
straight line. A Doom Wing can turn by any amount at the
beginning or end of its move. A Doom Wing ignores the
terrain it passes over as it moves, so difficult and impassable
terrain aren’t a barrier to it. All firing at a Doom Wing suffers
-1 to hit modifier because of its great speed.

At the end of its movement, you can leave a detachment of
Doom Wings on their flying stands to represent them
at low level so they can take advantage of cover s

WING

buildings, woods and hills. Alternatively you can place them
on top of cups or similar objects to show that the detachment
is climbing high up in the air (you may want to make your
own tall flying stands using brass rod or thick wire for this but
up-ended plastic cups work just as well). When a Doom Wing
is at high level, anybody shooting at it must add 25cm to the
actual range between the two models. This represents the fact
that the Doom Wing's height and the effects of gravity make it
even harder to hit.

As long as a Doom Wing is at high level, it can see and be
seen by everything on the table. If you choose to keep a Doom
Wing at low level, it can see whatever you can see from the
model’s eye view, just like anything else in Space Marine.
The flame-cannon on the Doom Wing is fixed so that it only
fires forward, but the magically energised firebolt it unleashes
decimates a broad area ahead of the war engine. The firebolt is
represented by the flame template.

To fire the flame-cannon, place the template so that the
pointed end is touching the Doom Wing’s nose and the rest of
the template projects straight ahcad of it. Anything under the
template will be hit on a roll of 4, 5 or 6 on a D6. Models hit
suffer a -1 saving throw modifier.

A flame-cannon can also be used to destroy buildings. Any
buildings that are hit by a flame-cannon and fail their saving
throw collapse into flaming rubble. Unlike most weapons
which use the flame template (Hellhound firethrowers and the
Cauldron of Blood) the flame-cannon’s shot does not ignore
cover modifiers. The flame-cannon can only hit things at the
same level so if it is at high level it can only hit other things at
high level and if it is at low level, it can only hit things at low
level.

A Doom Wing can never be pinned in close combat by
another unit because it’s just too fast. In close combat against
skimmers or other flying units such as Thunderhawk gunships
or Overlord armoured airships, the Doom Wing doubles its
close assault factor from +3 to +6 because it’s better in air-to-
air combat. The Doom Wing can attack enemies such as the
Overlord armoured airship at high level.

Troop Type Move | Saving | CAF | Weapons | Range | Attack |Rollto | Target's | Notes
Throw Dice Hit Save Mod.
Doom Wing 4+ +3 Flame-cannon Template 4+ -1 above for

special rules
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‘THE EMPEROR’S CHILDREN -  (banner top, shoulder pads bottom): bound forever to the Lord of Pleasure, the Emperor’s Children know
that Slaanesh watches their actions with delight.

‘THE IRON WARRIORS - (banner bottom left, shoulder pads top left) ould doubt the intent of the Iron Warriors having seen their
banner - few live o tell the tale.

‘THE ALPHA LEGION - (banner bottom right, shoulder pads top right): the fearsome contortions in the Alpha Legion's emblem is
matched by the twisted minds and bodies of the Legionnaires.
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Other warpstorm Powers, the more formidable of their kind, however,
achieve coherence of a different order, and they are able to manipulate
the warp around themselves, holding the fabric of the warp in a pattern
of their own choosing. Such Chaos Powers still wax and wane with
the flow of the warp, but their core of intelligence and personality
remains, protected by its own power. The great Powers of Chaos -
Khorne, Slaanesh, Nurgle and Tzeentch - are beings of this magnitude.

The movements of the warp are difficult to plot or understand. A
disturbance spreads through the formless Chaos of the warp void,
like the ripples caused by a pebble dropped into a pond. The ghostly
echoes of events long-gone, eddies and swirls of objects moving within
the warp and the shifting of the Chaos Powers cause endless
perturbations, which in turn fuel more disturbances - and so on, ad
infinitum. The warp is a universe with endless echoes and echoes
of echoes, the whole a ceaseless noise of power and movement.

These unstoppable waves of movement form and reform the Powers
of Chaos. Their start may be a chance event: the passage of a spaceship
through the warp, its wake spreading out into infinity; the comings
and goings of creatures within the warp; or the doings of one of the
Chaos Powers. There is undoubtedly another irritant which forms
ripples in the warp: Mankind.

‘Humanity has long been able to use the power of the warp - magicians,
seers, witches, mediums, shamans and exorcists have all used the
warp, although they may have done so without true knowledge. Such
abilities are a legacy of Man’s close relationship with Chaos, a link
that is growing in strength. Once ‘the gift’ of psychic power, witchcraft
and magic was rare, confined to only a few hapless individuals who
usually fell victim to superstitious prejudice. Now many Humans
- psykers - have psionic powers, and each causes a pinprick of
disturbance within the warp; each is the seed for a warpstorm; each
can rouse a Chaos Power. The blaring of the Astronomican, the
Imperial psychic beacon, is a constant pressure within the warp. The
homing signal enables the ships of Humanity to navigate safely within
the warp, but its transmissions echo across the warp, causing untold
ripples and unpredictable flows.

And, within the teeming hordes of Man, there are are those who
nurture the warp. They gather together in secret covens and cults
to worship the Chaos Powers, weakening the barriers between reality
and warpspace and setting in motion events and forces with horrific
potential. Some know Chaos in its true form, but they are uncaring
of the consequences. Power in the present is all that matters, the future
can care for itself. Many cultists believe that they can mould the warp
to their will and in this they are partly correct.

The warp Powers drink the emotions and thoughts of Mankind,
growing bloated with power in the process. Over the millennia each
‘has fed on an aspect of Man: its rage, lust, corruption, and inconstancy.
Asthey have absorbed this power the Chaos Powers have gained human
aspects: Khorne has become a being of bloody rage; Slaanesh has
grown to be the Lord of Pleasure; foul Nurgle welcomes all that is
decay; and Tzeentch revels in change and metamorphosis. Corrupted
and moulded by the thoughts and feelings of reality, the warp Powers
nurture more hatred or depravity in the hearts of Mankind. And so
a circle is established - Man'’s follies feed the warp Powers, and the
Powers encourage Man to further follies.

—~<a( CHAOS DAEMONS e

‘The Chaos Powers are not alone in warpspace. The Powers of Chaos
are the stuff of the warp, puckered into coherent form by one means
or another, but they are slaves to its currents. As a result, they have
created servants - Chaos Daemons - who are not bound so closely
to the warp. They are separate from the fabric of their universe, and
do not flow and change with it.

Daemons are beings of acompletely different order to their masters,
and are the most numerous creatures in the warp. A Daemon is ‘born”
‘when a Chaos Power gives up a little of its accumulated power to
create a separate being. This power binds a collection of senses,

thoughts and
purposes together,
giving a person-
ality and consc-
iousness that
moves within the
warp. The Chaos
Power can reclaim
the power and
independence it
has given to its
Daemon children
at any time, thus
ensuring  their
loyalty. It is only
through the loss
of this power that
a Daemon can be
‘killed”. Its mind
dissolves into the
‘whirls and currents
of warp space.
Slaying a
Daemon’s physical
form only destroys
its presence in
reality; its warp power is untouched.

Daemons have no physical existence within the warp, but they project
a form of some type. The bizarre and inhuman appearances projected
by Daemons indicate their presence, status and allegiance to a Chaos
Power. These insubstantial forms echo (or are echoed by) the physical
shapes adopted by Daemons in real space, and the ‘children’ of.a
single Chaos Power often project similar, cven identical, forms in
the warp. Their herd instinct and common heritage of power lead
them all to create and project similar forms. Their forms come to
reflect the thoughts and feelings their Power feeds upon - the Daemons
of Khorne, for example, have forms which are violent in the extreme.

‘The lesser Chaos Powers can also give birth to a Daemon. The ripples
of warpspace create short lived and very minor Powers, some of whom
invest all their energy in a single Daemon. They ‘become’ the Daemon,
and gain independence from the warp’s ceaseless currents, exchanging
the poteritial of greater power for the certainty of maintaining their
current energy. Such Daemons are crude, insensate beings and even
by the measures of Chaos, they are fickle. Only the weakest Powers
choose such an existence.

The final group within the warp are creatures who owe little or no
loyalty to the Chaos Powers. Astral Spectres, Astral Hounds, Enslavers
and the like exist within warpspace, but they are not creatures of Chaos.
The danger they represent to Humanity is, however, in no
way diminished.

THE IMPERIUM AND CHAOS

‘Warpspace has many strange properties, many of which are a mystery
to the research theologians of the Adeptus Mechanicus and Adeptus
Astra Telepathica.

A psyker can, for example, often feel the wake of an arriving spacecraft
before the vessel has arrived. Other pressures and movements within
the warp can be sensed, often before, during, or long after the events
which caused them. Time in the warp appears to run at ‘right angles’
or in the ‘wrong’ direction to observers in real space.

This odd timeflow even allows some psykers to make predictions as
to future events and cataclysms, although such omens are rarely clear
cut. The Astronomican’s constant signals, spacecraft in the warp,
‘warpstorms, unexplained psychic echoes, creatures moving within
the warp and the whirlpools of psychic misery that cloak some
planetary systems contribute to the ‘white noise’ of warpspace.
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THE GREAT
UNCLEAN ONES

Greater Daemons of Nurgle (Bahk’ghuranhi’aghkami)

Great Unclean Ones Fly Masters
Plague Lords Stench Lords
Nurgle Father Nurgle

The Great Unclean Ones are the Greater Daemons of Nurgle. In
the case of other Chaos Powers, Greater Dacmons are servants,
albeit immensely able and powerful ones. This is not quite true
of Nurgle’s Greater Daemons, who are each more or less a
facsimile of Nurgle himself, both physically, and in terms of
their personality. In other words, it may be said that every Great
Unclean One is also Nurgle.

A Great Unclean One is sometimes referred to as Nurgle or
Father Nurgle by his underlings, although of course he also has
his own dacmonic name.

A Great Unclean One certainly looks like Nurgle - a gigantic
figure bloated with decay, discase and all imaginable kinds of

The space inside the wagon was cavernous out of all
proportion o its tiny exterior size. The cacophonies that
filled it were indescribable; the squealing, screaming,
chattering and bickering of the Nurglings was beyond
mere human imagining. A million unruly school children
left to their own devices could not even begin to rival the
anarchy or intensity of that daemonic din. The grating
drones of the Plaguebearers all counting at once produced
a sound so bass and penetrating tlrat it made the vital
organs of every daemon vibrate and quiver in time with
its beat.

Then there were the indescribable noises, the creaks and
groans, the little pops of bursting pustules, the sloppering
slicky noises of the frantically affectionate Beasts, and
other sounds which were impossible to ascribe to any one
source in particular. Amidst it all, waving his arms, the
Great Unclean One was trying to make himself heard.

“Ahh... Gentlecreatures, Children, preties... lend your
ears (o your loving Father, cease thy aimless chatter,
banish thy banal burblings...”

It was quite useless, the noise continued apace, the
squeals and laughter reaching a new crescendo. The Great
Unclean One appeared for a moment to be hurt by his
fellow daemons’ rudeness.

“SHUT UP,” he bellowed.

The noise stopped instantly, not even the beat of little
daemonic hearts or drip of tiny daemonic noses could be
heard. The brow of every Plaguebearer furrowed in
concentration as each tried desperately to remember the
last number he thought of. The Great Unclean One
quickly regained his composure, for he was used to such
things.

“Gentlecreatures our pretties... now is time to sing the
songs of fate, for the moment has come for the Dance of
Death!”

physical corruption. The skin of the daemon is greenish,
necrose and leathery, its surface is covered with pockmarks,
sores, and other signs of infestation. The inner organs, rank with
decay, spill through the ruptured skin and hang like drapes
about the girth. From these organs burst tiny creatures called
Nurglings which chew and suck upon the nauseous juices
within. Such foulness represents the truth of the universe, of
decay and the end of all things.

Yet in character the Greater Dacmon is neither deathlike nor
morbid. In fact the opposite is true, Great Unclean Ones are
motivated by all the trivial human enthusiasms which drive the
living. They are ebullient and vociferous, full of a natural
enthusiasm to organise and achieve. They are driven by a
gregarious and even sentimental nature and hold their followers
dear, even referring to them as their ‘Children’ and taking a
noticeable pride in their appearance and endearing behaviour.

This combination of physical corruption and energetic
endeavour is the most extraordinary characteristic of Nurgle’s
daemons. It can be seen most clearly when the Great Unclean
One and his daemonic followers appear in the material world.

The horde travels in a great cavalcade of covered wagons,
bringing with it all the pestilences and ills that befall the living.
The wagons are in no better physical condition than the
daemons within. Their shrouds are tattered and rotten, their
frames splintered and bent, and their metal-work pitted and
rusted. Yet within the plodding caravan of Nurgle all is bustle
and activity as the Great Unclean One prepares to launch a
festival of decay and destruction upon a human village, a
thriving town, or an opposing army. For Nurgle’s visitation is
like that of a travelling circus or great fair, except that the
entertainment it offers is disease, sickness and death.






OEBPS/image/121.jpg
' HAOS RENEGADES
- OF TZEENTCH

. Of all the Chaos Gods Tzeentch is the one most readily associated with
witchcraft, magic and psychic phenomena. He is also the Great Mutator,
the undisputed master of change, chance and fortune. There are many
Chaos Cults dedicated to Tzeentch throughout the Imperium, despite the
attempts of the Inqmsmon to suppress them. A large number of these cults

are formed specifically to practice maglc, conduct psychic experiments, study sorcery, or
spread the influence of arcane forces in some other form. The Renegades of Tzeentch are
drawn towards these centres of psychic power like sharks to the scent of blood, responding to
the summoning call of ritual magic. The Chaos Renegades of Tzeentch are characterised by
their magical powers. It is not inappropriate to think of their powers as magical, for the
Thousand Sons Chapter of Space Marines regard themselves as Sorcerers with the unseen

energy of the universe at their command.

THOUSAND SONS

The name Thousand Sons is taken from the initial series of
genetic imprints made from the genetic tissue of their Primarch
Magnus the Red. From these imprints a thousand Space
Marines were created - the Thousand Sons of Magnus. An
entire legion of many thousands of Space Marines was
subsequently raised to take part in the Great Crusade, but the
Chapter always kept the title of the Thousand Sons.

Even before the Heresy the Chapter became involved with
arcane lore and the practice of sorcery. The most powerful and
influential of the Chapter’s Brethren began to think of
themselves as a Sorcerers, and they devoted more time to
uncovering the mystical secrets of the universe than to fighting
the Emperor’s Wars.

However, they remainded loyal to both the Emperor and
humanity despite their growing preoccupation with magic.
When Horus gathered his forces against the Imperium the
Thousand Sons at first tried to use their occult powers to wam
the Emperor. Mistrustful of anything tinged by Chaos, the
Emperor commanded Leman Russ and the Space Wolves to
devastate the Thousand Sons’ homeworld of Prospero. As a
result the Thousand Sons found themselves involved in a war
which they might have wished to avoid.

Once committed, however, they were to emerge as one of the
most successful Space Marine Chapters to fight for the
‘Warmaster. Really they had little choice other than to ally with
Horus, as the Emperor could no longer tolerate the study of
‘magic with all its asociations with the warp.

Magnus the Red was a ruddy-haired and extremely large
Primarch with a single eye set deep in his broad forehead.
Because of his distinctive features he was sometimes known as
Cyclopean Magnus or as the Red Cyclops. Magnus fought
bravely and successfully during the Great Crusade in which the
Emperor’s forces conquered almost the entire galaxy, but he
was always a wild and impetuous commander. The truth was
that his soul had already been touched by Chaos, stimulating a
fascination with the occult forces of the warp and the secrets
that lay within its fabric. Throughout the Great Crusade he
came into contact with long isolated cultures where magic had

been developed and the where mysteries of the universe were
explored. Although warmed by the Emperor to stay clear of such
matters, he began to amass arcane lore from across the galaxy.
From this material he compiled a monumental tome of sorcery
called the Book of Magnus and sometimes known as the Book
of the Thousand Sons. This book still exists in the library of
Daemon Prince Magnus, ruler of the Planet of the Sorcerers,
and a copy is also said to reside in the legendary Black Library
of the Eldar.
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NURGLINGS

Daemonic Servants of Nurgle
(Khan’ gurani'i)

Nurglings Pus Spores Mites of Nurgle
The rotted bowels of the Great Unclean Ones swell with pus
and contagion, and within each swelling there grows a tiny and
malevolent dacmon called a Nurgling. As the Nurgling matures
it feeds upon the filth of the Great Unclean One and eventually
pops out, the very personification (or daemonification) of a boil
or pustule. In this sense Nurglings really are the children of the
Great Unclean Ones. Perhaps this is why the Greater Daemons
take such parental pride in the little creatures, allowing them to
suckle upon their sores, and petting them affectionately.
However, this does not prevent the proud parent squashing its
progeny underfoot, or gobbling one or two up in a moment of
impulsive peckishness.

Nurglings may also grow from the pus shed by a Great Unclean
One as it moves. Such pus hides in little sticky pockets in the
ground. When a mortal steps upon it, the foulness enters his
body, making its way into his gut. There the Nurgling encysts
and develops until it is ready to emerge. As the Nurgling
approaches maturity its obscene cries may be heard from within
the victim's abdomen, insulting anyone and everyone nearby.
When ready, the Nurgling climbs through the alimentary canal
and leaves its host by one or other end. The Nurgling is then
free to flock with others of its kind or to take up residence in
some household cess pit, rubbish pile or other equally
unpleasant place. They have a naturally malicious but sociable
nature and like to hang around human settlements if they cannot
find other Nurglings. They enjoy stealing small but precious
objects, turning milk sour, and perpetrating misdeeds of that
sort. Nurglings always remember théir parent human with
affection, and periodically creep back to bestow their gratitude
in the form of a crop of boils or some interesting disease.

Nurglings are miniature images of Nurgle himself, with friendly
mischievous faces, tiny bloated green bodies, and limbs which
are often distorted or disproportionate. They are gregarious,
agile and constantly active. Normally they swarm over the body
of a Great Unclean One, picking at his skin, squealing with
pleasure if their master favours them with a tit-bit or a caress,
otherwise squabbling among themselves over the most
comfortable recesses of the Great Unclean One’s carcase. When
faced with an enemy they advance in a furious little swarm,
clawing and gnawing at their foe's legs, biting his ankles and
licking at any interesting sores or abrasions they discover. Their
tiny teeth are sharp as razors, leaving festering little bites upon
their victims but rarely killing them outright.

Special Psychological Traits: Nurglings are subject to
frenzy against all Daemons and Champions of Tzeentch, -
the hated adversary of their lord and master Nurgle.
Otherwise they have standard psychology for Daemonic
Servants.

Special Rules: Nurglings are mounted on a 40 x 40mm
base in groups of up to nine models. Each base is treated
as a single model with several wounds and attacks, in
exactly the same way as a base of Snotlings. Nurglings

. actually attack by biting their opponents - but because

there are so many on a base they can fight to the front,
side or rear.

Any living creature engaged in hand-to-hand combat
against Nurglings risks catching the dreaded disease
Nurgles Rot (see Nurgles Rot).
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THE BLOODTHIRSTERS

Greater Daemons of Khorne (Khak 'akaoz khyshk ‘akami)

Fists of Khorne
Drinkers of Blood
Lords of Skulls
Eaters of Gore and Flesh

Deathbringers of Khorne
Blooded Ones
Guardians of the Throne
High-handed Slayers

The Bloodthirsters are the most favoured servants of Khorne, and
the greatest of his Chaos Champions may aspire to joining their ranks.
They exist purely for combat and combat alone. Their bloodlust
extends far beyond mortal comprehension, and they will attack
everything within their reach with terrible ferocity. They do not know
fear, other than of Khorne, and act regardless of the cost or
consequences, although the usual consequences are death for whoever
or whatever they face. Their immense pride in their fighting abilities
rarely permits them to call upon allies or servants, and they usually
rely only upon their own strength and skill.

Physique: The Bloodthirsters stand taller than a man, and are
humanoid, with a rangy, muscular build, faces like horned dogs,
bestial legs ending in claw-studded hooves and large, tough
membranous wings. Their hides are covered with gore-flecked
crimson fur, their wings are mottled black and crimson, their eyes
are a milky white without visible iris or pupil and their horns and
claws have the appearance of blackened iron. Their Chaos Armour
is coloured in keeping with Khorne’s own hues of black and red.
The Bloodthirsters wield great axes, often in conjunction with a whip.

Alignment: Chaos (Khorne)

Psychological Traits: As Greater Daemon. Subject to frenzy and

hatred of creatures and
followers of Slaanesh.

r//(;‘ﬂ'k"?

Magic: Like all Daemons of Khorne, the Bloodthirsters do not use
magic. See Daemonic Saving Throws (p74) for details of a
Bloodthirster’s magic saving throw.

Magic Items: All Bloodthirsters wear Chaos Armour. The great axes
they wield are Axes of Khorne, mighty Daemon Weapons rather than
merely fearsome axes (see The Magic of Chaos p98).

Special Rules: Bloodthirsters can fly, using the standard flying profile
given under Daemonic Powers above. They have 10 weapon attacks.

Bloodthirsters regenerate in the same way as a Troll - (WHB p239
or WFRP p229).
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Chaos in Warhammer 40,000 comes in many forms. It taints and twists reality in
strange, unfathomable patterns. In place of the obvious and gross warpings of
the Chaos Wastes, the darkness of Chaos must take on new, subtler forms. Possession
by Daemons is an insidious manifestation of Chaos: hidden, invisible, an
Fhee® S  enemy within.

Unlike a Summoned Daemon, who warps the external form of its host into a recognizably daemonic
shape, possession leaves few external traces of its occurrence. Only a little of the Daemon’s power
from the warp is brought into reality; the Daemon therefore has no need to twist its host into a
‘comfortable’ form. Rather than show its presence in an obvious way, the Daemon watches and
waits, poisoning the thoughts and wishes of its mortal allies and contacts. It merges with its host,
an infection of the spirit that settles into the unused corners of the host’s mind. The host body

becomes a Possessee.

Initially a Daemon shares the mind and body of its host in the most
intimate of manners, whether it has been brought into reality by a
ritual or has occupied the unguarded mind of a neophyte psyker. At
first, the changes brought about by possession are undetectable, being
largely psychological and psychic. The Possessee often continues with
a mortal life, twisted in the service of Chaos.

Occasionally, the host mind is strong enough to put up some resistance
and prevent the Daemon from taking over completely. The mind of
the mortal host retreats to a dark corner of the possessed brain, but
it survives throughout the many changes its body undergoes, mute
witness to the havoc wrought by the Daemon.

Usually however, even the most unwilling host can be broken by the
horror of possession. The Daemon becomes sole ruler of the host
body, as the original mortal mind is driven into insanity, destroyed
or confined by the Daemon’s stronger psyche. Once this has occurred
the host is unimportant, and the body is truly that of the Daemon.
However, the Daemon’s presence may become visible. Lacking a body
of its own, the Daemon may be unable to completely manage its new
frame and physical changes begin to appear. Gradually, the body of
the Possessee mutates, sprouting new appendages and twisting into
a grim distortion of its former shape. This becomes a never-ending
process, as the presence of the Daemon further contorts the host body
- even with the strongest host it is only a matter of time until the
Daemon is betrayed.

The Daemon is far from powerless if discovered. It may seck a new
host, transferring its personality to a new, untainted mortal mind.
Unable to cope with existence without the guidance of its possessing
Daemon, the original host body convulses and dies during this transfer,
while the new host body is overwhelmed by the invading psyche.
The Daemon is then free to continue its Chaos-work, hidden once
more within another’s spirit.

Death is far from a guaranteed release from the manipulations of
a possessing Daemon. A corpse can serve Chaos just as well as any
other body, and a Daemon'’s will may prove strong enough to motivate
adead and deathless corpse for centuries. Eventually, however, even
the strongest will cannot prevent a body crumbling to dust.

Possession was once nine-tenths of
the lore. It is so even today, but we
must blind ourselves to the tenth
that remains and was once Human.
Duty requires that we put aside such
considerations and root out
uncleanliness in thought and deed.
There can be no other course of
action. No-one can be adjudged
innocent of compliance. Better to
self destruct than acquiesce.

- The Book of Exorcisms,
The Verses of Inguisitor Enoch
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ERVANTS OF SLAANESH..

...by their incantations, conjurations and accursed crafts have seduced, depraved
and corrupted both Man and Beast, bringing them low in the sight of others.
Numberless are their enormities and horrid offences; heinous and wicked their
every action. Revelling in perversity and debasement, twisted in mind and body,
these insidious servitors of the Pleasure Lord take delight in all manner of
abominable and unclean deeds. The Slaaneshi spread the depravity of Chaos to the unwary and
uncaring with heretical crimes and disobediences that cry out against nature and the true order
of the world.

Amassed on the field of battle, the electric colours of their contorted forms offend the eye as their
diseased lewdness offends the mind. Half-bared torsos of pink and blue boast of unreined lust;
others display limbs of glistening greens and yellows - pale shades of corruption which belie the
darkness they hide inside. They have abandoned the last vestige of true decency and sacrificed
their Humanity to serve the Dark Power of the Master of Carnal Joys and spread his corruption
among the innocent...
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&HE TRAITOR LEGIONS

The Eye of Terror is a region of space cut off by warpstorms, wreathed in dust
clouds, cloaked in mystery and danger. While it lies inside Imperial Space, it is
not part of the Imperium. It is a desolate volume of space - the small number of
systems to be found within the Eye have few habitable planets. However, its isolation
from the Imperium is due to another cause. The Eye of Terror is home to the
Impenum s oldest enemies and greatest rebels: the Traitor Legions.

Banished from the Imperium, the Traitor Legions are the remnants of nine Marine Chapters from
the First Founding. Deep inside the Eye, beyond the range of even the most sensitive psyker, the
Traitor Legions made planetfall. There they have remained to the current day, a threat to the
Imperium and to the natural order of the universe. From their fastness within the Eye of Terror,
the Traitor Legions emerge in force, falling upon Imperial worlds, rekindling the fear and despair

of the Horus Heresy.
THE HORUS HERESY

Imperial entanglements with Chaos have a long and bloody history,
dating back almost to the First Founding of the Legiones Astartes.
‘The most serious incident was the so-called Horus Heresy of the 31st
Millennium, now commonly assumed to be a conventional revolt.
Only the Emperor and the Cyber-libraries of the Ordo Malleus have
an accurate recollection of the Heresy.

General Horus was regarded as the finest military commander that
the Imperium had produced. His abilities were faultless, and
eventually the Emperor granted him the title of Imperial Warmaster.
This was a high honour, even in the early years of the Imperium,
‘when brave deeds were commonplace.

Before Horus could travel to Terra to receive his reward he fell ill
on the feral world of Davin. This was his undoing. During his
convalescence on Davin he was inducted into a secret warrior’s lodge,
which proved to be little more than a coven. A change of character
became evident in the Warmaster - he had been possessed by a
Daemon. Horus’ membership of the secret lodge was not unusual;
Imperial soldiers were often encouraged to join warrior societies of
this type. Recruiting was felt to be easier on worlds where ‘warriors
from the stars’ had become ‘brothers”.

‘Warmaster Horus was recalled to duty in preparation for a new
Imperial Crusade. It is clear that the Warmaster introduced a system
of ‘warrior lodges’ into the five Legiones Astartes Chapters under
his direct command. The Chapters were entirely corrupted as the
lodges revealed their true nature and showed themselves to be nothing
less than Chaos covens. The infection rapidly spread to the Orders
of Adeptus Mechanicus attached to Horus’ command. From there
the rot spread further into the Imperial forces. More than half of the
Adeptus Mechanicus, including many units of Collegia Titanica and
the Legio Cybernetica wholeheartedly supported Horus and his vision
of a new Imperium of Chaos. This wholesale treachery went
undetected by the Inquisition.

Before Horus could move, the Imperial Commander of Isstvan III
declared the entire Isstvan system to be an independent principality.
The Emperor and Administratum, ignorant of the change in Horus,
his subordinate chapters and the parts of the Adeptus Mechanicus,
ordered the Warmaster to secure the system. Horus chose a bioweapon
‘bombardment on Isstvan III, and the planet became a tomb in seconds.
The psychic death scream of the 12 billion who died during the
Scouring of Isstvan is reputed to have been louder than the
Astronomican.

During the bombardment, loyal Adeptus Astartes officers and troops
'managed to seize control of the frigate Eisenstein. They had discovered
the rot that had been spread through the the Warmaster's Chapters
and the Adeptus Mechanicus. As Horus completed his withdrawal
to Isstvan V the loyalists fled into warp space, carrying a warning
to the rest of the Imperium. The seizure of the Eisenstein is regarded
as the start of the First Inter-Legionary War.

The Emperor now became aware of the danger, and the Inquisition
began a purge of the Adeptus Mechanicus. Fighting broke out
immediately as the Mechanicus split into loyalists and rebels. The
Legio Cybernetica and Collegia Titanica bases on Mars were
immediately besieged by loyalist troops. Out of all the Titan Legions
of the Divisio Militaris only those on Terra remained loyal. The rest
declared for Horus.

‘With the wholesale treachery of the Division Militaris, the loyalist
faction within the Collegia Titanica was forced to husband its
battlefield resources. Fortunately, many of the weapon shops and
supply depots of the Collegia had remained loyal. The priesthood
were in control of the Collegia depots, and their presence ensured
that these vital resources remained in the hands of the Imperium.
The rebels were presented with an immediate supply problem;
damaged and destroyed Titans could not be repaired with the limited
spares stockpiles held by individual Orders.

Savage battles broke out between loyalist and rebel Titan Orders. Faced
with extinction through lack of spares if they delayed or acted
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NURGLES ROT

Nurgles Rot, often known simply as the Rot, is a terrible contagious disease which affects the victim’s mortal body and his shadow-
self or spirit. A person who dies from Nurgles Rot is turned into a Plaguebearer and becomes a servant of Nurgle himself. Nurgles Rot
epitomises the core of Nurgle’s ethos: suffering and overcoming suffering by great bravery and resolve. Those who contract the Rot
often slay themselves in wreckless battle, hoping to die quickly and cleanly and by this means to avoid becoming a Plaguebearer.

CATCHING THE ROT

Nurgles Rot only affects mortals; it cannot affect dacmons of
any kind or allegiance. It is passed on by physical contact such
as hand-to-hand combat. Models engaged in combat against a
Daemon of Nurgle risk catching the Rot. Victims can also catch
the Rot as.a result of a Plague Wind spell, touching a Death
Head, treading in the slime-trail of a Beast, stepping into a
sticky pool left by a Palanquin, or simply by being a Champion
of Nurgle.

To determine if a victim has caught the Rot, roll a D6. and
apply the following modifiers:

+3  Engaged in combat with a Great Unclean One
+2  Engaged in combat with a Plagucbearer
-1 If victim is the Champion of another Chaos Power

If the result is 6 or more the victim has contracted the Rot with
the following effects.

1. If the target is part of a unit, the entire unit must take an
immediate rout test. If not part of a unit, the model must
take a rout test.

2. A model which has the Rot may pass it on to other
creatures it strikes in combat. Any model engaged against
the victim can catch the Rot and must make the test
described above.

3. The Rot cannot be cured or its progress halted in any way.

THE PROGRESS OF THE ROT

Nurgles Rot often takes several months to kill its victim.
Victims who are Champions of other Chaos Powers, or
members of the retinues of these Champions, may be ‘retired”
from future games on the grounds that they can o longer live
safely alongside their fellow men.

Retiring victims may be simply dropped from the game, or if
they are Champions they can undertake a special Death Quest.
In a Death Quest the Champion and any affected members of
his warband will seek out and fight an enemy warband. Models
engaged in a Death Quest are immune to psychology and cannot
be routed. If a Death Questing Champion pleases his Chaos
patron he may be promoted to Daemonhood and thus saved
from the Rot.

Unless a victim retires from a warband or goes on a Death
Quest as described above, he risks passing the disease on to the
other members. This applies both to warbands of Nurgle’s
Champions and to those of Champions of other Chaos Powers.
A test must be made before each batile to determine if the
disease has been passed on to anyone else. On the D6 oll of a 6
the discase has been passed on to another randomly determined
member of the warband. This may include the warband’s
Champion if he does not already have the Rot.

The Rot progresses from battle to battle, starting with the first
battle following contraction. The victim slowly begins to turn
into a Plaguebearer, his appearance and profile starts to change,
so that eventually he dies and is re-embodied in the Realm of
Chaos as a Plaguebearer.

Battle Effect

1 Skin becomes pale yellow-brown. Change
characteristics to M=4/WS=5.

2 Green and purple blotches break out on the victim’s
skin. BS=5/Ld=10.

3 The skin begins to rot and a small cloud of flies
gathers about him. $=4/C1=10.

4 A single horn sprouts from the victim’s forchead.
The model gains the Plaguebearer's additional horn
attack when it charges. T=3.

5 The eyes start to grow together and the nose
atrophies. I=6/Int=10.

6 The victim’s feet grow into two huge claws. A=2 as
per a Plaguebearer.

7 The victim's face and flesh dissolve into a mass of
tissue. /WP=10.

8 The victim finally dies and his shadow-self becomes

one of Nurgle’s Plagucbearcrs.

THE ROT AND CHAOS CHAMPIONS

A Champion of Nurgle who contracts Nurgles Rot is not
personally affected by it. However, he can pass it on in hand-to-
hand combat and it can be caught by members of his own
retinue. A member of a Chaos Warband who already has the
Rot could become a Champion if the original Champion is
slain. Should this happen the progress of the Rot is halicd at the
stage it has already reached.
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The situation grew more desperate by
the hour and, when the Outer Palace was
abandoned to the Traitor Legions and
their allies, the Emperor acted. He
disconnected himself from the
Astronomican, a signal to the remainder
of the Imperial Fleet that the end, one
way or another, was approaching. The
Emperor and an elite company of
Custodes Adeptus soldiery and Imperial
Fist Marines were then teleported into
Horus' command bunker. In the fierce
fighting that followed Horus was killed
(although his body was never found),
and the Emperor scriously wounded.
With the death of the Warmaster the
rebels paused in their assaults, then fell
back to their transports and fled into
space. The Imperial Fleet, which had
been powerless to intervene while the
rebels were within the Palace, gave
chase. The Emperor returned to the
Palace, where he was placed within a
life-bubble; his wounds would have been
fatal for an ordinary man. Under his
watchful eyes the construction of the Golden Throne, which
sustains him to this day, began.

His future assured, the Emperor pronounced judgement on Horus
and his Legions. They had broken faith with the Emperor and
trafficked with Daemons. They were declared to be the Traitor
Legions, rebels against the Emperor and Mankind. The Fleet was
ordered to drive them into the Eye of Terror, a system of hell-worlds
wrapped in a dust nebula and awash with warpstorms. Here the Traitor
Legions would be confined for all eternity; all records and memories
of the the lapsed Marine Chapters would be expunged from Imperial
Archives. Their tied servants and support troops were to be removed
from the Isstvan and Davin systems, and sent into the Eye aboard
almost derelict hulks. It would be as if the Traitor Legions had never
existed. In this decision the Emperor tempered his vengeance with
reality - the Imperium had been so weakened by the struggle that
no other punishment was possible.

As news of the Warmaster’s defeat spread though the Imperium
widespread fighting was renewed. The loyalists were revitalized by
the news, and fell on the rebels. Many Guard and Fleet detachments
had withheld their support from both sides. Such indecision was
punished by the rebels and loyalists alike. The loyalists bled such
formations white in attacks against rebel strongholds. The rebels
turned on all within reach in a final despairing orgy of destruction.
The fighting continued another seven years before the last rebel
formations were destroyed or exiled.

Those who could flee did so, heading for the Eye of Terror. Many
had declared for th: Warmaster without understanding that Daemon-
worship had been the rebellion’s cause. They rapidly fell victim to
the cultists of the original Traitor Legions, who, it is said, grew bored
of a diet of human flesh.

The destroyed Chapters were slowly re-established using what gene-
seed had been saved. Many systems, including Davin and Isstvan,
were cleansed and placed under the protection of the Inquisition.
The unit designations of the Traitor Legions were placed on the
inactive list and assigned to new Marine Chapters raised during
later Foundings.

The Emperor’s body had breathed its last, and he entered the Golden
Throne. The Traitor Legions and their dead Warmaster vanished into
the Eye of Terror. The First Inter-Legionary War - the Horus Heresy
- lasted less than a decade, but it nearly destroyed the Imperium.

THE EYE OF TERROR

Within the Eye of Terror the Traitor Legions established the rule and
worship of Chaos - with their exiled slaves they have created their
own Imperium of Chaos. The warp storms isolated the Eye’s only
system, and the poison of Chaos seeped into reality, creating a zone
of madness and insanity to rival and finally dwarf the Chaos Wastes.
The Eye’s habitable planets became Warp Worlds, entirely given over
to mutation, twisted reality and Chaos.

The warping of Chaos has also worked its foul changes upon the Traitor
Legions. Where once were Space Marines - eaten by the rot of Chaos
but Marines nonetheless - there are now only Traitor Legionnaires.
Chaos has wrought changes of a subtle and gross nature in the minds
and bodies of the Legionnaires. They are the same beings who revolted
against the Imperium ten thousand years ago, made ageless by the
seeping power of Chaos.

They are not, however, unchanged. Few of the Legionnaires have
escaped mutation in one form or another. Many have made personal
pacts with Chaos, allowing their bodies to be possessed by Daemons.
Many of the officers of the Legions, seeking to prove their loyalty
o their dark masters, have given also themselves to Daemons.

In more extreme cases Legionnaires and some of the lesser exiles
have become hosts for Summoned Daemons. Over the course of
centuries, The Eye of Terror has been warped to such a degree that
Summoned Daemons can exist comfortably within reality. Only when
they leave the Eye as part of a raiding force, for example, do the stresses
of reality affect them.

The Traitor Legions and the Eye of Terror have also acted as a magnet
for the darkest elements of the Imperium. Chaos Renegades often
retreat there, where their presence is not only tolerated but welcomed.

The Traitor Legions have retained their old Chapters, now dedicated
to the service of the Chaos Powers rather than the Imperium. They
have also maintained the ancient technology of gene-seeding and
adaptive surgery. The children needed to become new Legionnaires
have been bred from slave stock and a variety of Humans captured
on Legion raids into the Imperium.

Although nominally loyal to the dead Warmaster and his clone-sons,
the history of the Traitor Legions is littered with internecine struggles,
as one Legion has fought with the servants of a rival Chaos Power.
For the most part, however, rival Legions vent their hatred upon the
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The Daemon Knights of Slaanesh are surrounded by a
glittering wall of energy. This is a result of the warp-interface
which keeps the spirit within them in the material universe.
This shifting. swirling aura is called the Glamour of Slaanesh
and makes the Daemon Knights very hard to accurately target.
For this reason, any to hit roll against a Daemon Knight
suffers a -1 penalty in addition to any other modifiers.
Barrages and other attacks that use a template are unaffected
since they rely less on pinpoint accura

As the Glamour of Slaanesh is an interface with the
immaterial universe of warp space it also provides a certain
amount of profection from attacks that use the power of the
warp, such as Vortex missiles and psychic powers. For this
reason. the Glamour of Slaanesh bestows a 4+ psychic saving
throw to the Daemon Knight, in the same manner as void
shields and power fields. This means a psychic attack will
have no affect if the Chaos player can roll a 4 or more on a D6.
See page 24 of the Titan Legions rulebook for full details.

The Hell-Strider is the smallest of the Daemon Knights, but
still stands many times the height of a man. Hell-Striders are
extremely mobile, able to flush the enemy out of woods and
ruins with their powerful but short ranged weaponry. In
sufficient numbers, Hell-Striders can even hunt enemy Titans,
picking off their prey’s shields with their lascannon, before
closing in for the kill with their melta-beams.

Troop Type Move |Saving | CAF | Weapons | Range | Attack [ Roll | Target’s | Notes
Throw Dice to Hit | Save Mod.
Hell-Strider 20cm 4+ +2 Melta-beam 25cm 1 3+ | 2 Glamour of Slaanesh
Lascannon 50cm 2 5+ -1 Vehicle/ Walker

The Hell-Scourge is one of the larger Slaancsh Dacmon
Knights. As a living machine they have crushed the opponents
of Chaos for the last ten millennia and delight in the
destruction of their foes, screeching deafening hunting cries
across the battlefield. They are machine-predators, the perfect
hunters who mercilessly run down their quarry with bounding
strides from their elegant, powerful legs. When the Hell-
Scourges attack there is no warning. As one appears the
enemy turn their weapons to bear on its blurred form. At that
moment the others attack from all sides, scything through
armour and flesh with their massive Castigator cannon.

