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C H A P T E R 

1
T he darkness of space filled with the sudden, menacing presence of a 

comet. A brilliant trail of fire drifted behind it, transforming it into a 
small, fierce needle headed directly for their shuttle. Somewhere to her left, 
an alarm began to blare. Kim gripped the armrests of her chair. “Adonai . . .”

“I think I’ve got it.” He tapped at the holo controls hovering above the 
shuttle’s main console, quickly drawing a kanji against his palm before his 
hands moved, impossibly fast, back to the steering controls. The shuttle 
lifted its nose. The comet was still some distance—5.7 miles. 5.6, 5.5—but 
Kim wasn’t sure their current speed would be enough to move them out of 
its trajectory.

“Adonai! We need more—”
The last word stuck in her throat as the small shuttle made a sudden turn. 

The inertial dampeners compensated, but on a ship this small, that compen-
sation was limited. Kim felt herself being pushed into her copilot’s chair. The 
thrust was enough to shoot them straight out of the path of the comet—but 
it was also enough for Kim to feel like her brain was being squished through 
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a sieve. Gray spots danced at the edges of her vision, and she breathed deep-
ly, knowing her body needed oxygen. 

“I apologize, Kim,” the droid said as the shuttle evened out. 
“It’s okay. This is only our fourth time out, Adonai. But I need you to 

anticipate a bit more. If an object is on your scanners, the computer will do 
some of the work for you—but it can’t do everything.”

“I understand.”
Kim breathed a sigh, trying to bring her heartrate back down to an ac-

ceptable level and reminding herself that the comet had only been a holo-
gram concocted by the shuttle’s systems and nothing about the simulation 
had actually put them in any danger. Taking Adonai out on these runs in the 
shuttle had taken some convincing—Lieutenant Grand wasn’t exactly Kim’s 
biggest fan—and after the first one, where he’d almost accelerated them 
straight into Seiiki’s starboard hull, it had been tricky to get him to agree 
to more sessions. If Kim wasn’t so sure that Adonai needed these sessions, 
she would have abandoned the idea altogether. If it was just that Adonai 
enjoyed learning to pilot, she could have passed the idea off as frivolous and 
not something she needed to add to her already bulging workload. But it 
was more than that. These sessions gave him—she was coming to under-
stand—a meaningful place on the ship. The ability to perform a function 
that was vital to the success of the Ark Project. 

“Transfer controls back to me, please.” 
“Transferring now,” Adonai said. He looked out at the cool blackness of 

space. They could see nothing from here. Seiiki and the two Earth United 
scoutships that were now accompanying her on the mission were behind 
them. There was no nearby solar system or nebula to break the monotony 
of the endless field of stars, just distant impressions of gaseous formations 
in the far distance and so much space between. They were traveling at a frac-
tion of the speed of light—one of the half-day slowdowns that was sched-
uled—giving them time to run a ship-wide system’s check. They’d need to 
dock soon so that Seiiki and her companions could return to hyper speed 
and resume the journey to New Eden.
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“Daedalus to Shuttle Two. I need you to return to Seiiki to take a com-
munication from Lieutenant Grand. Sorry to interrupt your flight time, 
Adonai.”

The interruption was Airman Cabes’s voice coming through the comms. 
Kim sighed. 

“Acknowledged,” she replied. “Shuttle Two out.” Turning back to Adonai, 
she shrugged an apology, then turned the shuttle 180 degrees to bring Seiiki 
back into view. The ship was a curious mix of military bulkiness and sleek 
cruise liner that Kim found oddly appealing. The scoutships that were hov-
ering off her port bow were another matter. Painted bright white with their 
call signs emblazoned in red, they were stark and functional without adorn-
ment. Kim averted her gaze from the reminder than the Ark Project was no 
longer wholly under the control of Near Horizon. The adjustment had been 
a rocky one for her, but at least they had outfitted Seiiki with a few extra 
perks, courtesy of Earth United, including the shuttle they now piloted. One 
of the cargo bays had been converted into a docking bay. Kim swung the 
shuttle around and bought it in through the doors, landing with a thump as 
the huge airlock doors closed behind them. She powered down and sat up 
from her chair, picking up her toolbelt from the storage locker at the rear of 
the shuttle and buckling it on as she followed Adonai out of the shuttle and 
into the familiar hallways of Seiiki.

