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The Throne Reclaimed

On the world of Nabed-Paleae, forge-throne of the venerable Titans of Legio Maximal, a cache of
ancient archaeotech long buried and long forgotten—was unearthed during routine mining
operations. Capable of shifting the very balance of the Horus Heresy, its discovery ignited a
conflagration that spread across the Corsair Cluster within days.

The Loyalist forces, driven to the brink during the opening engagements, rallied for a desperate
counteroffensive. Aided by long-awaited Titan reinforcements, they launched a brutal assault on
Thalasia Maxima, the great forge-city and seat of Legio Maximal, held by Traitor forces. Though their
ranks were thinned and their engines bloodied, the Loyalists wrested control of the city in a pyrrhic
victory that gave them their first true foothold in reclaiming the world.

Emboldened, they struck next at the city of Caldera, launching a covert assault beneath the cover
of night. But what awaited them was no mere entrenched garrison. The Traitors had turned Caldera
into a charnel house—its oncevast civilian population butchered in dark rituals to fuel warp sorcery.
The streets roiled with manifestations, preying on Loyalist and Traitor alike, heedless of allegiance.

Yet the Loyalists, driven by renewed courage, shattered the enemy lines and purged the corruption

from the city.

Their campaign then pressed onward toward Obsidian Hearth, the fortress-city hosting the last
remenants of the archenemy. On the treacherous salt flats of the Pale Sea , the Loyalists clashed with
the Archenemy beneath skies split by lightning and in saltstorms that flayed steel and skin alike.

Now, with the tide finally turning, the Loyalist host begins its siege of Obsidian Hearth. But victoty
is far from assured. A virulent strain of scrapcode, unleashed from the magma forges and
macro-scrapyards of Crucible Reach, now disrupts war engines and armoured elements
alike. As the conflict reaches it’s climax, both sides gather their strength
for the final, brutal reckoning.