Hell-Scourge Daeman Knights have a type of pack instinct.
and are in constant communication with each other. They
make exceptionally well co-ordinated attacks, out-flanking

the enemy with case. This telepathic contact spreads beyond
the confines of the squadron and seems to encompass all the
Hell-Scourges in the battle, or perhaps even further.

Hell-Scourges are super heavy and so cannot be pinned in
combat except by other super heavy vehicles or Titans.
Anything smaller than this is simply pushed aside by the
massive war machine.

Hell-Scourge detachments are exceptionally flexible and can
perform highly complex attack manoeuvres. For this reason
Hell-Scourge detachments have a coherency of 12¢m instead
of 6¢cm. This means a Hell-Scourge Daemon Knight is still
within unit coherency as long as there is another Hell Scourge
from the same squadron within 12cm

Troop Type Move |Saving | CAF | Weapons | Range | Attack | Roll | Target’s | Notes
Throw Dice | toHit | Save Mod.

Hell-Scourge 30cm 2+ +3 Castigator | S50cm 5 5+ 1 | Glamour of Slaanesh

Bolters | tsem | 2 6+ | 0 | Super Heavy/ Knight
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Final Betrayal

With Angron and his hordes defeated,
the Administratum ruthlessly
suppressed all information regarding
the invasion. To allow the truth of what
had occurred on Armageddon to be
discovered would be to confirm the very
worst fears of the superstitious peoples
of the Imperium. Better they be kept in
ignorance, the Adepts reasoned, than be
forced to face the realisation that
Mankind faced such a diabolic threat.
The purge of the records began, but no
amount of historical revision could
erase the enormity of the events of
Angron's invasion from the survivors.
Any other world would have been put
to death by the rites of Exterminatus
without hesitation. But Armageddon
was far too important to the
Imperium'’s industrial machine to be
sacrificed in such a way.

Instead, the Administratum and the
Inquisition set in motion a plan that
would allow the planet’s industrial
capacity to recover, without the truth of
the conflict becoming known. Every
man, woman and child who had fought
against Angron's horde was rounded up

by troops drafted in from other
warzones, sterilised and relocated to
enormous forced-labour camps situated
far to the south of Armageddon
Secundus. Millions were forced to live
out the remainder of their lives in
slavery, producing the raw materials
with which the world they had given
everything to defend would be rebuilt.

‘With the Hive cities all but empty, and
only the highest and mightiest
exempted from the cull, the
Administratum relocated millions of
workers from far-away sectors to
Armageddon to replace those who had
looked upon the face of Chaos and
lived.

Only one man dared protest against
this ultimate sanction, this most
craven of betrayals. Logan Grimnar,
Great Wolf of the Space Wolf Chapter
made his opposition plain, and,
privately, many agreed with him.
Though he could not sway the faceless
adepts of the Administratum, he has
never forgiven them, nor has he ever
forgotten the sacrifice of those who
fought by his side during the darkest
days of the First War for Armageddon.

Angron’s Horde
file ref. Kerd4/993/11-193/2W..
source: Ord Ml archive.

input: Armag/first war
3837 M40

Extracted from the suppressed memoirs
of Lord-General Gustav Karlson. I

COMPILER'S NOTE: Imperial scholars
often refer 1o the constituent clements of
an invading host as ‘Cohorts”. A Cohort
is generally said to consist of between
1000 and 5,000 mens: the cquivalent of an
Imperial Guard regiment in manpower
but far inferior in terms of supporting
units,

‘WORLD EATERS COMPANIES

Angron's Chosen. .1 Company
The Warbund of Kossolax

the Foresworn 1 Compiny
Lord Skehalick's Elie .........| Company
The Skull Takers of

Hans Kho'ren 1 Company

MUTANT COHORTS (Inv:dm]

Jakob's Kis....... 17 Cohort
The Unsanctified ... wnnnd Cohorts
The Children of Gmncu 1 Cohorts

Kith of Nibil...... 4 Cohorts
Tuskgor's Tribe.. 12 Cohorts
The Meates 1l Migration ...J0 Cohorts
Syrcask's Reavers ~eul8 Coborts
The Stigmatus Covencnt........II Coorts

Other groups...........cst 55-65 Cohorts

DAEMONHOST COVENS

Inner Circle ... est 20 Cohorts
Sanctum Guard = A4 Cohorts
Dacmonhosts................[SUPPRESSED]

TRAITOR TITAN LEGIONS
Legio Vulcanum 11...
Legio Mortis

Legio
cni-Legio

CULTS (Civilisn groups that turncd
titor at the outset of the wr)

The Eight Ways 2 Cohorts
The True Creed 4 Cohorts
The Cult of Noyade 12 Cohorts
Children of Quictus 9 Cohorts
The Justified Ancients 1 Cohort
Other groups st 40-50 Cohorts

TRAITOR GUARD (Native units that
turncd traitor at the outset of the war)
Arm. Command Guard ......
Arm. Hive Militis.....
Arm. Steel Legion .....
Arm. Ash Waste Militia

COMPILER'S NOTE: In sddition to
these conventional formations. Angron
summoned countless numbers of
[SUPPRESSED}: & sitution that made
strategic planning near to impossible in
many theatres.
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body to the Chaos Powers.

'HAOS RENEGADES

Among all the mortal worshippers of Chaos, the Chaos Renegades are the most
corrupted of all. They have turned to the service of the Dark Lords of the warp,
are willing perform any deed, no matter how foul, and have dedicated mind and

They are the Champions of Chaos of the Warhammer 40,000 universe, and as doomed
as any other Champion of Chaos. Like all who follow a Chaos Power, Renegades end as
hideous Chaos Spawn, mutants too warped and twisted to live, or they are absorbed into the

warp as Daemon Princes.

There is no escape from one or other of these fates; Renegades are
destined to end their lives far removed from their original, natural
state. Power drawn from the warp and gathered by the Renegade during
his service to his dark master is the reward and promise of Chaos.
The cost is never considered by a Renegade. He has chosen the easy
path to power; that the path is short and dangerous is of
little consequence.

Renegades can be found in almost any part of the Imperium and
beyond. Their vast and rotting space hulks are built from the remains
of salvaged spacecraft, bioengineered and mutated creatures of deep
space, and general debris of all kinds. The hulks drift across the galaxy,
often dropping into and out of warpspace. They are virtually
indestructable, thanks to their sheer size and accretions of material.
Only when boarded by Imperial troops is a hulk threatened; even
then, the walkways and compartments of the hulk are as much a danger
to the invaders as the crew.

With crews and retinues of Chaos worshippers, mutants and misfits,
a Renegade hulk is a danger for.many planets within the Imperium.
‘The Renegade’s hulk drifts into a system, he and his retinue teleport
down to a planet, steal any transport and equipment they require,

plunder the planet of resources, and retreat to the hulk before the
arrival of the Inquisition or Imperial defence forces. The Renegade
and his retinue slay indiscriminately in honour of their Chaos masters,
taking only what they need for the next raid. Often, however, the
Chaos Renegade grows careless and proud, and lands his forces with
the intention of fighting and destroying Imperial troops.

Chaos Renegades do not always flee into space to spread the taint
of Chaos. They have also been known to remain on single planets,
hidden at the centre of a coven network of worshippers, supporters
and informers, manipulating all those they can reach to the service
of Chaos. A hidden Renegade may have the power to command armies
of followers, summon Daemons through rituals performed with his
followers, and instil fear in many by his mere presence. Although
mortal, the favour in which a Chaos Renegade is held by his Power
can make him as dangerous and powerful as a Daemon.

It has even been known for Chaos Renegades to settle on and conquer
feral worlds replacing the Imperium’s authority. Their new order
dedicates a whole planet to the service of one of the dark Powers
of Chaos. Such Chaos planets are scoured by the Inquisition whenever
they are discovered.
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ANGRON, DAEMON PRIMARCH OF THE WORLD E

ERS

Ten thousand years ago. at the very birth of the Imperium. the Warmaster Horus,
greatest and most trusted of the Emperor's generals. led the rebellion that

plunged the Imperium into the maclstrom of terror known as the Horus Heresy.
Angron was the first Primarch to join Horus in revolt against the Emperor,
believing that his martial virtue was the only way to save Mankind from

Eaters had always been the most warlike and savage of
the Space Mariac Legions and Angron cathusiastically led them into the worship
dshed.

Khorne sppealed to Angron's scnsc of honour and martial pride. and when the
Heresy failed and Horus was shin. he and the World Eaters battled across the
gailaxy to reach the Eye of Terror and the dacmon world Khorne had preparcd

Twisted and horribly mutated over the centurics, Angron is now a hulking gisnt
with skin the colour of spilt blood. He continucs to scrve his Dicmonic master.
smiting his focs with a mighty Chios blade of glowing iron ctched with runcs

propulsion unit of an ancient space
vessel that formed part of the Devourer
of Stars* enormous bulk. A section the
size of a small city slowly tore loose
from the mass of the hulk, disgorging a
wave-front of plasma fire and
incinerating thousands of Angron's
troops as it spiralled away, caught by
the gravity of nearby Pelucidar.

The drive unit broke up in the
atmosphere, shedding a hideous
cocktail of fuels and millennia of Warp
spawned toxins. The atmosphere of
Pelucidar was seeded with toxic death,
and only the hardy subterranean
jungles of the cavern-world survived the
initial pollution. The inhabitants
perished within a year, their minds
destroyed by the taint of the Warp, their
bodies poisoned by the radioactive
waste, and Pelucidar remains
quarantined to this day.

Without the ancient drive section,
Angron's servants evidently struggled to
influence the course of the vast hulk,
and its arrival at Armageddon was
delayed by at least a month. The
sacrifice of the system defence crews
and the people of Pelucidar had bought
the forces of Armageddon valuable time
to prepare for the inevitable invasion.

Chaos Ascendent

Despite the sacrifices of the Imperial
Navy, the Devourer of Stars quickly
overcame Armageddon's orbital
defences, and Angron's forces were soon
in a position to begin their landings.

With the space hulk’s arrival, treachery
reared its ugly head within the hives of
Armageddon, and the seditious

elements of the populace were revealed
as followers of the Dark Powers. The
recently uncovered memoirs of Lord
General Gustav Karlson 11 record that
nearly half the Planetary Defence Force
turned on their fellows, their ranks
swollen by hordes of cultists. Karlson,
Chief-of-Staff of the Armageddon
Secundus Command Guard, reacted
with swift and unforgiving efficiency,
eliminating those units he could not
absolutely rely on. His counterpart on
Armageddon Prime was slower to react
and fought in vain to regain control as
anarchy and mayhem swept through
the hives of Armageddon Prime. Where
the defenders should have been able to
mount a well-prepared defence, the
trench lines and bastions were the site
of vicious battles between erstwhile
brothers-in-arms.

Angron's forces made their planetfall all
but uncontested, and within a week,
all-out war raged in and around every
hive on Armageddon Prime, the death
toll spiralling beyond comprehension.
Daemons rampaged through the factory
and hab districts while mutants and
renegades unleashed their feral wrath
upon innocent civilians. Traitor Titan
Legions stalked the Ash Wastes, where
loyalist Princeps fought a desperate
rearguard action. The only hope for the
defenders was to fall back towards the
equatorial jungles, and attempt to
consolidate in Armageddon Secundus.

As the last of the Imperial forces
withdrew towards Armageddon
Secundus, they left behind them a land
ruled by the daemonic and the insane.
Makeshift abattoirs were constructed,
and the blood of Angron's victims was

&
offered up to the Blood God. The last
units to stagger from the Ash Wastes,
reported the land behind them littered
with bones, and the polluted rivers.
choked with the blood spilled in the
name of Khorne.

Venerations

According to the Heretic Archivist,
Warp storms of terrifying magnitude
surged with power around the
Armageddon system at this time and
the sheer scale of slaughter lent power
to Angron and the daemons of his
horde. But such power is fleeting, and
as the Warp storms began to abate, so
t00 did his power diminish. Unless the
Daemon Primarch could find a way of
establishing a permanent link to the
Immaterium to draw the energy
necessary to sustain his army, all his
plans would be undone.

Unable to continue without the strength
of the Warp to empower him, Angron's
advance stalled amidst the deepest
jungles of the equatorial belt. The
Daemonic Primarch ordered the
construction of a huge monolith,
through which his armies could draw
the power needed to sustain their
existence in the material universe. The
construction of the megalithic structure
took many weeks, and thousands died
in its construction. Thousands more
were butchered in cruel ceremonies of
consecration, and the jungle withered
for miles around as the corrupting
power of Chaos was drawn into the
arcane construction.

Angron’s Berzcrkers shughter the
defenders of Hive Volcanus
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THE PINK HORRORS

Lesser Daemons of Tzeentch (Tsani’ kchami’i)

The Lesser Daemons of Tzeentch are known as Horrors. They
take two distinct forms - the Pink Horror and the Blue Horror,
but they fight side by side as part of the same body of daemonic
troops. Apart from its glowing pink skin, the Pink Horror is
easily recognised by its high-pitched squeals of laughter, giving
the daemon two of its other common names: the Squealer or
Screamer. The second type of Horror is the Blue Horror. It is
almost identical to the Pink Horror, but it is blue rather than
pink, and its temperament is quite different. It wears a perpetual
scowl and is thoroughly bad tempered. It sneers and grumbles,
‘muttering to itself in a low whining voice which gives way in
battle to a snarling outburst of rage.

Lesser Daemons of Tzeentch do not have solid material bodies.
They are formed from pure magic, sometimes taking on a
discernable form, sometimes blurring into a frantic little mass
of pinkness as they dash and scamper across the battlefield.
Strangest of all is their ecstatic cackle which sounds like the
ceaseless braying of a lunatic. Pink Horrors continually make
this noise, so the approach of several together sounds
unnervingly like the advance of the hordes of Bedlam itself. As
they laugh, the air around them fills with little strands of pink
magic and the ground about their feet smoulders with a curious
rosy light.

Pink Horrors are the magically fashioned slaves of the Lords of
Change. To the Greater Daemons they are beyond
consideration, mere automatons to be expended as part of their
carefully wrought plans. On the battlefield they whirl about in a
frantic and barely controlled ecstasy, chuckling insanely and
stretching out their long arms in anticipation of the fight.
Because they are made from raw magic, Pink Horrors can cast

spells as they dance about the battlefield. The casting of a spell
seems to fill them with increased joy, and they emit especially
high-pitched squeals of laughter as the magic screams and
screeches in the air above their upraised arms. Combat drives
them to new delights, and even death seems to satisfy some
deeply rooted compulsion. In fact, Pink Horrors cannot die as
such - when dealt a mortal blow they turn into a blob of
gyrating magic. This changes colour 1o blue and then divides
into two Blue Horrors with a characteristic whoop of
satisfaction.

Psychological Traits: Standard for Lesser Daemons.

. Magic: A unit of Pink Horrors has 1 randomly
) determined level 1 spell for every Daemon in the unit. A
normal unit of 9 will therefore have 9 spells (see Magic

[ o Taeenich).

Special Rules: A Pink Horror has 2 claw attacks. When
reduced to zero wounds a Pink Horror is not slain - it
[ divides into two Blue Horrors instead.

Chaos Attributes: A Pink Horror may have up o 9
attributes, but may have less or none. A unit of Horrors
may all have the same number and type of attribute if the
player prefers.

Profile - Warhammer Fantasy Battle and WH40K
MWS BS S T W I A Ld Int Cl WP PV
4 5 5 43 1 6 2 10 10 10 10 140

I

Profile - Warhammer Fantasy Roleplay
MWS BS STWI
S 450 45 4 3

SR

A Dex Ld Int CI WP Fel
5 60 2 9 9 9% 90 9% o1

RERNES

BLUE HORROR :

Psychological Traits: Standard for Lesser Dacmons.

Magic: A unit of mixed Pink and Blue Horrors has 1
randomly determined level 1 spell for every daemon in
the unit up to a maximum of 9 (see Magic of Tzeentch).

Special Rules: A Blue Horror has 1 claw attack. A Blue
Horror model is removed from the game once it is slain,
it does not divide into further daemons as Pink Horrors
do.

Chaos Attributes: Blue Horrors retain any Chaos
Attributes they had as Pink Horrors.

Profile - Warhammer Fantasy Battle and WH40K
M WS BS § TW I A Ld Int CI WP PV
(il el e B e S TS R e

Profile - Warhammer Fantasy Roleplay
A Dex 1d Int CI WP Fel
90 20 20 20 20 01

MWSBS S TW I
WS VN 9 8 5802 T

(P25 WIS
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Many Cults hide their true natures behind the facade of a
tolerated religion or an acceptable local variant of the Imperial
Cult. An Imperial Preacher who has devoted himself to Chaos
can corrupt his entire flock. Such is the trust that ordinary
people have in Preachers that they may remain unaware of the
cult’s true purposes while the very shrine of the Emperor itself
becomes a dark altar to Chaos.

On more sophisticated worlds artistic or philosophical circles
may provide sufficient cover for a small cult to operate. By
posing as an artistic elite the circle will naturally atiract young
and intellectually conceited individuals, romantic idealists, and
other malcontents who can be recruited into the cult.

Because psykers are strictly controlled throughout the Imperium
there are few places where a young, emergent psyker can escape
persecution. Such individuals will be burned as witches or at
least handed over the to local forces and thence to the forces of
the Imperium.

On worlds where psykers are common it is natural for some to
escape and form their own protective organisations, networks of
safe houses, and places of sanctuary. By posing as such an
organisation a Chaos Cult can take the pick of the best psykers
as recruits, while allowing the rest to organise an aggressive and
highly motivated underground movement.

On worlds where life is relatively safe and quiet the Chaos Cult
will usually set itself up as the champion of some worthy cause
such as a world-wide charity, environmental concern group,
social welfare organisation, or some such indisputably
beneficial body. Its public image will give the cult plenty of
opportunity to infiltrate the entire world before its true nature is
revealed. Such a cult will grow apace as the well-meaning and
unsuspecting are drawn into its clutches.

THE CULT AT WAR

Chaos Cults are constantly alert to the danger of discovery, and
they can only hope to defend themselves by force of arms. Even
cults whose power is based upon mercantile or political
influence must be prepared to fight if necessary. No matter how
large or small, every cult has its contingency plans which will,
hopefully, allow it to survive in the event of discovery.

Cults prepare for armed struggle by amassing arsenals of
weapons and equipment. If they are able to do so, the cult will
attempt to infiltrate and subvert the local defence forces. They
may also use psychic powers to contact Chaos Renegades
drifting through the warp and guide them to their world. Once
the forces of cult and Renegades are united the cult can come
into the open and the whole world will be plunged into
devastating conflict from which the cult may emerge as a major
world power.

In small and medium sized cults the coven members will act as
officers or army leaders. The cult followers will already be
organised into groups for ceremonial and ritual purposes. These
established groups simply become fighting units when the time
comes to rise up. Those who hunt down cults are often surprised
by how quickly and efficiently a cult can muster its forces to
counter-attack.

A typical cultist force, normally comprised of either a single
cult or an alliance of several smaller cults, can muster a fighting
strength of between 30 and 100 individuals. This is quite
enough for the cult to establish local supremacy over a limited
territory or important settlement.

The armament and transport available o a cult will depend on
the level of technology on their home world. On most worlds,
the Magus and his coven can acquire a prestigious limousine to
enable them o travel in security.

Several cults may form alliances when under threat or in a bid
to sieze power by force. They are then able to muster in far
greater strength. Not all cults are prepared to join with others,
even when they all are under threat, but most will readily put
aside their differences in a common cause. This means that an
expedition sent into a region to locate and purge a cult that has
been uncovered could find itself up against greater forces than
anticipated. Other cults, still undetected, will have been alarmed
and rallied to the support of the cult under attack.

Cultist forces tend to include such a wide diversity of troop
types that it is very difficult for their foes to predict or identify
exactly who they are up against. For this reason the scholars of
the Inquisition keep meticulous records on every aspect of
cultism (as do Eldar scholars). These records are collectively
known among Inquisitors as the Codex Hereticus.

Fifty years ago the world of Chianco lay at the centre of a
rich trading sector in the eastern part of the Imperium
known as the Ultima Segmentum. The skies of Chianco
were continually criss-crossed with the vapour trails of
merchant lighters carrying precious fuel minerals to the
orbital trading stations far above.

Interstellar spacecraft from the whole sector clustered
around Chianco, their merchant crews bidding frantically
for cargoes, while Free Captains stood ready in orbit
awaiting the chance (o snap up a lucrative contract. Bélow
on the planet itself the mining machines and tireless fuel
pumps worked at the harsh rock, squeezing the wealth of
the world from the ground.

In control of it all was Lord Xian Torus, hereditary ruler
and the ultimate owner of everything and everyone on the
world of Chianco. It was he that approved the inheritance
of the Mine Lords and who allowed the shipping families
to pass on their ships and contracts to their eldest sons. As
the whole world prospered so the ruler and Lords of
Chianco also prospered and the planet’s population grew
1o be one of the richest and most contented in the entire
Imperium.

That was fifty years ago. Today Chianco is a barren rock
where a few tired barbarians scrape a living from the
ruins of a once great civilisation. The skies of Chianco are
now an unblemished blue and when a passing spacecraft
is spotted travelling through the night it is reckoned a
noteworthy sight. For Chianco is now famous not for its
wealth or commerce, but because it is the World that Died
in One Night.

From a thousand hidden cults the followers of Tzeentch
revealed their true nature, lords and labourers alike, they
had undermined the rule of Lord Xian Torus in more
ways than one. The mining machines burst from beneath
the royal palace and the greater part of the capital sank
into the ground. As it did so a million cultists descended
upon the city, the staffs of merchant princes, the retinues
of Mine Lords, even many amongst the the Local Defence
Forces of Chianco were revealed as followers of the Lord
of Change.
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REGENERATION

‘The Champion is gifted with the ability to regenerate in
the same fashion as a Troll (see WFB p239 or WFRP
P229). Subsequent gifts of Regeneration confer no
additional benefit.

FRENZY

The Champion and any followers he possesses become
subject to frenzy. Second and subsequent gifts of frenzy
reduce Cl by 1/10 each (to a minimum score of 2/20).

CROSS-BREED

‘The Champion merges with a Fleshhound, and becomes
a hybrid entity.

‘The profile of the hybrid Champion is the average of those
of the Champion and the Fleshhound. Pairs of
characteristics on the two profiles are added together and
divided by two, rounding any fractions down. This new
number is entered on the hybrid’s profile. For example
a Fleshhound has M 10, while a Champion has M 4 -
the new hybrid Champion has M 7 (10+4=14/2=7).
The new hybrid Champion retains all the Chaos gifts of
its Champion ‘parent’. The Champion may retain the
Chaos attributes of his Champion ‘parent’, or may generate
an equal number of new attributes. The Champion’s face
also changes as described above under the Face of
Fleshhound reward. The hybrid Champion only receives
the Fleshhound's leaping ability if his Move is éight
or more.

The physique of the new Champion is a mixture of the
two ‘parents’ modified by his Chaos attributes. For
example, the Champion can have the head and wattle of
aFleshhound, a humanoid torso and arms, and four legs
growing from his hips. Other combinations are obviously
possible, depending upon the appearance the Champion
had before becoming a hybrid.

81-90

PERSONALITY LOSS
‘The Champion loses 2/20 points from Intelligence, Cool
and Will Power.

Second and subsequent losses of personality are applied
in full. This Chaos gift of Khorne may turn the
Champion into a Chaos Spawn. See Becoming a Chaos
Spawn (pS2).

AGGRESSION BONUS

The Champion’s Weapon Skill, Ballistic Skill and Strength
are increased by 1/10. Additional bonuses are applied
in full.

'WEAPON HAND

One of the Champion’s hands, paws or tentacles becomes
fused with one of his weapons (the player may choose
‘which). One attack made by the Champion is always a
weapon attack from now on. The weapon chosen can be
a Daemon Weapon if the Champion possesses one.

Second and subsequent rolls make this bonding of weapon
and flesh into a true symbiosis of Champion and weapon.
Increase Initiative by 1/10.

This reward and the Hand of Khorne can be applied to
the same limb.

DAEMONIC NAME

The Champion is honoured as Khorne grants him a
daemonic True Name: See Daemon True Names in The
Powers of Chaos (p23). You may also give the Champion
a Use-Name (p23) if you wish. Second and subsequent
rewards merely make the name longer (reflecting the
Champion’s greater status).

CHAOS ATTRIBUTE

Khorne decides that the Champion was not worthy of
special reward after all, and inflicts a Chaos attribute on
him instead. Randomly generate one attribute using the
Personal Attributes Table in The Mark of Chaos (pl13).
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BRASS SCORPION

Brass Scorpions are fast, fearsomely armed and possessed of a daemonic viciousness
and cunning, They claiter forward on brazen wheels to hunt down their prey, racing
ahead with their whirling power saws promising a quick death to anything foolish
cnough to come within reach. A Brass Scorpion is well-equipped with short range
firepower — a lethal gatling “sting” rears up from its back and more guns jut forward
from its daemonic maw, but it’s at its most deadly in close assaults. Up close the
scything power claws slice through armour and flesh with easc and few can stand
before their charge. Normally, woods and buildings arc the infantryman’s sanctuary
from such metal predators but even these offer no succour as the Scorpions slash
their way forward to winkle out the hiding troops. Because of their power saws Brass
. Scorpions can move through woods, counting them as difficult ground. They can
also close assault buildings in the close combat phase, causing the building to take an
unmodified save or collapse into rubble.

‘Troop Type Move | Saving | CAF | Weapons | Range | Attack |Rollto | Target's | Notes
Throw Dice | Hit |Save Mod.

Brass Scorpion 20em | 3+ +7 | Scorpion Cannon | 25¢m 6 5+ 0 See above for
All ound Jaw Guns S0cm 3 5+ 1 special rules

DOOM BLASTER

Doom Blasters crawl forward on hea

 clanking treads with the gaping maws of their
quad mounted doom mortars menacing the enemy. The doom mortars lob a thunderous
carpet of shrapnel-packed shells amongst the foe, tossing troops and vehicles aside
with their close packed barrages until there is nothing left but bleeding remnants to be |
crushed as they advance. |

| ‘

Because Doom Blasters mount four barrage weapons they can fire two barrage
templates per turn, each with 4 barrage points and a -1 saving throw modifier. The two
barrages always fall close together so the templates must be placed so that they are
wuching. Note that because the Doom Blaster is a Daemon Engine of Khorne it can’t
use first fire orders orders so it can’t firc indirect barrages at all.

Troop Type Move | Saving | CAF | Weapons | Range | Attack |Rollto | Target's | Notes
Throw Dice | Hit |SaveMod.|
Doom Blaster 15em |2+ +4 | Doom Mortars | 75cm 6 St 0 Sce above for
Bolters 15cm 2 St - special rules

DAEMON ENGINES OF KHORNE ARMY CARD

BREAK POINT 2: The squadron is broken once it has lost 2
models.

A squadron of Dacmon Engines of Khome consists of any three
Daemon Engines of Khorne.

JA;&

POINTS VALUE 300

MORALE VALUE
more on 4 D6 10 pass th

acmon Engines of Khome must roll 1 or
morale check.

VICTORY POINTS 3

Your opponent gains 3 VP's when the squadron is broken






OEBPS/image/181.jpg
> MK HEMET | Hailh mepteiet
L A DEIMCTNE  KAOZNATE  HOENS,
% 3§ AN ENAGED Beekn S(eeay T
55 / Blemfig, w " BLoOD-FOMES .
<
A >
\“"
)
X
GRONTETRD
HANDS,
\ Ao
WK STy OUGIES|BETS
QRetnE WY
2eASs B
4 SuLt TN, SUERig
Repuhcsd EAGIE
%16 <
MNOLECUAL BorDING
41005 (Brous?) N\

i e =
Kﬁmfﬁ RENTADE  —TEATR. MARINE ~ (o™ AND BB /eact presse

— W5 Hegesy' Sy il NEWER Aamow PR,
ot Zene O TS BRGE F 2EFRIR
THEN M D BE I 010 bP.

FrIOUL MYS Beercts
€ O BvRy ENOY W Hex






OEBPS/image/201.jpg
THE BANELORD

CHAOS TITAN OF KHORNE
By Jervis Johnson

The dreaded Banelord is one of the most feared of all of the Chaos Titans.
Dedicated to Khorne, the Chaos god of war, the Banelord is a towering
mountain of destruction. The Banelord excels at short range combat, closing
with the enemy to blast them with its missiles and cannon and to smash then
with its fists and tail. Only the most powerful opponents are able to withstand

the onslaught of a Banelord Titan!

Titans are the supreme fighting machines of the Imperium -
towering metal giants armoured in adamantium and armed
with the mightiest weapons the Imperial TechPriests of the
Adeptus Mechanicus can devise. At the heart of every Titan a
blazing plasma reactor harnesses the power of the sun to
supply the machine's massive energy requirements. Each of
these vast war machines requires a subslantial crew to control
and direct it. Few troops can survive the assault of a Titan's
devastating weapons.

the followers of Chaos as monstrous, brooding cffigics of
ancient gods of war. The Imperium fears the Chaos Titans as
the avenging revenants of an horrific past.

Most Chaos Titans are Warlord class Battle Titans as these
were the commonest type at the time of the Heresy. Nearly all
of them have been altered in some way. Some have had their
heads reshaped into dacmonic visages, or mounted with close
combat weapons or extra guns, and another common change is
the addition of long sinuous tails mounting weapons or
gigantic blades. The Banelord is aligned (o the Chaos Power
known as Khorne, and has take on the appearance and hues
associated with that Power. [lags, kill banners and pennants

In the dark days of the Horus Heresy great numbers of the
Adeptus Mechanicus were lured into the service of Chaos with
promises of forgotten knowledge. The Tech Priests of Mars
were pitched into bloody civil war, unleashing forbidden
weapons to scour the surface of the red planct. The Titan
Legions of the Collegia Titanica split into loyalist and traitor
factions, with over half of the Titan Legions joining Horus.
Throughout the Heresy innumerable baltles were fought
between Titans and whole cities shook beneath the heavy tread
of these awesome war machines. With the failure of the Heresy
the rencgade Titan Legions were driven into the Eye of Terror
where they still dwell ten thousand years on, waiting to board
space hulks and devastate the worlds of the Imperium again.

During their long sojourn among the Daemon worlds the
renegade Titans have warped and mutated, for the mutable
power of Chaos is not limited to creatures of living flesh
These gigantic engines of terror arc universally feared as they
wander the Daemon worlds from battle to battle, eternally
wreaking the carnage they were built for. No-one quite knows
whether they still contain their original crews, their lives
unnaturally prolonged by the warping power of Chaos, or
something far worse. Chaos Titans are feared and respected by
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dacmonic armour. Through the thunder of
explosions, the dacmons crashed into the
thin Grey Knight linc. axes flashing and
whips snapping. Avrcllisn saw half 2
dozen of his warriors cut down instantly.
shorn in two by shricking dicmon
weapons. He tore his gaze away from the
battle around him as 2 pair of
Bloodthirsters charged him and his squad.
He widened his stance and braced his
weapon on the ground, shouting. “Grey
Kaights, hold" s the first Bloodthirster
smashed into them. s whip lashed out.
shearing through a Terminator's armour
and cleaving him from collarbone to
pelvis. Aurcllizn lunged. jabbing his blade
at the monster's head. Its axe smashed
aside his blow and 3 brass hoof thundercd
into his breastplate, buckling the ceramite
and shattering the bone shicld of his
chest cavity.

Aurellian collapsed to his knces, fighting
for breath as another of his brothers fell.
ripped apart by Angron, the picces
swallowed whole. Everywhere he looked.
his warriors were falling, unable to match
the unimaginable ferocity of these avatars
of the Blood God. Though they fought
bravely. with faith and nobility. it was 5o
match for the primal savagery of their
daemonic foes. But it ws not a hattle
without cost for Asgron and his dicmons.
Fully half his retinue were Jittle more
than screcching shadows, their physical
vessels put asunder by the rightcous wrath
of the Grey Kights. Aurellian pushed
himself to his fect wincing as he felt that
one of his lungs wis picrced. Angron
swung his black sword in wide arcs,
Killiog with cvery stroke and his glowing
musculature rippled with power. Aurcllisn
saw that the Dacmons closcst to Angron
towered above his Terminators. drawing
their strength from the well of the
Dicmon Primarch.

He staggered towards Aagron. using his
force halberd to steady himself 35 his
breath wheezed in his chest. The Grey
Knights closed on their leader, forming an
impenetrable shicld wall around him 35
they fought their way towards Angron
The Dacmon Primarch saw his foc
approach and rearcd up to his full height.
bellowing 2 furious challenge. Lesser
mortals might quail before this monster,
but Aurellian and the Grey Kanights had
been stecled to face the worst horrors of
Chaos without flinching, Less than two~
dozen of them were still alive, but they
were almost there. Dacmons presscd in all

Brother Captain Aurcllian fights for his life

around them, attacking in 3 freazy of axe
blows and lishing whips. Morc Grey
Kaights fell, their blood mingling on the
cratered carth s Angron and Aurellian
finally came face o face. At some
usheard command. the Bloodthirsters
pulled back, hissing with barcly-restraincd
battle fust

Time slowed and the world held its
breath as man and monster faced one
another. One, 3 devoted and loyal servant
of the divine Emperor of Mankind. the
other the biscst traitor who had trampled
on his oaths of loyalty and embraced
ultimate evil

“You canot win, Avrellian.” hissed
Augron, plasting his sword in the ground
before him

Aurellian spun his force halberd. assuming
2 relaxcd fighting stance and pointed the
blade at the Dacmon Primarch’s heart

“You underestimate me, traitor.”

“Perhaps. but T was onc of your
Emperor's choscn and I cannot be
defeated. You kaow this, Aurcllian: T can
sce it plain s day. Why must you fight
and die here for a rotted corpse on 3
plagct you have never scen?”

“Because 1 must.” said Avrellian simply.
thrusting his weapon towards Angron.

The Dacmon Primarch lavghed and batted
sway the force weapon. scalding steam
hissing from his iron skin. His clawed
wings pounded the sir as he fought.
swiling dust and smoke around the

combatants. Avrcllian blocked 3 blow meant
to remove his head. fecling the jarring
impact oumb his arm to the elbow, and
ducked the reverse stroke. He spun inside
Angron's guard and slashed his blade across
his foc's flank. drawing a bellow of pain
and a wash of hot, black blood.

Angron smashed a club-like fist down on
Aurcllian’s shoulder, driving him to the
ground and tearing his helmet from his
head. Lights exploded before Aurellian's
cyes. but he saw the blow that would kill
him arciog towards his head and threw up
his weapon to block it. Angron's sword
sheared through the haft of his force
halberd and hacked through his arm in
shower of sparks and blood. The Grey
Kaight tumbled backwards, blood pouring
from his arm. but miraculously still alive.
Aurellian climbed to his feet, his armour
tora open in 3 dozen places. but his
stance still defiant. Blood was flooding
from his body, too much for cven the
Larraman cells to halt. He could sec his
men were fighting bravely, but were
falling one by onc. Before long they
would all be dead. That they may die was
unimportant, but they must not fail in
their duty.

“Brothers! Defensive circlel” shouted
Aurellian, though it seat hot spikes of
pain through his chest. The few surviving
Grey Knights fought their way towards
him, forming a circle about their wounded
leader.

Avrellian focussed all his hatred of the
Fallen Onc until it was an incandescent
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This section describes Chaos Renegades and provides Army Lists for Chaos
7 Renegades of Tzeentch and Nurgle. The lists may be used to select forces to
” fight against other Warhammer 40,000 forces or Daemonic Armies on a
daemonic battlefield. A Chaos Renegade force can also be pitched against a
« conventional Warhammer Fantasy Army if you wish, in which case the
o Renegades are assumed to have landed upon an isolated primitive world

Raiding bands of Chaos Renegades are one of the most serious
threats to the Imperium. The random and seemingly purposcless
nature of their destructive raids makes it very hard to defend
against such ruthless warriors.

Renegades are unpredictable in their movements and show no
discernible pattern to their attacks. Wherever they land they kill
and destroy mercilessly and are usually long gone by the time
human forces arrive to confront them. A typical force of these
ferocious raiders is quite small, consisting of a handful of
Champions plus their Warbands.

Chaos Renegades originate from the Eye of Terror, an area of
the galaxy saturated with warp energy. The worlds at the core of
the Eye of Terror are ruled over by Daemon Princes and Greater
Daemons on behalf of the Chaos Powers and are called the
Daemon Worlds. All the Daemon Lords are bitter rivals, even
those that owe loyalty to the same Great Power.

A force of Chaos Renegades will usually come from a single
world within the Eye of Terror, although it is not unknown for
Renegades to pool their resources in order to attack a well-
defended planet. Such arrangements are inevitably temporary,
as rivalry between the Champions is intense and many are
deadly enemies.

On the Daemon Worlds Champions and their followers fight to
glorify the ruler of their planet (who will be a Greater Daemon
or Daemon Prince) or the Chaos Power who is the ruler’s own
master. Not all worlds owe allegiance to one of the Great
Powers, some are ruled over by independent Daemon Powers
instead. At frequent intervals the patron selects one or more of
his Champions to go out into the universce and continue their
path of destruction. The Champions honoured in this way serve
Chaos in the greater universe and will still earn rewards from
their patron.

The Champions may be accompanied by various other troops
drawn from their homeworld. Once the force is assembled a
spacecraft is prepared for the expedition. This may be a craft
captured from another daemonic ruler, constructed by mortal
slaves as a tribute to their daemonic master, or an abandoned
craft which has drifted through the warp or been wrecked on the
world. When the spacecraft is ready the Renegade force boards
and prepares to launch upon the tides of the warp. The size of
the craft will determine the size of the force: a small craft might
only have room for a single Warband while a drifting Space
Hulk might become the vessel by which a thousand Warbands
can be propelled into the universe.

The Eye of Terror is a maclstrom of psychic energy within the
warp through which it is impossible to navigate. Not only can
ships be thrown thousands of years off-course by travelling
through it, but they can also be caught in temporal whirlpools
which carry them backwards or forwards through time or which

which does not form part of the Imperium.

trap them in limbo forever. Craft from the Imperium always
avoid the area wherever possible. The ships of the Chaos
Renegades have no choice in the matter, they are already deep
inside the Eye of Terror when they set out.

The warp-storms that disturb the Eye are so intense that there is
little point in even trying to steer a ship in a particular direction.
The Chaos Renegades launch their ships into the swirling
currents of the warp, trusting fortune to carry them to their
enemies. This is why Chaos Renegade attacks are so random -
even the Renegades themselves have little idea where or even
when the warp will take them. Sometime they are propelled into
deep eddies within the warp and become trapped inside a time.
well, so that thousands of years pass in the real universe before
they arrive at their destination. Other ships are thrown clear of
the galaxy and end up drifting helplessly in the darkness of
intergalactic space. More often than not, the inconstant currents
of the warp carry them to the highly populated worlds of the
Imperium.






OEBPS/image/1.jpg





OEBPS/image/238.jpg
or over ten thousand years have I lived,”
mencd the Chaos warrior. “For over a hundred

centuries have I fought the long war. Eighty-
eight million hours cannot contain my hatred.”

For over a day now the space hulk Reaper of Souls
had held its orbit over the doomed planet. Brother-
Captain Karlsen studied the world visible through
the huge art of the stained glass window. It glittered
like a jewel in the blackness of space. Its greenness
mocked him. Down there people went about their
daily business. They lived their lives secure in the
knowledge that their Emperor and his mighty
legions protected them.

Karlsen laughed his hollow laugh, it bubbled
horribly from his ruined throat. Today that ended
Their stupid ordered lives were over. They were
insects, dwelling in an insects’ nest. They lived insect
lives and never understood the true nature of the
universe, a place of predators who preyed on body
and soul

The fold down there were sheep. Let the sheep look
up, thought Karlsen. Let them know the wolves are
about to descend on the fold. Let them pray to their
senile god and know that he cannot save them.

Their world will burn, he swore. They will pray for
death. Their weapons will not save them. Their
armies will not protect them. Their pitiful faith will
not shield them. They will die and their souls will be
consigned screaming to the warp. This | swear by the
honour of my Chapter and all the powers of Chaos.
But for now let them wait, for [ must celebrate the
Dark Communion

He looked down at the throne in which he rested
The ancient brass was moulded in the shape of a
mythical beast of Old Earth. Life support tubes
connected it to the re-breathers of his ancient
armour. The ten thousand year-old runes flickered
and glowed in the chill darkness, sending out
messages that only a few now living could read and
fully understand.