“Do you think we’ll have time for more lessons before we arrive?” 
Adonai asked her.

“I hope so,” Kim told him. “I can’t guarantee it. Things are going to get 
pretty busy soon. We’re getting closer to the Eschol System. But I’ll definite-
ly try.”

“Maybe when we get to Eschol—after we’ve landed and put the whales 
into the water—I could fly between the planets.”

Kim had to smile at the childlike eagerness. “I’m not sure, Adonai. It’s 
a pretty dense system. There are twelve planets orbiting the sun, and most 
of them are close to one another. There’s also the Hebron Belt—a belt of 
asteroids that orbits between New Eden and the next planet out. Piloting 
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might be tricky, and that’s before you take into account the possibility of 
Eschol Thirteen.”

“I’ve read about Eschol Thirteen,” Adonai said. His words always came 
more quickly when he was excited. “It’s a . . . a gravitational anomaly? One 
that hasn’t been imaged by any telescopes or radars. But Kim, why can’t any-
one see it?”

Kim smiled. She had raised the theory of Eschol Thirteen during their 
training and had won major points from their tutor by doing so. Ever since 
she’d first heard about it, the theory had fascinated her. “It’s something that 
used to happen all the time in Earth-based astronomy. You couldn’t always 
get a visual on what was causing the unusual orbit of a planet or star, so 
you’d have to make assumptions based on what you could observe. It ba-
sically never happens these days since we have much better telemetry or 
can use computer extrapolation or can send out probes to discover what’s 
causing it. In the case of Eschol Thirteen . . . well, no one really knows if it’s 
a planet or not.” 

“It seems like there are lots of things that humans aren’t sure about, but 
you are able to believe the theories you develop anyway.” He was quiet for a 
moment. “Kim, what is Heaven?”

Kim looked back at Adonai, tilting her head. “That’s an interesting ques-
tion. Maybe you should ask the computer to help you search on the net?”

“I did. I would like to hear your answer.”
They rounded a curving corner of the rampway. “I guess Heaven has a 

different meaning for a lot of people, but most of them agree that it’s a place 
you go when you die where good actions you’ve taken during your life can 
be . . . rewarded.”

“Where is it?”
“I guess it’s the ‘highest place.’ Kind of . . . beyond the clouds?”
“In space?”
Kim laughed. “Not really.” An autobot scurried past, beeping softly. “It’s 

not an actual place in this world. Think of it as an alternate dimension.”
“Do you believe in Heaven?”
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Kim thought about that for a moment. “I think I do. I’d like to.”
“But you’re not sure?”
“Maybe I don’t want to be sure,” she admitted. “Remember what I said 

about it being a reward for the good things you’ve done? I’ve done a lot of 
bad things in my life, Adonai.”

“But you would still go to Heaven,” Adonai replied with certainty. “Be-
cause you are a good person, Kim.”

“I like that you think that,” she replied with a laugh.

99

Kim left Adonai in the Aquarium, where he liked to spend time sitting on 
the catwalks and watching the whales. Even if he couldn’t talk to them, being 
surrounded by the watery world seemed to bring him a lot of peace. 

She took the maglift to Deck One, and when the door opened, she found 
Wren sitting tilted back in one of the chairs on the outer consoles, feet up 
on the console while a lush green field scrolled under him. His hands were 
encased in haptic gloves, and his eyes were covered with a set of goggles. 
They were translucent, but even though Kim could see his eyes, he didn’t 
notice her. Flashing data patterns rotated and scrolled, dilating his pupils as 
his eyes absorbed what they were seeing.

“Wren,” she said.
Wren’s fingers jerked and twitched. “Crap,” he mumbled. “Ray, get the 

one on the left flank. Hurry up about it, too. He’s been on my tail for six 
minutes, and I’m out in the open here.”

“Wren,” Kim repeated louder.
“Are you kidding me?” Wren growled. “I’m not falling for that. I’m com-

ing for you.” His hands lifted as he pulled imaginary triggers. Kim might 
have rolled her eyes if she weren’t so jealous of his ability to fire a gun in any 
kind of productive manner—even if the environment was only virtual. 

