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How does one recognise the absence of humanity in a single entity? 

It is a simple matter if, for example, the being in question lacks higher reasoning. The morals and ideals of the human race mean nothing to the grazing antelope, or the hungry tiger that stalks it. The ambiguity arises with those that are possessed of intelligence, and indeed, the form of the homo sapiens species. A man can murder one of his fellows in a fleeting moment of uncontrolled rage, but he is still a man despite the blood on his hands. He retains his humanity. He could kill a score of men in cold blood and deeply regret his misdeeds later in life. He retains his humanity. Military commanders may have thousands of deaths to their name, and yet they may still show the compassion to spare unarmed civilians, women and children. They retain their humanity. 

What, then, indicates that a being is merely a human shell that houses the mind and soul of a cold, ruthless beast? When can a man no longer be called a man; only a monster? Is it when the military commander shows no mercy and demands that everyone, innocent or not, be slaughtered? Perhaps. But what of he who spares those that pose no threat, not out of benevolence or morality, but purely so as not to waste valuable time? 

Whatever the answer may be, it is at least safe to say that our story today focuses on something male; a tall and imposing being, made even more so by his fearsome armour. Three bleached and chipped human skulls adorned the breastplate, and not one but two sets of horns rose from the face-obscuring helmet; two of them broad and longer than the helmet itself, curving sharply upwards at the base, and another, much smaller pair near the temples. Even without these decorations, however, the suit would have remained intimidating. It was as if whoever crafted it did so with a mind to avoid smooth, rounded edges as much as possible, such as those one would see upon the armour of a goodly knight. Every corner was brutally angular, every edge like that of a blade. It looked as though one could kill, or at least seriously wound a person by merely pressing them up against it. 

The wearer of this vicious carapace held something in his hand; a sharp, pointed instrument, covered almost from top to bottom in barbs, that he wielded with deadly precision despite the hindrance of his heavy gauntlets. Each of his rapid, sweeping strokes and slashes drew a warm, dark liquid that smelled of iron, and yet it seemed like there was never enough of it. He always had to keep coming back for more, and it vexed him. It wasn’t supposed to be like this. Not when he had control. Not when he was the chosen of the gods. 

A knock at the door made him look up from his writing. It was a meek, timid noise, as if the person on the other side were afraid they might be answered. He hesitated for a brief moment, simply staring straight ahead in silence. Only a certain type of person knocked on his door like that. He spoke, his voice deep, booming and carrying a noticeable edge of malice. 

“If this is another idiot group of cultists come to offer me a severed head or some such in exchange for a blessing, I’m going to be extremely displeased.” 

There was a pause, followed by the muffled noises of hastily hissed conversation. He listened to this for a while, then added “EXTREMELY displeased.” 

This time the blatant subtext had its intended effect, being immediately followed by the quickly fading sound of footsteps. He continued to stare at the door until they were gone, then sighed and turned his head to the heap of assorted organic matter in the opposite corner of the room. There was quite a collection there; internal organs, many of them slashed and ruptured from their inexpert removal, a multitude of bones, one or two full cadavers, and heads. Mostly heads. 

Out of habit, he lifted a hand to rub the temples of his own helmeted head. “Skulls for the skull throne” indeed. He’d really have to do something about that. Making offerings was all well and good, but nobody ever seemed to stop and consider just how badly the things started to smell after a while. 

That said, it was better than some of the “gifts” he was brought by those under the sway of Slaanesh. He shuddered at this thought and quickly brushed it aside, making an attempt to get back to his work. 

He soon found himself once again silently cursing the amount of paperwork this job required, along with numerous other annoyances; this latest errand he’d been sent on in particular. He’d had quite enough of artefact fetching already. He’d had to gather six of them just to get the damned position in the first place. With an irritated grunt, he slid his unfinished document to the side and retrieved another from the messy, disorganised pile. Leaning back in his chair, he propped his legs up on the desk and lifted the ragged scroll to his eyes. 

“Banhammer,” he muttered to himself with distaste. What was the point? He already had his sword, the Slayer of Kings; surely that was more than powerful enough. Not for the gods, apparently. As soon as he’d taken the job to retrieve it, they’d all started clamouring and flailing and saying, “Oh yes, we will have that.” Better for it to be in his hands than those of a potential enemy, of course, but that didn’t make it any less bloody annoying. 

Sometimes, being the Everchosen was a real bitch.