Karlsen studied the walls of this ancient chamber
with his baleful red glare, noting as if for the first
time the gargoyles that guarded each doorway and
sign of the Eye of Horus that enclosed the stained
glass window. He noticed the cracked and flaking
tiles that covered the ceramite floor and recalled that
once they had contained a mosaic depicting the
attack on the Emperor’s Palace during the long ago
battle for Earth. The picture was long gone, worn
away by a million footfalls down the long centuries

Karlsen lashed the metal tentacles that replaced his
left hand and reflexively worked the action of the
bolter fused to the stump of his right wrist. There
were times he felt like this space hulk, like a strange
agglomeration of random bits hastily and crudely
connected to an ancient central core.

He knew the space hulk was a jumble of the flotsam
and jetsam of interstellar space that had been sucked
though the warp to the daemon worlds, had drifted

for centuries till it had been integrated into this vast
vessel. Whatever shape the hulk had originally
possessed was long gone. He was like that —a
millennia of mutation, of gifts from his patron Chaos
Power had cost him his original shape. No longer
was he a tall, powerful Space Marine garbed in
ceramite armour. Now he was an inhuman thing, a
patchwork of many strange pieces. Only the original
body shape and the mind was still Karlsen’s, and
sometimes he was not sure even of that

Could any mind remain intact after ten thousand
years. Would it not splinter under the impact of all
that accumulated experience? Would not the years
bring madness? Instinctively Karlsen knew that he
had gone mad many times. There had been centuries
when he had gibbered insanely, years when he had
reiterated a single crazed chant. He knew that he had
lost so much. No mind could hold all his memories.
They overflowed like wine from an overfilled cup. It
was part of the gift and the curse of his immortality.

That was why, when they could, he and his men
celebrated the Dark Communion. They preserved
what was important. They stayed themselves and
did not devolve into howling Chaos Spawn. In the
end, when all was said and done, they were Space
Marines, and they had a Space Marine’s pride.

Karlsen cleared his mind as he had learned so long
ago. He turned his gaze inward. He needed no
drugs, no chants, none of the aids and adjuncts that
lesser sorcerers used. He had ten millennia of
practice and his powers were strong. He envisioned
a vast cavern, the walls of which were lined with
pigeon-holes. In each pigeon-hole was a glowing
gem. Each glowing gem was a memory. One that he
had chosen to preserve. It would remain in this
protected space within his mind for as long as he
would live. Karlsen had achieved the first level of
the Ritual

Now he reviewed last year, winnowing his
memories for deeds he wished to preserve. Was
there anything worth keeping, worth preserving
from time’s slow erosion. That battle on Kadavah,
perhaps, where they had aided those pitiful rebels
against their Imperial masters, and where he had
killed that Blood Angel in the desecrated rubble of
the shrine of the Emperor’s Ascension? Yes, he
thought, recalling the moment with satisfaction, that
was worth preserving.

He visualised the scene clearly. The Blood Angel
crawling from the ruins, his armour all pitted and
cracked. Nearby lay the huge skull of a destroyed
Warhound Titan. In the distance loomed the skeletal
remains of Kadavah'’s skyscraped towers. He had the
moment perfectly. He could taste the dry burned
taint in the air, feel the kick of his bolter, hear the
groans of the wounded, smell the stink of molten
metal, sense the departure of the Blood Angel’s soul.
He fixed the memory, reduced it to something hard
and bright and pure, then left it in its assigned place.
There was nothing else he wanted to preserve.
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UMMONED DAEMONS

In Warhammer 40,000 Summoned Daemons are essentially the same creatures as
their fantasy cousins. The individual descriptions, profiles and special rules given
in The Powers of Chaos (p1l) apply in full. However, the general Daemon rules
from The Powers of Chaos are not used when fighting Warhammer 40,000 battles.

The new rules given here for Summoned Daemons reflect the ‘technological’

explanatlon of Daemons and the daemonic in WH40K as well differences between game systems.
It should also be noted that the rules presented here apply only to Summoned Daemons. The special
rules for Possession by Daemons can be found on p226.

A Daemon has no existence in real space until it is given a body
to occupy during a ritual. It is a creature of malign energy from the
warp, insubstantial until given a mortal frame. Once it has a host
body, a Daemon rapidly adapts it to a new shape. This is always a
perverse echo of the Daemon's warp form, and identical to the physical
shape that a Daemon adopts in the Chaos Wastes. This form is also
a mark of its status and allegiance to its patron Chaos Power - a
Bloodthirster (Greater Daemon of Khorne) or a Keeper of Secrets
(Greater Daemon of Slaanesh) always has the same form, regardless
of its location in time and space.

This warping is, however, always fatal for the original personality
of the host. The host body twists and contorts out of all recognition,
and its pain-wracked mind is destroyed by the unbearable mental
and physical stress. The ‘dead” body, now hideously
deformed, is driven on by the implacable

will of the Summoned Daemon.

The Daemon has many forms. You must
know them all. You must tell the Daemon
Jfrom his disguises and root him out from
the hidden places. Trust no-one. Trust not

even yourself. It is better to die in vain

than to live an abomination.
The zealous martyr is praised for his
valour: the craven and the unready are
Justly abhorred.

- The First Book of Indoctrinations
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¢ AEMON NAMES

Virtually all Daemons take great care to keep their true names a secret. Only the
most powerful Arch Daemons, who need not fear domination by any other creature,
do not bother to hide their true names. Therefore, by definition, a Daemon who
does not hide its true name is powerful enough to ignore any summoning or strictures
placed upon it.

3

The true name of a Daemon is often completely alien and very nearly unpronounceable. Knowledge
of a true name grants power, and gives some leverage when it comes to dealing with a Daemon.
As a consequence, a Daemon will never voluntarily reveal its true name, nor can it be commanded
to do so except on pain of utter and total destruction. Most Daemons will, however, reveal the true
name of another Daemon, providing that it knows any names (but it may lie about this and ‘make
some up’), the name in question belongs to a Daemon that is weaker than it is, and a suitable reward
for this service is offered. At the very least, this reward will be release from any binding or summoning.

Other sources of Daemon’s names are books and tomes of them. Daemons with the power to change shape are not above such
daemonological lore or the notes of a Daemonologist. All these will ~ elementary practical jokes as changing their names to match their
be written in obscure and coded ways to keep such knowledge away latest form. Such use-names are not important to a Daemon, as they
from the foolish, unwise or weak. give no benefit to anyone who knows them.

WFRP: Not knowing a Daemon’s true name gives a -25% penalty
to the chance of controlling it. In addition to being written in Arcane
f::{::f;]wl’[:’:ﬂ‘mﬁ m"z“"“ig’m"“"h"gz zling out names thal are PIese™  Skullsucker, The Render of Limbs, The High-handed Slayer of
test in secret. Success means that the name has been correctly Linocence and the like. On the other hand, the Greater Dacmons
deciphered; failure indicates that the character has translated the name = 5 5

wrongly, has mistaken an inflection or otherwise made a error, A Lndescribable Pleasure, Rutwobble, The Lurking Despoiler and The
Daemon will still to this ‘wrong’ name but will not, of course, Bringer of !oyous Degredation. Examples of titles are given in the
bother to correct its summoner. The mistranslated name grants ll(; relevant sections for Chaos D-emons’ and these can be used as
benefit to the character in dealing with the Daemon. tnspiration:

The use-name of a Daemon will often reflect its nature. The Blood-
letters of Khorne, for example, have use-names such as Fluxgore,

As a result of keeping their true names secret, Daemons use anumber ~ The tables below randomly generate individual Daemon names, but
of false names and titles. These vary for a single Daemon, according ~ Wwe suggest that you use it to generate elements of the name, and then
to mood or circumstance: Pinchbottle, Maeltranseer, The Inescapable ~ arrange them (with any linkages you like) (o give the final name for
Defiler of the Way, The Silent Enemy or whatever. Daemons will ~the Daemon. A Daemon’s self-awarded titles are best assigned by
apply such ‘use-names’ to themselves as they think fit or as amuses ~ you, as these will depend on when and where the Daemon appears.
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Juggernauts of Khorne are massive riding beasts of groaning
iron and brass. Their heavy, wide mouthed heads are filled
with brazen fangs and their thick, powerful legs drive forward
a huge body taller than a man’s and many tons in weight. They
are ridden by favoured Champions of Khorne, mighty
Warriors who have proved their worth on countless
battlefields across the galaxy. A charging Juggernaut is a
terrifying sight; the ground trembles under its huge weight,
while its ferocious bellowing drowns out all other sounds. As
the Juggernaut smashes into the enemy, it hurls men aside or
crushes them underfoot. Even armoured vehicles can be
smashed apart by the Juggernaut’s almost unstoppable charge.

Any World Eater character model may be mounted on a
Juggernaut at a cost of 75 points per model. Due to its large
size and immense toughness, the Juggernaut is treated as a
vehicle and has its own datafax and hit location template.
Juggernauts follow the rules for Dreadnoughts published in
WD146.

The Juggernauts supernatural resilience and toughness is
represented by the armour values on it's targeting diagram,
while it’s special powers and abilities are included in the rules
below.

Crush Attack

If a Juggernaut wins a round of hand to hand combat is may
choose to forego its normal hits and replace them with a single
crush attack. A hit from a crush attack automatically causes 1
wound on a model — the target's toughness and its armour are
no protection. Against a vehicle it will automatically penetrate
the armour on the location hit — simply roll on the locations
damage table to see what happens.

Fear

Juggernauts are horrendous and powerful creatures, and
therefore cause fear as described on page 35 of the
‘Warhammer 40,000 rulebook.

Hand-to-hand combat

In hand to hand combat the Juggernaut and its rider fight as
two separate models. This means that the Juggernaut can fight
one opponent while the rider fights another. If the Juggernaut
and its rider both attack the same opponent then the rules for
multiple combat apply. Whichever of the two fights second
will be entitled to roll an extra dice and add +1 to its weapon
skill.

Amongst the greatest of Khorne’s weapons are the part
magical, part technological Daemon Engines. Daemon
engines are literally daemonic machine creatures made of iron
and brass. Covered with heavy armour of black steel and
marked with brass skull runes of Khorne, Daemon Engines are
deadly, hulking monstrosities bristling with weapons. Their
advance is almost unstoppable as they clank forward on
rattling tracks or spiked wheels.

The Blood Slaughterer is a deadly opponent as it hurtles
across the battlefield on its iron bound wheels, spraying
bloody death from the heavy bolters mounted in its chest, or
tearing its enemies apart with its axe and whip in hand-to-
hand combat. The Blood Slaughterer will charge anything that
gets in its way, attacking ferociously until it is destroyed.

One Blood Slaughterer may be included in a World Eater

THE WORLD EATERS

army for each Assault squad. For example, if you army has
three Assault Squads then it may also include up to three
Blood Slaughterers at a cost of 125 points per model. The
Blood Slaughterer is a vehicle and has its own Datafax and hit
location template. It must follow the rules for Dreadnought's
published in WD146.

Like the Juggernaut, the Rlood Slaughterer’s unnatural
mechanical hardness is represented by the armour values on
it's targeting diagram. The special rules for fighting battles
with Blood Slaughterers are printed below. These overide the
rules for Summoned Daemons in Realm of Chaos — Slaves To
Darkness and you can just use these instead.

Lash of Khorne

The Slaughterer is armed with a powerful energy whip called
the Lash of Khorne. The whip crackles with energy, while the
iron claws at the tip of each whip drip with corrosive venom.

In hand-to-hand combat you should note how many of the
Slaughterer's attack dice roll a '6". Each of these dice cause 1
hit from the Lash of Khorne, no matter what was the result of
the combat, and no matter who won or lost. So for example, if
two of the Slaughterer’s attack dice rolled a '6' it would cause
two hits with the Lash of Khorne in addition to any hits it
causes as a result of the combat.

Range ToHit  Strength Damage Save
Short Long  Short Long Modifier
Close Combat Only 4 1 0
FEAR

A Slaughterer is a horrendous and powerful opponent. A
Slaughterer therefore causes fear as described on page 35 of
the Warhammer 40,000 rulebook.
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As a Chaos Army surges towards the cnemy lines, the massive
Plague Towers thunder forward amongst the Beastmen and
Chaos Marines. The Plague Tower itself is driven along by the
power of trapped souls, the victims of some hideous disease
These unfortunate beings are imprisoned within the bowels of
the Plague Tower and their raw agony and terror feeds its
arcane engines, sending it rumbling across the battlefield to
grind the bodies of the dead beneath its gigantic wheels.

Inside the Plague Tower are hundreds of Chaos worshippers,
who whip themselves into a killing frenzy and howl with
delight at the prospect of the slaughter to come. When the
massive drawbridges are finally thrown down a horde of
screaming, fanatical warriors pours across to swarm around
the enemy in a swirling mass of corruption and death

At the heart of each Plague Tower lurks the very essence of
Nurgle — a Great Unclean One, disgusting Greater Daemon of
Nurgle. The Plague Tower acts as a focus of power for Chaos
in the same way as other Greater Daemons and is treated as
one in the game. Like any other Greater Dacmon you add
three Chaos cards to your hand if your force includes a Plague
Tower. and you can expend Chaos cards to keep a Plague
Tower functioning if it is destroyed. Although it is a Greater
Daemon, a Plague Tower must be given orders as normal

PLAGUE TOWER

The massive size of the Plague Tower enables it to crush
smaller foes under its huge wheels, or shunt them aside with no
pause in its inexorable progress. The Plague Tower is a super
heavy vehicle and so can only be pinned in close combat by
other super heavy vehicles and Titans. The Plague Tower is
equally well armoured all around its vast bulk, so its saving
throw of 1+ is not modified by shots from the side or rear. This
means that troops with no saving throw modifier cannot harm
the Plague Tower at all

The Plague Tower is a transport vehicle and can carry up to
cleven stands. This enables the Plague Tower to carry an entire
Beastman or Minotaur warband, two detachments of Chaos
Marines led by a Greater Daemon, or any other tactically
advantageous combination. A Plague Tower’s huge size
allows it to transport units of dacmons, or even a Greater
Daemon, which are too big to fit into any non-super heavy
transport vehicle.

The Plague Tower is cunningly designed to allow troops to
disembark quickly and easily. For this reason, troops still
inside the Plague Tower when it is destroyed have a chance of
escaping, unlike other transport vehicles. If the Plague Tower
is destroyed, by whatever means, roll a D6 for each stand still
on board. On a roll of I, 2 or 3 the stand is destroyed. On a roll
of 4, 5 or 6 the troops manage to throw themselves clear as the
Plague Tower topples over or collapses in on itself. Place the
stand on the table next to the stricken Plague Tower.

BOARDING ACTIONS

Attacking from the Plague Tower has many advantages, most
importantly the benefit of assaulting large foes from a higher
position. If the Plague Tower is in contact with an occupied
building, Titan or super heavy vehicle at the start of the Close
Combat segment, the troops inside may disembark and make a
boarding action. This is resolved as a normal close combat, but
the Chaos troops gain an extra D6 in the first turn to represent
the benefits of attacking from the Plague Tower. In subsequent
turns of combat there are no benefits as the troops will have
disembarked and lose any advantage they may have had.

Troops may not attempt to board any other type of enemy. and
must disembark normally (with no bonus) if they wish to
attack vehicles or infantry on the ground in close combat

Troop Type Move | Saving | CAF Weapons | Range | Attack | Roll | Target’s | Notes
Throw Dice | toHit | Save Mod.
Plague Tower 15cm 1+ +8 Rot Cannon | S0cm | 8 Barrage Points 4 Carries eleven stands.
P | Cannon 25em 2 44 Stands escape on 4+
Plague Mortar | 25cm | 4 Barrage Points | -1 +D6 when boarding
Bolters 15¢m 8 6+ ]
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and every surface of his pristine armour
was deconated with heraldic iconography
and carved idioms.

Grimaar felt 3 sub of anger towards the
Grey Knight. His weapon was unblooded
and though he and his warriors had
arrived the night before list, they had
immersed themselves in prayer instead of
joining the desperate fighting on the walls.

“When the Adepts of the Cult
Mechanicus have completed their
preparations, we shall take the fight to
the Fallen One.” said Aurcllian.

“And how long will that be?” snapped
Grimaar, “our people are dying here,
Brother Aurcllian. We do not have time
to indulge cvery whim of your pet
Techpriests.”

“I do not know.” shrugged Aurellian,
ignoring Grimnar's aggressive tonc. "It will
be for them to sy when they are ready.”

The young Chapter Master of the Space
Wolves bunched his fists and said, “Every
sccond the Adcptus Mechanicus spends
chanting doggercl and waving stinking
censers over their technological witchery
cost lives, don't you understand that? We
need to take the fight to the cncmy now!”

“I understand it only too well. Lord
Grimaar.” replied Aurellian coolly. “but it
will avail us nothing if we attack before
we are fully prepared. How many more
lives will be lost if we fail because we
acted in haste?”

Grimnar felt his anger cbb as the sensc
of the Grey Knight's words penctrated
the haze of his anger and frustration.
Thus far they had been spared the full
Borror of the Dacmon Primarch’s attack.
but the defests his army had suffered on
the banks of the Chacron would surcly
gain his attcation soon. Aad the Emperor
help them all when that happened

“Do what you must then, but be ready to
attack when the beast comes at us”

“You are sure he will attack here?”

Grimnar nodded as he looked along the
fength of the wall and trench linc before
it, sccing the bone-weary troopers who
manned its firing step and guns. They
wore defeat and cxhaustion like a shroud.

He nodded slowly. “T would™

Dirt and hard-packed carth rained down
from the latest impacts of high cxplosive

~

shells as Sergeanf Kohler pressed his
hands against his cars and squeczed his
eyes shut. He kept his mouth open to
avoid the pressurc wave bursting his
cardrums s hed been taught and prayed
for this nightmare to cod. The ground
heaved with shell impacts and the air
burned with acrid propellant fumes. He
smelt blood and the steach of voided
bowels and bladders and gagged.'pressing
his back against the carth of his squids
dugout in the trench linc. Men ran insane
with terror, strobing silhoucttes against the
bright flare of explosions before being
snatched away in storms of fire and steel
Kohler spat dirt and blood

He reiched down and gripped his lasgun
tightly. knuckles white. Kohler held the
weapon close, clutching it to his muddy
flak vest like a protective talisman, and it
took him long scconds to realisc that the
shelling had stopped. As the ringing in
his cars faded, screams and desperate crics
for medics replaced the shrick of
incoming artillery. the sudden absence of
thunderous noise as surprising as the fact
that he was stll alive. The momentary
clation at his survival faded 15 he
remembered that the only resson it would
stop would be an imminent attack
Sergeant Kohler surged to his feet,
shouting, “Everybody up! Get up! Get up!
They're coming againl”

Dazed aod terrified soldiers reluctantly
fose from their dugouts. their cyes
haunted by the carnage and horrors they

had scen in this war. Things so terrible
that many would never slecp again. even o7
were they to live through this nightmaré
Kohler chivvied his squad members ‘onto
the trench’s firing step. yclling
encouragement at anyone who passed: by
Mangled bodies and severed limbs Litereds
the iron duckboards of the trench and
foot-decp holes were filled with blood:
Kohler slung his lasgun and pressed his
fice 1o the trench periscope, extending its
vision port over the lip of their defence.
Rolling banks of grey-flecked smoke
filled the viewer, jerked and snatched by
guafire. He could hear a swelling roar of
hatred and 3 rumbling vibration through
the ground. Chuaks of carth and dust
rattled around him. falling from the lip
of the trench as something immense drcw
closer. Then the smoke parted and Kohler
felt his knces sag as he saw Angrons
horde in horrifying clrity.

Blood red dacmons, with thick mancs of
gore-streaked fur, loped alongside mea in
tattered and bloody uniforms. The
soldicrs’ bodics were twisted by mutation
and crude symbols had been painted over
their insigoia, but it was clear tht they
had once been Imperial Guardsmen. Men
they would have called brother not so
long 1go. A gargantuan, clanking machine
preceded them, brass and crimson and
adorned with skulls. Huge. spiked wheels
- cach larger than a battle tank - churned
the ground and crushed all before it. On
its back,  huge. black cauldron belched
choking red smoke, the hissing of white

The dacmons of Khorne attack
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HE EYE OF TERROR

The region of space known as the Eye of Terror lies on the edge of the
galaxy to the north and west of Earth. It can be plainly seen as a swirl of
stars in the form of a vast unblinking eye spanning over ten thousand light
years of space. The Eye of Terror is the largest known zone of warp/real-
space overlap. There are many other such zones scattered throughout the
galaxy, but they are much smaller and much less significant. At the centre
of the Eye of Terror is a hole in the fabric of space like a puncture in the
skin of a balloon. The raw energy of Chaos pours through this hole and

mixes with the material universe. As a result of this intermixture, the Eye of Terror is not
wholly subject to the laws of time or space. Its boundaries effectively mark an end to normal

habitable space.

There are stars and worlds within the Eye of Terror, but they are
unlike the familiar stars, solar systems, and planets that
populate the rest of the galaxy. Each world is a self-contained
‘manifestation of a unique nightmarish sub-reality, a vision of
hell formed without regard for the logic of either astrophysics or
nature. The energy of the warp saturates these places and
sustains a cosmology based on the inhuman perceptions of the
Powers of Chaos. Thus there are worlds which are flat like
dinner plates, worlds surrounded by circling fireballs which
provide light and warmth, and tiered worlds like gigantic
wedding cakes rising step-by-step on supporting pillars. No-one
can say exactly how many of these realities exist inside the Eye
of Terror. There must be many thousands if not tens of
thousands. Indeed, their number and even their very form are
probably inconstant and unpredictable.

Because the Eye of Terror is so steeped in chaotic energy it is
not as inhospitable to the daemons of chaos as normal space.
This is not to say that daemons can live or move completely
freely within the Eye of Terror, but their conjuration is vastly
easier and their power is correspondingly greater than it would
be elsewhere in the galaxy. The centre of the Eye of Terror is
‘more hospitable to daemons than the fringes as it is more highly
saturated with chaos energy. The worlds which lie closest to the
centre of the Eye are called the Daemon Worlds.

DAEMON WORLDS

On the Daemon Worlds Chaos reigns triumphant! A daemon
can move unhindered from the warp to one of the Daemon
‘Worlds. The Chaos Powers regard these worlds as provinces of
Chaos in the galaxy of matter - material colonies of their
immaterial empires. The four Great Powers continuously
compete to possess the Daemon Worlds. Armies of daemons
and their living allies fight huge and bloody battles to determine
which of the Chaos Powers will possess them. These battles
often last for hundreds of years, so that the entire world
becomes little more than a gigantic arena where the opposing
forces are pitched against each other. The Chaos Powers do not,
of course, appear in person to lead their armies - they are
spectators to events not participants. Their generals are Greater
Daemons and favoured Daemon Princes who, because they
were once alive, understand the nature of both the material
universe and the immaterial Realm of Chaos. Once a Daemon
Prince has conquered a world, his grateful Patron gives it to him
as a gift to rule over as he wishes!

‘When a Daemon Prince takes control of his hard-won world he
uses his mighty powers to reshape it to  form which pleases

him. Because of this, every world is diffcrent and all arc cqually
spectacular in their own way. The most powerful psykers in the
TImperium have reported dreams or visions in which worlds of
the Eye of Terror have been revealed to them. On one world a
black sun stands in a white sky and smoky threads pour from it
onto a tangled black city - this is said to be the homeworld of
the Daemon Prince Perturabo, formerly the Space Marine
Primarch of the Iron Warriors. Another world has boiling lakes
of blood from which spheres of fire float into the sky and spread
their light across the firmament - the ruler of this world is the
Daemon Prince Bubonicus, formerly a mortal Champion of
Nurgle on one of the myriad lost worlds in the galaxy. Visions
of such places disturb the psychically sensitive throughout the
entire galaxy.
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REWARDS OF SLAANESH

A Champion of Slaanesh uses the following table to determine the reward he, she or it receives from the Lord of Pleasure.

Result

FACE OF SLAANESH

The Champion’s face alters into that of Slaanesh. The
Champion now causes fear 6” +1/terror in living
Creatures as a result.

Once a Champion has the Face of Slaanesh it marks him
for the rest of his life. Further face-changing rewards
generated on this table are applied to the followers of
the Champion.

FACE OF A KEEPER OF SECRETS

The Champion’s face becomes identical to that of the
Keeper of Secrets, the Greater Daemon of Slaanesh. The
Champion causes fear in living creatures as a result.

The Champion' may make one bife or one gore attack
(A +I).

FACE OF A DAEMONETTE

The Champion’s face becomes identical to that of a
Daemonette, Slaanesh’s Lesser Daemon, with a white
skin and deep green saucer-eyes. The change is one of

appearance only.

15-20

21-25

26-35

51-55

FACE OF A FIEND

‘The Champion's face is replaced by the face of a Fiend.
The Champion also receives the Fiend's lick attack (A
+1). This lick causes no damage, but on a successful hit
the victim must make a WP test or become subject to
stupidity for 24 hours, as the Champion’s euphoria-
inducing saliva enters the victim’s system. This lick attack
can be combined with either the Face of a Mount of
Slaanesh or the Ensnaring Tongue rewards.

Any subsequent reward of this type is applied to one of
the Champion’s followers. The /ick attack is not lost if
the Champion's face subsequently changes.

FACE QF A MOUNT OF SLAANESH
The Champion’s face mutates into that of a Mount of
Slaanesh, including the whip-like ensnaring tongue of
the Mount. He also gains an extra Artack.

The Champion may attempt to snare any Human-sized
or smaller target within 3/6 yards using his tongue,
making a normal attack roll to do so. If the attack
succeeds, the victim is completely ensnared, and may
not move or attack. The Champion may then pull his
tongue in, dragging his victim closer. If the Champion
has more than one Astack he may strike his ensnared victim  *
at +2 to hit (WFRP: the victim counts as a prone target).
The victim can only escape if somone else cuts through
the Champion’s tongue, which has T 4, W 1/4.

This ensnaring attack and the lick of the Rice of a Fiend
reward may be combined. The tongue is lost. if
the Champion’s face no longer resembles that of a
Slaaneshi Mount.

Any subsequent reward of this type is applied to one of
the Champion’s followers.

CRAB-LIKE CLAW

One of the Champion's hands, paws or tentacles becomes
tipped with a chitinous, crab-like claw. The Champion
‘must now make a claw attack instead of a weapon attack.

Subsequent rewards of this type mutate another of the
Champion’s manipulative limbs.

HERMAPHRODITE

The Champion becomes an hermaphrodite, with the
single breast that marks all daemonic followers of
Slaanesh. Second and subsequent rewards of this kind
are applied to the Champion’s followers.

ENSNARING TONGUE

The Champion receives the tongue of a Mount of
Slaanesh. His face is otherwise unaltered. This tongue
has all the abilities detailed under Face of a Mount of
Slaanesh, above.

This ensnaring attack and the lick of the Face of a Fiend
reward may be combined. This reward is not lost if the
Champion’s face undergoes some change.

CHARACTERISTIC GAIN
‘The Champion increases his Will Power by 1/10.
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BLUE HORRORS

Blue Horrors only pop into existence when a Pink Horror is
dealt a mortal blow, taking the shape of two small blue replicas
of their parent daemon. Their temperament is quite the opposite
to Pink Horrors, and they are sullen and malicious like evil-
tempered children. They quickly rejoin their fellows, adding a
deeper whining note to the incessant cackling of the group. Blue
Horrors are as keen for battle as their parent daemon, stretching
out their gangling arms to grab an enemy and squeeze the life
out of him. When not fighting they become blurs of hunched
and shambling blue colour.

The air spat with magic - magic that burned and hissed,
magic that spurted like blood and burst into irridescent
multicoloured flames. The Horrors foamed like a
crashing sea upon their adversary.

"Blood for the Blood God!", bellowed Feldor Champion
of Khorne, but it was not blood that flew from his
cleaving axes but the daemonic magical ichor of the
Horrors of Tzeentch.

A Pink Horror stretched its shaky hands and caught his
cloak. With a single sweep of his broad axe he cleft the
creature cleanly in two, but even so its mad laughing face
continued to bray and cackle. Another axe blow severed a

clawing limb, but as each Pink Horror fell, its corpse Pink Horrors
bubbled and turned into two Blue Horrors which rose ‘Whirling Destroyers
again to claw and rend at the beleaguered Champion. Screamers

Squealers

Blue Horrors
Grumblers
Spinning Sourguts
Whiners
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DAEMON ENGINES OF KHORNE

Though Khorne despises magic as unfitting for a warrior
he does not rely on swords and axes alone to gather
souls. Technology and even magical weapons are all tools
to increase the tally of the fallen. Greatest of Khornes
weapons are the part magical, part technological Daemon
Engines. Daemon Engines vary in size and appearance
but all are large and bristle with weapons. Covered with
heavy armour of black steel and marked with brass skull
runes of Khorne, Daemon Engines resemble deadly,
hulking monsters. Their advance is almost unstoppable as
they clank forward on rattling tracks or spiked wheels.

To represent their relentless advance Daemon Engines
must always have advance or charge orders and atiempt
to close the distance towards the enemy.

Daemon Engines are powered by psychic energy released
by bloodshed and violence. Their potency increases if the
battle is going well for the armies of Chaos. This success
is dependent on whether Chaos is winning by scoring
more victory points. If Chaos has the most victory points
during a turn all Daemon Engines receive +1 on their to
hit rolls, +1 on their saving throws and roll an extra D6 in
close combat. If the victory point totals are equal or your
oppenent has more peints no extra benefits are received.

TOWER OF SKULLS

The Tower of Skulls is 2 wheeled Daemon Engine of
Khorne which carries tall gun towers made from piles of
skulls and has a massive three-tined pincer on its front.
The numerous cannon and bolters mounted in the skull-
encrusted towers can fire all around and the frontal pincer
is capable of crushing armoured vehicles like eggs.
Towers of Skulls normally take advantage of their
armament by plunging into the midst of enemy
formations so that they can first crush their foes and then
blast away in all direction to cause maximum mayhem.

Troop Type Move | Saving | CAF | Weapons |Range | Attack [Rollto | Target's | Notes
Throw Dice | Hit |SaveMod.
TOWER OF SKULLS 15em | 2+ +5 Cannon 50cm s 5+ -1 +1bonus
all Bolters 15em 6 6+ 0 if winning.
round

DEATH DEALER

Death Dealers are huge mobile siege towers which carry
resolute warbands of fanatical Khorne Warriors into
battle. At the front of the machine a gigantic mechanical
Chaos Warrior wields fearsome close combat weapons
and a gatling cannon. Behind the Chaos Warrior is a
tower with a large cannon mounted on top. It is here that
the warbands wait to disembark and from here that the
mechanical Chaos Warrior is controlled. A Death Dealer
can transport up to five troop stands, and these embark
and disembark according to the normal rules for transport
vehicles as described in the Space Marine rule book.

Troop Type Move |Saving | CAF | Weapons |Range | Attack | Rollto | Targers | Notes
Throw Dice | Hit [saveMod,
DEATH DEALER 15em | 2+ +7 | Gatling cannon | 25cm 6 5+ 0 +1 borus
all Towergun | S0cm 1 5+ 2 if winning.
round Bolters 15em 4 6+ 0 Carries 5 stands
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PSYKERS AND THE WARP pswe—

Warp entities are a hideous threat to psykers, especially those who
are unprotected by the Emperor’s soul-binding. They are a gateway
into reality for many strange and terrible creatures: Astral Hounds
and Spectres, Enslavers and, most terrible of all, Chaos Daemons.

In the Chaos Wastes of the Warhammer World, Daemons exist as
creatures as ‘real’ as any natural beasts. Their form is their own,
drawn from the power of the warp and given solidity in the Chaos
Wastes. The universe of the Imperium is, however, less attuned to
the forces of Chaos than the Chaos Wastes and the Warhammer World.
As a consequence, a Daemon cannot manifest a body of its own,
but it can use an existing one. Daemonic possession is rightly feared
by many psykers, for it is usually fatal. The psychic shock of sharing
a body with an unknowably alien creature is sufficient to kill the
strongest miid, absorbing its strength into the fabric of Chaos. Physical
changes, which are often damaging and fatal in themselves, are also
amark of a Daemonic presence. Even if the psyker is a willing host,
death and dissapation within Chaos is the final reward of possession.

And each time a psyker is taken, the barriers between reality and
raw Chaos grow a lttle thinner. Humanity moves closer to its future. .

—~=at COVENS AND CULTS oo

The Imperial Cult, the worship of the Emperor as the Master, Defender
and Father of Mankind is administered by the Ecclesiarch and the
Adeptus Ministorum. The Imperial Cult is more than a state religion,
it is the entire state; it binds Humanity together in the service of the
Emperor and the Imperium. Yet for some the Imperial Cult offers
nothing, and they have turned to veneration of the ‘Old Gods' of Chaos.
For them, science has become its own superstition and Daemon
worship is no stranger than the techno-theology of the Adeptus
Mechanicus. It is often far more effective. As a result, Chaos covens
are a widespread canker that sap the vitality of the Imperium, and
one that the Inquisition roots out and destroys without mercy. All
who even so much as know of the existence of Chaos are similarly
cleansed. In his battle against Chaos, the Emperor has decided that
secrecy is one of his greatest weapons. The fewer who know of Chaos,
the fewer who can be tempted.

Even with the sternest measures, however, the covens grow in
numbers. Every year the discovery of covens, outbreaks of ‘wild’
psychics and daemonic possession are commoner. These are
symptoms of Man’s metamorphosis into a new, psychic species. The
fledging race may still be absorbed and destroyed
by the forces of Chaos. Only the Emperor stands
between Humanity and the fate that awaits an
unguarded race of psychics.

Covens pierce the barriers between real space
and the warp, allowing the energy of Chaos to
enter real space. By worshipping Chaos, covens
hasten the end of Humanity. Unless the species
can evolve without interference it will fall,
suffering the fate of the Eldar. The soul of
Humanity will arise as a new Power of Chaos.

This is the purpose of the Chaos Powers in
nurturing their coven followers. While seemingly
indifferent, the Chaos Powers do hear and
support those who serve them. Their power is
manifested in real space to aid their followers.
Their loyal servants, the Chaos Daemons, answer
the calls of covens, spreading the taint of
‘warpspace and Chaos and weakening reality in
the process. Entire worlds can fall under the
influence of Chaos through the coven activities.
Mutation and deviance become the norm, and
the world may be protected and isolated by a
Power for years, even centuries. A warpstorm,
centred about a coven-infested world, can seal
offthe system to all Imperial spacecraft. Worlds
within the volume of real space adjacent to the
storm are rotted from both without and within
by Chaos. Planetary populations are poisoned
by the psychic taint of the warp. Only when the
storm dissapates or weakens is the full horror
revealed to the universe: a world changed,
mutated and twisted into myriad forms of mind
and body, a reflection of one possible future,
when Humanity has fallen and melded the warp
and reality into one continuum.

Thought begets Heresy;
Heresy begets Retribution.
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WORLD EATERS ARMY LIST

The World Eaters were First Founding Space Marines, and still regard
themselves as such. It is the later Foundings under their false ‘Emperor
of Mankind’ who have turned from the true path and become decadent
and depraved.

Even before the Horus Heresy, the World Eaters were noted for their bloody-
handed approach to warfrc and the savagery of their training, Chapter rituals
and treatment of enemies. Their use of psycho-surgery to alter the pleasure
centres of recruits’ brains was, however, frowned upon by the Imperium.
The link between bloodshed and pleasure became so strong in some World
Eater Marines that they were almost uncontrollable away from the battlefield.

It was a simple matter for the possessed Horus to bring the Chapter to the
worship of Chaos, and Khorne in particular. The Chapter ritvals needed
litle modification, and the World Eaters quickly became loyal to Khorne,
the bloodiest of the warp Powers.

Once held up as an example of loyalty by the Emperor, the World Eaters
were at the forefront of he rebel Legions during the Heresy. Their unit records.
claim that it was they, and not the Sons of Horus, who first breached the
walls of the Outer Palace.

‘The World Eaters continued and strengthened their blood traditions while
in exile, tying themselves ever closer (o Khorne and his Dacmons. Many
World Eaters officers gave themselves to possessing Daemons long ago,
and the remaining companies of the Legion include at least one possessed
model. To the Legionnaires this is merely a sign of Khorne's esteem, and
they take an unholy joy in slaying in his name - a joy reinforced by their
altered nervous systems.

World Eater Legionnaires carry a large number of close combat weapons
into battle. Chainswords are the preferred weapon of combat, unless a
Khorne-given Chaos or Daemon Weapon has been granted. Competition
to be first into the fray and the first to kill for the Blood God is fierce.

Over their centuries of exile this competition has been refined and formalized
in the Company of the Chosen, warriors who have demonstrated that their
devotion to Khorne is fanatical in the extreme. This devotion is alsoa result
of over-zealous psycho-surgery. Dressed in armour of red and brass, these
Chosen Legionnaires are the first into any battle and the last to leave the
field. Their delight in death and pain is so strong that they have been known
to fall on their own chainswords as sacrifices to the Blood God.

The World Eaters wear armour in Khorne's colours of red and black.
Individual patterns vary, but the right gauntlet is always painted red as a
‘mark of loyalty to Khorne. Khorne's stylised skull-rune is painted and carved
on many suits of powered armour.

However, the original chapter colours of white and blue are sill visible on
some items of World Eater armour and equipment. Often a shoulder piece,
abreastplate or a single piece of armour has come from one of the Legion's
original Space Marines and has been incorporated (without redecoration)
into the Legion's new armour. In this way the courage of the original rebel
Traitor Legionnaires is passed on to the entire Legion.

WORLD EATER
~=sest LEGION SPECIAL RULES hee—

1 World Eater Legionnaires are subject to hatred of all mortal followers
of Slaanesh, Space Marines, Inquisitors, psykers and spellcasters of
any type.

A World Eater Legionnaire is immune to the fear effects of Khornate
Daemons.

3 All members of the World Eater Legion receive a +1 bonus to their
Will Power when making psychic saves.

Legionnaires from the Company of the Chosen are subject to frenzy
when within 12" of an enemy model.

++ Commander. They beg for mercy

++ Mercy! Oh Lord Khorne, truly have you led us.
. land overflowing with blood and skulls! Give:
them the mercy of death.

++ Affirm. Blood! Blood! Blood for my Lord!

+-+ Chosen of Khome. lead us in the final assault!

++ Blood for the Blood God! Suppressing fire.
Forward and centre. Heavy Bolters range 250.
Move scum....

‘Commmunications intercept ends. The Forrein defenders
are assumed to have detonated their armoury.

- Ondo Malleus Secret Report:
Porirein Raid 106960.M4]

WORLD EATER PERSONALITIES

Trusted servants of Khorne, the officers of the World Eaters are held personally responsible for the bloodshed carried out in his name. They are expected
10 set an example to their underlings by carrying the fight into the heart of the enemy.

Any number of personalities may he mounted on Juggernauts at a cost of 75-points each
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of Chaos and the Chaos Powers.

Chaos Cults attract all kinds of people. They have an especially
strong appeal to those whose ambitions or sense of adventure
cannot find an outlet within society. To those who are bold
enough to take it, Chaos offers an opportunity to acquire real
power quickly. To some it is the quest for knowledge itself
which lures them onto the Chaos Path, the chance to gain
Kknowledge of the warp and psychic power, and knowledge
which gives power over others. To others it is the prospect of
real material power which attracts them to Chaos, the
acquisition of wealth, influence and followers. To many more,
the ordinary followers of influential leaders, Chaos offers an
escape from day to day drudgery, conventional social life, and
perpetual self doubt. It is no coincidence that many of the lowly
followers of Chaos are mentally unstable, social misfits, or else
desperate individuals whose only hope of sanctuary lies in the
‘bosom of Chaos. Among these are people who believe that all
‘mankind is doomed, and that they live in the last days of man's
dominion before the universe is swallowed by Chaos. These
people are called Apocalypts, and their particular brand of
insanity inspires them to fight against all government in order to
bring about the collapse of civilisation which they believe
inevitable.

Cultists devote themselves to either the Undivided Glory of
Chaos, one of the Great Powers, a lesser Chaos Power, or a
Daemon of Chaos. These subversive cults are not openly
tolerated in the Imperium, and so their practices are highly
secret and their places of worship well hidden. Many of these
Chaos Culis are modelled on the Imperial Cult, and demand a
similar level of loyalty and religious devotion.