Instead, she picked up a memory card that was lying on the central 
comm desk and threw it at him. 
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“Wren!” 
The card clacked against his goggles. “Ah!” he shouted as he scrambled 

upright, ripping the shades from his face. “What the heck?”
“What, too haptic for you?” Kim said with a laugh. She swung herself 

into the chair behind the comms console. “I’ve got to check in. Don’t want 
you getting in trouble again.”

Wren gave a rueful wince. “I don’t see why they’ve got a problem with it. 
It’s not like I’m on duty. This isn’t even a military ship.”

Kim shrugged. “This is why,” she reminded him glibly, “you didn’t make 
it in the Ark Project.”

Wren sighed. “I didn’t make it in the Ark Project because some little 
Aussie chick kicked my arse.” 

Kim grinned from ear to ear as she kicked her own boots up onto the 
edge of the console. 

Wren brushed his hands along her shoulders as he passed her on the way 
out. “Don’t let them keep you too long, okay? I’m making dinner tonight. 
Just us.” His voice was soft, gentle. Kim felt a thrill deep in her stomach. 

Deck One was hers alone, save for a maintenance bot that was beeping 
sporadically, one of its arms extending into an open panel in the bulkhead, 
welding a new circuit in place. She drew the kanji for speak, and the comm 
system booted up in a string of Japo-English script. 

“Kim.” A holographic image of Lieutenant Ben Grand’s head appeared 
above the console. He looked harried, and his quick response made Kim 
uneasy. Had something gone wrong? “Are you alone?” 

Kim’s eyebrows drew together. “Yes. Why?”
“Lock down, please,” Grand continued.
Puzzled, Kim sketched the kanji for secret in the air. The Manta Protocol, 

ironically enough, was a leftover piece of code written by the traitor Zane. 
An analysis had found the code even stronger than the ones currently used 
by the military, so Grand had had it modified so it couldn’t be co-opted by 
the Crusaders and installed the new version in Seiiki’s computer as well as 
the scoutships’.
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“Right.” Grand looked over his shoulder. There was no one visible in the 
background, and Kim could see blurred shapes of a desk and chair and what 
could be a bunk bed. Was he in his private quarters? “I want to keep this out 
of both Mr. Keene’s and Ms. Raymond’s earshot, okay? We’ve been noticing 
some oddities with Seiiki’s systems. Nothing alarming,” he added when she 
saw her face. “And nothing that threatens your safety. Or that of the whales. 
However, there seems to be a slowdown of your computer’s responses and 
overall processing abilities.”

“This sounds like a conversation you should be having with Wren,” Kim 
said, frowning.

“At the moment, I’d rather it was kept between you and I,” Grand replied. 
“And to make it clear, Admiral Mbewe has conveyed that you’re under or-
ders not to mention it outside of this room.”

Kim felt her heart sink. “I don’t like that at all, Lieutenant. And I’m not 
military. You can’t order me to do anything.”

“For the safety of this mission, Kim, I can. Yesterday, Near Horizon 
signed a contract with Morosini. Earth United now has control over the 
mission to New Eden.” He held up a hand as Kim opened her mouth to pro-
test. “Daedalus and Minotaur are here to protect Seiiki from the Crusaders 
and make sure she reaches New Eden unharmed. That’s all I’m interested in. 
We now have reason to believe that the Crusaders might be planning some-
thing, and in that respect, you’re the only one we can trust.”

“You suspect Wren? He helped me disarm those explosives!”
“As I said, until we know what’s going on, we need this under wraps, and 

that includes Wren, Yoshi, and Adonai. The increase in data output can’t be 
correlated to any of the ship’s systems or normal functions, but we’re also 
limited as to what we can access from the scoutships. I’d be willing to dock 
but that would require all three ships dropping out of hyper, and at this 
point, we can’t lose that much time and fuel. We’ll need you to run a few 
diagnostics to see if you can work out what’s going on.”

