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EXCERPT

A bloodcurdling howl pierced the darkness nearby. He startled, and the rover lurched to the
side, the treads grinding against the ice. In all his years of secret studies, he’d never considered
studying animal vocalizations. Anything, including the Undescended, could be making the howls
beyond the range of his snow rover’s headlights. As much as he had longed for this world, he was
lost here.

As he scanned the inky horizon, a large dark blob drew his gaze to an elevated area of ice. Did
it move? He narrowed his eyes, straining to confirm reality. Just get to the camp. Just get to the
camp.

It moved.

“Base, something’s out here...pacing on a hill above me. I’'m maintaining course, but I’'m
going to have to pass below it. Should I change course?”

“You heard Commander Savas. Shoot it as soon as it’s in range. Continue course.”

“Continue course. Got it, sir.”” Bleu hastily checked his gun, wishing for Stamf’s longer-range
rifle. It’s not close enough yet...

His hand tightened on his gun. I don’t even know what it is, and I have to kill it? The rover
sped along as his indecision churned within him. Trust your instincts, Bleu, his mother had said. It
lured us, Savas had said.

In his mind, Bleu replayed Neviah’s terrifying video footage. That creature could be stalking

him right now. Orders were orders. He raised his gun.