THE IMPERIAL CULT

The most widespread and well-established religion throughout
the Imperium is the Imperial Cult. It has billions upon billions
of followers throughout the Imperium, with representative cult
leaders on every planet. The cult is run and controlled by the
Adeptus Ministorum. The headquarters of the Adeptus
Ministorum is the Ecclesiarchal Palace on Earth, where the
organisation's leader, the Ecclesiarch, lives. The Adeptus
Ministorum is often referred to as the Ecclesiarchy after its
leader.

Beyond Earth, the Imperial Cult has its representatives
throughout the Imperium. Every world forms a separate
Diocese, or belongs to part of a larger Diocese, administered by
the Cardinals Astral. Beneath the Cardinals Astral are
Pontifexes (regional leaders) and Preachers. The Preachers look
after one or more shrines, each of which serves the religious
needs of a small community. Most populated worlds have many
thousands of shrines and almost as many Preachers

- HAOS CULTISTS

The followers of Chaos are not always so easily recognisable as the bloody-
handed Chaos Champion and his ferocious pillaging warband. Some lie
hidden in human society, seemingly ordinary folk with normal occupations
. and interests, awaiting only the right moment to reveal their true loyalties.
These agents of Chaos represent a threat to the Imperium at least as great
9 as that of the marauding bands of Chaos Renegades, for they gnaw away at
the heart of the Imperium from within. These followers of Chaos are
organised into Chaos Cults: secret and illegal bodies devoted to the service

The Imperial Cult teaches that the Emperor is the divine
representative of the entire human race, who needs the worship
of people everywhere to remain strong so that he can protect
humanity. This creed is essentially true. The loyalty and
determination of all of the Imperium'’s citizens is an important
part of humanity's survival. But the Imperial Cult's teachings
are also true in a literal way, because the Emperor does need the
spiritual energies which his worshippers create in the warp.

SPACE MARINE CULTS

The Imperial Cult only became an organised institution after the
Emperor's battle with Horus. Before that time there was no
organised Imperial religion, but the Emperor was venerated on
many different worlds by a multitude of different people. The
Space Marines had always tegarded the Emperor as their
founding father, and after his incarceration in the Golden
Throne this veneration gradually turned to open worship. In this
way, every Chapter of Space Marines developed its own
distinctive cult practices, so that the official Imperial Cult of the
Ecclesiarchy never held any sway over them.

Space Marine Cults emphasise the military virtues of honour,
comradeship and strength as one would expect from these
famous warrior organisations. The rituals and traditions of these
cults are maintained by the Chaplains of the Chapters, a kind of
inner priesthood of warriors.

THE CULT MECHANICUS

The Adeptus Mechanicus also has its own unique interpretation
of the Imperial Cult which, like the Space Marine Cults, owes
nothing to the Ecclesiarchy. This is the Cult Mechanicus or Cult
of the Machine. The entirety of Mars is the realm of the
Adeptus Mechanicus, and its leader is the Fabricator General.
The Fabricator is both the head of the Cult Mechanicus and the
governor of the planet. His people are the Cult Members, the
Engineers, Transmechanics, Rune Priests, Electro Priests and
various other ranks of Tech-Priests.

According to the mysterious strictures of the Cult Mechanicus
knowledge is the supreme manifestation of divinity and all
creatures and artifacts which embody knowledge are holy
because of it. The Emperor is the supreme object of worship
because he comprehends so much. Machines which preserve
knowledge from ancient times are also holy, as is research
which creates new knowledge. Machine intelligence is
respected no less than human or other organic intelligence. To
the Adeptus Mechanicus a man's worth is only the sum of his
Kknowledge. His body is simply an organic machine capable of
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PLAGUE ENGINES OF NURGLE

By Gavin Thorpe

Spreading like a living tide of corruption and decay, the followers of the Chaos God Nurgle
attack the Imperium from the Eye of Terror. Among the hideous machines they send to war
are the Plague Towers and Contagion Plague Engines, built with the single purpose of
spreading suffering and death amongst all who oppose the might of Chaos.

THE ARMY OF NURGLE

Nurgle is the Chaos god of decay and pestilence. The followers
of this foul deity revel in the destruction of the universe and the
continual ruination that is part of existence. Nurgle himself
plans for the time when the universe dies, and he sends his
armies of followers out to speed this time of ultimate victory.

In his role as god of pestilence, it is Nurgle and his followers
who spread disease and despair throughout the galaxy. Cultists
of Nurgle puison entire Hive Worlds by releasing terrilying
toxins into the water and air filtration systems. Entire planets
have been swept bare of all life by the Death Guard — Chaos
Space Marines of Nurgle, who kill with infection and disease
as well as missile launcher and boltgun.

CAVALCADE OF PESTILENCE

When a Chaos host gathers for war the followers of Nurgle
congregate together, performing depraved ceremonies for their
diseased master. The rituals echo across the warp, their dark
chants reverberating through the army like the ache of an
insistent tumour, gradually building in malignancy and power.
When their performance reaches its crescendo. the adepts of
Nurgle are gripped with unholy ccstasy. They cavort around
altars of skulls and heaps of disease-ridden flesh which writhe
with maggots. Huge swarms of flies gather, buzzing around
the macahre festivities, covering the supplicants in a living
mass of small black bodies. The air crackles with energy and
the daemons of Nurgle appear. Through the tear in reality a
tide of tiny Nurglings surge, followed by the energetic Beasts
of Nurgle. Then, in solemn procession, march the victims of
Nurgle’s Rot — the Plaguchearcrs of Nurgle. Finally, as the
ceremony reaches its climax, the Great Unclean Ones enter,
their huge, bloated bodies spilling filth in their wake.

With the arrival of the daemons, the construction of massive
engines of war begins. Overseen by the Nurgle acolytes.
thousands of twisted and corrupted slaves toil to build the
awesome machines of destruction that will spread the plague
of Nurgle to a hundred worlds. Massive Plague Towers are
erected, the Chaos Magi binding souls of dead slaves into them
to power their engines, The festering altars are used to provide
ammunition for the disgusting Contagion Plague Engines. And
all throughout this frenzied activity the constant buzz of
insects and the stench of rotting bodies permeates the air.

TIDE OF DESPAIR

When the war machines of Nurgle are ready. the pestilent
Chaos army sets forth upon its dark crusade. Like a terrible,
cancerous growth the armies spread from world to world, from
star system (o star system, corrupting and destroying
everything in their path. 1t is at these times that the Imperium is
hardest pressed, when the Space Marines, Imperial Guard and
Titan Legions must fight together with all their strength and
are counted among the fortunate merely to survive the
terrifying onslaught
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LORD OF BATTLE -~ GREATER DAEMON OF KHORNE

The Lord of Battle is not just a machine — it is a Greater
Daemon of Khorne in mechanical form. Its mighty pistons
and grinding cog-wheels are driven by a mind as keen
and determined as any of the Chaos God's other
daemons. The Lord of Battle is constructed of black iron
and brass, and embodies all the destructive power of
mechanized warfare. Khorne is the god of war in all its
forms from the most primitive conflicts fought with
swords and arrows to the lightning-fast wars of tanks and
Titans. The Lord of Battle advances furiously, and its
awesome destructive cnergics arc casily scen in its deadly
armament.

The Lord of Battle is a cross between a Titan and a
Greater Dacmon. The Greater Dacmon rules apply in full,
and the Lord of Battle is represented by a Greater
Daemon card, and must be accompanied by three to five
Minion cards. In other respects, the Lord of Batlle moves,
shoots, and fights close combat like a Titan.

In addition, the Lord of Battle has special rules of its own
which reflect the fury of its advance. The Lord of Battle
must always be given charge or advance orders, and must
always attempt to move towards the enemy.

The Lord of Battle is part daemon and part machine, and
this makes it particularly resistant to psychic attack. Lords
of Battle always receive a saving throw of 3, 4, S or 6
against psychic attacks. Psychic attacks include Eldar
Warlock powers, Weirdboy psychic bolts, and Space
Marine Librarian powers.

Daemon Engines are powered by psychic energy released
by bloodshed and violence. Their potency increases if the
battle is going well for the armies of Chaos. This success
is judged by which side has more victory points. If Chaos
has the most victory points during a turn all Daemon
Engines receive +1 on their to hit rolls, +1 on their saving
throws and roll an extra D6 in close combat. If the victory
point totals are equal or your opponent has more points
no extra benefits are received.

‘WEAPONS

A Lord of Battle can carry a variety of weapon
combinations. Normally one of these is a close combat
weapon to further augment its awesome fighting ability,
but any of the weapons listed below can be mounted on

the Lord of Battle’s arms. In addition to these weapons
the Lord of Battle also mounts a battle cannon in its head
and a number of firethrowers in its hull. These are already
recorded on the data sheet. The head and arm mounted
weapons can fire into the Lord of Battle’s forward 180°
arc. The firethrowers are mounted to burn marauding
squads of infantry so they can can shoot in any direction.

HELL BLADE

The hell blade is a white-hot, powered cleaver capable of
carving through armour like a hot knife through butter! A
Lord of Battle armed with a hell blade adds +3 to its close
assault factor and if it wins a close combat against another
Titan it can make a special slash attack. Select the location
of the hit on the Titan and roll for damage as usual, then
roll the pair of aiming dice. If the roll indicates a hit on a
different square of the Titan template roll damage against
that location as well. A building struck with a hell blade
must make a saving throw with a -2 modifier or be
destroyed.

CHAIN FIST

A chain fist is a whirling, chain-driven saw which can
easily rip the toughest opponents to pieces. A Lord of
Battle armed with a chain fist rolls an extra D6 in close
combats (3D6 rather than 2D6). If a Lord of Battle armed
with a chain fist wins a close combat against a Titan it
adds +2 to the damage roll. A building struck by a chain
fist must make a saving throw or be destroyed.

DEATH STORM

The death storm fires salvoes of heavy rocket-powered
shells from its multiple barrels. It is extremely effective at
cutting a swathe through troops or lightly armoured
vehicles, laying down a curtain of explosions and flying
shrapnel in seconds

Name Range Attack ToHit Save

Dice Roll  Mod
Death Storm  75cm 6 S+ -1
DOOM BURNER

The doom burner fires a bolt of super-heated molten
metal which bores through its target in a searing flash of
flames. Doom burners are especially good for destroying
heavily armoured Titans and vehicles, though their
devastating punch makes a mockery of cover so infantry
can’t hide either.

Ignore to hit modifiers from cover when rolling to hit with
a doom burner. Because of the secondary damage from
searing liquid metal any damage rolls against Titans are
resolved with a +1 modifier. Buildings can be attacked
with the doom burner, and a successful hit means the
building must make its saving throw with a -3 modifier or
be destroyed.

Name Range Attack To Hit Save

Dice Roll Mod
Doom Burner  75cm 1 3+ -3
Notes: +1 to damage rolls against Titans.

May attack buildings
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As the caravan draws near to its destination the excitement of
the daemons nears fever pitch. Plaguebearers take stock of
pestilence and disease, counting the reserves of sickness, the
number of Nurglings, each other, and eventually anything that
stands still long enough to be counted. Amidst the deep-throated
drone of the Plaguebearers’ endless tally, the Nurglings chatter
and prance like small children about to embark upon a special
treat. They squabble and squirm, snigger and squeal, and their
numbers increase and diminish beyond the Plaguebearers’
ability to count them. Amid the general hullaballoo and sense of
anticipation, the overly affectionate Beasts of Nurgle jump
uncontrollably from Plaguebearer to Plaguebearer, like
excitable puppies leaving pools of dribble and slime as they
pass.

When the Great Unclean One speaks his manner is immediately
reminiscent of the great stage manager and leader that he is. He
addresses his cast of Plaguebearers, Nurglings and Beasts,
building their enthusiasm by recalling the fine aesthetic
qualities of famous diseases of the past. He may mention in
passing the wine-dark sea of purple-patterned decay, the fine
flaky texture and slightly salty tang of eczema. As the multitude
clamours for more, he will describe the gem-like shine of a boil
as it wells to a head, and the final satisfaction as it bursts
exposing a glistening cavity of inflamed flesh.

The Nurglings flocked to their master, squabbling and
bickering in their impatience to nestle in the warm
comfort of his decaying bosom.

“Ahhh... Nurgle’s Children, our pretties, our pets,” cried
the deep warm voice of the Great Unclean One. “How
Nurgle loves his little Children! How Nurgle loves his
little pets!”

With a broad and loving smile the great Daemon raised a
hand to pluck the Nurgling that had settled into the folds
of his chest. The Nurgling squealed and squirmed as the
hand enveloped it, caressing it for a moment before
popping it whole into the Great Unclean One's mouth.

UNCLEAN ONE

Special Psychological Traits: None - the Great Unclean
<_ One is subject to the standard rules for Greater Daemons.

* Magle: A Greater Daemon of Nurgle has a spell pool of X
¢ 7 randomly determined spells - the first spell generated ™)
> of any level will be a Spell of Nurgle as described later
(see Magic of Nurgle).

Magic Items: A Great Unclcan Onc carrics D6 randomly
generated magic items (see Summary).

Special Rules: A Great Unclean One has 10 attacks in

total, including 8 claw, 1 bite or gore, and 1 stomp. When

the Daemon scores a successful hit with a hite attack, his

snake-headed tongue makes an additional attack: if

™ successful the damage caused is resolved with a Strength

(. of 4. WFRP only - successful claw and bite attacks
cause infected wounds.

Any non-magical weapon which strikes a Great Unclean
One will rust away to nothing on the D6 score of a 5 or a
6 leaving the attacker weaponless.

Any living creature engaged in hand-to-hand combat
| against a Great Unclean One risks catching the dreaded
disease Nurgles Rot (see Nurgles Rot).

" Great Unclean Ones do not need to wear armour. Their

)

D

corpulent and unfeeling flesh gives them a natural saving {

throw against damage of 5 or 6 on a D6. WFRP - the
Great Unclean One has 2 armour points on every hit
location.

' Chaos Attributes: A Great Unclean One may be given
up to 7 Chaos Attributes - 7 being the mystic number of
Nurgle. The Great Unclean One does not have to have
the full 7 attributes - he may have fewer or none if the
player prefers. The number of Chaos Attributes must be
decided by the player and individual attributes generated
randomly.

Profile - Warhammer Fantasy Battle and WH40K

MWSBS S T W I A Ld Int Cl WP PV
6 10 10 7 7 10 10 10 10+3 10+3 10+3 10+43 1100

Profile - Warhammer Fantasy Roleplay

1 A Dex Ld Int CI WP Fel

7 7 39 100 10 89 89 8 89 89 01

i
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indeed!

01-06 FACE OF NURGLE

The Champion’s face changes so that he
now resembles the great Chaos Power
Nurgle himself! His flesh becomes
swollen and green, his eyes become
distended, and his skin turns leprous and
slimy. He acquires a long lolloping
tongue tipped with a tiny face. His
unlovely appearance causes fear.

07-15 BITING TONGUE

The Champion’s tongue grows so that it
is long, thick and cylindrical, and its tip
develops a ring of snapping teeth. This
confers a strength 4 bite attack. The
Champion's tongue can retreat right into
his body ready to shoot out and bite an
unwary adversary.

OF A PLAGUEBEARER

The Champion’s face changes into that
of a Plaguebearer. His skin turn green
and putrid, his eyes merge into a single
orb, and a horn sprouts from his
forehead. When he charges into combat
he has an extra gore attack during the
first round with a +2 to hit bonus.

FACE OF A BEAST

The Champion’s face changes into a
mass of paralysing tentacles like that of
a Beast of Nurgle. This does not affect
/| his sight or other senses. The Champion
receives an extra D6 sucker attacks in
hand-to-hand fighting. For each sucker
hit roll a D6, if the score is more than
the victim’s toughness it is paralysed.

Paralysed models are not killed, but can
do nothing for the remainder of the battle. The sticky paralysing
fluid released by the tentacles seeps through armour, so no
armour saving throw is allowed.

25-30 IMMENSITY

The Champion grows and grows until
his bulk forms a miniature version of
¥ Nurgle’s own corpulent figure. The
Champion’s obese body gives him +1
toughness because it is so massive. His
l initiative is reduced by -1.

IFTS OF NURGLE

A Champion of Nurgle can refuse a Chaos Gift (except Eye of God) in
favour of a randomly generated Gift of Nurgle. Once a Gift of Nurgle has
been generated it cannot be refused, even if it is a Chaos Attribute. To invite
the Power’s wrath by attempting to refuse a Gift would be very foolish

31-38 NURGLES ROT

The Champion becomes a carrier of Nurgles Rot, the
degenerative disease that turns living creatures into
Plaguebearers. The Champion can pass the Rot on to his
enemies in close combat, but does not suffer from its effects
himself. If acquired a second or subsequent time, the Rot is
passed on to a follower. Unlike Champions, these followers are
affected by the disease.

39-44 HORNS OF NURGLE

The Champion grows a pair of spreading horns like those of
Nurgle and the Great Unclean Ones. These twisted and down-
curving hons are not used in combat and serve only to alter the
Champion's appearance.

45-49 PLAGUE

The morbid energies of disease are Nurgle’s most special gift.
The Champion’s body is consumed by disease and its energies
channelled into Nurgle’s service, creating fresh vigour from its
own destruction. Roll a D6 to determine the nature of the
affliction.

1 The Death Dance. The Champion shakes, twitches and
throws quaking fits. His weapon skill and attacks are both
reduced by -1.

2 Bulging Eye. The Champion's eyes bulge and become
inflamed, his eyelids become fixed open, and sticky fluids
drip down his cheeks. His bow skill is reduced by -1.

3 Creeping Buboes. The Champion’s limbs and face are
covered with huge boils which burst and leave running
sores. His movement is reduced by -1.

4 Crook Bone. The Champion’s limbs become twisted and
crippled. He limps or hobbles about and his hands become
rigid and claw-like. His strength and toughness are
reduced by -1.

5 Grey Ague. The Champion’s mind begins to rot within his
skuil. His head begins to split and weep putrescent matter
writhing with small dark maggots. The Champion’s
leadership, intelligence, cool and will power are all
reduced by -1.

6 Green Pox. The Champion becomes more and more
wasted until he is little more than a walking skeleton. His
skin becomes green and taut and his lips wither away
revealing his teeth. The Champion's wounds are reduced
by-1.

If a plague reduces wounds to zero the character is dead. If

toughness is reduced to zero all hits will wound automatically.

If strength falls to zero all attacks will fail to cause damage. A

Champion gifted with several plagues cannot pass them on to a

follower unless he receives the same plague twice.
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Just as the objective of a Chaos Warband is to survive and
prosper, eventually affording a platform where its Champion
can become a Daemon Prince, so the Chaos Cult must also
survive so that its leader can attain power. The survival of the
cult is particularly important on a world of the Imperium, where
the worship of Chaos is not tolerated and where the Inquisition
will quickly act to wipe out the slightest taint of Chaos. Faced
with these dangers, the typical Chaos Cult is an underground
organisation whose members lead curious double lives. Unlike
the Chaos Champion who proudly proclaims his allegiance and
bellows his challenge to anyone to hear, the leader of a Chaos
Cult must hide behind a facade of normality. He might be an
important leader of government, a military commander, a
wealthy trader, or occupy any one of many other perfectly
respectable positions in society. He might also be a gangland
leader or a criminal mastermind, because it is possible to hide
the cult activities within other activities which are themselves
illegal but which are of no concern to the government of the
Imperium as a whole. By means of bribery and governmental
corruption a cult leader can run a criminal empire without
attracting the attention of the Imperium, and can successfully
use his organisation to recruit new followers for his cult. In this
way the Chaos Cult combines power and influence within
normal society with arcane power, providing a material base
from which it can grow.

Inevitably Chaos Cults will be drawn into conflict, perhaps with
the authorities or maybe with other criminal organisations or
even rival cultists. Cults are perfectly able to fight, and can
usually fight without coming directly into the open. After all,
one gangland skirmish is pretty much like another, and it is not
only Chaos Cultists that might want a local police chief killed
or a governor's assistant assassinated.

CHAOS MAGUS

The leader of a Chaos Cult is called a Chaos Magus. The Magus
is the equivalent to the Chaos Champion, and like a Chaos
Champion he dedicates himself to a Patron in return for the
uncertain favours of the Chaos Powers. In return for his loyalty
he will gain followers and rewards like a Champion. However,
unlike a Champion he will have little opportunity to use his
rewards. Eventually, heavily mutated by Chaos Attributes, he
may be unable to appear publicly at all. Fortunately by that time
he will probably have become the leader of a huge and wealthy
corporation or other legitimate organisation, and his
reclusiveness can be easily explained away as the eccentric
habit of a man of power.

The Magus communicates with his Patron Power via trances,
dreams and divination. Some use the dreaded Chaos Tarot, a
blasphemous travesty of the Emperor’s Tarot used by Imperial
servants. If the Patron favours his slave, he may give him a
familiar which acts as an intermediary between the cultist and
the Patron. Familiars take all sorts of weird forms: animals are
common, impish daemons are also known, but even material
artifacts such as a daemon sword are sometimes given as
familiars. By means of trance, divination or familiar, the Patron
instructs and informs his servant. This information is vital to the
Magus as it gives him an idea of what his enemies are planning
and how to avoid possible dangers. Most importantly, the
Patron is able to offer advice on future events, affording the
Magus tremendous trading advantages over his business rivals.
By means of gambling, forinstance, a Magus can make as much
money as he wants so long as his Patron is content for his slave
to rise in power.

As a Magus grows in power he may find his empire of
followers becomes too vast and unwieldy for him to control in
person. Once he begins to acquire disfiguring Chaos Attributes
he will no longer be able to deal directly with outsiders, and he
will have to appoint a second-in-command to perform these
tasks on his behalf. This individual is known as an Acolyte. The
Acolyte is the Magus' most trusted servant and commander.
Because of the risk of betrayal by his own cult members the
Magus will often wish to remain hidden even from the majority
of his own followers. A Magus can continue to operate the cult
from behind the scenes using the Acolyte as an intermediary.
Thus, the Magus is never seen by the cult members and remains
a mysterious source of wisdom and power to which the Acolyte
alone has access. If, as a result of Chaos Attributes, the Magus
becomes so heavily mutated that he turns into Chaos Spawn, or
if Chaos chooses to reward him with mindlessness, then the
Acolyte may continue to run the cult in the Magus’s name. Just
because the Magus is a Chaos Spawn does not prevent him
forming the hub of the cult - indeed his inhuman appearance
and power may well be said to serve as further evidence of the
divine favour vested in him!
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Hell-Knights are one of the most specialised types of Daemon
Knight. Their weaponry. a rapid firing thermal lance. is fairly
short ranged but has the energy to pierce almost any armour
with relative ease. Hell-Knights often hunt out opposing
Knights and Titans, using their speed and agility to attack
from the sides or rear where their armour is weakest.

It was the Hell-Knights of a huge Chaos army that managed to
destroy the Imperator Titan Praeco Deictus on the Hive world
of Kado. As the Imperial army defended the capital from the
attacking Fiends, Daemonettes, Tzeentch Firelords and
Khornate Lords of Battle, a hundred Hell-Knights infiltrated
the massive underground transport network of the hive.

As the Titans of the Legio Crucius blasted away. felling over a
hundred thousand Chaos followers in little under a day, the
Hell-Knights sped through the dimly lit tunnels and corridors,
cradicating any opposition they encountered. The old fusion-
powered trains were destroyed and rumour of the Daemon
Knights™ passing spread through the hive. On the second day
of battle the Hell-Knights burst into the main streets and
arcades of the hive, indiscriminately destroying everything,
killing thousands of helpless citizens. The transports of the
Adeplus Arbites arrived. but these too were totally crushed

HELL-KNIGHT

and the Hell-Knights fought their way back to the surface.
They emerged within firing distance behind the Titan legion,
and opened up with their thermal lances. After a single salvo
of fire a whole battle group had been destroyed, the Titans®
armour turned to molten slag. Amongst the victims was the
massive Pracco Deictus, an Imperator Titan which had
survived the Horus Heresy and bought victory to the
Imperium on over a thousand worlds.

Hell-Knights are super heavy and so cannot be pinned in
combat except by other super heavy vehicles or Titans.
Anything smaller than this is simply pushed aside by the
massive war machine.

Hell-Knights are excellent at infiltrating the enemy position,
setting ambushes for enemy supply columns and attacking
enemy support detachments and artillery. For this reason, any
Hell-Knight squadrons in your army may make an immediate
normal move (up to 30cm) after deployment, before orders are
placed for the first turn. If the enemy have troops who can also
perform such a move, such as Eldar or Space Marine Scouts,
each player should roll a dice. The player with the lowest
score should move one of his units first, then the highest
scoring player moves one of his, and so on.

Troop Type Move CAF | Weapons Range | Attack | Roll | Target’s | Notes
Throw Dice |toHit (SaveMod.
Hell-Knight 30cm 2+ 3 | Thermal Lance | 50cm 2 4+ 3 Glamour of S| esh
Bolters 15cm [ 2 6+ l 0 Super heavy/ Knight

Fulgrim, Daemon Primarch of Slaanesh, leads his minions agains

¢ forces

of the Imperium.
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29-31 THE HAND OF KHORNE

32

One of the Champion’s hands, paws or tentacles turns
bright red. One weapon attack made by this extremity
causes D4 Wounds, rather than just one (WFRP: multiply
normal damage by D4). This reward and the Weapon
Hand can be applied to the same limb.

Second and subsequent gifts of this type increase the
Wounds caused by +1 (eg D4-+1, D4+2 etc).

MARK OF KHORNE

Khorne's skull-rune is branded into the Champion’s
forehead, a mark of his allegiance for all to see.
Subsequent Marks of Khorne are applied to the
Champion’s followers.

33-36

37-40

TECHNOLOGY

The Champion is granted an arcane and mysterious
weapon of great power, along with the knowledge and
ability to use it. Increase the Champion's Intelligence by
2/20, and increase BS or WS (as appropriate) to one if
it is currently zero.

Roll a DI0 and consult the following table to determine
the number and type of dice rolled on the main
weapon table:

DI0  Result

18 Roll DI00+8D6 (to give a single total) to
determine the nature of the Champion’s
gifted weapon

9-10  Roll DI0O only to determine the weapon type

Then roll on the following table to determine the type

of technological weapon the Champion receives:

Dice Weapon Dice Weapon

Roll Received Roll  Received

01-05 Autopistol 9192 Power Sword
06-07 Sawn-off Shotgun 93-94 Heavy Stub Gun
08-12 Shotgun 95-96 Plasma Gun
1315 Stub Gun 97.98  Power Glove
1619 Auto-gun 99100 Heavy Bolter
20-25 Lasgun 101109 Missile Launcher
26-32 Bolt Pistol 10-118 Auto Cannon
33-35 Graviton Gun ~ 119-121 Multi-Laser
3640 Hand Flamer 122124 D-Cannon

4143 Plasma Pistol  125-130 Beamer

44-69 Bolter

70-73 Flamer

74777 Shuriken Pistol
78-81 Shuriken Catapult

131133 Jokaero Laser
134-136 Jokaero Needler
137139 Jokaero Flamer
140-143 Multi-melta

82-86 Chainsword 144-146 Heavy Plasma Gun
87-88 Power Axe 147-148 Las-Cannon
89-90 Melta Gun

The Champion’s gift never runs out of ammunition
or power.

Champions who are gifted with grenade or missile
launchers may chose one type of ammunition for their
gift. The grenade/missile launcher will never run out of
this type of ammunition.

Unlike the Chaos attribute of Zechnology (see the Personal
Attributes Table in The Mark of Chaos pli3), the
Champion incurs no Movement penalty. Khorne's gift
includes a sufficient number of suspensors (WH40K
PplI24) to offset any penalty.

Full details of the weapons listed may be found in

er 40,000. An up-to-date weapon summary
is included in Chapter Approved: The Book of the
Astronomicon. The weapons are used as given in
‘Warhammer Fantasy Battle or WH40K games. You
will need to use the conversion rules presented in
Warhammer Fantasy Roleplay (WFRP p213) when
using this gift in a roleplaying campaign. If you do not
have a copy of Warhammer 40,000 re-roll this result to
generate another reward of Khorne.

Subsequent gifts of technological weaponry can be kept
by the Champion, or given to one of his followers.

POISONOUS BITE
The Champion is gifted with a poisonous bite, which can
be used in place of one other attack.
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AVY MET

SLAANESH DAEMON
KNIGHTS AND TITANS

Without warning the Daemon Knights and Scout Titans of Slaanesh attack, the air crackling with power and echoing
to their hideous hunting cries. Protected by a coruscating Glamour of Slaanesh, these deadly war machines race into
the fray with long, graceful strides. In the brief and bloody conflict that follows their daemonic weapons unleash a hail
of death and destruction which throws the enemy into confusion. Then, as suddenly as they appeared, the war
machines of Slaanesh are gone, only to attack again from another point on the battlefield. Almost impossible to pin
down, these deadly engines of war have broken many foes of the Lord of Pleasure with their hit and run attacks.

TR

QUESTOR SCOUT TITAN HELL-STRIDER DAEMON KNIGHTS

HELL-SCOURGE DAEMON KNIGHTS
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THE JUGGERNAUTS Alignment: Chaos (Khorne)

Steeds of Khorne (Kha'a’a Akh’h) Psychological Traits: Juggers cause fear in all creatures under 10
Blood or Soul Crushers Juggers feet tall whom they charge. Juggers are subject to stupidity when
Feet of Khorne Blights of Khorne separated from their riders. If a Jugger fails a stupidity test it attacks

the nearest creature. Immune to all other psychology rules.
Magic: See Daemonic Saving Throw (g74) for details of a Juggernaut's
S magic saving throw.

JUGGERNAUTS /; 2 Special Rules: 1 gore attack, damage x 2; 1 crush attack. A crush

= Warhammer Fantasy Battle attack can only be directed to the front and side of the Jugger. The

, MWSBS § T W I A Ldnt QO WPPV crush ignores the target’s T characteristic - ie no throw to damage
73 -55322 110210187 need be made for the crush. WFRP: the crash causes damage

The Steeds of Khorne have an armour save of 4, 5 or 6. irrespective of Toughness or armour.

a

Warhammer Fantasy Rolepaly

MWSBS S T W I A Dexld Int C1 WPFel |
73 -5 51722 -8 688 -2

Juggers have 2 armour points on their heads, shoulders
‘and backs.

These profiles may be modified by the Dacmon's Chaos ~
attributes.

These riding-beasts are occasionally .
granted to Champions of Khorne (see
The Followers of Chaos p35), and are
also ridden into battle by the
Bloodletters of Khorne.

Physique: The Juggers are quadrupeds,
with broad bodies, the heads of
warped bullgods, powerful legs
and heavy, wide-mouth. Their
skins are made of living metal,
riveted with Khorne’s skull-rune.
Their hindquarters are less
heavily armoured than their
‘massive forequarters. A saddle

s often cut into the living metal

of the beast’s flesh. Juggers
range in colour from vivid red-
burnished steel through to deep
‘wrought-iron black.

And o tell of his Beast:
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THE FIENDS

Creatures of Slaanesh (Q'qha’shy’ythlis)

Beasts of Slaanesh Rams of Slaanesh
Bestials Unholy Ones

The hunting beasts of Slaanesh are often found accompanying his
Daemons, and are sometimes granted to mortal followers.

Physique: The Fiends appear as an unholy mixture of scorpion, reptile
and Human. They have a segmented main body with a broad, stingered
tail and humanoid legs. From the front of the lithe body grows a row
of humanoid breasts with a pair of arms which are sometimes used
as front legs - the beast does not have the necessary intelligence to
grip anything with them. The head is similar to that of a monitor
lizard, and has a long tongue and a pair of horns.

The torso of a Fiend is often a white or pastel shade. Their segmented
rear bodies are a richly burnished shade of the same hue. Their legs
are a dark complementary colour, with pastel-coloured or white feet.
Their horns are a deep ivory colour, and their eyes a dark bottle green.

Alignment: Chaos (Slaanesh)

Psychological Traits: Immune to fear and ferror unless caused by
gods or Daemons.

Special Rules: One poisonous tail-lash attack, to front and sides only
and one lick attack to the front only. The lick causes no damage, but
on a successful hit the victim must make a WP test or become subject
to stupidity for 24 hours, as the saliva of the Fiend (which is laced
with euphoric and soporific drugs) enters their system.

Fiends exude a musky perfume, which is highly attractive to all
creatures. A model within 4”/8 yards of a Fiend must make a WP
test or move adjacent to a Fiend. Other members of a unit have the
option of voluntarily accompanying their affected companion, or
abandoning him to his fate. A victim becomes hysterically strong,
and cannot be prevented from reaching the Fiend to whose perfume
he has succumbed. Victims are unable to do anything other than stand
quite still, drinking in the heady perfume of the Fiend. Only one
victim can be influenced by a single Fiend’s musk attack.

S

Warhammer Fantasy Battle

MWSBS S T W I A Ldint QO WPPV
6 3 -3 313384398 318

‘The points value has been modified to reflect the Fiend's special
attacks and psychological immunities.
Warhammer Fantasy Roleplay

MWSBS S T W I A DexldInt Cl WPRl
63 - 331%3 - -84806-

These profiles may be modified by the Dacmon’s Chaos &
bu
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EPIC

By Gavin Thorpe

Surrounded by a magical aura of power, the Daemon Knights and Scout Titans of Slaanesh
march into battle. Their glittering eyes sparkle with malign intelligence as they gracefully
stride across the battlefield. In a sudden blaze of violence they open fire, cutting down
everything in their path with a torrent of shells and bolts of incandescent energy.

During the Horus Heresy, in the thirtieth millennium, the
galaxy was gripped by the most bitter civil war humanity has
ever seen. Space Marines fought Space Marines, Titans fought
Titans and Imperial Knights fought Imperial Knights. In those
dark days nobody was to be trusted and treachery was as much
a part of warfare as bolter shells, Volcano Cannons and Drop
Pods. One of the most horrific betrayals of the war occurred on
the planet of Molech, only a few light years from the Terran
star system.

As the Warmaster Horus led his armies to Terra, he left a trail
of destruction in his wake, hundreds of light years wide. His
forces seemed unstoppable as garrison after garrison fell
before his might, or changed allegiance and sided with the
traitorous commander. It was on the planet of Molech that one
of the most determined stands was to be made. Three Titan
Legions and over a hundred Imperial Guard regiments and
Knight Households stood ready to bear the brunt of the
Warmaster's attack. When it came it was like a hurricane
unleashed upon the lush world.

Horus’ initial assault devastated many cities and strongholds.
amongst the victims were Molech’s rulers — House Devine.
Dispossessed and unable to fight back, the Devine slowly
succumbed to the temptations of Chaos. Over the following
months the insidious whisper of Slaanesh spread through their
depleted ranks. Their officers became lethargic. interested only
in their sports, using their mighty Knights to hunt the animals
of the Molech. The seductive grip of Slaanesh grew stronger.
as the Prince of Pleasure bent the force of his will to corrupting
the noble Devine. Soon they met in secret cabals, committing
depraved rites and ceremonies within the heart of the loyalist
camp. No act was too shameful or disgusting, the sensations of
the moment became their only desire.

When Horus launched a massive offensive, the Knights of
House Devine performed an act of total treachery and turned
on the troops who remained loyal to the Emperor. The Imperial
forces found themselves caught in a trap, with advancing
enemy Titans to the front and renegade Knights attacking from
behind. This treachery allowed the Chaos host to punch

through the Imperial defence, leaving them with no line of
retreat. They were totally defeated, only one in hundred of the
army survived the campaign. The path to Terra was wide open
and Horus luanched his final assault on the Sol system.

Since that first betrayal, many Knight Houscholds have been
corrupted by Chaos down the centurics. Their crews have long
since died but their souls live on as dacmons, floating within
the shells of their war machines. The Knights themselves have
also mutated. sprouting claws, tails, and other horrendous
weapons. When a Slaancsh army marches to war it is preceded
by these Dacmon Knights, spreading havoc and despair.
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01-06 FACE OF TZEENTCH

The Champion’s face sinks beneath his
shoulders and becomes puckered and
inscrutable like that of Tzeentch himself.
Small eyes and mouths appear on the
face and move about, multiply or
disappear with bizarre irregularity. His
unnerving appearance endows the
Champion with an extra fear point.

07-15 FACE OF A LORD OF CHANGE

The Champion develops a long evil-
looking hooked beak and grows an
impressive crest of feathers on top of his
head like a Lord of Change. He also
gains an additional bite attack as a result
of the vicious beak. The Champion also
gains a fear point due to his strange and
threatening appearance.

16-22 FACE OF A HORROR

The Champion is gifted with the face of
a Lesser Daemon of Tzeentch. His head
tums pink or blue, or a combination of
both colours, and his face changes so
that it resembles a Lesser Daemon of
Tzeenich with a massive broad grin like
a Pink Horror or a snarling frown and
knobbly topped head like a Blue Horror.

23-27 ECSTATIC DUPLICATION

_ The Champion’s arms grow very long
and gain an extra joint like those of a
Lesser Daemon of Tzeentch. His skin
turns pink or and his face acquires the
broad toothsome grin of a Lesser
Daemon of Tzeentch. If the Champion is
slain in combat, his body divides into
two Blue Horrors which continue to
battle against the enemy for D6 tumns, or
until they are destroyed. The Blue Horrors then vanish and
return to their master Tzeentch in the Realm of Chaos.

Note that the Champion may be determined to be alive after the
battle is over and merely injured or unconscious rather than
dead (see Casualty Recovery). This does not affect the
character's Ecstatic Duplication gift.

IFTS OF TZEENTCH

¢ A Champion of Tzeentch has the option of refusing a Chaos Gift generated
b from the Chaos Rewards Table (except Eye of God) in favour of a randomly
generated Gift of Tzeentch. Roll a D100 and consult the following table
Once a Gift of Tzeentch has been generated it cannot be refused, even if it
should turn out to be a Chaos Attribute. Players are not permitted to refuse
a Patron’s Gift, as to invite a Power’s wrath in this way would be very
foolish indeed, and would certainly result in their immediate destruction!

28-33 HAND OF TZEENTCH

One of the Champion’s hands changes
and develops three long multi-jointed
fingers which end in tiny suckers. The
thumb has a vicious claw. A Champion
cannot use the hand to carry anything,
including weapons, but he can make a
single claw attack. A Champion gifted a
second or subsequent time with a Hand
of Tzeentch can only pass it onto a
follower if all of his hands are already Hands of Tzeenich.

34-39 FLAMING ARM

One of the Champion’s arms turns into a
pliant trunk like that of a Flamer. The
trunk has a toothed mouth at the end and
spits magical fire. The Champion cannot
use the hand to carry anything, but he
can use it to make a single bite attack. In
addition, the arm can be used to cither
shoot fire or to burn an opponent in
hand-to-hand combat. A shooting flame
attack has a range of 6” and can shoot in any direction. If the
flame hits its target it causes D6 strength 3 hits. In hand-to-hand
combat the Champion rolls to hit as normal, a succcssful hit
causing D6 strength 3 hits. Any unit which sustains one or more
wounds from a flame attack must take a rout test.

40-44 THE GIFT OF MAGIC

If the Champion is already a wizard his magic level is increased
by 1, he gains an extra 3D6 magic points, and acquires the new
spells for that level.

If the Champion is not a wizard then he gains the powers of a
level 1 wizard with 3D6 magic points and spells as appropriate.

45-50 RECKONING OF TZEENTCH

Tzeentch surveys his Champion and as he does so his very gaze
causes changes. Roll a D6 for each of the Champion’s
characteristics in turn. On the roll of a 1, 2 or 3 deduct 1 from
the characteristic; on the roll of a 4, 5 or 6 add 1. If a
Champion’s wounds are reduced to 0 he is killed. If his strength
is reduced to 0 then hand-to-hand combat hits cause no damage
on his enemy. If toughness is reduced to 0 then all hits on the
Champion automatically cause damage. If his leadership, cool,
intelligence or will power are reduced to 0, the Champion is
turned into a Chaos Spawn. In this case he will gain D6
attributes, intelligence is reduced to 0 (if it isn’t already), and he
becomes subject to stupidity.
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FLAMERS

Creatures of Tzeentch (K’ Chanw'tsani’i)

Flamers Burning Horrors

Fire Daemons of Tzeentch

Albrecht raised his sword to fend off the bludgeoning
1limb and the blue flames pattered upon his armour again.

‘Damn you Guuterchild of Chaos!” he screamed as the
magic gnawed his shoulder.