“Right. Fine.” She paused. “Do you think it’s the work of Zane? Private 
Getty? Whatever his name really is.”
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“He had no direct access to Seiiki’s computer following the incident at 
Edgeward. Security was increased ten-fold during her time in the docks. 
Quantum technology is new to us, and these computers tend to run a lit-
tle . . . oddly at times. It may be nothing—a quirk of the computer’s minor 
functions—but a slowdown generally means—”

“—the available memory is being allocated elsewhere. I know that 
much.”

“Good. I’m sending across a few files containing instructions on how to 
run the diagnostics. You’ll need to access the computer’s core for this.”

“All without letting anyone know. Sure. It’s Wren’s favorite place on this 
ship—he’d eat and sleep there if he could—but that’s just fine. Leave it to 
me.”

“I appreciate it, Kim, sarcasm and all.” He gave her a brief smile.
Kim sat back in her chair. She didn’t just not like this. She hated this. The 

idea of not telling Wren filled her with a horrible feeling. They were learn-
ing to trust one another. Their conversations had begun to deepen. She’d 
opened up more to him than she had to anyone else in her life—even Con-
stantin, her old mentor. The vulnerability terrified her, but at the same time, 
it made her feel safe. Nothing she’d told Wren yet had sent him running for 
the escape pods. But . . . if he found out he’d been suspected of being a spy 
and she had known and kept it from him? 

Kim met Grand’s holographic eyes. There was one final question she re-
ally needed an answer to. 

“Why are you so sure you can trust me?”
“Like I said, we need someone on board who’s aware of the situation. 

And you’re the best candidate. You’ve got experience with . . .”
“Lying?”
“Confidentiality,” Grand corrected her. “We know you’re capable of do-

ing the mission and keeping up appearances simultaneously. We need you to 
keep it up. People are shaken after the near miss on Edgeward. The Crusad-
ers have accomplished that much, even if their actual mission was a failure. 
There’s a lot of vitriol out there. Not just against the Crusaders, either. The 
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Adherants are pushing their own message about how humans shouldn’t be 
using space travel using the Edgeward incident as an example. Even Earth 
United is on edge; a scientist working on a military project has gone AWOL. 
The best way to keep the media away from the fear-mongering they do so 
well is to give them something else to focus on. Namely .  .  . you. And the 
whales.”

Kim lifted her chin and met the lieutenant’s holographic eyes with an 
even stare. “Of course I can do it.”

Grand gave her a brisk nod before he cut the connection. 

99

Kim took a moment to swing past her quarters and wash her face and hands 
—both of which felt grimy after a day of work and weapons training with 
Yoshi—then headed to the combined galley and mess hall where Wren was 
waiting.

He was in the middle of frying some egg-replacement with dried ba-
con strips. The smell made Kim salivate—and so, she had to admit, did the 
sight of him working over the hot pan, brow furrowed in concentration. His 
shoulder-length black hair brushed the collar of his jumpsuit, and she could 
glimpse the lean muscles beneath the blue fabric. God, he was gorgeous. 

The past few weeks had done nothing to make her feel less attracted to 
him. In fact, their time spent on Seiiki so far had made her realize how much 
they actually had in common outside of physical attraction. She wasn’t huge 
on net gaming, but he’d convinced her, on a few occasions, to leave her end-
less list of tasks and join him. Spending time alongside him in the virtual 
world was actually a lot of fun; they’d stormed a medieval castle together, 
swum in the lakes of Mars, and climbed one of the highest mountains on 
Orion Six. It was oddly relaxing to take time away from everyday tasks.

But even though these things were fun, she much preferred the time 
they’d spent watching holo-movies. The movie was irrelevant. Just being 
with him, sitting near him, was something special. It was new, this feeling of 



Ruth Fox

$ 12 |

being completely at ease while having someone else in her physical space. 
She hadn’t expected to like it so much, but it had quickly become an addic-
tion.

“Hey,” Wren said, breaking into her reverie. “Sorry, it’s not a gourmet 
meal like Adonai would prepare, but I bribed him to stay out of the kitchen 
for a while so we could have some time to ourselves. I hope you don’t mind.”

“I don’t mind,” she replied, sitting down at the table so she could watch 
him. He noticed her doing so and smiled mischievously. 