The Flamer arched its fungoid body high above him.
Small blue flames spat from its limbs and fell to the
ground. As each magic fire drop fell it immediately
vapourised with a hiss. ‘SSdammyooo... damnyou...
gutterchild of Chaosss,’ it spat. A tiny replica of Albrecht
began to form in the blue vapour, a figure wearing black
armour and carrying a broadsword like his own, but the
face was that of an idiot and the cry that of a spoiled
child. ‘Damn You! Gutter Rat-a-tat-tat!” it screeched.

‘The Flamer struck again and the blue fire fell upon him,
seeping and crackling into his armour and spattering his
eyes and face. His vision swam with blue agony and his
legs gave way under him. His sword tumbled to the
ground as he collapsed screaming through burning lips.
The little marionette lay upon its back kicking and
gesturing melodramatically, calling out in its squeaky
Little voice, ‘Hot! hot! hot!”

Like Pink and Blue Horrors, Flamers are fashioned from pure
magic and are only semi-solid, seeming almost transparent.
They are bizarre creations, travelling along the ground on a soft
skirt of pinkish flesh like an inverted mushroom. By drawing
air into this fleshy, fungoid skirt and expelling it by means of a
powerful contraction, the creature moves along the ground in
leaps and bounds. By way of arms it has two blue trunks. The
arms have no hands, but instead each trunk ends in an open
orifice from which magical flames spit and spatter.

Flamers have the most rudimentary and instinctive minds, but
they are finely attuned to the thoughts of the Lords of Change.
They are dominated by the thoughts of the nearest or most
powerful Lord of Change, so that they act in total accordance
with their desires. Flamers are almost literally the instruments
of a Greater Daemon’s will.

The flaming limbs give the Flamers their name. However, this
is not normal fire but the stuff of raw magic, coloured a
daemonic shade of blue or yellow. The Flamer can use its
flames to throw coloured fireballs at its foes, as well as to burn
them up in close combat. As the fire crackles and hisses,
smaller magical flames fall to the ground and take on the
imitative form of a surrounding object or person - like a tiny
marionette. The small representations of persons or events will
continue to impersonate what is happening around, but in a
curiously disturbing and mocking manner. The Flamer usually
ignores these little parodies of reality, but may happen to glance
in their direction then destroy them with its magic fire. As the
Flamer moves away the little scenes collapse into spluttering
pools of magic which slowly fade into nothing. A Flamer will
typically be followed by a series of these tiny images, which
grow unstable and vanish as the Flamer moves away.

7

‘Special Psychological Traits: Flamers are unaffected by

| any psychology. =
Special Rules: The Flamer moves by leaping up to 9”. It

| may cross ditches, walls, hedges and other linear

- obstacles without penalty, but cannot leap over obstacles

more than 1" high. WFRP - the Flamer may leap up to

18 yards along the ground and up to 2 yards high.

The Flamer has 2 bite attacks. In addition a Flamer can ?|
f use its 2 flame attacks to either shoot fire or burn an |
$ opponent in hand-to-hand combat. A shooting flame
attack has a range of 6” and may shoot in any direction. |
If the flame attack hits its target then the target sustains
D6 strength 3 hits. In hand-to-hand fighting roll to hit as |
normal, if successful the target sustains D6 strength 3 hits |
as for shooting. Any unit which suffers one or more |
wounds from a flame attack must take a rout test.

¢ [
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URGLE

What is the response of living men to the undeniable and
inevitable futility of life? Is it to lie down and accept death and
the coming to naught of their every endeavour? No it is not!
Faced with the inevitability of death what answer can there be
but to run through life at a great and unstoppable pace,
cramming each day with hope, laughter, noise and bustle. Thus,
happiness and human endeavour are sired by a coming 1o terms
with decay and futility. This realisation is the key to
understanding the Great Lord of Decay and his worshippers.

Once we comprehend what it is that the Chaos Power Nurgle
embodies, it becomes easier to understand what might
otherwise seem a contradictory or even perverse nature. On the
one hand he is the Lord of Decay, whose body is wracked with
disease; on the other he is full of unexpected energy and a
desire to organise and enlighten.

Nurgle is the Great Lord of Decay and the Master of Plague and Pestilence,
his carcase is riddled with disease and infestation. Nurgle is also the Lord of
All because all things, no matter how solid and permanent they seem, are
liable to physical corruption. Indeed, the very processes of construction and
creation foreshadow destruction and decay. The palace of today is
tomorrows’ ruin, the maiden of the morning is the crone of the night, and
the hope of a moment is but the foundation stone of everlasting regret.

The living know that they will die, and many know that they
will live with disease or other torment, yet they drive this
knowledge into a comer of their minds and keep it pinioned
there with all manner of dreams and activity. Nurgle is the
embodiment of that knowledge and of the unconscious response
to it, of the hidden fear of disease and decay, and of the power
of life which that fear generates.

Nurgle is the etemnal enemy of the Chaos Power Tzeentch, the
Lord of Change. Nurgle and Tzeentch draw their energy from
opposing beliefs. While the energy of Tzeentch comes from
hope and changing fortune, that of Nurgle comes from defiance
born of despair and hopelessness. The two Great Powers never
lose an opportunity to pit their forces against each other, from
mighty battles on the Chaos Wastes, to complex political
intrigues among mortal men
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NURGLE PLAGUE TOWER AND
CONTAGION PLAGUE ENGINES

The Plague Tower of Nurgle is a huge construction of
rotting timbers and rusty metal that carves its way across
the battlefield leaving a trail of death and contamination in
its wake. Enemy fire bounces off its heavy armour, whilst
inside the tower diseased followers of Nurgle wait
impatiently, ready to spring into frenzied combat once the
drawbridges have been dropped. The assault is often led
by a Greater Daemon of Nurgle — a Great Unclean One,
whose massive maggot-ridden bulk is barely contained
within this twisted engine of war.

Behind the advancing Plague Towers lurk the Contagion
Plague Engines. These odious war machines carry huge
catapults which launch disease-ridden ammunition at the
enemy. This lethal mixture of filth and decaying flesh
smashes enemy formations with its impact and spreads a
deadly aura of decay around its victims. Any unfortunates
nearby soon succumb to the insidious Nurgle’s Rot which
quickly spreads from the festering ammunition.

THE PESTILENT FORCES OF NURGLE LOCKED IN BLOODY COMBAT WITH LOYAL IMPERIAL TROOPS
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defensively, the rebels attacked. The
Collegia histories list many
construction adepts who performed
the dedication rites on a new Titan,
and then mounted their charge and
took it straight into battle. In some
cases the libations were still wet
when it reached combat. Only able
to match such fanaticism with their
sheer weight of numbers, the rebels
were often forced into a position of
stalemate. However, despite the
valiant defence of these loyal
remnants of the Collegia Titanica,
enough supplies were captured to
allow the rebels to make good use
of their Titans during the final
assault upon Earth.

Across the Imperium rebel units
attacked loyalists and vice versa. Old
feuds were revived in many systems,
giving additional excuses for battle.
The rule of the Imperium dissolved
into planetary battles. Many units of
the Imperial Guard declared for the
Warmaster. The Imperial Fleet
dithered and managed only to drive
rebel ships

from the 5

Imperial

home

system.

In the \
process they \
took -heavy  \|
casualties and
retired to their
Luna bases.

The Emperor took
stock of the
situation,

and ordered

seven entire Marine
Chapters, a third of the Legiones
Astartes, to destroy Horus and his
rebels. Only with the death of the
‘Warmaster, the figurehead and
inspiration of rebellion, would the
revolt come to an end. The crusade
against Horus, although of the
utmost urgency, took more than 180 days to plan and launch. Horus
used the time well, establishing his claim as a ‘New Emperor’ with
‘many of the rebels, and spreading the worship of Chaos further afield.

‘The Warmaster had established a temporary headquarters on Isstvan
V. The loyalist Chapters struck in quick succession, and the battles
of the Pacification of Isstvan were bloody in the extreme. The first
assaults by loyalist Chapters were mauled during their landings, and
then destroyed in detail. Three complete Chapters took part in the
initial landings on Isstvan; only five Marines, bearing the gene-seed
of their departed brothers, eventually managed to escape to carry
the news of the disaster to the Emperor. Their own ‘loyalist’ follow-
up waves, rather than attacking the rebels, fell upon their erstwhile
allies. Horus had, apparently, managed to corrupt four of the seven
Chapters sent against him.

With nine rebel Chapters and the bulk of the Adeptus Mechanicus
behind him, and three loyal Chapters destroyed, Horus assaulted
Earth. Throughout the Imperium rebel and loalist units were fighting

each other to a virtual standstill, although the tide of battle was turning,
ever so slowly, in the Emperor’s favour. Possessed as he was, the
‘Warmaster had lost none of his strategic bluntness: crush the heart,
and the Imperium could be remoulded in his own warped image.

The Imperial Fleet was bypassed, and its Luna bases destroyed. Within
30 standard days the Warmaster had reduced the system defences,
invested Earth, and thrown a ring of troops about the Imperial Palace.
The forces under Horus' command had ceased to be loyal Imperial
Marines. They had become the Traitor Legions.

The Adeptus Custodes, the Imperial Fist and Whitescar Chapters,
and loyalists of the Collegia Titanica were all that remained on Earth.
Even their suicidal bravery and the leadership of the Emperor were
not enough to prevent the battle turning into a siege. The rebel Traitor
Legions were aided by the machines of the Adeptus Mechanicus and,
outnumbered by these, even the bravest loyalists could do little. By
the 55th day the Traitor Legions and the rebel Adeptus Mechanicus
Legions had reached the walls of the Inner Palace.
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Although the Eye of Terror seethes with almost perpetual
warfare, not every mortal creature is necessarily harnessed to
battle. Chaos wants the best warriors after all! Only those who
are brave enough to fight their way to freedom from the slave
pits, prayer-gangs and black factories are good enough to fight
for Chaos. The remainder serve through work and worship.
Slaves are rewarded in the bitter way of Chaos; they leam to
love the lash, and become frenzied with pleasure as they
approach extremes of self-sacrifice, trying to outdo their
neighbours in their efforts to please their masters.

Just as industrial slaves labour to produce the weapons and
armour for battle, so vast prayer-gangs are put to work
worshipping their masters. On the Daemon World of
Bubonicus, for example, the equator is surrounded by a dancing
human chain which sings and dances the praise of Nurgle as it
circles the world. The dancers develop Nurgles Rot and
gradually mutate into Plaguebearers. The Plaguebearers join
their master and new mortals take their place so that the circle
is never broken. This theatrical conceit pleases Nurgle
tremendously, so that Bubonicus has commanded it should
never cease.

This is a typical example of the vast scale of worship which the
Chaos Powers enjoy. Other examples include planets where
millions of people chant the same mantra in a cry of perpetual
worship so that the whole world vibrates to their. voices. The
entire energies of another are spent building and tolling bells as
big as cities, whose thunderous peals rebound around the globe
while thousands of slaves labour to swing them. There is said to
be a world belonging to Nurgle where the entire population is
enslaved keeping the accounts of disease and pestilence,
recording every incidence of sickness in the entire galaxy.

THE FORCES OF CHAOS

The Eye of Terror is the focal point of Chaos in the galaxy. Its
countless worlds provide the bases from which armies and
raiders attack the rest of the galaxy. The Imperium lives in fear
that the forces of Chaos will unite into a huge army of conquest
and pour into human space, destroying and taking over human
planets. This has never happened because the various Chaos
worlds don’t form a united empire but comprise countless
independent realms ruled by rival Chaos Powers and Daemon
Princes. The different Daemon Princes and other daemonic
rulers regard their neighbours as rivals, even though they all
share a common master.

When rival forces of Chaos do decide to act in concert they
pose a potentially dangerous threat to the Imperium, the Squat
Homeworld, Orks, Eldar and all other intelligent lifeforms in
the galaxy. Fortunately, alliances between different daemon
rulers tend to be fragile arrangements which often fall apart
even before their target is reached. Once they have captured the
odd planet their natural tendencies to squabble over the spoils
almost invariably dissipates their forces and brings their reign
of terror to a close. This disunity is particularly noticeable
where the forces of several powers are involved in a common
enterprise.

Only when Chaos raiders are led by a single extremely powerful
leader are they really dangerous. Fortunately for the Imperium it
is rare that a leader of sufficient calibre emerges. Almost
invariably the impetus of each fresh attack is quickly spent, so
that human forces can take advantage of their enemy’s disunity
to make good their initial losses.

CHAOS RENEGADES

‘The most common threat to the Imperium comes from relatively
small groups of raiders, invaders and space pirates referred to as
Chaos Renegades.

A typical force of Chaos Renegades is based around a core of
one or more Champions of Chaos plus their attendant warbands.
Tn most cases all the Chaos Renegades in a force come from a
single world, and their troops comprise not only mortal
Champions and their followers, but also a number of other
followers of their Chaos Patron. Chaos Renegades are
accustomed to war and death on their homeworld and regard the
galaxy as little more than a giant battlefield. The logical
extension of their existence is to find new battles to fight, fresh
worlds to conquer, and new peoples to enslave on behalf of
their chaotic master.

The Chaos Renegades are often aided by other forces of Chaos.
Among these are the Chapters of Traitor Space Marines which
turned to Chaos during the Horus Heresy, and which still exist
in the Eye of Terror. These Traitor Marines roam the various
worlds over which their Patron Powers have dominion, joining
warbands, sometimes becoming Champions and even
progressing to become Daemon Princes. One of the most active
Chapters of Traitor Marines is the Iron Warriors Chapter. This
Chapter is dedicated to Chaos in its Undivided Majesty and is
based on the world of the Daemon Prince Perturabo. As they
owe allegiance to no Chaos Power in particular, they will often
join with Chaos Renegades regardless of the Chaos Power they
follow.

When Chaos Renegades land on their target worlds they may be
joined by allies from among the world’s own population, or by
other marauding forces such as Orks or pirates. These allies are
all too willing to join with Chaos Renegades and fight with
them in return for a share in the spoils of war.
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In the third year of the Horus Heresy the rebel Death Guard Chapter was
marooned in the warp while attempting a long-range jump to Earth.
Months passed while the fleet’s Navigators searched for a warp-tide that
would bring them back to the material universe. Meanwhile a mysterious
contagion began to spread from ship to ship. The stinking pestilence

bloated the gut, distended the flesh, and turned its victims rotten from the inside. Eventually
the Chapter’s Primarch Mortarion became infected and in his delirium he called upon the
Powers of Chaos to aid the Space Marines. Mortarion’s fevered ravings were answered by
Nurgle, and Mortarion became Nurgle’s Champion and eventually the Daemon Prince
Mortarion, Lord of the Plague Planet. The Plague Planet he rules over lies deep inside the Eye
of Terror. From this dark and slimy orb Mortarion launches fleets of Plague Ships into the
warp to carry their contagions through the galaxy. On board are Champions of Chaos and
their followers from the Plague Planet accompanied by warriors of the ancient Death Guard -

the heinous Plague Marines of Nurgle.

THE DEATH GUARD

The Death Guard Chapter was one of the original twenty Space
Marine Chapters founded by the Emperor. During the Horus
Heresy the Chapter joined the rebel Warmaster Horus and took
part in many battles against the Emperor’s forces. Their
commander, Mortarion, became an open worshipper of Nurgle
when the entire Chapter was trapped inside the warp and
ravaged by plague. Subsequently he led his Space Marines in a
merry dance of destruction over a score of planets. As disease
began to disfigure the Marines, their appearance changed into
the disgusting form they still bear today. Now the once tall and
erect Space Marines of the Death Guard are the Plague Marines
of Nurgle. Their flesh bubbles with corruption, their innards
spill through lesions in their putrid skin, and their bodies ooze
with sticky slime.

Following the death of Horus and the effective end of the
Heresy, Mortarion fled with the remnants of his Chapter into the
Eye of Terror where he received Nurgle's ultimate reward and
became the Daemon Prince Mortarion. He rules over a Plague
Planet where sickness and pestilence are the norm, where
miasmic clouds bring contagion and death and where the
diseased pray to Nurgle for relief from their constant agony.
Some of them are favoured and become Champions, and then
fight among themselves for mastery and the chance to become
Daemon Princes in their own right. The Plague Marines rarely
interfere in battles between rising Champions. In fact they are
not commonly seen by the world’s inhabitants except during the
time when new Champions are selected to fight with the Chaos
Renegades. Most of their time is spent attending on Mortarion
or carrying out his wishes, spreading new diseases and
travelling to other worlds to carry Nurgle’s plagues to new
victims.

THE PLAGUE FLEETS

Not even the ministrations of advanced technology can entirely
eradicate the dangers of disease on long space voyages. A ship
travelling between far flung plancts always risks contamination
by alien viruses or mutated bacteria. Such perils can quickly

infect and slay the crew, or incapacitate the ship’s Navigator
stranding the ship in the warp. The empty husks of Plague Ships
drift through the warp, sometimes for thousands of years, until
they are drawn to that bosom of pestilence which is the Plague
Planet of Mortarion. Here they are gathered into Plague Fleets
and filled with the diseased followers of Mortarion before they
being cast back into the warp to spread their pestilence
throughout the galaxy.

The Plague Fleets carry followers of Nurgle to inhabited plancts
where their destructive raids are inevitably followed by an
outbreak of a no less destructive contagion. Once the Plague
Ships are abandoned or their crews finally destroyed, the hulks
float back into the warp where the currents carry them back to
the Plague Planet.

THE CLOUD OF FLIES

During the Plague Ships® journey through the warp the insides
of the craft erupt with large furry black flies. They burst from
every surface, covering the interior of the ship, filling whole
rooms with their decaying carcasses. When the ship reaches a
new world the Champions and their followers prepare to
disembark by landing craft, teleport, or by landing the ship
itself. As soon as the ship’s hatches are opened a thick black
cloud of insects is released, each a tiny bearer of disease ready
to spread the foulness of Nurgle over a virgin planet. Even
when the Marines disembark by teleporter enough flies are
transported to form a dense cloud of choking darkness.

The fly cloud can take part in the battle itself. At the end of his
turn, the Nurgle player can direct the flycloud against any one
enemy unit. The fly-cloud can only affect 1 unit at a time, and
its effects last for just 1 tumn. The unit rolls a D6 and adds its
strength (strength of the majority if this differs within the unit).
If the score is 6 or more the unit may move normally, otherwise
the unit is so inundated with flies that it cannot move in its turn.
In addition, the unit cannot shoot that turn, and any hand-to-
hand combat blows are at -1 to hit. These penalties are
additional to any penalties imposed by a cloud of flies from a
Plaguebearer, a Palanquin, a Champion, or any other source.
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PLAGUEBEARERS

Lesser Daemons of Nurgle (Aghkam’ ghran’ ngi)

Plaguebearers Tainted Ones
Maggotkin Rotbearers
Nurgle’s Tallymen

Nurgle’s gift to the world is Nurgles Rot, a progressive discase
combining the worse qualities of all the plagues that infest the
living. It is a curse that is all the more horrible because it does
not end with death, for it is a contagion of daemonic and not
mortal kind, and it infests the soul as it does the body. When a
mortal dies from Nurgles Rot his soul is forfeit to Nurgle, and
from that soul-stuff Nurgle fashions his Lesser Daemons the
Plaguebearers. It is specifically to avoid this fate that many
sufferers of Nurgle’s Rot undertake death quests, hoping for a
clean and mortal end by this means.

The Plaguebearer carries the marks of Nurgles Rot throughout
eternity. Its skin is tinged with green or the colour of mud,
running sores cover its whole body, pus and blood run
continuously from its single eye, unmentionable filth cakes its
clawed hands and feet. It is the Plaguebearer’s everlasting role
to organise and herd the daemonic forces of Nurgle, to keep
stock of the diseases, to allocate appropriate fates to each new
victim, and to try and keep order among what is a naturally
chaotic horde. Just as the living attempt in vain to impose order
and meaning upon their lives, so the Plaguebearers’ task is an
impossible one. This is characterised most obviously by the
constant counting as they try to calculate the ever-changing
needs and aims of their master. The Plaguebearer’s voice is a
deep, bass monotone. The multitude of Plaguebearers all
counting at once produces a sound so sonorious and penetrating
that untethered objects will vibrate in an unholy harmony. The
counting of the Plaguebearers achieves very little because it is
impossible to count anything amidst such chaos, though this in
no way discourages them in their efforts. They are the daemonic
embodiment of the need of the living to impose meaning upon a
meaningless and uncaring world.

Special Psychological Traits: The Plaguebearer has -
standard psychology for a Lesser Daemon.

Magic: A unit of Plaguebearers has 1 randomly
determined level 1 spell for every Daemon in the unit. A
normal unit of 7 will therefore have 7 spells (see Magic
of Nurgle).

Magic Items: A Plaguebearer may carry a randomly
generated Chaos Weapon instead of its Plaguesword (see
below). B

Special Rules: A Plaguebearer has 1 gore attack and 1
weapon attack with its Plaguesword. The Plaguebearer
also receives an additional gore attack from its horn in =
the turn in which it charges into close combat. All horn
attacks are resolved with a +1 to hit bonus. {

Any living creature engaged in hand-to-hand combat
against a Plaguebearer risks catching the dreaded disease
Nurgles Rot (see Nurgles Rot). i

Any living creature suffering a wound from a |
Plaguesword contracts plague on the D6 roll of a4, 5 or .
6. Determine the type of plague from the Gifts of Nurgle ¢
Table. 5

Plaguebearers are surrounded by a cloud of flies which |
buzz around them and their combat opponent. They do
not affect the Plaguebearer, but they distract his foe by /A
buzzing into his mouth, nostrils and eyes. A !
Plaguebearer’s close combat opponent therefore suffers a |
-1 to hit modifier on all his attacks.

The Plaguebearer’s toughened necrotic skin and mass of
body-slime gives him a D6 saving throw of 6 against |
damage. WFRP - the Plagucbearer has 1 armour pointon
all hit locations. /

Chaos Attributes: A Plaguebearer may be given up to 7 .
Chaos Attributes. The daemon does not have to have the |
full 7, or even any, attributes - the player decides the
number and rolls each attribute randomly. A unit of
Plaguebearers may all have the same number and type of
attribute - or each Plaguebearer may be given attributes f’
individually.

WEFRP only - The body-slime of a Plagucbearer is a
deadly poison combining the effects of Manbane,
Elfbane, Blackroot and Beastbane. Any opponent
damaged by a Plaguebearer gore or Plaguesword attack
will suffer from infected wounds. .
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DAEMON ENGINES OF TZEENTCH

Fire Lord heavy assault bombers are a soul destroying sight as
they rumble through the skies towards their targets. The jewel
encrusted hulls of these mighty dacmon engines are studded
with swivelling lascannon. From their majestic wings two
more flame-cannon jut forward like the pinions of some flying
monster of legend, while beneath their span a deadly cargo of
firestorm bombs cluster, ready to rain down a maelstrom of
death on their helpless foes below.

A Fire Lord must make a minimum move each turn so it can
never be given first fire orders. When a Fire Lord moves it
must move at least 20cm during the movement phase and its
entire move must be made in a straight line. The Fire Lord can
turn by any amount at the beginning of its move but not at the
end. A Fire Lord ignores the terrain it passes over as it moves,
so difficult and impassable terrain aren’t a barrier to it.

At the end of its movement you can leave a Fire Lord on its
flying stand to represent it staying at low level in order to take
advantage of cover such as buildings, woods and hills.
Alternatively you can place it on top of a cup or similar object
to show that it is climbing high up in the When a Fire Lord
is at high level, any unit shooting at it must add 25¢m to the
actual range between the two models. This represents the fact
that the Fire Lord’s height and the effects of gravity make it
even harder to hit. Any shooting by the Fire Lord is
unmodified because it has height working for it rather than
against it. As long as a Fire Lord is at high level, everything on
the table can see a Fire Lord and the Fire Lord can see
anything on the ground. If you choose to keep a Fire Lord at
low level, it can sec whatever you can see from the model’s
eye view just like anything else in Space Marine.

Like the cannon on the Doom Wing, the twin flame-cannon on
the Fire Lord are fixed so that they only fire forward. The

FIRE LORD

firebol is represented by the flame template. To fire the flame-
cannon, place the template so that the pointed end is touching
one of the Fire Lord’s flame-cannon and the rest of the
template projects straight ahead of it. Anything under the
template is within the area struck by the bolt and will be hit on
aroll of 4,5 or 6 on a D6. Repeat this process with the other
cannon before resolving hits. Models hit suffer a -1 saving
throw modifier. Buildings can also be destroyed by the flame-
cannon. Any buildings which are hit and fail their saving
throw collapse into flaming rubble. The flame-cannon can
only hit things at the same level so if it is at high level it can
only hit other things at high level. and if it is at low level it can
only hit things at low level. The lascannon on the Fire Lord
are mounted so that they can fire all round and can fire down at
ground targets even from high level.

ire Lord can drop clusters of firestorm bombs as it moves.
an drop three barrage templates of bombs directly beneath
itself as it moves. These must be in a straight line with each
template touching at least one other. If the Fire Lord ends its
move at high level, scatter the bomb templates D6 cm in a
random direction. The templates are then left in place until the
close combat phase and their effects are calculated then. This
is S0 units on first fire orders have a chance to fire at the Fire
Lord as it passes over them. If the Fire Lord is destroyed, take
off all three bomb templates — the Fire Lord was shot down as
it tried to make its attack run. If the Fire Lord survives,
calculate the damage from the bombs. Each model touched by
a bomb template suffers a hit on a roll of 3 or more on a D6.
Models hit suffer a -3 saving throw modifier.

A Fire Lord can never be pinned in close combat by another
unit because it’s too big and fast. The Fire Lord can attack
enemies such as the Overlord armoured airship at high level in
close combat.

Troop Type Move | Saving | CAF | Weapons | Range | Attack |Rollto | Target's | Notes
Throw Dice | Hit we Mod.
silver Tower 20.60cm | 2+ +3 Lascannon | 50em 1 5+ 1 See special rules
All round Flame-cannon Template i+ 1
Firestorm Bombs Template 3+ 3
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BEASTS

Creatures of Nurgle (Gu’ nagh’ ghyran)

The Beasts Slime Hounds
Nurgle’s Lapdogs

The Beast of Nurgle looks like some horrendous mish-mash of
creatures. It has the soft and sticky body of a pale brown slug,
webbed feet that flap uselessly, a face of writhing green
tentacles, and a whiptail growth that bursts from its back and
which wags constantly from side to side. The Beast is no less
deadly than it is ugly, for its touch causes paralysis and its slimy
secretions rot everything they cover. The very proximity of a
Beast is sufficient to kill small animals and plants, and even
larger creatures may age and decay perceptibly in its presence.
The Beast is the very embodiment of decay.

Despite its fearsome appearance and deadly attributes, the Beast
is a friendly and affectionate creature behaving in all respects
like an over-friendly and easily excited puppy. It craves
attention, greeting newcomers by slobbering all over them with
its slimy tentacles. Once they get thoroughly worked up they
can rarely if ever contain themselves and leave little puddles of
acrid slime behind them. All this attention is not a problem to
other creatures of Nurgle, but tends to kill mortals fairly rapidly.
Once the Beast’s new friend stops moving, its interest quickly
shifts to another target, and in this way the creature excitedly
and lovingly kills and destroys just about everything it touches.
As the Beast has only the most rudimentary sense of
intelligence it never anticipates the result of its friendly
behaviour, and registers only a slight sense of disappointment as
each new playmate goes all still and boring.

In battle the Beasts run backwards and forwards in their
eagerness to meet new friends, constantly rolling over and
inviting the Plaguebearers to scratch their backs and pop their
pustules. The Plaguebearers try to maintain order, ‘encouraging
the Beasts to move in certain directions or to attack or hold back
as appropriate. As the administrators and leaders of the Nurgle
horde, the Plaguebearers are seen by the Beasts as their masters
and special friends. Beasts are intensely loyal creatures and
always eager to please, so they usually attach themselves
unshakeably to one particular Plaguebearer.

s 9
Special Psychological Traits: Beasts fear troops bearing
fire and attacks by flaming missiles. They are otherwise
completely immune to psychology.

Special Rules: The Beast attacks models directly to its
front with D6 sucker strikes. Suckers secrete a paralysing
mucus which seeps through armour, so an opponent’s
armour saving throw is ignored. If a model is hit by one
or more sucker attacks during combat a D6 is rolled for ..
each hit, if the total score is greater than the; target’s
Toughness the model is paralysed. Paralysed victims are
immediately grasped by the Beast’s single tentacle.
Paralysed victims are carried in this manner so that they
can be eaten once the fighting is over or playfully
presented as an offering to a Plaguebearer. If a Beast is {
slain it will release its victims, but they remain paralysed
for several hours. WFB and WH40K players should
remove paralysed models as casualties during the game.

As the Beast moves along the ground it leaves a slimy
trail like a slug or snail. This slime trail is represented by
) six 1” diameter circular counters. As the creature moves,
counters are placed behind it to indicate its path.
Counters are removed from the end of the slime trail as
they are needed, so the trail always indicates the path
taken by the creature during its previous 6” of movement.
Contact with this slime whilst it is fresh causes Nurgles
Rot. Any model which touches the counter trail is
adjudged to have stepped in or touched the slime while it
is still dangerous (see Nurgles Rot for details of the test
to be taken). 9

Any creature engaged in hand-to-hand combat with a ]
Beast also risks catching Nurgles Rot (see Nurgles Rot). |

Chaos Attributes: A Beast may be given up to 7 Chaos
Attributes. It may be given fewer than 7, or even no
attributes at all. The player decides the number and rolls
each attribute randomly. A unit of Beasts may all have
the same number and type of attribute.
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objects apart. The Sonic Blaster can be used in such a way
that its harmonic frequencies interfere directly with the
nervous systems of living creatures, causing them to lose
control of their bodies as their muscles go into violent
spasm. The destructive effect of the Sonic Blaster depends
upon the skill of the Noise Marine using it, as the weapon
is played as an instrument, rather than simply fired. In the
hands of a Master a single discordant blast at high volume
causes massive sensory overload and a violent death as the
target explodes into a thousand fragments.

A squad of Noise Marine consists of 6 individuals each
armed with a Sonic Blaster. The squad leader is especially
powerful and is known as a Master. Squads of Noise
Marines may be incorporated into any Chaos force for
‘Warhammer 40,000, not just Slaanesh armies. A Noise
Marine Master may be incorporated into any Chaos army
as an individual Champion. Masters may also be used as
the basis of a Chaos Champion and Renegade warband
created using the Realm of Chaos system described in
Slaves to Darkness.

We're so loud you wanna die
Go forth and amplify
Here come the Noise Marines

Lyrics by D-Rak, from the album ‘Oblivion"
©1991 Warhammer Records Lid

[

MWSBSS TW I A Ld Int CIWP
NoiseMarine 4 4 4 4 4 1 4 1 10 10 10 10
Master 4 4 4 6 4 444 10101010
MAXIMUM IN ARMY ~ UNLIMITED
POINTS COST 200 PER SQUAD OF 6
INCLUDING 1 MASTER
100 FOR MASTER ON HIS
OWN
EQUIPMENT POWER ARMOUR - Saves on
2 D6 roll of 4+
SONIC BLASTER - See
special rules
CHAOS ATTRIBUTES

Up to D6-3. All the Noise Marines in the unit can be given
up to the number of attributes rolled - they can always be
given less if you prefer. All Marines in the unit can be
given the same attributes, or you can roll individually for
their number and type.

SPECIAL RULES

Noise Marines emit a constant psychic cacophany of
babbling, screaming, braying and other disorienting noises
which confuse any psykers within 24" If a living psyker
within this distance attempts to use his powers he is

NOISE MARINES

overwhelmed by the noise and turned into a mindless
gibbering hulk on the D6 roll of a 5 or 6. On the roll of a 4
he is unable to use his powers that tum but is unharmed.
Only on aroll of 1, 2 or 3 can he overcome the seductive
psychic harmonies and use his powers as normal. Daemons
are not affected by this and quite enjoy the noise,
particularly Greater Daemons of Nurgle, who are inclined
10 hum along in a cheerful manner.

A Sonic Blaster has a range of 24" and has the same
strength value as the Noise Marine using it - this is 4 for
Noise Marines and 6 for Masters. All armour saving rolls
are reduced by -2 if struck by a Sonic Blaster.

In the hands of a Master (but not a Noise Marine) the Sonic
Blaster has following fire, but he may forgo to use this and
instead shoot a single power blast with a strength of 6+D6
(up to a maximum value of 10) causing D6 wounds and
penetrating armour automatically.

Once the Master has slain an enemy or destroyed a vehicle
using a power blast he must test to see if he is struck by
feedback, overloading his heightened senses and sending
him into rapturous unconsciousness. Roll a D6, and on the
roll of a 6 the Master is knocked to the ground, ears
bleeding, eyes bulging, and his mouth contorted into a
fixed blood stained grin. He remains unable to do anything
until the player rolls a further 6 at the start of a subsequent
turn when he recovers sufficiently to continue fighting as
normal. While unconscious the Master may be carried by
another model at half movement rate. The burdened model
‘may not shoot or fight while carrying the Master.
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DAEMON ENGINES OF TZEENTCH
By Andy Chambers

The daemon engines of Tzeentch are awesome instruments of destruction. An
unholy fusion of hell-wrought metal and daemonic power, they cast their
terrifying shadows across the battlefields of the 41st millennium. In a
nightmare of death they destroy untold thousands for the greater glory of
their master, Tzeentch the Lord of Change.

Tzeentch is the dark Chaos god of Change. His twisted
motives are often unfathomable and his weapons are many but
warfare is a powerful instrument of change and the followers
of Tzeentch are often at its forefront.

Sorcery also falls within the auspices of Tzeentch and many of
the most potent psykers and mystics sacrifice to him. Welded
together from the soul-stuff of daemons, the war engines of
Tzeentch are arcane creations which fly above the battlefield

on the unseen tides of the warp. Power draws power and the
very presence of the daemon engines of Tzeentch strengthens
the grip of Chaos on the material universe. To represent this
extra flow of warp energy, a Chaos player who has daemon
engines of Tzeentch in his force is allowed to draw additional
Chaos cards at the beginning of the battle. For each minion
card which consists of daemon engines of Tzeentch in the
Chaos player’s force, deal one extra Chaos card.

— THE SILVER TOWERS OF TZEENTCH

The Silver Towers of Tzeentch form an outlandish sight on
the battlefield. They appear as clusters of intricately carved
and fluted towers resting upon a circular island and topped
with slender minarets of gold or bronze. Each tower is a subtly
different creation of disturbing beauty, with the snouts of
weird, magically-powered weapons studding their walls. The
most disturbing aspect of the Silver Towers is that they are not
land-locked but drift through the skies above the battlefield.
Each tower contains dozens of Tzeentchian Thrall-wizards
who focus their powers to rain magical destruction on

“}’IQ&@HY

Tzeentch’s foes. Most potent of all are the wardings woven
about the towers, so that as they advance, a wall of magical
energy springs into being between each tower and its
neighbour.

Silver Towers are not given orders like other models. Because
of their unique form of propulsion Silver Towers can move up
to 20cm in any direction. Whilst moving, a Silver Tower
counts as a skimmer so it ignores the terrain it passes over.
This means difficult and impassable terrain aren’t a barrier to
its movement.

As long as Silver Towers of the same detachment are within
10cm of each other, a magical warding exists between them.
The warding is like a wall which runs between the models and
allows them to move further apart than the normal 6cm unit
formation distance. Place the special warding template
between the two models to show where the warding is. Any
shooting by the enemy which passes through the warding
template suffers a -1 modifier on its to hit rolls. This
modifier even applies to indirect firing and other high
trajectory attacks. However, the modifier does not apply to
shots at the towers themselves
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that ilm:d within him and

tencd fo consume his flesh unless

fleascd. His battle-brothers fclt the power

building within him and, understanding the

. finality of such powerful psychic cncrgy.
 “began doing likewisc

Angron roared, clearly sensing the build-
up of their power, but cither did not care
or. in his arrogance, believed himself too
powerful to be harmed by it. He charged
towards Aurellian, bellowing in fury.
Avrellian felt the power of his fellow
warriors pulse through him and released it
in a fiery corona of psychic cnergy. He
screamed as the colossal forces wracked
his shattered body. fecling the life
energics of three of his battle brothers
fade as the power consumed them. The
Bloodthirsters screcched in rage as the
power of the Grey Knights' faith. hit
them like a tidal wave, two bursting apart
in an explosion of black ichor.

Angron roared in pain and Avrellian
watched s the furnace glow of his body
diminished. The Dacmon Primarch
dropped 1o his kaces, thick blood
drooling from his slick features. The
Grey Kaight next to Aurellian fell, his
body little more thin a shrivelled sack of
bones within his armour. As Aurellian
watched, Angron's form grew less solid.
less real, as though his hold on the
matcrial realm was slipping. Even s he
formed the thought, the Dacmon
Primarch’s flcsh began rc-kaitting as his
iron will held his form solid. Aurcllizn
Knew he would never get a better chance
thn this and lurched forward. gripping
his force halberd by its splintered haft
like 2 sword. Angron lifted his bestial
face in time 1o scc Aurcllian Lift up his
sword and drive it decp within his chest
Fat red sparks flew as the blade plunged
into the Dacmon Primarch’s body. and his
rour of pain split the carth apart all
around him. Aurcllian drew upon the
depths of his courage and unlcsshed his
st reserves of streagth and faith through
the force weapon in a blazing spear of
purity.

He rejoiced as he fet Angron's substance
dissolving and knew that he had defeated
the monster, He pushed the blade decper
and grunted in sudden pain 35 Angron’s
sword plunged into his belly and tore
upwards, ripping through his heart and
fungs. He coughed blood, spattering the
dicmon’s buraing features and fecling his
own killing power ravaging him through

Angron's blade. The Daemon Primarch
snccred mockingly.

“If we are to dic. we will die together,
Aurellian. 1 will be reborn in the Warp.
but your spirit-flesh will be devoured by
dzemons for all eternity, and you will
know an immortality of agony..”

So be il shouted Aurllian, and fulfilled
his duty.

Logsn Grimnar watched the ten Grey
Kaights kneel in prayer around the fallen
body of their captain and bowed his head
in respect. The battlefield was cerily quict
the dicmons having vanished like morning
mist upon the destruction of Angron’s
physical form and the traitors, cultists and
motants falling back in disarray. A shaft
of golden sunlight broke through the
oppressive cloud layer and Grimuar felt 2
sudden surge of optimism s he watched
his Space Wolves mount up in their
Rhinos to begin the pursuit and
destruction of the cacmy. Mud-and-blood-
caked Guardsmen began clambering dazedly
from their trenches. their faces lined with
cxhaustion and fear. A soldicr, drenched in
blood and black ichor from head to foot.
staggered from the trench and dropped.
weeping. 1o his haunches

“They won.” he sobbed in relicf, “I can't
believe they did it..”

Grimnar looked down at the man, sccing
his sergeant’s stripes through the blood on
his upper arm. The pame Kohler was
stitched above it.

“Aye” he said slowly. “They destroyed the
Besst. But at wht cost?”

The sergeant looked up. uncomprehending
35 the Chapter Master of the Space

Wolves continued.

“A noble warrior of the Emperor fell this
day. Sergeant Kohler, and you will never
sce a greater display of heroism.” siid
Grimpar. “Remember what you have scen
here today.”

“I will” nodded Kohler, but Logan Grimnar
had already turned and marched away.

The Imperium Victorius

With their leader dead, the Chaos.
hordes fell into disorder. The remnants
of the force repulsed at the River
Chaeron retreated completely as they.
were counter-attacked by the Space
Wolves. Pursued across the Ash Wastes
by the combined forces of the Space
Marines and the mechanised Imperial
Guard Steel Legions, thousands of
cultists, mutants and traitors were
slaughtered without mercy. Bereft of
their daemonic allies, those invaders
who did not fall as they crossed the
polluted wastes were overtaken at
Minos Bridge. No quarter was offered
and their bodies were cast into the river
Minos and their corpses set alight,
turning it into a funeral pyre visible for
hundreds of miles in all directions. The
remains of the invaders drifted west, to
fall within the putrid depths of the
Plague Marshes, which remains a
region of palpable evil and corruption to
this day.

The Imperium had prevailed, though
virtually all of Armageddon Prime's
industrial infrastructure had been
destroyed and the death toll was
beyond measure. Though Angron's
forces were vanquished, his monolith
still stood, a beacon of inviolable evil in
the heart of the equatorial jungle and
its malign influence is as strong today
as ever it was.
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50-57 HIDE OF NURGLE

=39 The Champion’s skin becomes green,
necrous and leathery. Numerous sores

open all over his body. Tears or wounds
remain raw and tattered and do not heal.
A buzzing cloud of flies gathers around
the Champion. In hand-to-hand combat
all opponents suffer a -1 to hit penalty
due to the flies buzzing into their eyes,
ears, mouths and nostrils.

58-63 CROSSBREED WITH BEAST

The Champion mutates into a hybrid
creature so that he is half Beast of
Nurgle. His head gains sticky tentacles
while his lower body becomes slug-like.
All of his characteristics change to the
average value of his own and the Beast’s
profile, rounding fractions down to the
nearest whole number.

The hybridized Champion retains all of his previous rewards. In
addition he gains the sucker attacks described under Face of a
Beast and he leaves a sticky trail behind him as described under
Trail of Slime.

64-71 NURGLING INFESTATION

‘The Champion becomes the host of a
group of small Nurglings. They live in
the recesses of his armour and clothes,
d snuggling into his armpits and nestling
in his hair. In hand-to-hand combat the
Nurglings leap from the Champion’s
head and shoulders and clamber about
his feet, biting and clawing at his enemy.
This counts as an extra strength 3 attack
made by the Champion. The Nurglings cannot be attacked
themselives, and any who are trampled or squashed in the
combat are soon replaced. This gift may be acquired by the
Champion more than once, and each subsequent infestation
confers another attack. Alternatively, a second or subsequent
gift can be passed on to a follower.

72-78 FAMILIAR

The Champion is gifted with a single corpulent Nurgling as his
familiar. Roll to determine the familiar’s type using a D100.

D100 Familiar
01-12 Combat

1334 Magic Focus
35-56 Magic Power
5718 Magic Spell
79-00 Magic Storage

Rules for familiars are given in the Slaves to Darkness volume
of Realm of Chaos. A Champion may be gifted with several
familiars.

79-84 TRAIL OF SLIME

The Champion leaves a trail of slime
wherever he goes. The slime drips off
his body or bubbles incontinently from
him. Any model directly behind and
within 4” of the Champion is adjudged
to have stepped in the trail of slime and
risks catching Nurgles Rot (see Nurgles
Rot).

85-93 RUNE OF NURGLE

The fly rune of Nurgle appears on the Champion’s forehead or
some other prominent part of his body. The rune bursts forth
like an inflammation and develops into a fly-shaped mass of
boils or sores.

94-97 DAEMONIC NAME

Nurgle honours his Champion by granting him a dacmonic True
Name. Daemonic names and the generation tables for creating
them are described in Slaves to Darkness. Second and
subsequent rewards make the name longer and more
impressive, reflecting the Champion’s growing status in the
eyes of Nurgle.

98-00 CHAOS ATTRIBUTE

Nurgle perversely awards his Champion with a random Chaos
Attribute. Although arrived at as a Gift of Nurgle, this reward is
a Chaos Attribute and counts as such when determining a
Champions fate under the Eye of God.
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Wherein is conducted an Examination of the most
lamentable Extent of Chaos to be found in the
Imperium of Man; a further Discussion of the

Dacmons, Mortals and sundry Creatures who worship,
serve, follow and venerate the dark Powers of Chaos;
and further to these Dissertations, a Description of

those Few who oppose the Intentions, Plans and Works
of Darkness.

“Khorne’s faithful servant screamed the news of his victory to his master. Johann,
once a man, was born anew in Daemon flesh.

“Vulnerable mortality, which had been his rightful inheritance, was cast aside. He
was a servant of Khorne in all ways and truly an immortal creature of Chaos. He
was filled with a Daemon’s cunning and thirst for blood, a craving that has no mortal
equal.

“Johann had ascended the pinnacle of darkness, and all his wildest dreams were within
his grasp. Deathless, an eternity of blood and death stretched before him...

“And eternity had, in ifs turn, cast aside Lothar von Gottlieb, also once a man. Pains
and pleasures of which he had never dreamed were now his for the taking, The pleasure
of warm flesh, torn from its owner, and the pain of howling, filled with loss, at an
indifferent sky.

“Lothar and Johann von Gottlieb. Regard them, in their fates. They craved power,
glory, success and all that accompanies such - much as o other men. They were

ambitious, and in this they matched their father. The way that they satisfied those
ambitions is open for any who dare take it. You, perhaps...”

The old man looked at his audience. The young woman at the back shuffled her feet
and stared at the floor.

“So my tale is complete.”

The old man swilled the last of his wine round his glass. It was a deep, dark red in
the light from the fire.

“And how, you may ask, do I know so much of Lothar and Johann von Gottieb? Think
of this: Lothar, the decadent and depraved fool, runs with the Spawn. And 12 1 tell
tales to the unwary...”
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The Banelord Chaos Titan has six void
shields and capacity to mount four
weapons.

Record shicld loss using the Titan's shicld

wheel

SPECIAL RULES

The Banelord must always be given -
Advance or Charge orders. i

The Banelord has a saving throw of 3 or
more on a D6 against psychic attacks.

player is winning, all
Banelords receive +1 on their saving and to
hit rolls and roll an extra D6 in Close
Combat

Havoc Missiles 75cm 8 Barrage Points -1

Hellstrike Cannon 50cm 6 Barrage Points = Tgnore To Hit modifiers for cover.
Doomfist 25cm 2 4+ -3 Add D6 to Close Combat score.
Khorne Titan Tail 50cm | 1 5+ 2 Add +2 to Close Assault Factor

HIT LOCATION TEMPLATES

SIDE

WEAPON
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EWARDS OF THE GODS

The Powers of Chaos give their own Champions special rewards to mark them
as followers and servants. These are given in place of Chaos rewards, which almost
any Champion of Chaos could receive. The rewards on these tables can be received
when a Champion rejects the general Chaos reward he is offered.

The two tables given below for Khorne and Slaanesh can be used to randomly

determme these special rewards. The tables can also be used as guides when creating new Chaos

gods and their special rewards.

The Rewards of Khorne/Slaanesh Tables cannot be used to determine
a reward twice in succession. It is possible that a Champion could
refuse one Chaos reward (and take a reward from one of these tables)
and, as his next reward, receive a Gift of the Gods (81-85) on the
Chaos Rewards Table (p45). In this case the reward is determined
by re-rolling on the Chaos Rewards Table.

Unlike rewards from the Chaos Rewards Table, rewards that are
determined using the Rewards of Khorne/Slannesh Tables cannot be
refused by a Champion of Chaos. To refuse a personal gift would
be a heinous, unforgivable insult to the Champion’s dark and
forbidding Chaos Power. Such an insult would be repaid with a terrible
retribution too awful to contemplate.

REWARDS OF KHORNE

All Champions of Khorne must use the following table to determine the reward given by their blood-stained and angry Chaos god.

D100  Result

01-03 FACE OF KHORNE
‘The Champion's face changes to a perfect twin of Khorne’s
own face. This face gives the Champion the ability to
cause fear 6” +l/terror in all living creatures.

Once a Champion has the Face of Khorne it marks him
for the rest of his life. Further face-changing rewards
generated on this table are applied to the followers of
the Champion.

FACE OF A BLOODTHIRSTER

The Champion’s face alters to that of a Bloodthirster, the
Greater Daemon of Khorne. The Champion causes fear
in liying creatures as a result.

07-10 FACE OF A BLOODLETTER

The Champion’s face is replaced by that of a Bloodletter
of Khorne. The Champion gains a poisonous bite, and
can spit poison up to 5”/10 yards. The Champion gains
one Artack.

If a subsequent gift or attribute changes the Champion’s
face he retains his poisonous attack.

1115  FACE OF A FLESHHOUND
The Champion gains the face and wattle of a Hound, and
also gains a poisonous bite attack (A +1).

1620 FACE OF A JUGGERNAUT

The Champion’s face changes into a miniature replica
of a Juggernaut's face, with flesh of living metal. The
Champion may make a gore attack, which does normal
damage. He also gains one extra Atrack.

SKIN OF KHORNE
‘The Champion’s eyes become milky white and lose their
pupils. His skin also changes colour as follows:

D6 Skin becomes
13 Red

4-5 Black

6 Brass

Champions with brass skin increase their Toughness by
one. This increase in T can occur only once, and is lost
if the Champion’s skin changes colour again.

Subsequent skin changes take effect as soon as they
are generated.

COLLAR OF KHORNE

. The Champion is granted a Collar of Khorne as a mark
of the Power’s favour (see The Magic of Chaos pl00).
Subsequent gifts of Collars may be taken as by the
Champion as Bloodstones (see The Magic of Chaos pl01),
or can be handed on to the Champion’s followers
as Collars.
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EMPEROR'S CHILDREN ARMY LIST

Al the First Founding Chapters were created (o take part in-Imperial
Crusades. It was, however, nearly sixty years before the Emperor’s Children
saw action. An accident during gene-sceding almost destroed the Chapter
as it was born. Once the Chapter had been re-established with rescued gene-
seed it proved to be a loyal and efficient unit, distinguishing itself in
several campaigns.

The Emperor's Children were one of the units assigned to pacify Horus
and his rebel Chapters, and were the first unit to defect to the Warmaster.
During a parley, the Chapter Master and his highest officers were corrupted
by the decadent pastimes that Horus and his Chaos-worshippers offered.
Drugged, pleasured beyond endurance, and finally broken, they agreed to
keep the Chapter neutral.

Neautrality was all that Horus needed. The rot quickly spread to the whole
Chapter, and the Emperor’s Children willingly embraced Chaos in all its
indolent depravity. The Imperial Cult of the Chapter was quickly supplanted
by the more gratifying worship of Slaanesh.

As one of the Traitor Legions, the Emperor's Children invaded Earth, but
took little partin the fighting around the Imperial Palace. Simple pleasures
had given way to complex debaucheries. While their allies fought and died
the Emperor's Children slaughtered more than a million people and rendered
them down to create endless varieties of drugs and stimulants. Countless
thousands more died to give the Legionnaires more direct, if
cruder, enjoyment.

‘When the assault failed the Emperor's Children fled into the Eye of Terror
with the rest of the Traitor Legions. They were the first to begin raiding
Imperial worlds for captives and plunder. Their excesses soon knew no
bounds and simple raiding could not supply enough raw Human material
for their orgies of worship. At this point the Emperor’s Children turned
on the slaves and servants of the other Traitor Legions, an action which
began a series of wars within the Eye of Terror.

The struggles of the Emperor's Children continued until the destruction
of the cloned Horus by the Black legion (see p268). At that point all the
Traitor Legions resumed raids on the Imperium. The Emperor’s Children
have again proven spectacularly successful at this pursuit, and the worship
of Slaanesh within the Eye of Terror has never been pursued with such fervour.

The Emperor’s Children have retained some of their former organization
as Marines, but have altered it to suit their new loyalties. While corrupt
beyond Human comprehension, the Legionnaires of the Emperor’s Children
arc a savage fighting force. Like many of Slaanesh’s followers, they seek
and find a perverse enjoyment in battle. The danger of combat is a
rediscovered thrill and aphrodisiac, allowing them to reach new extremes
of debauchery.

Psykers are particularly highly regarded by the Emperor’s Children, both
as enemies and within their own ranks. The broadcast terror of an enemy
psyker can be enjoyed in its own right as a new sensation, while a Legionnaire-
psyker can kill his enemies with pleasure or pure sensation - the greatest
act of worship for a servant of Slaanesh. Close combat, where the enemy
canbe touched and directly destroyed, is also much fvoured by the Emperor’s
Children. Few of them enter battle without some form of close
combat weapon.

Many Legionnaires aspire to die of pleasure while hosting a Daemon, and
asa result the Legion has many Possessees and Summoned Dacmons within
its ranks and as allies. The Emperor’s Children take a delight in the changes
that Chaos and the daemonic has wrought in them, seeing these mutations
as means o new pleasures or marks of Slaanesh's approval.

Only in one matter has Marine tradition been completely maintained. The
Chapter name has been retained unchanged throughout the Legion's exile.
Successive Legion Commanders have taken pleasure (unsurprisingly) in
reaffirming the Legion's title. It has become a direct and grievous insult
o the grandeur of the ‘false’ Emperor and his staid Imperium.

‘The Legion's original Chapter colours of gold and purple were abandoned
long ago, as was the Imperial double-headed eagle which was, at one time,
forbidden to all other Marine Chapters. With the Horus Heresy and the
defection of the Chapter, the right to use the double-headed eagle motif
was passed (o other, loyal, Chapters of the Adeptus Astartes.

A few of the original Traitor Marines have retained their original Chapter
colours, although the Imperial badge has been replaced by Slaanesh’s male-
female rune. For the most part the Emperor's Children use Slaanesh's pastel
shades on their armour, reserving particular colours for different companies
within the Legion. Officers and sergeants are, however, still marked out
by gold or silver helmets and rank badges.

The original Marine armour designs have long been corrupted in the
Emperor's Children. Over the years the mutations wrought by Chaos have
been echoed in the shapes of the Legionnaire’s arms and armout. A sensuous
delight has been taken in making each Legionnaire’s appearance grosteque
and different from his comrades. Each suit of armour, every bolter or
chainsword, is worked into fantastic patterns and coloured in praise of
Slaanesh. Each Legionnaire alters and changes his armour slightly, adding
0its quality and ‘beautifying it. For the most favoured, the weaponsmiths
of the Legion sometimes carve scenes of debauchery into shoulder and
breast plates.

EMPEROR’S CHILDREN
—~<wat SPECIAL RULES »®am—
1 The Emperor's Children are subject to hatred of all Khornate mortal
followers. They are also subject to hatred of ‘normal’ Space Marines
and Inquisitors.

2 The Emperor's Children may make all psychology tests with a +1 bonus
10 Cool. This bonus need not be applied to every test required during
a battle.

3 Allthe Emperor’s Children are immune to the fear effects of Slaaneshi
Daemons.

EMPEROR'S CHILDREN
PERSONALITIES

Only the most inventively depraved among the officers of the Emperor’s
Children are allowed independent commands. Victory in itself is never
pleasure enough; the thrill of combat must have played its part.

Any number of personalities may ride Mounts of Slaanesh at a cost of 20
points each.

Follow me, my Children, and the glory of victory shall
be yours. We shall cleanse ourselves in the crimson
waters of our enemy. We shall bring the ecstacy of
quick release to those who stand before us. We shall
give bloody praise to the Lord of Pleasure and sing
his name as we dance across the fallen. Follow me,
my Children, and you shall taste the undreamt joys
that lie beyond the bounds of mortal. sense.

- Fabius Bile, Lieutenant Commander of
the Emperor’s Children
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—~=a DAEMON TRUE NAMES o=

The number of elements in a Dacmon’s name depends upon the

number associated with the Chaos god it serves. Furthermore, the 3::(;1“‘1 Eifst Die N i(pn)
more powerful the Daemon, the longer its name will be: i) e
Daemon Number of elements in name 1 A COG FL in Tes T8
Greater 1D6 or 2D6 (your choice) x Chaos 2, ER KW PP Z AA DA
god’s number 3 FOL MM SH ABL DE GG
Other Chaos god's associated number 4 ;H’; ’\i é; L’: gf T”L
6 AN DU HL OE U A0
7 E 1 00 UL AR EE
Once the number of elements has been determined, the following 8 I OW UU BH EO L
table can be used to randomly generate the parts of the Daemon’s 9 RH Y [0 EU R PH
true name. Alternatively, you can simply choose the right number 10 YY CH FF KS Q ZH

of elements from the table.

Once the elements have been generated they can be used ‘as is’ to
give a completely random name or, in cases where this looks and
feels wrong, re-arranged. Apostrophes (*) and other punctuation can
be added as you see fit to break the name up and make it slightly
more pronounceable.

Example: A Greater Daemon of Khorne has cight elements in its
personal name, and rolling on the table gives G'G AR, UL, HL.
II, UL, RH and AN. While G’garulhliiulrhan is a perfectly
acceptable Daemonic name, in this case they are re-worked (and an
apostrophe added) to form the name Rhug’guari’ihlulan, the
Bloodthirster of Khorne.

ON USE-NAMES pwee

Again, Greater Daemons have names that are longer than those of other Daemons. Roll 4 times on the following tables to generate a first
and second name for Greater Daemons. Other Daemons and creatures roll only twice, generating only one namc.

Second First Die Roll (D10)
Die Roll

(D20) 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 10
1 blue  dangle dreg fondle grind  grunt  mad pox quiver  slash
2 suck thigh bane carnal fiddle hot mucus  sate vex bubo
3 chew  dog gibber gnaw  grope  maul  off pus spasm spittle
4 sword wrack cackle fang hammer mildew rot toad bile blister
5 canker et fester  flux glut hate ichor  leper  mire rend
6 rut skull  spike  tremble vomit  wind  brute  dung  glop gut
7 mark red spider thrash bag blade cold death face fist
8 grab griste  helm  loon pest puke  rip sharp  spume  sweat
9 vile whip  blunt  drink  gall gross  maggot rabid  sore taint
10 worm  belch  bog buttock crush  fire froth  gobble grim liver
u maim moulder pinch scratch  slobber  spew stare wart wobble  blood
12 doom  foul grin loose  putrid  slob sting  wither  axe black
13 break  dread  eye thrust  fury grue heart  loath  mange quake
1" theum  scum  smut  tear twist  water  blast cut foam  green
15 lewd plague  slake  squeeze whine  ash beast  chaos  crab drool
16 fiend  gnash  grasp  hack lick nibble  pierce  reap scab spite
17 spurt  throb  war beetle  craze  flesh  gore lip pile sin
18 spot warp  bend  blight  bowel  clap fat flush  fume  gob
19 howl  lust man ooze  rotten  sinew  slug spoor  venom  wight
20 bite claw filth gluton kil pain scrape  spine  wail burble

Re-roll any duplicated results. The elements that are rolled up should be put together in pairs to give the name of the Daemon, for example
grim + belch and chaos + warp - Grimbelch Chaoswarp.

While this table can generate names for any type of Daemon, you may wish to select name elements for some. Daemons of Slaanesh,
for instance, do not have names that are suggestive of violence, but ones which reflect their true interests in pleasure and depravity for
its own sake: Whiplewd, Suckthigh Bluedangle and Fluxcarnal the Groper. Daemons of Khorne, on the other hand, have names which
echo nothing but their love of violence and destruction: Warfiend, Thrashblood Hackflesh and Manblight Gnaw-weapon.

Any combination of names can be augmented by -er, -ling, and -or suffixes, or by the providing that these are applied intelligently. For
example, rut + sate + (-e)r gives Rutsater, gut + (1)-er + sinew gives Guttersinew, while maggot + spoor + -ling gives Maggotspoorling.

Single or double words from the table can be added as a further description for a Daemon, as in plague + vomit + the + drool +
ing = Plaguevomit the Drooling.
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THE LORDS OF CHANGE

Greater Daemons of Tzeentch (Chi’ khami’tzann Tsunoi)

Lords of Change
The Watching Lords of Change
The Eyes of Tzeentch

The Feathered Lords

The Lord of Change is blessed with the multi-layered cunning
and timeless wisdom of Tzeentch himself, a deep and subtle
understanding of the mortal fears that drive the world within its
well-worn rut. How thoroughly the daemon understands and
how much he despises the entrapping comforts of stability and
familiarity. Nothing pleases him more than to see the world
broken and made anew, to redirect the course of a life or even
history itself, to spill mortal hopes upon the ground while
raising the ambitions of others up to an unexpected pinnacle of
power.

It is a playful and wreckful mind that lies behind the bird-like
gaze of the Lord of Change, deeply intelligent, yet as uncaring
of consequence as it is fascinated by it. The Lord of Change is
Tike a child playing upon some gigantic anthill, poking with a
stick at its inhabitants and laughing at the hopeless antics of
their defence.

A Lord of Change is winged and feathered, but its most
memorable feature is its head and in particular its eyes. For
within the depths of its eyes lies all the wisdom and
understanding of Tzeentch, so that few mortals can withstand
the scrutiny of its gaze. It is said that when a Lord of Change
looks upon a mortal it sees not only the creature's flesh and
blood, but also all of its hopes and dreams as well as their
ultimate failure or realisation.

The daemon’s craning neck sits on a narrow feathered body,
and its wings spread out behind in multi-coloured splendour.
Lords of Change are often blue or yellow, but individuals may
change colour if it suits them, adopting the striking plumage of
the rainbow. Lords of Change do not regard it as essential to
retain constancy of colour or appearance unless it pleases them
to do so.

The Lord of Change sat upon its throne, pensive,
brooding, enshadowed by the flickering torches and the
multi-coloured shroud of its own thoughts. Magnar the
Clawed, Champion of Tzeentch, walked forward into the
gloom, his clattering footsteps breaking the silence and
stirring:the swirling clouds of concentration. The daemon
blinked and the coloured threads of its thoughts fled back
into its skull. The great neck craned forward curiously.

‘Magnarrrr...,” the voice of the daemon was low and
purring.

‘My Lord,’ Magnar bowed his head low and the eyes of
the daemon quivered with consideration.

‘Magnar favourite of all my conspirators... have you
come to tell me of the treachery of Meitrich Von
Tolermann?’ The words that Mognar had rehearsed so
carefully clung to his palette. How could he know? Yet if
he knew this what else did he know?

The dacmon laughed and its laughter was a cawing
mockery of innocence like the distant call of crows.
Magnar felt as if his flesh were being sheared from his
bones by that sound.

‘Magnarrr...,” the voice purred as the daemon scrutinised
its Champion, ‘You must remember there is nothing I do
not know, no-one I do not suspect! No-one no-one.”

The daemon laughed its mocking laugh once more and
Magnar tumed his face from that unforgiving stare.
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he First War for Armageddon

& by Imperial scriveners Graham McNeill & Andy Hoare —————4

The First War for Armageddon occurred almost 500 years before the birth of
Ghazghkull Thraka: the Ork warlord who waged war upon the hive world not
once, but twicc in the last century of the 4lst Millennium. Scrivencrs

Andy Hoare and Graham McNeiil have uncarthed details of the first of the
terrible conflicts unleashed pon the blighted world of Armageddon.

Legion raised a mighty horde of
mutants, daemonhosts and renegades.
Surrounded by a host of summoned
daemons and attended by his Chosen
World Eaters berzerkers, Angron and
his army vomited forth from the Eye of

Though many in the Imperium are aware
of the second and third wars for
Armageddon, only @ select.few have any
knowledge of the, first. All official records
of the event were expunged from Imperial
Jfiles by an Administratum desperate to
contain the truth: that Humanity, faces
threats more dire than the average
Imperial citizen could possibly
comprehend. Such knowledge, it is feared,
would surely cast the superstitious and
paranoid worlds of the Imperium into
anarchy and ruin. Such information that
can be recovered concerning the events of
the first war is only to be found in the
dustiest corners of the crumbling archives
and data vaults of the Adeptus
Administratum, and to possess such
knowledge is to invite the retribution of
the Ordo Malleus.

Armageddon

Armageddon lies some 10,000 light
years to the galactic north-east of Terra,
in the regions bordering the Segmentum
Solar and the Segmentum Obscurus.
Classified a hive world by the
Administratum, and subject to the
highest tithe grades, Armageddon is
the industrial hub of not just the
Armageddon sub-sector, but the entire
region. Worlds for light years around
rely on the industrial output of the
immense hive cities, and few worlds,
other than Necromunda, can compete
with it in terms of the sheer magnitude
of goods produced.

The cost of millennia of industry is a
world reduced to a barren waste,
where few can prosper outside the
massive hive cities. So ravaged by
over-mining and pollution is the
surface of Armageddon, that no food
can be produced and clean air is a
valued commodity. The industrial
cartels import a staggering quantity of
foodstuffs each year, and the noble
families reap the profits of their
exploitation of tens of millions of
workers

Under this regime many muttered of
liberation, of challenging the status quo
and finding justice for the countless
souls bound to the gargantuan
industrial machine of Armageddon.
Demagogues whispered words of
dissent, and soon agent provocateurs
called openly for revolution. Civil unrest
became rife and the Planetary Defence
Force was forced to violently suppress
its own people with alarming frequency.

An Administratum census of the day
records that this was the state of the
hive world of Armageddon at the middle
of the third century of the 41st
Millennium; a world in the throes of
insurrection and disorder, ripe for the
attentions of the Ruinous Powers.

Darkness Gathers

The Bellum Chaotica, penned in the
century following the war by the
anonymous ‘Heretic Archivist of the
Gethsemane Reclusium’ states that in
499.M41, the Daemon Prince Angron,
Primarch of the World Eaters Traitor

EYE OF TE.RROR

@ ARX

¢k The Arx Raid

K®H FENRIS
+ o+

H A

O
@) ELPHANOR 4

'@' MACKAN

TERRA KD

Terror. Taking advantage of the drifting
space hulk Devourer of Stars, Angron
and his unholy army closed on
Armageddon.

Chaos Attack

The hulk emerged from the Warp in the
furthest reaches of the Armageddon
system, and was immediately detected
by the outermost monitoring stations.
As it drifted through the outer regions,
system defence craft were scrambled
from the St Jowen's Dock naval facility
and made contact with the hulk as it
passed the world of Pelucidar on the
fifth day after its arrival.

The ship's crews saw their doom as
they closed with the gargantuan space
hulk, but nonetheless attempted to stall
its approach and provide the defenders
on Armageddon time to prepare for the
coming invasion. Thousands died in the
battle against the Devourer of Stars.
and their names are engraved upon the
marble pillars of the Hall of Martyrs on
St Jowen's Dock. But the attack was not
in vain, for it blasted free the
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THE FALL OF THE ELDAR

Long ago, before the rise of the Imperium or the emergence of
Mankind into the galaxy, the Eldar had established a mighty
civilisation that spanned many planetary systems. Their huge cityships
and craftworlds, vast ornate palaces floating between star systems,
traded new knowledge and goods. Learning, enlightenment and reason
flourished, the Eldar enriched the galaxy and looked for new worlds
to make their own and new challenges to meet.

One challenge they took up was the complete mastery of warpgate
technology. The Eldar, adopted, refined and perfected the ancient
Slann knowledge of the warp and its movements. They established
a network of wormhole tunnels through warpspace, linking gates
aboard their craftworlds, planets and smaller spaceships. It was
possible for an Eldar to walk from one planet to another, across
hundreds or thousands of light-years of real space. The warpgates
bound the Eldar together as a single civilization, stretching across
their space and, or so it was theorized, backwards and forwards in
time. The Eldar, fearful of the consequences, never experimented
with the temporal aspect of the warpgates.

‘Their studies did, however, bring them an understanding of the link
between the warp and psychic power. In making this conceptual leap
the Eldar also discovered the power of Chaos, in all its seductive
glory. The Eldar, for all their apparent culture, had never encountered
its like. Some turned from the warp with disgust when the corrupting
nature of Chaos and its effects on reality became evident, but others
responded with new vigour. The manifestations of Chaos - spread
like wildfire through the Eldar, carried to further worlds by tainted
individuals with access to the warpgates. In the space of a single
generation, the Eldar paused in their quest for enlightenment and
chose the darker path into the service of Chaos.

‘There were Eldar who were untouched by Chaos, and they retreated
to the cityships and the larger craftworlds, where the more adventurous
and vital members of the race had always lived. The insanity of Chaos
had no foothold or appeal aboard the vast ships. The warpgates to
the infected Eldar worlds were closed and locked. The cityships were

absorbed into the larger craftworlds, and all drifted into the depths
of space, lifeboats and seedpods for the Eldar race.

‘The planetary Eldar that remained sank wholeheartedly into the dark
worship of the Chaos Powers. A racial madness had taken hold
throughout Eldar space, an insanity that had only one end. In a
mindless psychic orgy every Eldar planet perished in a single night.
‘The death screams of the Eldar echoed across the warp, and coalesced
into a single, mighty shout. On every planet Eldar corpses twitched
in the mindless dance of Chaos and crumbled to dust.

The dead Eldar, however, were not gone. Their spirits had merged
with the warp and merged in a horrifying manner. Their death-shout
became a howl of joy and release. Slaanesh, the Lord of Pleasure,
master of unbridled depravity, was born from the dark side of the
Eldar nature. The psychic pain of the Eldar’s racial death and
Slaanesh’s birth convulsed the warp; the warpstorms around Earth
were blown away, and the warp rippled into new patterns.

The last of the Eldar drifted into the long night between the stars.
‘The racial memory of their former glory and nobility sustained them,
while the downfall of the race filled them with self-disgust and
bitterness. The Eldar had come face-to-face with their darkest desires
and had been found wanting.

For the Eldar, Mankind is a reminder of what happened long ago.
Humanity is treading the same path towards the darkness of Chaos,
a crude mirror of the Eldar’s own disgrace. The Eldar have grown
since, accepting and holding in check the Chaos that lurks within
their hearts, a delicate balancing act that they have at last mastered.

Mankind rushes towards the fate of the Eldar, but without the ability
to preserve itself in any form. All the signs are there to be read:
Humanity’s moral leprosy of Chaos worship, its rising number of
emergent psykers, its lust for universal power, and its fragile,
failing Emperor.

=<t THE BLACK LIBRARY e
Much of the Eldar’s ancient knowledge and culture was lost during
the flight from Chaos. The craftworlds became the sole repository
of Eldar wisdom, and this fragmented as the Eldar nations drifted
apart. Craftworlds were lost over the millennia, and Eldar knowledge
vanished with them.

A single source of Eldar knowledge has remained untouched and
inviolate since their Fall. Aboard a single, dark craftworld, far beyond
the boundaries of the Imperium, is the Black Library of Chaos. Here
are collected all the tomes, books and codices describing the Eldar
studies of the warp. The forbidden lore of the Black Library describes
the blandishments, influences, forms, creatures, perils, promises and
horrors of Chaos. Enclosed within a nearly impenetrable psychic
barrier, the Black Library is watched and maintained by its Guardian-
Scribes; they collate and transcribe the knowledge of the Library,
a task that they have carried out since the Fall of the Eldar. They
also maintain a hawk-like watch over their charges, the books; these
are dreadful repositories of secret powers and must be monitored
at all times.

The existence of the Library is known to only a few of the Eldar,
and entry within its walls allowed to even fewer individuals. The
Library’s ‘mind’ defends itself against the weak who would misuse
its knowledge by refusing entry to all except those who have
acknowledged and tempered the Chaos within themselves. The
immature, who are still vulnerable to the promises and seductions
of Chaos, find that they are unable to pass through its gateway. As
a result few have seen within the Library or read any of its books.
Only two groups come and go at will: the Human Illuminati and the
Solitaires of the Eldar Harlequins.
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ior who acts out of honour cannor fail. His
duty is honour itsclf. Even his death = if it is
a reward and can be no failure. for
rough duty. Seck honour a5 you acr.
you- will know no fear.
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THE WORLD EATERS

THE WORLD EATERS

Khorne is the great Warrior God of Chaos, the ferocious Blood God. The
World Eaters Chaos Space Marines are the ultimate warriors, steeped in the
ethic of war and martial honour, chosen for the final conflict when Khorne
wakes and the universe is drenched in blood.

The World Eaters were one of the Space Marine chapters who
joined the forces of Chaos during the infamous Horus Heresy.
The World Eaters were always the toughest and most
determined warriors, savage in battle and exultant in victory

Angron, Primarch of the World Eaters, was a great warrior
whose courage and sense of honour were recognised by
Khone himself. His loyalty to the Emperor, once unswerving
as any of the Primarchs was compromised. Angron became a
Champion of Khorne and began to tread the path toward
daemonhood and ultimate power.

The World Eaters took part in some of the greatest and
bloodiest battles of the Horus Heresy, including the assault on

the Emperor’s Palace. They claim that it was they, not the
Sons of Horus, that first breached the walls of the outer palace
during the battle for Earth. When Horus was finally slain,
Angron and the World Eaters battled their way across the
galaxy to the Eye of Terror and from there they have raided
the Imperium ever since

World Eater Marines carry a large number of close combat
weapons into battle. The chainsword and the deadly Chain
Axe are preferred weapons of combat.

Chain Axe

The Chain Axe is a deadly hand to hand combat weapon used
almost exclusively by the World Eaters.The World Eaters
favour it as the axe is the preferred weapon of the Blood God.

Range ToHit Strength Damage Save
Short Long  Short Long Modifier
Close Combat Only 4 1 )

IMPROVED CHAOS SPACE MARINE
CHARACTERISTICS

Although the World Eaters have been horribly tainted by the
powers of Chaos, they are Space Marines. Therefore, all of the
improved Marine characteristics and new rules printed in
White Dwarf and the Warhammer 40,000 Compilation also
apply to them and to any other Chaos Marines.

Toughness

The basic toughness of Chaos Space Marine has been
increased from 3 to 4. This reflects the enhancement of their
bodies due to the gene-seed implantation and the resultant
genetic restructuring of their bodies. This increase also applies
to characters, so toughness for champions, heroes and mighty
heroes are also increased by +1. The new profiles are given
below.

‘The World Eaters — Chaos Space Marines of Khorne

M WS BSSTW I A Ld Int CI WP
Chaos Marine AR R AR08
Champion 4 5 544151 8 8108
Hero 4 6 645262 9 91009
Mighty Hero 4 6 6 45363 9 91009
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To the living inhabitants of the rest of the galaxy, the prospect
of entering the Eye of Terror is terrifying. Navigators of the
Imperium will shun space for thousands of light years around
rather than risk a minor deviation in course which might take
them into its boundaries. Most Navigators have personal
experience of close encounters with Chaos near the Eye of
Terror. Many can recall other Navigators who travelled too
close to the Eye in a foolish attempt to cut a few days from their
journey time only to vanish forever. On the Eldar Craftworlds
there are sealed doorways which were once warp gates leading
to living worlds, since swallowed up by the Eye of Terror. Now
those entrances are sealed with bonds of Wraithbone a thousand
times stronger than steel, and cursed with runes so potent that
just to look upon them would drive a mortal creature insane.

Within the Eye of Terror the Chaos Powers exert such an
influence that normal mortal life can be snuffed out at their
whim. Even psykers, whose psychic energy is greater than that
of ordinary men, cannot resist the will of Chaos for long.
Eventually, all mortal creatures who remain inside the Eye of
Terror become either the slaves of Chaos or its Champions.

The Eye of Terror is home to countless millions of living
creatures. Many of these are human, or were once human before
Chaos perverted them into forms no longer recognisable as
such. Every world in the Eye of Terror has its mortal population
whose Champions and warbands form the mortal armies of
Chaos in the galaxy. Even Daemon Worlds have mortals who
live there and worship their chaos masters as gods.

The Eye of Terror offers a place of sanctuary to human
worshippers of Chaos forced to flee from the Imperium. The
Inquisition never rests in its bid to oust Chaos Cultists from
Imperial worlds, and whole planets have been destroyed in
order to eradicate thriving cults. However, despite the vigilance
of the Inquisition, many worlds harbour secret Chaos Cults.
Even Imperial officials are sometimes drawn into these cults
and led to betray their race and the Emperor. Cultists who have
the means and courage to flee from the Inquisition often make
for the Eye of Terror and the welcoming arms of their chaos
masters. These traitors are useful servants because they know a
great deal about the Imperium and its defences.

Mortals who take refuge in the Eye of Terror can become very
powerful Champions of Chaos - many will have dedicated
themselves to Chaos and might already be well on the way to
daemonhood. Many mortals took refuge in this way following -
Horus’s defeat by the Emperor. Those Traitor Marines who
survived the defeat were led into the Eye of Terror by their
Primarchs. They were joined by rebels from the Imperial
Guards, the Fleet and other former followers of Horus,
including many Beastmen. Such is the nature of the Eye of
Terror that some of the very individuals who fled there in those
far off days are still alive ten thousand years later, granted
vastly extended mortal lives by their Chaos Patrons. Whether
this reflects a reward for their loyalty or a punishment for their
failure it is impossible to say.

DAEMON BATTLES

The mortal population of a world in the Eye of Terror serves
Chaos in two equally important ways. Mortals provide the man-
power for the armies of Chaos, especially for the armies which
roam beyond the Eye of Terror in the material universe. Mortals
also worship the Chaos Powers and thereby add their own
psychic energies to the total energy available to their master.

On the Daemon Worlds life is war; war in the name of Chaos,
war fought to amuse or serve the Chaos Powers. Mortal
Champions, warbands, mortal and daemonic armies, all battle
together in an endless celebration of strife. The Chaos Powers
revel in the adoration of their favourite warriors, and savour the
blood that is shed willingly in their honour. Should the pace of
conflict slacken, a Chaos Power will invite a rival Power to
send an invading army to one of his worlds so that they can
enjoy the sport of battle. The limits and terms of the tournament
are determined beforehand: the number of troops, daemons, and
Champions to be committed for example. The wager is likely to
be possession of the planet itself! The Chaos Powers love such
contests and will often gamble whole worlds on the outcome of
a single combat between two mortal Champions.
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THE FLESHHOUNDS

Creatures of Khorne (Kha'a'a Khakhyshk)

Hunters of Blood
Inevitable Ones

Beasts of Khorne
Flesh-Renders

These terrrible hunting beasts may be acquired by followers
of Khorne, and they may appear among the retinues of his
Daemons. Fleshhounds will fight to the death for their master,
and are faultless trackers. Across the Chaos Wastes, packs
of these terrifying creatures chase after their prey, endlessly
pursuing the enemies of Khorne. Behind the -
packs run eager Bloodletters, urging the
Hounds on with piercing whoops and shrieks
of glee, ever-ready to spill blood for their
demanding master. The Chaos Hunt is a fearsome sight indeed and
few live to recount its gory pursuit.

Physique: The Fleshhounds are hideously canine, and are some eight
feet long from nose to tail. Their lean, wiry frames have an arched
back, and are covered in blood-red scales. Around their necks is a
a ruff or collar of spines, connected by an orange-red membrane of
taut flesh. This gives the neck added protection. Rows of iron plates
are driven into the flesh along their backs, held in place by brazen
rivets, each moulded in the shape of Khorne’s skull rune. Their
apparently unseeing eyes are a milky white. Their wide mouths are
equipped with huge, blood-stained fangs and their two-toed feet end
in razor-sharp claws of iron.

Alignment: Chaos (Khorne)

Psychological Traits: The Fleshhounds are immune to fear and terror,
unless caused by Khorne himself. All other psychological tests are
made on the handler’s characteristics, provided that the Hound is
within 6"/12 yards.

Magic: See Daemonic Saving Throws (§74) for details of a fleshhound
magic saving throw.

Magical Items: All Fleshhounds have a Collar of Khorne (see The
Magic of Chaos pl00).

Special Rules: Fleshhounds have a bite attack which is poisonous.

If they are not within 6"/12 yards of a Daemon or follower of Khorne,
the Hounds will attack the nearest creature.

Fleshhounds can use their powerful legs to leap up to 4"/8 yards at
an opponent, passing over intervening objects which are 2"/4 yards
high. This gives them a fo hit bonus of +1/+10 to their WS, for the
first round of a combat only.

If the resulting bite attack is successful the Fleshhound gets two extra
claw attacks as well. These claws hit automatically, and no extra ro
hit rolls need be made.
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CAULDRON OF BLOOD

The veins of daemons flow not with montal blood but the
red-hot lava of daemon blood. A huge, bubbling cauldron
of daemon blood is carried on top of the Dacmon Engine
to supply the great cannon which juts out of its front.
Once targets are within range a great gout of blood is
fired through the projecting nozzle, raining the foe with
molten lava. Like all Daemon Engines the Cauldron of
Blood also carries massive combat blades on its prow to
slice through the opposition

The blood cannon’s firc is represented by the lava
template. To use this weapon place the template so that
the pointed end is touching the Cauldron and the broad
rounded end lies within the normal 180° frontal fire arc
Anything under the template is within the fircfall and will
be hit on a roll of 4, S or 6. Models hit suffer a -1 saving

throw modifier. Buildings can be destroyed by the blood
cannon, any which are hit and fail their saving throw
collapse and are turned into rubble. The lava-like daemon
blood flows over and around cover so medificrs have no
effect on the blood cannon’s hit roll.

Troop Type Move [Saving | CAF | Weapons |Range | Attack |Rollto | Targe's | Notes
Throw Dice | Hit [SaveMod.
CAULDRON 15em | 2+ +5 | Blood cannon Template 4+ Bl +1 bonus
OF BLOOD all if winning
round

Khorne’s Lord of Battles
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LORD OF BATTLES

Lords of Battle are gigantic fircbreathing engines of
destruction. A massive mechanical effigy of a Bloodthirster,

the Lord of Batlle rosrs and destroys in the name of Khome.

A Lord of Batle fights as an independent machine and cannot

be hroken.
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Permission fo pholocopy for parsonal use.