Wren pulled two dishes from the auto-washer and flipped an even 
amount of the yellow-and-pink mess onto each. It should have looked unap-
petizing, but Wren had managed to crisp the edges to a golden brown, and 
Kim’s expectations for food had never been particularly high before Adonai 
had started cooking. 

“Remember the restaurant in San Francisco?”
She smiled as she took the plate he handed to her. “Of course.”
“You threw a wine glass at those media drones that followed us inside. 

And called that reporter a—”
“I remember,” Kim said, cutting him off and ducking her head, embar-

rassed.
Wren sat down. “I think I fell in love with you that night.”
Kim felt a twist in her stomach. She did remember that night. Every sec-

ond of it. She’d drunk enough rosé to be tipsy and had taken a bathroom 
break, during which she’d snuck through a back door onto a landing where 
she’d updated Zane on her progress. And then she’d kissed him as traffic 
buzzed six hundred and fifty feet below and the sky turned from pale pink 
to lavender. She’d returned to her friends giddy and elated, not just with her 
success in the program but with the knowledge that she was fighting for the 
greatest cause she’d ever known.

“You . . . fell in love with me?”
Wren’s smile was small, dimpling one scruffy-bearded cheek but not the 

other. She’d come to be able to read him so well by now that she knew he was 
self-conscious. “Is it too soon to be talking like this?”
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“Not if it’s the truth.” Kim weighed up her answer. Could she return the 
sentiment? She wasn’t sure. She’d thought she’d been in love before, and it 
had ended in disaster. Was she uncertain because she was afraid of falling in 
love again? 

“You don’t have to say anything,” Wren said with a smile. 
“I want to,” Kim replied honestly.
“I know,” Wren replied, reaching across the table to take her hand. “Take 

your time.”



C H A P T E R 

2
S o, everyone, I just want you to know that twenty-five days in, I’m getting well 

and truly sick of Yoshi kicking my butt in training! And Wren—well, I don’t 
even want to go there. All that gaming he does must count for something in the 
real world. 

So, I’m sorry I haven’t been keeping you updated every day. But don’t worry, 
I’ve still been taking good care of the whales. Yesterday, Barak told me he’s been 
thinking about having his own children on New Eden. 

I asked him whether he wants a boy or a girl, but he told me in no uncertain 
terms that “whales don’t think that way.” In the wild, a male wouldn’t have that 
much connection with his offspring. I’d be interested to see how much the human 
DNA changes that though.

Anyway, thanks for listening! I promise I’ll keep you updated more regularly 
from now on. 

Believe me, I wouldn’t be doing any of this if it weren’t for all my fans back 
planet-side. 

Love you! Kim out!
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99

Kim terminated the recording. She didn’t hate these videos as much as she 
used to, even though the bubbly “Hannah” personality still exhausted her. 
Everyone watching was now aware that Hannah Monksman’s name and 
privileged past had been a lie—but everything else about Hannah’s person-
ality had to remain in the videos, or she’d risk losing her fans. She was very 
aware that throughout her training her loyal following had helped shine 
a light on her in the minds of Near Horizon’s board members—whoever 
they chose needed to be likeable, and though Abdiel had come close second 
in terms of popularity, both Wren and Yoshi had failed fairly miserably at 
promoting themselves. Her fans had helped make sure she was still on this 
mission after the Edgeward incident. She owed them—but the continuing 
charade wore on her.

She scrolled through a few comments. Most of them were about the 
whales, but a few were for her alone.

You’ll be sorry when this is over. 
God will judge you.
Servant of the devil!
She swallowed as she scrolled past them. Adherants, most likely, trying 

to get under her skin. Unlike the Crusaders, Adherants truly believed that 
humans should not have ever left Earth. The Crusaders followed the doc-
trine that tampering with human bodies—with any life-form, or environ-
ment, or planet—was abhorrent, but they had nothing against technological 
advancement as long as it was careful, considered, and didn’t mess with ex-
isting ecosystems or natural evolution.

The Adherants, on the other hand, strictly refused to accept that hu-
manity had any future in space and that God had intended their extinction 
during the Endless Wars. That meant that this period of history, for them, 
shouldn’t exist; and though they were a lot tamer in their expression of 
their beliefs than the Crusaders—they didn’t tend to blow up building or 
starships, for example—they were a larger group with ties to some pretty 
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highly-placed politicians and significant funding coming in from various in-
terplanetary interests.

Kim ignored the comments. For now, she had a day’s work to get 
through, starting with speaking to Yoshi. She had been avoiding this, know-
ing it wasn’t going to go well. 

The hexagonal door led into a wide-open area with five unevenly-sized 
branching arms surrounding it. Three of these bays held duraglass tanks 
reinforced with steel. Inside them were the dark shapes of whales: Fifteen, 
Hosea, and Adonai.

Kim avoided looking at Adonai’s tank. The largest of them all, at eighty 
feet, it dominated the space, but Kim couldn’t stand seeing his unmoving 
form suspended in the ice. It gave her chills.

A holo of a bowhead whale rotated slowly in the air above the floor. 
Yoshi was standing underneath it, reaching up to draw a kanji over its right 
fin. The fin swelled in size, then a golden grid sketched itself over the form. 
“Watashi ga kitai shi ta mono de wa ari mase nichi,” she muttered. It’s not 
what I expected. Another fin appeared, ghosting over the first. Yoshi tilted 
her head to one side.

“Yoshi,” Kim said.
Yoshi gave a startled squeak. The holo fritzed as her hand jerked through 

it. 
“Some of the whales have been raising concerns.” At Yoshi’s blank ex-

pression, she elaborated. “They don’t like having the dead aboard. It’s against 
their beliefs.”

“Whales aren’t religious,” Yoshi told her matter-of-factly. “And none of 
them see the inside of this room. How can it make any difference to them?”

“They’re not religious, but they’re not stupid either.” Kim felt her fists 
clenching and forced herself to relax. “They’ve tried to talk to you about it, 
and you’ve ignored them.”

“I’m doing important work,” Yoshi said. Her gaze was already being 
drawn back to the holo, unable to look away from her work for more than a 
few moments. “The whole goal of this is to help the whales.”
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“Maybe, but in doing so, you’re causing them a lot of distress. It’d make 
a difference if you explained what you’re doing.”

Yoshi sighed. “I don’t have time, and they don’t want to hear it anyway.”
The anger burst out of Kim. “This isn’t how this works, you know.”
Yoshi’s gaze snapped back to her once more. “What?”
“The Link. I get that you don’t want to do any video logs or social media 

stuff, but the Link was given to you so you could help and guide the whales.” 
Unconsciously, Kim touched her head, where the golden filaments made 
slightly-raised ridges over her skull. Developed by Arden Tech, the compa-
ny Near Horizon had contracted, they were most known for their work on 
military projects and planetary colonization. “Remember, the whole point 
of the Link is that they go crazy if they’re left alone in their minds during a 
space voyage.”

“And I agreed to the Link,” Yoshi replied calmly. In a seemingly uncon-
scious gesture, she ran a hand over her now-bald head, brushing the golden 
filaments with her fingertips. “But they have you to talk to. They prefer you 
anyway—the whales, and the fans.”

A rush of pride washed through Kim, but she tamped it down. Was Yoshi 
trying to stoke her ego to make her leave faster? “I know your work is im-
portant to the future generations of whales,” Kim said at last. “But we can’t 
ignore their concerns.”

“I’m the Caretaker, remember?” There was a hint of anger in Yoshi’s voice 
as she circled the holo whale, her face distorting slightly behind the curved, 
shimmering gray body. “Look, we’re not competing against one another 
anymore. Training is over. Let’s focus on the whales, not on petty rivalry.”

“You were the petty one!” Kim felt her temper erupt before she could 
rein it in. Yoshi always seemed to do this—act like she was calm and collect-
ed while everyone else was being wildly unreasonable. “Abdiel, Wren, and I 
played fair. But you didn’t—and Abdiel didn’t deserve what you did to him.”

“Abdiel?” Yoshi’s face registered a moment of surprise before quickly 
shuttering. “He wasn’t suitable, Kim. Even though you were friends, surely 
you could see that?”
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“He didn’t deserve to be publicly humiliated!”
Yoshi shrugged and turned away. “I don’t have anything more to say to 

you.”
Kim stared, speechless. Yoshi continued her work, walking around the 

edges of the holo, tapping and adjusting the holo controls, refusing to look 
at Kim. Finally, Kim could do nothing except turn for the door.