POINTS VALUE 500
DAEMON ENGINES
OF KHORNE
BREAK POINT 2: The squadron is broken ance it has lost 2
VICTORY POINTS 3
Your epponent gains 3 VPs when the squadron is broken.

MORALE VALUE 1: Dacmon Engines of Khome must roll

1 or more on 2 D6 to pass their morale check.

VICTORY POINTS 5
Your opponent gains 5 VPs when the Lord is destroyed.
OF KHORNE

DAEMON ENGINES

ﬁ POINTS VALUE 300 ,_*,

© Copyright Games Workshop L1d, 1992 Al rights resarved.

A squadron of Dacmon Engines of Khome consists of throe

Daemon Engines of Khome.
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BY RICK PRIESTLEY

There is a part of the galaxy known as the Eye of Terror which is shunned by
spacecraft and avoided even by the bravest of travellers. It is a place where
time and space have little meaning, where the physical universe breaks downs
and intermixes with the psychic universe, the Realm of Chaos.

Noise Marine painted by Tim Prow

Planets do exist in the Eye of Terror, though they are
nothing like those in the material universe. The worlds in
the Eye of Terror are self-contained universes where the
laws of time and space depend upon the whims of the
Daemon Princes that rule over them: where skies of fire
light lakes of boiling blood, and a thousand other
unimaginable perversities of nature flash into existence
and pass away each day.

Upon one such world, ruled over by a Great Dacmon
Prince whose name is represented only by a scream of
utter abandon, stands the colossal fortress of the Noise
Marines. This bizarre and unique fellowship of Space
Marines honour Slaanesh the Lord of Pleasure. They scour
the galaxy, bringing death and destruction to all,

squeezing each planet dry and throwing it aside before
moving on to the next succulent prize, never stopping to
measure the loss of blood.

The Noise Marines were once loyal Space Marines sent to
battle against a distant threat, not well understood at the
time, but which proved to be nothing less than the
advancing hordes of Slaanesh, Lord of Pleasure and Great
Power of Chaos. They were not killed on that long
forgouen baulefield, but suffered a fate far worse — they
were horribly altered by the mutating power of Chaos.
Their Space Marine senses, already honed by careful
genetic engineering, were worked on by further magic,
overturning the Imperium’s work and creating a new
creature known as the Noise Marine.

A Noise Marine’s hearing is a thousand times keener than a
normal Space Marine’s and can distinguish between the
subtlest difference in pitch and volume. In itself, this ability
would not serve to corrupt such a steadfast servant of
humanity as a Space Marine, but the Noise Marine's sense
of sound affects his whole mind, causing extreme
emotional reactions that make all other sensations pale
and worthless. The louder and more discordant the noise
the more extreme the emotional reaction provoked, and
the more tawdry and vile seems the everyday sensation of
life. Eventually only the din of battle and heightened
screams of fear can stir the Noise Marine. His mind ceases
to rcason and becomes a mere receptacle for scnsations
ignited by the music of the apocalypse and the screams of
the dying as they dance upon the path of destruction.

Noise Marines wear Space Marine type power armour with
a crested helmet. The armour is painted in a bold colour or
style, as the Noise Marines’ senses are so distorted by their
mutation that only the most extravagant colours and
patterns register on their minds, The weapon carried by
the Noise Marines is the Sonic Blaster, a device which can
unleash destructive sound waves capable of tearing solid
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THE KEEPERS OF SECRETS
Greater Daemons of Slaanesh (Q 'tlahsi’issho’akshami)
Slayers of Slaanesh

Feasters of Pain
Base Ones

Despoilers of the Flesh
Great Horned Ones

These huge and powerful Dacmons are only used by Slaanesh when
all else has failed. Violence is but a small part of Slaanesh's nature,
but when force is the only solution, these beings are perfectly equipped
for it. They take a gloating, sadistic pleasure in killing and torture,
and exist only for the delights of camage. They take particular pleasure
in destroying the creatures and followers of Khorne.

It is also said that they can hear anything that is said anywhcre, in
any dimension, and thus they are called ‘The Keepers of Secrets’
They may trade their knowledge for gifts or services.

Physique: These massively built Daemons are reminiscent of
Minotaurs in their general physique; their heads are horned and
bovine, and they have an essentially humanoid body with two pairs
of muscular arms. The upper pair ends in immense crablike claws,
and the lower pair in powerful humanoid hands. They have the single
female breast which distinguishes all Daemons of Slaanesh, and dress
in a baroque costume of chain mail and leather armoutr. Colour varies
widely, but is always a pastel shade of red, orange, electric blue or
vivid green. The insides of the ears, the palms of the hands and the
Soles of the feet are generally a lighter, mottled shade of the same
colour.

Alignment: Chaos (Slaanesh)

Psychological Traits: As Greater Daemon. Subject to frenzy and
hatred of creatures and followers of Khorne.

= 4 D0 2
KEEPERS OF SECRETS

Warhammer Fantasy Battle
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‘The PV has been increased to reflect the
pell-using abilities of the Keepers.

Magic: Greater Daemons of Slaanesh know six spells of various levels.
They always succeed in casting spell, and no magic points are
expended (see The Magic of Chaos p67). See Daemonic Saving Throw
(p74) for a Keeper of Secrets’ magic saving throw.

Magic Items: Greater Daemons of Slaanesh have a 50% chance of
being equipped with Chaos Armour, and have a randomly-generated
magical weapon and D4 other randomly generated magical items.
See The Magic of Chaos (p67) for further details.

Special Rules: As Greater Daemon. Attacks are 4 claws or 4 weapon
attacks, 1 bite or gore and 1 stomp.

Warhammer Fantasy Roleplay
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THE WORLD EATERS

M WS BS S TW I A Ld Int Cl WP
WorldEater 4 4 4 4 41 41 8 8 10 8

Maximum in Army: Unlimited

Points Cost: 125 points per squad of four
Marines plus a Sergeant.
Basic Equipment: Power Armour (saves on a D6

roll of 4+) with communicator,
respirator and auto-senses.
Knife

Standard Equipment:

1 Sergeant Chainsword, bolter, bolt pistol,
frag and krak grenades,
bio scanner.

4 Marines Chainsword, bolter bolt pistol,

frag and krak grenades.
Chaos Attributes Up to D6-3
The entire squad can be given up to the number of attributes
rolled - they can always have less if you prefer. All the World
Eaters can be given the same attributes or you can roll for
number and type individually on the table below.

A squad may have: The entire squad may be
equipped with the following
additional equipment at the
points cost shown.

Jump Packs 20 points

Melta Bombs 40 points

Blind Grenades 30 points

WORLD EATER RAVAGERS

Any model may have: Any model in the squad may
substitute his bolter for one of
the weapons or pieces of |
equipment listed below at the |

points cost indicated |

Plasma Pistol/Hand Flamer 5 points ‘
Power Axe 5 points

Power Glove 15 points

Chain Axe Free

Any model may be mounted on a Juggernaut at the cost
of 75 points per model.

Any model may be mounted on a Bike at the cost of 15
points per model.

Special Rules

World Eaters Assault Squads automatically go into frenzy if
they are within charge range of the enemy.

The Blood Slaughterer - Daemonic Robot of Khorne

One Blood Slaughterer may be included in a force for each
World Eater Ravager squad. For example, if your army has
three Ravager squads then it may also include up to three
Blood Slaughterers at a cost of 125 points per model. The
Blood Slaughterer follows the rules for Dreadnought's
published in WD146.

Chaos Space Marine Morale

The high morale and stoic martial virtues of Chaos Space
Marines are represented by special rout rules. Chaos Space
Marines still take rout tests as normal, but if they fail a rout
test they are not routed as other troops are. Instead of routing,
the Chaos Space Marines become shaken. This means that
they may not move towards the enemy. If unable to move
without approaching closer to an enemy model (if surrounded
for example) then they may not move other than to turn round
and face in an different direction. Assuming they are not
surrounded, Chaos Space Marines may continue to move
away from enemy models, and so may retreat to cover or from
the table if they wish. The unit may recover normal morale by
rallying just as normal troops may recover from a rout by
rallying. The normal rallying rules apply (See WH40K p32)

In close combat the same rules apply, so Chaos Space Marines
which are shaken in close combat cannot use follow-up moves
to engage new opponents. They may, however, move to fight
opponents already in close combat with other Chaos Space
Marines. This reflects the fact that although their morale
might be shaken, the Chaos Space Marines would still be
willing to pitch in to help other members of their unit who are
already engaged in close combat.

Because Chaos Space Marine units which fail their rout tests
are not actually routed, it is possible that they may be called
upon to take further rout tests. A Chaos Space Marine unit
which is already shaken and which takes and fails another rout
test is routed as normal. This means that it is often preferable
for a player to retreat a shaken unit in order to rally it, or to
withdraw a unit from combat altogether, rather than to stay in
place just for the sake of killing a few more enemy.

CHAOS ATTRIBUTES TABLE
D6

1 Regeneration: If the model becomes a casualty
lie it on its side until the end of the turn. At the
end of the turn roll a D6, on a roll of 4,5 or 6 the
model regenerates all of its wounds and gets back
oniits feet. On aroll of 1,2 or 3 the model fails to
regenerate and is removed as a casualty.

2 Magic Immune: The model is totally immune to
the powers of wizards, psykers, Weirdboyz,
Eldar Warlocks etc. Force weapons do not work
on the model either.

3 Molten Blood: The model’s blood is a mix of
molten bronze and iron. Increase its Toughness
by one point, whenever the Marine is wounded in
close combat its opponent suffers a S3 hit.

4 Skull face: Beneath his helmet the Marine’s head
is nothing more than a gleaming white skull!
‘This is mildly disturbing but has no other effect
on the game.

5 Bloodlust: The Marine has become so immersed
in bloodletting in the name of Khorne that he has
forgotten all he ever knew about anything else.
Reduce the model’s BS to 0 and Int to 4, he may
no longer use ranged weapons or grenades.

6 Atrophy: The Marine's limbs have become
twisted and withered from old wounds and the
mutating power of Chaos. Reduce the models M,
WS, S, and I by 1 each.
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ZEENTCH

Tzeentch feeds upon the need and desire for change that is an
essential part of human nature. It is also a part of dwarven and
elven natures, but not to the same extent as mankind is a far
more volatile and ambitious species. All men dream of wealth,
freedom and a better tomorrow. Nor are these dreams the
preserve of the impoverished or powerless as even i

dream of further riches, or of an end to their responsibi
these dreams create a powerful impetus for change, and the
ambitions of nations create a force which can change history.
Tzeentch is the embodiment of that force.

Tzeentch is the greatest magician of the Chaos Powers. Magic is
one of the most potent of all agents of change, and those who
use it are amongst the most ambitious and the hungry for power.
Many Champions of Tzeentch are also Wizards, while others are
likely to be given magical powers or artefacts by their Patron.

> Tzeentch is known by many titles including the Changer of the Ways, the
% Master of Fortune, the Great Conspirator, and the Architect of Fate. These
titles reflect his masterly comprehension of destiny, history, intrigue and
plot. In his mind he listens to the plans and hopes of every man and every
nation. With his all-seeing eye he watches these plans unfold into history.
Tzeentch is not content to merely observe the fulfilment and
¢ disappointment brought by the passage of time. He has his own plans:
s # schemes which are so complex and closely woven that they touch the lives
of every living thing, whether they know it or not.

Some Daemons of Tzeentch are creatures made from magical
energy, and they often appear to be transparent or glowing with
an inner light. The Lesser Daemons, or Horrors, cast spells
around them as they move, while the Flamers of Tzeentch
project multicoloured flames of raw magic. The Greater
Daemons, the Lords of Change, are more substantial, and their
very thoughts appear as magical multicoloured mist which
swirls about their heads. All this magic gives the followers and
Daemons of Tzeentch a very distinctive and colourful character.

Tzeentch is also the Great Conspirator, the master of plot and
intrigue. Because he is aware of the dreams and plans of all
‘mortals, he is able to predict the likely course, or courses, which
the future might take. Tzeentch perceives every event and every
intention, and from this information his mighty mind can work
out how each will influence the future.

‘Tzeentch is not content to merely watch the drama of history as
it unfolds. He has purposes of his own, although what they are
it is impossible to say for sure. His intentions are complicated,
his schemes highly sophisticated and incredibly long-term.
Perhaps he has plans to overthrow the other Powers, or to
extend his dominion over mortal realms. Whatever his ultimate
purpose, he seeks to achieve it by manipulating the individual
lives of men, thereby altering the course of history. By offering
power and magic he can recruit influential people to his cause,
and affect the lives of many more at a single stroke. However,
few of Tzeentch’s plots are simple, and many may appear at first
contradictory to others, or against Tzeentch’s own interests.
Only Tzeentch can see the threads of potential futures weaving
forward in time like tangled balls of multicoloured wool.

The skin of Tzeentch crawls with constantly changing faces,
leering and mocking the onlooker. As he speaks, these faces
sometimes repeat what he says with subtle but important
differences, or provide a commentary which throws doubt upon
his words. This makes it very hard to interpret what exactly
Tzeentch is saying. These lesser faces appear and disappear
quite quickly, but the actual head of Tzeentch does not change.
His puckered face sits low down and has no neck, so that it is
hard to distinguish his head from his chest. His curving horns
appear to spring from his shoulders rather than from his head.
The firmament surrounding Tzeentch is heavy with brooding
magic. It weaves like liquid smoke about his head, forming
subtle and interwoven patterns. Forms of places and people
appear in the smoke as Tzeentch’s mind contemplates their fate.

Every Power of Chaos has his opposite number, another Power
whose nature is the antithesis of his own. Tzeentch is the eternal
adversary of Nurgle. His energy comes from the excitement and
will to change, to forge one’s destiny, change fortune, and gain
power. This is quite the opposite of Nurgle, whose power comes
from defiance of despair and hopelessness.
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THE BLACK LEGION ARMY LIST

The Black Legion is the only rebel Chapter to have changed its name in
ten thousand years of exile. Created during the First Founding as the Luna
Wolves, the Emperor subsequently changed the Chapter title to the ‘Sons
of Horus' after the Warmaster’s Ullanor Crusade.

It was as the Sons of Horus that the Legion 1ok part in the Horus Heresy,
serving as his practorians during the campaign. However, with the death
of Horus at the hands of the Emperor and his Imperial Fist Marines, their
morale broke. The Sons of Horus fled from the Imperial Palace bearing
the remains of the Warmaster, a clear signal that the rebellion had failed.
“T'his action alone secured the contempt of all the other Traitor Legions.

During the first centuries of exile the Sons of Horus were the most combative
ofall the Traitor Legions, as if seeking to atone for their previous cowardice.
Over the centuries the Sons of Horus worshipped one Chaos Power after
another, giving themselves willingly as hosts to Summoned Daemons. With
each change in loyalty the Dacmons of the rejected Power retreated into
the warp, leaving discared husks where once had been Legionnaires. The
Sons of Horus were driven to the edge of extinction as a Chapter. It was
during this period that thie Sons of Horus discovered a means of hosting
Daemons that did not destroy the mortal host. The Legion was saved.

The revived, but still numerically inferior, Sons fought a number of wars
against the other Traitor Legions, which culminated in the destruction of
Sons’ fortress. The Warmasters body was removed and cloned, much to
the disgust of the remaining Sons. Denied their Warmaster, the Sons rejected
his name, their chapter title and painted their armour predominantly black.
Ina lightning raid the new ‘Black Legion’ destroyed the Warmaster's body
and fled into a further exile. The Chapter's remaining space barge vanished
into the dust nebulae about the Eye of Terror.

The Black Legion has raided the Eye of Terror and Imperial worlds ever
since. Their hulking space barge has been seen in many parts of the Imperium,
only to vanish as mysteriously as it had arrived. The Legion leaves traces
of its presence on many planets, and has fought against Imperial forces on
many occasions, but its motives and loyalties remain unclear. During the
Ultramarines’ operations against the Tyranid hive-fleet ‘Behemoth’, for
example, a Black Legion helmet was found by a combat ship clearance squad.
Inquisition scholars are still divided over the significance of this discovery.

BLACK LEGION SPECIAL RULES

1 All Black Legionnaires are subject to hatred of all other Traitor
Legionnaircs, Space Marines and Inquisitors. Traitor Legionnaires of
the Black Legion are immune to all other psychological effects, no
‘matter what their cause.

2 TheBlack Legion may include daemonic forces drawn from any other
Traitor Legion army list in one of its detachments. While part of a
Black Legion force, Daemons put aside all traditional rivalries, and
are not subject to hatred of any other Dacmons within the detachment

BLACK LEGION PERSONALITIES

All Black Legion officers, those who remember the days before the cloning of Warmaster Horus and those more recently promoted, are cunning and
ferocious. The Black Legion lacks the manpower of the other Legions, and so its commanders have learned to use their troops to the best effect.

Any number of personalities can be mounted on Chaos Steeds at a cost 32 points each.
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FRAG GRENADES

| STANDARD EQUIPMENT: 25 points

BOLT GUN
CONVERSION FIELD
BIONIC EYE (WITH TARGETER, BIO AND

‘GRENADES/MISSILES
EQUIPMENT AND BIONICS
ARMS OF CHAOS 03

TIMP PACKS 2

4 Dacrion Weapon shoul be randomily generaied
e the poinis cost has been paid) using the
‘Daemon Weapon sysem in The Magic of Chacs
(094). Roll a D4 to determine the lovaly of the
‘Daerion bound within the blade

D4
Upto one Chaos reward generated from the| 1

Dacmon of
3 Numle

ADDITIONAL EQUIPMENT

Kbome
Chaos Rewards Toble at no points cost. | 2 Siaanesh 4 Taench

BASIC EQUIPMENT

'POWERED ARMOUR WITH COMMUNICATOR,
RESPIRATOR AND AUTO SENSES

'KNIFE OR COMBAT ACCESSORY.

BOLT PISTOL

FROG GRENADES

OPTIONS
STANDARD EQUIPMENT: 14 points
BOLT GUN

REFRACTOR FIELD.
'BIONIC EYE (WITH TARGETER)

SPECIAL EQUIPMENT CHAKTS

cuamr
STANDARD WEAPONS
CLOSE COMBAT WEAPONS.
HEAVY WEAPONS
‘GRENADESIMISSILES
EQUIPMENT AND BIONICS
ARMS OF CHADS.

ADDITIONAL EQUIPMENT

JUMP PACK. 2

o

WEAPON.
(INCLUDES ONE RANDOM PROPERTY)
DAEMON WEAPON*
* 4 Daeon Weapon should e senerased
(afte the poinis cost has been paid) using the
tem in The Magic of Chaos
deternine the loyalry of the
‘ound within he blade:

Chaos Attributes

Up to D4-2 personal attributes. mon Weapon sys
©94). Roll a D4 1o
Daemon

D4 Daemonof
[Up to one Chaos reward generated fromthe] 1 Khome 3 Nurgle
| Chaos Rewards Table i no points cost. | 2 Sanesh & Tueentch
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51-54 CROSSBREED WITH FLAMER

The Champion mutates into a hybrid between himself and a
Flamer of Tzeentch. Roll a D6.

12 Oneamm tms into a flaming amm.

34 Anadditional flaming trunk arm grows from his body.

5 His lower body tums into a fleshy skirt. He now moves

as a Flamer of Tzeentch

6 Reroll twice ignoring this result if rerolled.
Apart from movement, the Champion's characteristics are
averaged between his current profile and that of a Flamer,
rounding fractions down to the nearest whole number. Each
flamer arm makes a bite attack with the snapping jaws at its
end, and can also make flaming attacks in combat and shoot
flames at distant targets in the same way as Flamers.

55-58 MAGIC OF TZEENTCH

‘The Champion is gifted with one of the following magic items.

0125 A Globe of Change
26-75 A Cordial of Tzeentch
76-90 A Warpstone Charm
91-00 A Rod of Tzeentch

The magic item can only be used by the Champion, it cannot be
passed on to a follower. See Magic of Tzeentch.

59-62 FAMILIAR

The Champion is gifted with a familiar, often the miniaturised
form of a Horror. The familiar has D3 Chaos Attributes. Every
time the Champion gains another attribute the familiar gains the
same attribute. Rules for familiars are in the Slaves to Darkness
book of Realm of Chaos. Champions can have several familiars.

D100  Familiar

0112 Combat
13-34 i
3556
5178
7900  Magic Storage

63-69 WINGS

The Champion is gifted with feathered wings like those of the
Greater Dacmon of Tzeentch, the Lord of Change. The
Champion is able to fly through the air. He has a maximum
speed of 32", a minimum speed of 0, and an acc/dec rate of 8”.

70-77 CHANGING OF THE WAYS

Tzeentch decides that it is time for his servant to assume an
entirely different appearance. All current attributes are replaced
by the same number of new ones. Any profile modifications
gained from the old attributes are retained, and new changes
made for the effects of new attributes. This gift cannot be
passed on to a follower if gained a second or subsequent time.

78-84 WITHERING GAZE

The Champion has the gaze of the Lord of Change. In hand-to-
hand combat, opponents must take a 2D6 test against their cool.
If the dice roll is greater than their cool they are unable to look
the Champion in the face and all their attacks that round are
resolved with a -1 to hit modifier.

85-93 RUNE OF TZEENTCH

The twisting S-shaped rune of Tzeentch is branded onto the
Champion’s body. Runes of this kind are often brightly coloured
or take other interesting forms. Roll a D6 to determine the form
of the rune.

1. The Rune glows either blue or pink.

2. The Rune writhes over the Champion’s skin as if it were
alive.

3. The Rune moves about the Champion’s body - sometimes
on his head, at other times moving to his arms, legs, etc.

4. The Rune is duplicated thousands of times over the
Champion's skin forming a complex interlocking patten.

5. Ahom, shaped like the Rune of Tzeentch, sprouts from the
Champion's forchead. This gives him an extra gore attack.

6. Two of above. Reroll to determine the forms the Runes
take.

94-97 DAEMONIC NAME

Tzeentch honours his most favoured Champion by granting him
a special daemonic True Name. Daemonic names and the
generation tables for creating them are described in Slaves to
Darkness. Second and subsequent rewards make the name
longer and more impressive.

98-00 CHAOS ATTRIBUTE

‘Tzeentch awards his Champion not with a conventional gift but
with D3 Chaos Attributes. Although arrived at as a single Gift
of Tzeentch, this reward counts either as 1, 2 or 3 Chaos
Attributes when determining a Champion's fate under the Eye
of God. Tt does not count as a gift.
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THE MOUNTS OF SLAANESH

Steeds of Slaanesh (Q'gha’thashi’i)
Flesh Lickers Degraded Ones
Tongue Lashers of Slaanesh ‘Whips of Slaanesh

These strange bipedal beasts are sometimes granted to followers of
Slaanesh, and are frequently ridden into battle by the Daemonettes.
They do not attack in combat, but can move very quickly, and use
their long tongue to ensnare their rider’s opponents, making them
easy targets.
Physique: Mounts of Slaanesh are bipedal, combining the appearance
of a horse and an ostrich. They have two long, feminine legs, and
a crest of vivid green hair runs the length of the back. The glossy
fur on the legs and upper parts of the body is a pale lavender colour,
while the head, tail and underside are pastel yellow with mottled deep
red markings. They have a long, tubular snout, ending in a small
‘mouth from which their long, electric-blue tongue shoots constantly
back and forth.

Alignment: Chaos (Slaanesh).
Psychological Traits: None.

Special Rules: Mounts may attempt to snare Human sized or smaller
targets within 3"/6 yards using their tongue. This is their only attack,
and they must make a normal attack roll to do so. If the attack succeeds,

the victim is completely ensnared, and may not move or attack. The
Mount then pulls its tongue in, dragging the victim onto the weapons
of its rider.

'WFB: the rider may strike the victim at +2 to hit;
WEFRP: the victim counts as a prone target.

The victim can only escape if somone else cuts through the Lasher’s
tongue, which has T 4, W 1/4.

MOUNTS OF SLAANESH

Warhammer Fantasy Battle

S T W I A LdInt (I WPPV
1.6 1 - - -

Warhammer Fantasy Roleplay

These profiles may be modified by the Daemon’s Chaos >
attributes.
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As the worshippers of Nurgle advance across the battlefield,
the terrifying scream of plague catapults fills the air. Behind
the mad headlong charge of the Chaos followers, rows of
Contagion Plague Engines launch their pestilent ammunition
at the opposing army. The main weapon of the Contagion is
the plague catapult, a huge armament which bombards the
enemy with chunks of Chaos-saturated stone, clusters of
decaying corpses and other disease-infested filth

When these vile bombs impact they spray ichor and infected
debris across a wide area. The pestilential aura that surrounds
the site of these bombardments fills the air with corruption
and the malaise of Nurgle's Rot spreads across the battlefield.
Those who survive the initial attack soon contract a variety of
virulent diseases. Their wounds turn gangrenous and they die
swiftly, wracked with pain,

The Contagions fire their plague catapults like any other
barrage and may fire indirectly. Each Contagion has two
barrage points, roll to hit and make saving throws as normal
However, any infantry stand killed should not be removed
Instead they should be turned upside down and left in place for
the rest of the battle to mark a pile of plaguc-ridden corpses.

At the start of each subsequent Orders phase (before orders are
placed), place a barrage marker centred on each inverted
stand, representing the miasma of infection surrounding the
heap of bodies. Any model touched by the template is a
potential victim and may contract a variety of debilitating
infections. Models which are followers of Nurgle (minions
which are attached to a Nurgle Greater Daemon) are not
affected by this plague. Roll a dice for each model, on a roll of
6 (not modified by cover) it must make an unmodified saving
throw or be destroyed.

Infantry stands destroyed by this secondary effect should also
be upturned, and from the start of the next turn will also
spread the plague as described above. In this way it is possible
for the plague to rapidly spread across the battlefield,
contaminating wide areas with a miasmic pestilence.

The Contagion Plague Engine also mounts a vomit cannon for
attacking targets that approach too close. The vomit cannon
sprays a gout of disgusting filth and discase for a short
distance, which surges over walls, around trees and through
windows. Consequently, the Contagion ignores to hit
modifiers for cover when firing its vomit cannon

Troop Type Move | Saving | CAF | Weapons Range | Attack | Roll | Target’s | Notes
Throw Dice |toHit (Save Mod.
Contagion 15em | 4+ +3 | Plague Catapult | 75cm | 2 Barrage points 0 Spreads Plague
Vomit Cannon 1 4 -1 Ignores cover

A Nurgle Plague Tower smashes into an Eldar Revenant Scout Titan, while the frenzied troops inside prepare to board!
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preserving intellect. Life itself is of no intrinsic value to the
‘Tech-Priests. This is most clearly seen in their use of humans as
raw material from which they create the special cyborg
‘machine-creatures called Servitors. Servitors are supplied to the
various governmental and military organisations throughout the
Imperium including the Administratum, the Space Marines and
other parts of the Adeptus Terra. Typical Servitors are
Technomats who operate and service machines, Holomats who
act as holographic recordists, Lexomats who are like human
computers with tremendous calculating powers, and Drones
which are living robots - stupid and essentially mindless slaves
ideal for menial work and little else.

WARRIOR CULTS

Traditional Warrior Cults are practised on many worlds where
warfare is endemic. Not all such worlds are primitive by any
means, even some of the most technically advanced worlds
have warrior cultures. In some cases this violence is highly
ritualised, and takes the form of arena combats and formal
duels. In other cases the fighting is restricted to certain classes
or individuals, so that the ordinary members of society can go
about their daily lives unaffected by the gangland style
assassinations and vengeance killings which go on around them.

Although disapproved of by the Adeptus Ministorum, warrior
cults are tolerated by planetary government and the Adeptus
Terra. They promote martial ideals and warrior skills which are
actually very useful to their local governments and even to the
Imperium itself. As many of the cults stress the noble values of
conflict, such as the protection of the weak, they act as a
stabilising force in what might otherwise seem a dangerously
violent society.

CHAOS CULTS

The Ecclesiarchy is very intolerant of religious practices which
they feel are dangerous to the weil-being of the Imperium.
Where possible local inhabitants are always encouraged to
adopt the Imperial Cult. Where this is not possible for whatever
reason, Imperial Missionaries work to incorporate elements of
the Imperial cult into local religions. In this way local religions
will adopt various aspects of the Imperial Cult while continuing
to practice their traditional forms of worship. These local
variants of the Imperial Cult are tolerated because they are at
least open and their practices easily monitored.

Despite the best efforts of the Missionaries there are many
forms of worship which remain completely unacceptable to the
Adeptus Ministorum. The worship of the Chaos Powers is the
‘most obvious of these and probably the most dangerous too.

The lure of Chaos attracts all manner of men on all kinds of
worlds. Planets which vary tremendously in their civilisations
and level of technological attainments are all home to followers
of Chaos. Even on relatively comfortable worlds there are
people who crave forbidden knowledge, whose lust for
unearthly power and arcane lore overrides their loyalty to the
Imperium. All over the Imperium, even upon the worlds of
Earth and Mars at the heart of the human galaxy, there are
people willing to dabble in things beyond their understanding.
Not all these people realised they were dealing directly with a
Great Power, some become involved quite innocently in what
they believed to be warrior cults or intellectual and artistic
communities. The worship of Chaos is always undertaken in
secret, in hidden covens and among guarded societies, lending a
further air of romance to the dangers of the unknown.

Some cultists worship Chaos in its entirety or Undivided Glory,
just as some Chaos Champions dedicate themselves to Chaos as
a whole rather than to a particular Power. These cultists
venerate the Great Powers, daemons, and other Powers of
Chaos as a Pantheon of diverse gods. The worship of the Chaos
Powers in this way follows a pattern of polytheism which is
quite common among native religions. This polytheistic version
of Chaos is therefore the most obvious form of worship on these
worlds. However, those who possess more knowledge about the
warp and the individual Chaos Powers will usually choose to
single out one Power as the object of their worship. The most
important Powers are the four Great Powers Khomne, Slaanesh,
Nurgle and Tzeentch, but there are many lesser Powers,
Daemon Princes, and other daemons which are also
worshipped.

Often a Chaos Power is venerated under the guise of another
and seemingly unconnected name. Many a savage tribe on some
backward planet splashes idols with the sacrificial blood of their
enemies, unaware that their God is yet another aspect of Khorne
the Blood God. Indeed the Adeptus Ministorum might well
make efforts to introduce the worship of the Emperor among
such people.

The most dangerous cults are those which worship the Chaos
Powers directly and go so far as to summon daemons from the
warp itself. These are the Chaos Cultists who are hunted and
suppressed by the Inquisition because their activities pose a
very real threat to humanity. In addition to the Chaos
worshipping cults are those centered around alien infiltrators
like the Genestealers, cults which aim to speed humanity’s
evolution into a psychic species like the Immortal Cult of
Necromunda, and other strange cults such as the Vampire
Covens of Cassandron. These organisations are ruthlessly
persecuted by the Inquisition, and their members are hunted
down and killed without mercy.
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FAMILIAR

The Champion is granted a permanent Daemonic Faniliar
(see The Magic of Chaos pl02). Although this Familiar
need not be summoned before a battle begins most of
the other special rules for Familiars apply. A Champion
of Slaanesh, may, however, have two Familiars if these
are rewards from Slaanesh.

The Familiar often takes the form of a small succubus
or similar creature. This ‘incomplete Daemon’ can have
up to three Chaos attributes when given to the Champion,
and can gain more as time progresses.

CROSS-BREED
The Champion merges with a Mount of Slaanesh and
becomes a hybrid entity.

The profile of the hybrid Champion is the average of those
of the Champion and the Mount of Slaanesh. Pairs of
characteristics on the two profiles are added together and
divided by two, rounding any fractions down. This new
number is entered on the hybrid’s profile. For example,
a Mount of Slaanesh has M 12, while a Champion has
M 4 - the new hybrid Champion has M 8 (12-+4=16/2=8).

The new hybrid Champion retains all the Chaos gifts of
its Champion ‘parent’. The Champion may retain the
Chaos attributes of his Champion ‘parent’, or may generate
an equal number of new attributes, The Champion’s face
also changes as described above under the Face of a Mount
of Slaanesh reward.

The physique of the new Champion is a mixture of the
two ‘parents’, modified by his Chaos attribrutes. Whatever
his appearance, however, he always has the glossy fur
and the colouring of his ‘parent’ Mount of Slaanesh.

HORNS OF SLAANESH

The Champion receives two pairs of horns, similar to
Slaanesh’s own. The Champion gains an extra gore
attack (A +1).

Subsequent rewards of Horns of Slaanesh merely grant
an extra Artack (not an extra set of horns) providing that
this is a gore.

MUSK

The Champion exudes a musky perfume, which is highly
attractive to all creatures. A model within 4”/8 yards of
a Champion must make a WP test or move adjacent to
him. Other members of a unit have the option of
voluntarily accompanying their affected companion, or
abandoning him to his fate. A victim becomes hysterically
strong, and cannot be prevented from reaching the
Champion to whose musk he has succumbed. Victims
are unable to do anything other than stand quite still,
drinking in the heady perfume. Only one victim can be
influenced by a single Champion’s musk.

Second and subsequent rewards of this type increase.the
strength of the Champion’s scent. Add 1"/2 yards to the
range for each Musk reward.

RAZOR-EDGED TAIL

‘The Champion gains a razor-edged tail, identical to that
of a Daemonette. He may now make one additional fail
attack (A +1).

Any subsequent Razor-edged Tails are awarded to
followers of the Champion of Slaanesh.

MARK OF SLAANESH

Slaanesh’s rune-symbol is branded into the Champion’s
forehead, a reminder to the Champion (if such is needed)
of the nature of his true Master. Second and subsequent
rewards are applicd to the Champion’s followers.

DAEMONIC NAME

Slaanesh honours the Champion by giving him a
daemonic True Name. See Daemon True Names in The
Powers of Chaos (p23). You may also give the Champion
a Use-Name (p23) if you wish. Second and subsequent
rewards make the name longer, indicating Slaanesh’s high
regard for the Champion.

CHAOS ATTRIBUTE

Slaanesh judges the Champion to be unworthy of a proper
reward, and perversely grants him a Chaos attribute.
Randomly generate one attribute using the Personal
Attributes Table in The Mark of Chaos (pl13).
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Now came the next stage. He examined his
memories. Now he exulted in who he was and how
he came to be. He reached for the gems of memory,
and they came to him, one by one.

He was on Prospero, homeworld of his Order. From
the balcony of his tower he could see the mile-high
spire where dwelled Magnus, Primarch of his Order.
The air of the city crackled with hundreds of potent
enchantments. His spellbook floated in front of him.
He knew that Magnus had been right to defy the
Emperor’s Interdict against the study of magic. It
was so fascinating and they had learned so much.
Soon they would use their spells to smite the
Emperor’s enemies and the ruler of mankind would
be forced to see the error of his ways.

Twas a fool then, thought Karlsen. We were all fools.
He reached for another memory

Anger at the betrayal filled his mind. The Emperor
had declared them heretics, outcasts. Their
knowledge was deemed forbidden. They were to be
purged. The Space Wolves had been despatched to
cleanse Prospero. They were forced to flee. In that
moment Karlsen realised that the Emperor was a
fool and all his followers were dupes. He was jealous
of any power he did not understand. Perhaps he
feared a potential rival. Whatever his reasons it did
not matter. The Thousand Sons must take to their
ships and accept Warmaster Horus’ offer of
sanctuary. It was their only chance of survival in the
turbulent period of civil war, the only way to protect
what they had gained.

Another scene filled his mind.

He aimed his boller al the Loyalist and pulled the
trigger. The man screamed and fell. Laser fire
scorched the pavement all around him but the
shimmer of his protective spells warded it from his
body. In the distance he could see the mountain-high
silver walls that protected the Emperor’s palace.
Overhead the blue sky of Earth was filled with ships.
This was the final battle. Today the fate of the galaxy
would be decided.

The scene melted into another memory of that
awesome battle.

He stood before the gleaming black valves of the
Ultimate Gate, the towering portal that guarded the
entrance to the Inner Palace. All around him he
sensed the press and surge of bodies. Overhead an
angel-winged man in blood red armour wrestled
with a huge bat-winged daemon. With a final mighty
surge the daemon cast the man down. Karlsen heard
granite crack and his roar of triumph mingled with
ten thousand other voices.

He watched the Earth recede behind him through
the armourglass window of the spacecraft. The taste
of defeat was bitter in his mouth. The Emperor had
defeated Warmaster Horus. Loyalist reinforcements
approached Earth, bearing the accursed Space
Wolves and the Dark Angels. They were defeated.
The rebellion was over. Now they must flee to the

edge of the galaxy, to the one place their foes would
not dare pursue them, to the Eye of Terror.

He stood amid the rubble of Prospero and watched
the sky change colour. His voice mingled with the
chanting of his brothers. Chain lightning crackled
from horizon to horizon. Pain filled him as he forced
his mind to the task. The towering presence of
Magnus was there, calming him, reassuring him that
what they attempted could be done, that they could
indeed shift an entire world through the warp to the
Eye, that their ancient world could be theirs again.

He raced down a long street between low squat
buildings. Behind him he heard the whoosh of
displaced air, turning he snapped off a shot with his
bolter. The long sleek Eldar jet-bike jinked to one
side and the shot ricocheted from the walls.

He looked in horror at his hand. It was starting to
change. The fingers were lengthening. Already they
had fused with his gauntlet and he could not take it
off. Was this the result of long term exposure to the
warping influence of Chaos within the Eye or
something else? His armour was already changing,
flowing into a new style. Tiny metal skulls covered
his belt, a daemon’s head leered from his shoulder
guard. Fear of the change filled him.

He stood in the long hall of a tumbled down
building. The roof had long ago collapsed and cold
stars glittered in the sky. The daemon crouched in
front of him, confined by the pentacle and the power
of his will. It snarled and flickers of warpflame
emerged from its mouth. It did not want to share its
wisdom with him but he knew that soon it would.

He wrapped his tentacles round the throat of the
blue-armoured Ultramarine. The man struggled and
writhed in his grasp, frantically trying to break his
grip and bring his bolter to bear. It was a hopeless
struggle. Slowly, inexorably, Karlsen lifted him and
with one mighty heave threw him off the top of the
tower. He watched with satisfaction as the man
tumbled headlong to the ground over a mile below.
The fight was over. The last Ultramarine on the
planet was dead. The governor’s palace was theirs.

On and on it went. Memories flickered through his
mind, reminding him of ancient triumphs and
ancient defeats, of all the things he desired to
remember and some of the things he would like to
forget but could not.

The touch of his sergeant brought him from his
reveries. He looked up into Caine’s twisted goat face,
“What is it?” he asked.

“Ships rise from the planet, Brother Captain.
Defenders come to meet us.”

Good, thought Karlsen. Perhaps this planet shall
provide us with some sport after all
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HAOS AND WARPSPACE

Warpspace is a parallel reality to the space of the Imperium, a universe devoid
of recognisable matter and life, with its own fluid laws of time and space. Warpspace
is a random, unstructured dimension of energy and unfocused consciousness. It
is Chaos, unfettered by the limits of matter and undirected by intelligent purpose.
)% Warpspace is Chaos; Chaos is the stuff of warpspace. The two are indivisible.

The warp is also an important factor in the survival of the human race. Spacecraft, capable of
voyaging thousands of light years in a matter of days, travel across the warp. By such fragile means
Humanity is bound together in a single Imperium, led by the Master of Man, the Emperor. The
Emperor’s will may be mighty, but his reach is long only because warpspace may be crossed by
his fleets.

THE CH AOS POWER S vortices of pressure and potential energy, concentrating power in

Fean T relatively ‘small’ locales. These swirls and eddies, great warpstorms
The raw warpstuff of Chaos is mindless and unthinking, buthas a  hat can seal off huge tracts of warpspace (and real space - spacecraft
consciousness of its own. It is aware only in the crudest of ways, are unable to navigate warp storms), are capable of unimaginable
growing and evolving only through chance and random action. Within  acts of creation and destruction. The storms are the Powers of Chaos,
warpspace, the fabric of Chaos ebbs and flows, forming eddies and its lords and masters, formed of the endlessly fluid fabric of their
¥ \ 4 % universe. As their concentration
‘within the warp changes, the Chaos
Powers ebb and flow. At times a
little of a Chaos Power’s substance
dissipates into the warp, at others
a Power increases its strength,
drawing more of the warp
into itself.

Some warpstorms end quickly,
‘having spent their fury in relentless
turbulence that lasts moments or
millennia. These are the lesser
Powers of Chaos, eternal and ever-
changing. They coalesce from the
warp for a brief time, and are
capable of existence for only a
flicker of time. They waste their
substance upon the warp, and
dissolve once more into formless
Chaos. While they hold together,
the Powers achieve intelligence,
personality and purpose. They can
perceive the warp and their
‘companion warpstorms. They can
also see dimly beyond the warp into
the real universe. Many never
reach beyond this perceptive state,
adrift in the flow of the warp. They
run the course of all warpstorms,
and then dissolve once more.