Seiiki was a big ship. Kim could go a full day without seeing anyone if she 
wanted to, and right now, she really didn’t want to speak to anyone. Wren 
was spending the afternoon with Adonai recalibrating the Aquarium junc-
tion stations, so Kim buried herself in the computer core, running scan after 
scan. All came up negative. 

She commed Lieutenant Grand as soon as she’d arrived back at her quar-
ters. 

“I’m still going to send over some data packets,” he told her. “We’ll run 
those to make sure, but right now, I think we might be looking at a mistake 
in the analyses. It’s good news.”

Kim signed off and fell into bed.

99

“Kim? I need you up here.”
Wren’s voice coming through the comm system pulled Kim from sleep 

roughly. Her face was still buried in her pillow, and she felt a cold patch of 
drool under her chin. Pulling herself up, she realized the ship was still in its 
nighttime cycle with the lights dim and the air blowing cool from the vents. 

“What is it?” she called out groggily. 
“We’ve arrived.”
Kim felt a jolt of energy burst through her. She sat upright, fumbling for 

her jumpsuit on the floor. “We’re not due for another thirteen days!”
“I was halfway through the last level of Planet Apocalypse when the com-

puter went haywire. Ray’s never going to forgive me for bailing on that mis-
sion.” Wren paused. “We’re out of hyper. I’m hailing Grand now.”
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Kim wasted no time getting up to Deck One, jumping in the maglift in-
stead of walking up the rampways as she preferred to do. Wren was waiting 
for her when she arrived, standing inside the ring of central consoles. A holo 
of Lieutenant Grand ghosted over him at chest height. 

“. . . kept from you,” Grand was saying.
Wren sounded angry. “Why would that even be necessary?”
Kim strode over to stand beside him, crossing her arms and glaring defi-

antly at their current common enemy. 
“The exact location of the Eschol System was never released publicly.” 
“But you didn’t think to warn us,” Wren challenged him heatedly.
Grand shrugged. “Seiiki’s been programmed to do what she needs to. 

The scoutships will be staying in orbit for another month before our relief 
arrives. You’re not going to be without protection.”

Kim made a wry face. “You think we’re going to need it?”
Grand gave her a tight smile. “Look, for now, just sit back and enjoy 

yourselves while you can. Grand out.”
Kim glared at the spot Grand had been for a moment longer, still hardly 

able to believe what he’d told them. She had never known exactly how long 
the journey from Edgeward to Eschol would take, but the numerous times 
she’d asked for details, she’d been given an exact estimate from the computer 
or from Admiral Mbewe or from Grand himself. Now that was blown out of 
the water. 

“We’re not prepared for this,” Wren said.
Kim took a deep breath. “Well, we’d better get prepared. Quickly.”
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K im Teng is committed to escorting Earth’s last whales to the paradise 
planet of New Eden. But as Seiiki draws closer to New Eden, Kim 

must learn to split her role of Caretaker with another, navigate her new 
relationship with Wren, and deal with the suffocating guilt of having misled 
her crewmates for so long.
 With tensions rising back on Earth, it is even more important for the 
whales to reach New Eden quickly and safely. But as the contingent comes 
out of hyperspace, an unexpected computer error sends Seiiki crashing into 
their new home planet. Which is not the peaceful paradise they expected. 
 When strange creatures start howling in the night and people begin 
disappearing from their basecamp, Kim and her friends soon realize that 
while someone didn’t want them to ever arrive at New Eden, someone—
or something—else wanted to make sure they did.
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“ They peered into the darkness. There was nothing there, just trees 

moving in the wind. And then . . . there . . . ”

Cover Design: Maryann Appel
Illustration: Mark Zelmer 

BE THE FIRST TO HEAR about new CamCat titles, author events, and exclusive content! Sign up at camcatbooks.com for 
the CamCat Publishing newsletter.

Young Adult / Science Fiction   
USD$17.99     CAD$22.99     GBP£14.99

THE FIGHT FOR THE 
FUTURE OF THE WHALES 

HAS JUST BEGUN.