All Daemons are
Falsehood. They are
Lies, given the
shape of creatures
by the Power of
Chaos. Fear the
Daemons of Khorne
for this reason and
then fear them
once more.
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daemonic superiors, they can re-enter the Realm of Chaos at

THE DISCS il Tn his way they cun cary a Champion of Chaos it the

Realm of Chaos as a Warp Rider. However, mere mortals were

Steeds of Tzeentch (K’ echi’tsonae) not meant to exist in this immaterial universe and the

exhilaration and sheer excitement can sometimes prove beyond

human tolerance. The warp ride is the ultimate human

experience - to be chased by the things that live within it, and

sustained by the liquid air of pure magic, to return to the mortal

world at a pitch of ecstasy, every nerve bumning with the energy
of raw magic.

Discs  Sky-Sharks of Tzeentch

All was speed and fury as he goaded his sky-shark
faster and faster through the warp. The winds of magic
screamed and howled about them as they whirled with
the currents and tore through veils of insubstantial
substance. Gauzy streamers of the stuff caught about
them and trailed behind in billowing tatters. His eyes
stung as they passed under waterfalls of colours he
knew no words to describe. Solidity and form had no
meaning in this strange world of magic and unlight.
Coloured sparks flashed here and there, sometimes
darting into his mouth and bursting out of his nose. The
sky-shark bucked and plunged beneath him, twisting
higher and higher. At last he realised what
extraordinary power lay in the moment, and in a
moment the thought was gone and all was speed once
more. His body shook in spasms and the sky-sharks
snapped around his feet, their skins glistening as
‘magical sea-spray burst over their flashing bodies. Soon
they would overtake him and tip him into the waves of
the warp. He laughed aloud in defiance and a thousand
daemons heard his cry and turned as he tumbled and
was lost laughing amongst the foaming pack.

The Realm of Chaos is inhabitcd by the Chaos Powers and their  {L- Special Psychological Traits: Discs are unaffected by °.
minions, by the shadow-selves of mortals, and by unsure 3¢ any psychology. :
flittering creatures born from the recurrent emotions of the
once-living. It is  hell of sorts, and a heaven of sorts, an endless
sea of perdition. It is inhabited by numberless hunters and
Kkillers, things that prey upon the flitiering creatures and even
upon the shadowy spirits of men. Not the least of these are the
shoaling Discs of Tzeentch, also known as the Steeds of
Tzeentch. They roam the tides of the warp like shoals of
barracudas, searching for the vulnerable things that inhabit it.
Discs arc vicious and uncaring hunters. They can scent the
shadow-self of a vulnerable human, quickly find it and tear it to
pieces, carrying the remnants back to their Lord Tzeentch.

* Special Rules: A Disc moves by flying up to 12”. A Disc
can carry a single rider into battle, but they can also fight

2 without a rider. A Disc has a single bite attack, delivered .
by its razor-sharp edges as it rasps past a foe. Discs and

" Disc-mounted warriors can move out of hand-to-hand =
combat during their movement if the player wishes,

* carried by their steeds away from their opponent and out

) of the fighting. !

Profile - Warhammer Fantasy Battle and WH40K

In the Realm of Chaos Discs are smoky creatures whose shifting T

forms hint at a profusion of teeth and penetrating little eyes. :
When they move into the material world at the command of o 12 3 - 3 3 2 3 1 10 0 10 10 15
their Lord Tzeentch, their raw magical bodies assume bizarre
and unlikely forms. While most are round and disc shaped,
some are covered in eyes, and others sheathed in living metal. Profile - Warhammer Fantasy Roleplay

They fly through the air, darting and turning through the .. M WS BS S T W I A Dex Ld Int Cl WP Fel
firmament like sleek fish through clear waters. A Champion or  §7

other servant of Tzeentch may%)he Given a Steed of Taeenteh to DB B LR B )
ride through the air by standing upon its flat upper surface.

Because Discs exist primarily in the Realm of Chaos, only
entering the material world under the direction of their
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Kohler turned to his soldicrs and shouted,
Al guns open firc! Fire at willl”

The Imperial line crupted in 3 storm of
Tasbolts and heavy wespon blists, and the
front of the Chaos horde was instantly
scythed down. Volley after volley
hammered the Chaos troops. but Kobler
could sce that it wouldn't maticr, there
were simply too many 1o kill. The war
machine loomed ss large 35 3 hive spirc,
the deafening hissing of the thing it
carried on its back overshadowing all but
the loudest weapons. Kohler ducked down
below the lip of the trench, cjccting a
spent power cartridge from his lasgun and
fumbling for another. He heard what
sounded like a huge, sucking breath
followed by a roaring like the howl of
some ancicat monster. The top of the
trench disintegrated. turncd molten under
the firc of the war cagine. Magma-hot
dicmonic ichor spewed from the hissing
cauldron, destroying cverything it touchcd
before vaporising into the cther. Scorcs of
bodics fell into the trench, their upper
halves burned away and the remains of
their uniforms ablaze. Burncd human meat
and sizzling fat filled Kohler's nostrils
and he dropped to his kaces, retching at
its foul stench.

As he gagged on the ashen remains of his
fellow soldicrs, he heard a thunderous
detonation 3s the war cngine activated the
buricd mincs placed in their hundreds
before the trenches. Sccondary explosions
within the stricken war machine hurled
burning liquid all across the battleficld,
splishing down in molten sheets. The

Y o
SR S
HoMisg the River Ghacron

arth rocked as it toppled, slamming into
the ground with tecth-loosening force.
Kohler fell into a pool of steaming
blood. Screams and screcches of agony
filled the air and Kohler felt hatred like
he had never known flood his heart. He
rose to his fect and shouldered his fasgun,
pumping shot after shot into the recling
Chaos forces. The mineficld had halted
them in their tracks and the survivors
milled in shell-shocked confusion at its
edge. Scores fell to the fire of the
Imperial Guard and Kohler lughed in
hysterical selease. They could do it. They
could win this battle!

But then the sky darkencd and roiling
black clonds, shot through with blood
red lightoing billowed from the Chaos
horde and 3 bellowing rosr that froze the
marrow in Kohler's bones cchoed across
the battlefield. The beat of powerful
wiogs parted the clouds and Kobler had
barcly perceived vision of 3 vast red
figure crashing down to carth with an
car-splitting boom. The creature landed
heavily. thrusting out its slab-muscled
chest and spreading its powerful arms
wide as it roared its challenge. It carried 3
broad-blsded sword of dark iron.
unnatural sigils blizing with unholy light.
Kohler sobbed as the cnormous cresturc
strode into the mincficld. joined by 2
group of hulking monsters from his
darkest nightmares. Armoured in brass and
covered in filthy, blood-matted fur they
carried pulsing, ted axes and Lishing,
barbed whips. Kohler dropped his lisgun
and wept in terror, curling into 2 foctal
ball and waiting for death as the monsters
approached, the crash of brass-shod
hooves sounding like the death of worlds.

Then Kobler screamed as he felt tongues
of lightning lish his body. jerking
spasmodically as the firc scorched his
flesh. He rolled onto his back. feeling his
hair burn and tricd to make sensc of what
he saw before him. Flickering arcs of blue
cnergy leapt and danced above the glassy
slag of the trench top, making the air
taste clectric. Then with a crack of
displaced air the lightning vanished and in
its place stood perhaps 2 hundred warriors
in suits of burnished bluc-stecl Terminator
armour.

Brother Captsin Aurelfian blinked rapidly.
fecling the knot of tension in his gut
relax as his body adjusted after the mass
teleportation of his Grey Knights. He

stood on the lip of + snaking trench,
filled with weeping and terrificd
Guardsmen. Ahead, he could scc the
smoking remains of a smashed dacmon
cngine and the explosion wreathed
battleficld. And striding across the cratered
wastelnd came Angron, Dacmon Primarch
of the World Eaters, the Fallen One. A
dozen of the Blood God's most favoured
dicmons surrounded Angron, and Aurcllian
gripped his Nemesis weapon tightly,
knowing that this battlc would decide the
fate of the world. With a pulse of
thought he ordered his warriors to
sdvance as Angron raised his sword in
mock salute.

Aurellian marched forwards, the Grey
Knights following in disciplined groups.
their Nemesis weapons held beforc them.
Waves of bloodlust broke agaiast them,
but their souls were hardencd to resist
such petty evils and not 3 man amongst
them faltered in his stride. A slavering
dacmon leapt into the air, its powerful
wings carrying it across the battleficld in
+ hartbest. Tt landed before Avrelfian.
thick ropes of bloody saliva drooling
from its jaws. It swung its giant axe in 2
disembowelling stroke, but he swept up
his force halberd, blocking the blow in a
halo of bright cncrgy. He spun his
weapon and ammed the blade into the
dacmon's belly and torc upwards, rippiog 3
screech of pain from its faws. Black light
spilled from the wound 15 Aurcllian
pulled his weapon frec and beheaded the
monster with one psychically charged
blow.

The dacmon's substance vanished, dispersed
like smoke in the wind and Aagron
bellowed in smuscment, his skin splitting
snd orange flames blossoming from his
veins. The Dacmon Primarch’s bestial fice
tippled in the heat haze, and Avrellisn
could fecl Angrons hunger to fight them.

“The knights of the corpse god.” rasped
the Dacmon Primarch in recognition, the
voice rumbling like 2 slow-moving
avalanche. “T shall cajoy fecding you your
entrails.”

Aurcllian did not reply. He had oo wish
to speak with 3 dsemon: its words were
all falschoods and its very presence
hateful to him

Thousands of throats gave voice to a roar
of bloodlust as Angron and his
Bloodthirsters stamped forwards, mines
detonating harmlessly against their
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THE DAEMONETTES

Lesser Daemons of Slaanesh (Q tlahs itsu’aksho)

Children of Slaanesh Debauched Ones
Bringers of Joyous Degradation  Seekers of Decadence
Givers of Indescribable Delight

The Daemonettes are the most numerous of Slaanesh’s daemonic
followers, and serve his purposes in a number of ways. They fight
as troops on the battlefield, and are occasionally granted as
companions to Human followers of Slaanesh. Like Slaanesh, the
Daemonettes are beautiful, but their beauty is perverse and unnatural,
and causes loathing rather than admiration. They often ride into battle
on Mounts of Slaanesh.

Physique: The Daemonettes stand nearly as tall as a man, and are
white skinned with deep green saucer-like eyes. Their figures and
faces are something like those of Human women, but they have only
one breast. They often decorate their bodies and their long, flowing
white hair with a variety of bizarre designs, painted or tattooed onto
their skins in the pastel colours of Slaanesh. Slaanesh’s symbol,
endlessly repeated, is the most popular motif. Their arms end in
chitinous crab-like claws, and they have two-toed, clawed feet and
arazor-edged tail. They sometimes wear elaborate chain mail armour.

Alignment: Chaos (Slaanesh)
Psychological Traits: As Lesser Daemon. Hate followers of Khorne.

Magic: A unit of Daemonettes can know up to 6 level 1 spells (see
The Magic of Chaos p78). They always succeed in casting spells,
and no magic points are expended. See Daemonic Saving Throws
(p74) for a Daemonette’s magic saving throw.

g i P E e z
Magical Items: Daemonettes do not normally possess magical items,
but if you wish, a randomly generated Daemonette may have a 10%
chance of one magical item. This may be determined for individual
Daemonettes, or one roll can be made for an entire regiment and
the result applied to all the unit’s models.

Special Rules: As Lesser Daemon. 2 claw attacks and one tail.

A correctly attired worshipper of Slaanesh may summon D6
Daemonettes riding Mounts of Slaanesh by using a Summon Lesser
Daemonss spell, but at a cost of only 2 magic points. If any
Daemonettes survive their mission they will demand that the
summoner sacrifices one of his company to Slaanesh before they will
depart peacefully.

Warhammer Fantasy Battle
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Daemonettes have an armour saving throw of 6. The points
" value has been modified to reflect the Dacmonettes spell
casting abilites.

Warhammer Fantasy Roleplay
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1 AP on all locations.

 These profiles may be modified by the Dacmon's
Chaos attributes.
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=¥ FRVANTS OF KHORNE..

stood from horizon to horizon, filling the air with their shrieks, gibbers and howls
of blood. Their battle banner strained in the coppery wind that blew across their
ranks. It was a banner of deepest, darkest red, with but a single rune and a legend
of simple devotion: Blood for the Blood God. At some secret signal all fell silent,
and then came a single shriek of dark and bloody loyalty, a pact of hate and death.

It echoed from leathered skins, and grew to shake the clouds. And far above the Daemon’s ranks,
there was an answering roar of bloody approval, torn from Khorne’s brazen throat.
- The Tome of Blood
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PLANET OF THE SORCERERS

The Thousand Sons escaped from the aftermath of the Horus
Heresy by using their sorcerous powers to open up a warp
interface through which their fleet fled from the Earth system.
The fleet was drawn through the warp to the Eye of Terror to

the daemon world which Tzeentch had promised them. This is .

the world now known as the Planet of the Sorcerers, where the
Thousand Sons established themselves under the rule of
Magnus the Red. Many of them continued their study of magic
and became mighty Wizard-Champions of Tzeenich.

Not all the Thousand Sons became wizards - some became
Champions or still fight as warriors in the service of other
Champions or Wizard-Champions, who call themselves
Sorcerers. The former Primarch of the Thousand Sons was
elevated to the rank of Daemon Prince of Tzeentch, and
installed in a volcanic fortress-pinnacle called the Tower of the
Cyclops. Like its master the top-most tower of this fortress has
a single living eye which peers over the surrounding landscape,
watching over the minions of its lord; the eternal guardian and
watchdog of the Sorcerer King.

The world itself is dark, rocky, volcanic and tempestuous. Its
leaden skies are riven by the constant discharge of magical
energy in the form of bellowing thunder and kaleidoscopic
lightning. The whole world is saturated with magical power:
coloured clouds of magical vapour fill the sky, obscuring the
sun and releasing energised rain which fills the darkly coloured
rivers and seas. Above the flood plains of shifting lava and
flowing multicoloured rivers, huge craggy peaks rise into the
sky like thrusting fists of stone. On these crags are perched
castles or towers where the Sorcerers and Daemon Princes of
the Thousand Sons live.

The largest and most impressive of these Sorcerers’ Towers is
the Tower of the Cyclops itself, a huge black tower where
thousands of troops and servants live. Other fortresses are
smaller, and some are little more than single towers housing the
Sorcerer and an entourage of a few dozen retainers.

As well as watching over the Planet of the Sorcerers the
glowing eye of the Tower of the Cylops also peers through the
warp into the galaxy itself. This allows the Sorcerer-King to spy
out the arcane artefacts and talented psykers which fascinate
him, so that he can despatch raiders against the Imperium. The
ancient spacecraft are boarded and cast into the warp currents
which carry them into the material universe to raid and take
captives and bring back to the Planet of the Sorcerers.

The Thousand Sons are able to navigate their way to the
‘material universe by following the scent of psychic covens or
sorcerous summonings. From their spacecraft they can detect
and track these emanations by means of large crystals called
Seer Stones, transparent crystal spheres approximately a metre
across. Smaller less powerful Seer Stones are used to guide the
Renegades to their target once they have landed.

Tzeentch often chooses the Thousand Sons as his agents; the
instruments by which he manipulates the course of history. By
raiding a specific planet or slaying a certain individual, the
Great Power of Tzeentch promotes his own interests and
attempts to draw power away from others.

The Thousand Sons are especially interested in magical
artefacts, ancient arcane books, talented psykers and any aspect
of sorcerous knowledge or power. They often raid specifically
to acquire such things, even going as far as to attack museums
and the private collections of antiquarians, much to the
mystification of their victims. In many instances magical
artefacts are acquired by local Chaos Cults, and the Thousand
Sons merely come and take them away together with humans
who might make promising servants. It often comes as an
unpleasant suprise to a Cult Magus to find that his efforts to
summon the Thousand Sons merely result in losing his
sorcerous artefacts and most of his coven.

THRALL WIZARDS

When the Thousand Sons first arrived on the Planet of the
Sorcerers it had no native population to make suitable servants
or warriors. Over the many thousands of years that the Space
Marines have lived on the world they have acquired such
‘minions by means of raiding throughout the galaxy. This has led
to the creation of an underling servant class within the
Sorcerers” Towers. Some servants have occasionally broken
free and fled into the hostile land to join the various nomadic
‘Warbands led by Champions from the Thousand Sons and,
inevitably, Champions who have risen from the ranks of
escaped servants. From these Warbands arise the Champions of
Chaos and in particular Champions of Tzeentch, who are
recruited back to serve the Thousand Sons. Further captives are
taken by the Thousand Sons when they raid.

From these three sources, servants, nomadic Warbands, and
captives, the Sorcerers of the Thousand Sons recruit their own
Warbands to fight as Chaos Renegades. Individuals with
psychic powers are highly prized and encouraged, and may rise
to become mighty Champions or Daemon Princes in their own
right. Humans who possess such powers may begin their careers
bonded to a Thrall Wizard Band in the service of a Sorcerer.
They are taught how to perform the simplest magical feats as
part of the first step to becoming fully fledged Wizards. While
apprenticed in this way they are placed under the direct
command of a Thrall-Champion who may have risen from the
ranks of ordinary Thrall Wizard himself. In battle they fight for
him and use their powers to support him.
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THE BLOODLETTERS

Lesser Daemons of Khorne (Khak'akamshy’y)

Khorne’s Chosen Takers of Skulls
Teeth of Death Horned Ones
Naked Slayers

The Bloodletters are the rank-and-file of

Khorne’s daemonic armies. The greatest

of the BloodGod’s mortal followers may

become Bloodletters, and the greatest of the
Bloodletters may ultimately be ‘elevated’ to -
the ranks of the Bloodthirsters. N

Like all Daemons of Khorne, the ferocity of the

Bloodletters is boundless, and they will attack ™
almost any foe without fear or thought of the N
consequences. Bloodletters often ride Juggernauts,

the Steeds of Khorne, into battle, shrieking his praises

as they do so.

Physique: The Bloodletters stand as tall as a man but, apart
from their broad shoulders, their frames are slender and wiry
with long arms, elongated, horned skulls and twisted, crested backs.

Their naked hides are scaled, varying slightly in colour from deep
red to near orange. Their faces are pale and skull-like, with milk-
white pupil-less eyes. Their long black tongues loll from their razor-
toothed mouths. Their horns and claws are blackened and flecked
with crimson. They wield wickedly sharp magical Hellblades of red-
stained iron and brass.

Alignment: Chaos (Khorne)

Traits: As Lesser Daemon. Subject to frenzy and hatred
of creatures and followers of Slaanesh. All fear and ferror tests at
+1/410 Cl, except where these are caused by Bloodthirsters.

Magic: Bloodletters use no magic. See Daemonic Saving Throws
(974) for details.

Magic Items: All Bloodletters carry a Hellblade (see The Magic
of Chaos pl00).

Special Rules: Bloodletters have one weapon attack and one claw
attack or one claw attack and one bite attack (WFRP: claw attacks
have a25% chance of causing infected wounds). The bite is poisonous
and they can spit poison with a range of 5”/10 yards. They can
regenerate in the same way as a Troll (see WFB p239 or WFRP
p229). Bloodletters never have a retinue of servants, nor may they
they summon assistance.

Warhammer Fantasy Battle
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Bloodletters have an armour saving throw of 6.

Warhammer Fantasy Roleplay
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Bloodletters have 1 armour point on all locations.

>~ These profiles may be modified by the Daemon's Chaos
attributes.
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THE COVEN

The most important members of the cult are the Coven. The
Coven is roughly equivalent to a Chaos Warband. It consists of
the Magus's most trusted servants, including his Acolyte if he
has one. The number of individuals making up the coven varies
a great deal. In some cults the coven members are equal to the
mystic number of the Patron, or some multiple of the mystic
number. Only the Coven has direct contact with the Magus.
Only the Coven performs the rituals and sacrifices which
summon daemons and divine the intentions of their Chaos
Patron. It is generally true to say that only the members of the
Coven truly understand the real nature of the cult.

THE CULTISTS

‘The remainder of the cult is made up of ordinary cultists. These
may vary in number from a mere handful to many hundreds or
even thousands. Like the members of the coven their allegiance
is highly secret. They lead seemingly normal lives, perhaps
even hoiding trusted positions within the local government, but
their true loyalties lie with the Cult. Cultists do not take part in
the rituals of summoning or other arcane cult rites. They are
ready to do whatever is required of them to further the aims of
the cult, but the secrets and true purposes of the cult are kept
hidden from them. Thus, when choosing employees for his
business the cultist will fill the vacancy with a cult member. He
will keep a look out among his staff for any likely new
members, and he will make sure that employees who are
especially loyal to the Emperor are soon removed from their
positions. Similarly, cultists will endeavour to recruit new
‘members from their family and friends, whilst ensuring that

enemies among their relatives and acquaintances meet with
unfortunate accidents. When the Cult is ready to rise against the
authorities, the Cultists finally reveal their true colours and take
up arms at the command of their Magus.

DAEMONS

Daemons can only enter the material world as a result of certain
rituals which usually involve the most dreadful sacrifices. Even
then they can only manifest themselves for a short time unless
they can find a host body to possess. Although a Chaos Magus
can communicate with his Patron in dreams and trances, this
method of communication is not always reliable or clear. It is
far better to summon a daemon and to wring from it the
traditional three answers which it is bound to give - for
daemons come from Chaos where there is no literal time and
where the future and past hold no secrets.

A cult may also summon daemons to perform specific tasks,
such as to eliminate certain enemies or rivals. Daemons make
incredibly good assassins because no conventional police force
is prepared to accept that they exist! When the Chaos Cult is
ready to rise up against its enemies then the Coven will
summon as many daemons as it can to help it.

CULT ACTIVITIES

Cults can be relatively small or very large. They often flourish
in the guise of seemingly innocent organisations, many of
whose members may not even be aware that they serve the
interests of Chaos. By building up these organisations the
Magus infiltrates his world and prepares for the day of open
rebellion.

Extreme political organisations make particularly good fronts
for a Chaos Cult. The organisation will naturally attract
individuals who are power hungry and mentally unbalanced -
ideal material for potential cult members. If the organisation is
very successful then it may acquire real political power, and it is
possible the cult could even become the governing body of the
planet without anyone realising it.

Warrior Cults also make useful front organisations. Many
worlds in the Imperium have Warrior Cults which are tolerated
and even encouraged by the Imperium. By setting up a Warrior
Cult the Magus establishes a body of trained warriors whose
martial ideals can be manipulated to serve his own ends.

Labour, marketing, and manufacturers unions can also
successfully hide a sinister Chaos Cult. By manipulating the
economies of their planets the cultists can bring about
widespread disruption and ruin. As these organisations tend to
attract people who are often corrupt and self-serving they are
extremely easy to infiltrate by means of bribery in one form or
another.

Businesses can provide excellent cover for the growing Chaos
Cult. As the business grows it will expand to cover a larger area
and more staff will be needed to run it. The staff of the
company are gradually recruited into the cult, while the
corporate cover facilitates all kinds of money raising activities.

In some places gangster organisations have a semi-legal status
where they are tolerated so long as their behaviour falls within
certain limits. Sometimes the planet’s whole political structure
is based around gang power and constant inter-gang warfare.
On such a world there is little difference between a legitimate
gang and a Chaos Cult posing as a gang - both are equally
ruthless and power hungry.
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The Lord of Change is the supreme manipulator of the affairs of
the living. His Champions move through the world at his
bidding, undertaking whatever task he has set them: a killing,
‘the raising of some mortal to power, the destruction of potential
rivals, and a thousand occurences that might easily be mistaken
for chance. Yet all events are pieces which fall into a complex
and ever changing plan - a plan beyond the comprehension of
mere mortals. This constant appraisal of the world and

interference in its progress is not always so subtle. Change can
also be violent and sudden, and the Lord of Change is not
above waging war to further its aims. The most potent weapon
of Tzeentch is not brute force but magic. The Lord of Change is
a powerful magician as well as an erudite tactician. If the
daemon prefers to remain uncommitted in battle it is not
through lack of courage or ferocity, but because it likes to direct
its forces and control the flow of the fighting.

NS

= Special Psychological Traits: If pushed back in close
. combat the Greater Daemon tests for frenzy. Otherwise
standard for Greater Daemon.

Maglc: A Greater Daemon of Tzeentch has a spell pool of 9
randomly determined spells - the first spell generated of any
level will be a Spell of Tzeentch as described later.

Magic Items: A Greater Daemon of Tzeentch carries a
Chaos Weapon with a single property and D6 randomly
generated magic items (see Summary for generation charts).

Special Rules: A Lord of Change has a total of 10 attacks: 2
bites , 4 claws, plus either 4 more claws or 4 weapon attacks
with its Chaos Weapon.

. The Lord of Change’s penetrating stare causes fear+1 within
12”. WFRP - the stare causes terror within 24 yards.

< Due to its thick layer of feathers, the Lord of Change has a

LORD OF CHANG

natural saving throw against damage of a 5 or 6 on a D6.
WEFRP - the Daemon has 2 armour points on each hit
location.

Chaos Attributes: A Lord of Change may be given up to 9
Chaos Attributes. A Lord of Change may have less than 9 ™}
attributes or even none at all if the player prefers. Decide the
number and roll each attribute randomly. )
Profile - Warhammer Fantasy Battle and WH40K
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NQUISITOR THRAX . . .

. . . cleared his throat and dictated the last section of his report.

““The mutants have been eradicated throughout the Chapter. The tainted officers
have been slain. The Chapter Master chose to take his own life rather than face
his deserved fate. The creatures he summoned have been banished, or have

returned to the Warp. From past experience, we know that the link, once broken, must needs be

established from our side of the warpgates.”

“That will not happen again in this place. My administration of
justice has made sure of that. The unfortunate lapses of the last
months have been cleansed. Full casualty reports are attached.”

“I can now confidently claim that, under their new - and morally
pure - corps of officers, the reformed Grey Slayers Chapter of
the Legiones Astartes will prove as loyal in future as they did
in the past.”

“‘Hail the Emperor!”

“Thrax, Inquisitor Ordinary, This day of etc etc... Make a good
copy and then return so that I may seal the despatch.”

“Yes, Lord Inquisitor.”

Thrax sat down at the former Chapter Master’s desk. He had a
mind to keep it for his own. The workmanship had a certain naive
charm. The inlay work was particularly fine for a backward world,
such intricate patterns, such a pleasing arrangement of woods
and techplastics. One could almost believe that it all meant
something. His finger idly traced across the surface, following
the line of a swirl and loop...

F

In Warpspace something stirred. Its name had almost been used.
Soon the Word would be used, and the Way opened. The
summoning was happening. It could feel the drawing together
of power and intent...

Thrax was thinking hard, and now his finger barely moved. The
Chapter Master had been weak, a fool. But the power he had
tapped! Properly used, in the service of the Emperor, could it
not make him the best, the greatest, of all the Inquisitors? His
finger moved across the desktop again, following the inlay...

Soon... Soon...

Thrax reached the end of the techplastic line. He half-turned
towards something in the corner of his eye. And then he knew...

Now!

There was a knock on the door. The scribe had returned.
“Inquisitor Thrax, I have the copy of your report, Lord.” His
voice filled with doubt. “Inquisitor... Thrax? My Lord?”

In a rush of mandibles and heaving flesh, Inquisitor Thrax feasted.
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DAEMON ENGINES OF KHORNE
By Andy Chambers

Across the nightmare battlefields of the 41st millennium, lumbering
beasts of iron and brass reap the souls of thousands in the dread name of
Kherne - dark God of bloodshed and war. A force of unstoppable
destruction and terror, the blood-drenched hordes of Khorne grind the
bodies of their foes to leave a desert of shattered skulls in their wake.

Though Khorne despises magic and wizards he does not limit
his followers to swords and axes to gather souls - technology
and even magical weapons are all 100ls to increase the tally of
the fallen. Greatest of Khorne's wes
part technological Daemon Engine
size and appearance but all are large and bristle with weapons.
Covered with heavy armour of black steel and marked with
brass skull runes of Khorne, Daemon Engins cmble
deadly, hulking monsters. Their advance is almost
unstoppable as they clank forward on rattling tracks or spiked
wheels. Daemon Engines of Khorne arc utterly implacable
and must always have advance or charge orders and attempt to
close the distance towards the enemy

, [t
Daemon Engines are motivated by the will of Khorne and (1

their potency increases if Khorne is pleased by the battle’s
progress. Your success is dependent on whether you are
winning by scoring more victory points. If you have the most
victory points during a turn Khorne is pleased by your
progress and all your Daemon Engines receive +1 on their to
hit rolls, +1 on their saving throws and roll an extra D6 in
close combat. If the victory point totals are drawn or your
opponent has more points, Khorne is less well disposed and

THE BLOOD REAPER

The Blood Reaper is a towering Daemon Engine of Khorne literally bristling with
weapons. The battery of guns mounted in its central tower blaze wath continuous
salvoes of destruction and the heavier upper cannon blast apart armoured
opponents. Anything lucky enough to survive the Blood Reaper’s withering
salvoes is overrun and impaled on its mighty battle scythe or crushed beneath its
giant wheels. In battle Blood Reapers often rumble steadily forward over a broad
front, leaving a trail of smashed and blasted remnants in their wake.

Troop Type ‘,\ww Saving | CAF 1 Weapons Range | Attack |Rollto | Target's | Notes
Throw Dicc | Hit |SaveMod.
The Blood Reaper Bsam [ 2+ i | Skull Cannon | 50¢ 2 5 2
\ Tower Guns | 50cm 4 -1
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The Imperium Strikes Back
Angroms horde erupted from the
equatorial jungles and surged south,
the bulk of his army seeking to engage
the Imperial defenders holding the line
at the River Chaeron. But the defenders
had used the time afforded by Angron's
delay wisely. The invaders found
themselves facing well dug-in troops,
reinforced by the recently arrived Space
Wolves who had answered
Armageddon's cry for help from their
nearby homeworld of Fenis.

ll-prepared for such a stalwart defence,
the Chaos hordes broke against the
impregnable defence lines and wave
after wave was repulsed. It is said that
at the battle’s conclusion, the mighty
Chaeron was choked with the mutilated
bodies of mutants and traitors. But the
war for Armageddon was far from over.
To the west, Angron himself led an
attack towards Infernus and Helsreach
hives, smashing the Imperial defences
wide open as he did so. Entire
companies of Angron's most insane
World Eaters berserkers rampaged
through the redoubts and trench lines
defending the approach to the hives,
and Angron prepared to deliver the
decisive blow o the beleaguered
defenders.

Logan Grimnar, the commander of the
Space Wolves had one last force to
commit. Though new to his post as
Chapter Master, Grimnar was far from
inexperienced in combating the servants
of Chaos, and upon his arrival on
Armageddon, had immediately
requested the aid of the Chamber
Militant of the Ordo Malleus. Given the
scale of Angron's invasion, an entire
company of Grey Knight Terminators
was assembled, a formation only ever
committed to battle under the most
desperate of circumstances.

The account of the battle itself is sealed
within the unbreachable vaults of the
Ordo Malleus, but it is known that the
Grey Knights teleported directly into the
midst of Angron's host. It is said that a
dozen bloodthirsters attended the
Daemon Primarch; forming a bodyguard
no mortal could hope to defeat..
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The horizon burned the colour of blood.
15 though the sky itsclf wis on firc. The
jungles of Armageddon were ablaze,
turning the darkness of the night into
hateful, orange-lit day. Logsn Grimnar,
Chapter Master of the Space Wolves
breathed decply, tasting the toxins in the
air with every breath and running a dirt-
and-blood encrusted hand throvgh his
mane of uskempt blonde hair. He stared
at the crater-marked hell that stretched
out from the cdge of the front linc. The
stench of rotting corpscs mingled with the
teck of burning fucl and his cycs stung
from the noxious black smoke coiling
Lzily upwards from burning vehicles the
cncmy had lost in the fighting

“Too few.” he whispered. “Too few.”

His practiced ey surveyed the barrca
expanse of the Ash Wastes on the far
bank of the River Chacron, casily picking
out the hated icons of the Blood God
swaying in the cold northern wind amidst
the enemy camp. Bodies floated in the
tiver, so many 3 man might cross without
wetting his fect, their eyeless skulls turncd
up to face the fire-lit sky.

He marched along the length of the
defensive wall, his dented and scored
Terminator armour groaing as the
damaged fibre-bundle muscles in the left
thigh fought to match his pice. A carcless
parry had allowed a diemon’s axe to bite a
hand’s breadth into his armour. It was
only onc of 2 dozen wounds he had
suffered in this campaign thus far, but the
armour had suffered greatly and. though
the artificers had done their best, there

was not the time for the repairs it
deserved. He only hoped the armour's
battle spirit would understand and not fail
him t 2 crucial moment. Grimaar stopped
at an cmbrasure in the parapet and gripped
the cdges of the wall. The parapet was
ncarly twenty mtres high and sturdily
constructed by the mea and women of the
Departmento Munitorum Engincer Corp.
Not nearly s strong or ashigh as he
would have fiked, but he knew they were
fucky to have it at all. The Dacmon
Primarch’s incxplicable delay in crossing
the equatorial jungles had given them the
time they so desperately needed to
regroup and reorganise the demoralised
Imperial forces.

In the distance, nearly 2 hundred
Kilometres to the cast, Grimnar could
make out the smoke-wreathed spire of
Hive Infernus, the tecming, stioking. man-
made mountain called home by over
twelve miltion people. People he was
sworn to defend, but didn’t kaow that he
would be able to. He shrugged off such
defeatist thoughts and turned 15 he heard
2 calm voice hehind him say, “Lord
Grimnar.”

“Brother Captain Aurcllian,” nodded
Grimair to the new arrival. Like him,
Avrellian was clad in Terminator armour,
its blue-steel surfaces polished and
gleaming. The Grey Kaight carried a fong.
wide-bladed pole arm, its cdge silver and
filled with intricate scriptwork, too small
even for the enhanced cyesight of a Space
Marine to read. Engraved purity seals and
devotional litanics fluttcred from the shaft
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THE DAEMON PATRON MORTARION

On the Plague Planet of Mortarion Chaos Champions pay
homage to Nurgle, to Mortarion himself, and to the many
locally raised Daemon Princes. Every Champion struggles to
become a Daemon Prince and hence a patron of new
Champions. The Renegades may therefore include Champions
of a great many Daemon Princes other than Nurgle himself. A
player who raises a Chaos Renegade Champion to Daemon
Prince status can use him as a patron for future Champions. A
player can also use the Mortarion himself as his patron.

Mark of Chaos. Champions of the Daemon Prince Mortarion
receive +1 toughness and a randomly generated chaos attribute
in the same way as Champions of Nurgle.

Gifts of Mortarion. A Champion of the Daemon Prince
Mortariont can refuse a gift rolled on the Chaos Rewards table in
favour of a randomly rolled Gift of Mortarion on the table
below. The exception is the Eye of God result - which must be
accepted and cannot be rerolled.

0108  The Dark Contagion. The Champion’s whole body
swells and tums blotchy purple and black. His skin splits and a pool
of thick evil-smelling pus spills out. If the Champion receives one or
more wounds from a hand-to-hand combat blow the pus will burst
out and spatter his opponent on the D6 roll of a 5 or 6. If hit by this
foul stuff a model must roll equal 16 or less than his WP on 2D6 to
avoid being overcome with nausea and vomiting. A model
overcome in this way loses any remaining attacks it has in this
combat round and cannot attack at all in the following combat
round. Worse of all, any model hit by the revolting pus must test
after the battle and may catch the Dark Contagion. This is
particularly important in the case of an enemy Champion. On the D6
roll of a 6 the model catches the Dark Contagion and, being
unprotected by Nurgle, will automatically die after fighting in a
further D6 games. Should the individual be a Champion then he can
still reach daemonhood so long as he does so within the allotted
time. Meanwhile the model can spread the Dark Contagion 1o his
opponents in the same way. Note that a follower of Nurgle or a
Daemon Prince of Nurgle may contract the Dark Contagion but
cannot die of it

09-16  Yellow Dementia. The Champion succumbs to the
peculiar malady of Yellow Dementia. His skin tm bright yellow
and his eyes swell up like poached eggs. The Champion’s facial
muscles contort into a manic grin displaying his snarling teeth. The
victim of Yellow Dementia cannot resist hand-to-hand combat, and
as soon as enemy move close by he breaks into a whooping war
cackle and dashes towards them. If any enemy is within charge
range of the Champion he will charge as soon as he can. If the
enemy run away then he is not adversely effected, but will continue
1o charge in his following tur, until he enters hand-to-hand combat.
Once engaged in hand-to-hand combat the demented character
fights with the infamous ferocity of the hardened lunatic, doubling
his weapon skill and strength up to a maximum value of 10.

1724 Gigantic Boil. A gigantic boil grows right in the middle
of the Champion’s forchead. It swells until it is the size and colour
of a shiny ripe melon. The boil may burst during any hand-to-hand
‘combat round. Test at the beginning of the round before any blows
are struck. On the D6 roll of a 6 the boil bursts and showers a
chosen opponent with rank pus - knocking him to the ground on a
2D6 roll equal to his strength or less. An opponent knocked to the
ground is glued to the floor by all the pussy mess and can neither
attack nor move until the hand-to-hand combat engagement is over.
Once the gigantic boil has burst it has no further effect in that game
but a new boil will grow before the next game.

2533 Spouts Blood. The Champion’s ears, eyes, mouth and
nose all drip with blood making him look especially horrific. This
has no effect other than 1o enhance his appearance.

3441  Sleeping Sickness. The Champion is susceptible to a
curious sleeping malady in which he falls into a decp slecp at
inconvenient and unpredictable moments. If there are no enemy
within 12" at the start of his tam the Champion may slip into sickly

GIFTS OF MORTARION

sleep on the D6 roll of a 6. He will sleep until he rolls a 4, 5 or 6 at
the start of a following tum. While asleep he can do nothing but can
be carried by any model with a strength equal to or more than his
own - the carrying model may do nothing else.

4249 Feels no Pain. A degenerative disease of the nervous
system means that the Champion loses the ability to feel pain. Even
if he chops off a finger he feels nothing. As a result he can ignore all
but the most severe wounds, and can fight on despite the most
terrible injurics. To represent this the model receives an additional
D6 wounds at the start of the game and the number of extra wounds
is noted. Once the game is over any serious damage sustained will
ultimately catch up with him, as even wounds which cannot be felt
may still kill. After the game is over the number of exira wounds are
removed. If the Champion has no wounds after the extra wounds
have been taken away he collapses after the battle and is considered
as a casualty. He must roll for casualty recovery like any other
model removed from the table during the battle.

50-57  The Rune of Mortarion. The Champion’s skin erupts
with disfiguring pustules. When they heal they leave a puckered
scar in the shape of Mortarion’s triple skull Rune.

58-65  Twisted Gut. The Champion’s intestines burst through
his skin and writhe about like a huge long tentacle. The Champion
can retract or extend his gut as he pleases. If damaged the gut
regrows inside his body, so he can't be permanently damaged if an
enemy slices through his intestines. The gut can be used to make an
additional attack in hand-to-hand combat.

6673 Gastric Gripe. The Champion’s insides swell with gas
and gastric juices until his whole abdomen is distorted like a
balloon. Every so often the gas finds a vent through some natural
orifice or by means of a tear in his body, and a cloud of noxious
fumes surrounds him. The release of gas is accompanied by a
distinctive ripping or slow burbling noise which the Champion's
followers take as a cue for them to cheer enthusiastically. The
exertions of hand-to-hand combat aggravate the condition and cause
great clouds of noxious gas to surround the Champion. In the second
or subseguent round of any hand-to-hand combat engagement the
Champion is obscured by sickening fumes causing any enemy who
strikes against him to suffer a -1 to hit modifier.

74-81  Peeling Skin. The Champion’s skin peels off him as he
moves, leaving great bare patches of flesh of his body. Apart from
enhancing his appearance and making the immediate area untidy
this has no further effect.

82-97  Bloat. The Champion swells up like a great round ball
and his skin gradually tums green and pustulent. The Champion’s
extra bulk adds a further +1 to his toughness but reduces his
initiative by -1.

98-00  Chaos Attribute. Mortarion is as fickle with his favours
as any other Power of Chaos. He decides against awarding the
Champion with a gift and gives him a randomly determined Chaos
Atribute instead.






