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Author's Note




When we first released the opening volumes of Galactic Scouts in 2024, we quickly realized the story needed deeper repair—characters re-balanced, plot threads realigned, and the larger arc clarified. This new edition is the result of that work: a tighter, stronger beginning that sets the stage for everything to come.

If you purchased the original edition, check your Kindle library for updates, or re-download from your account to make sure you have the latest version. We encourage you to re-read, not only to catch up but to enjoy the sharper, hotter ride that now leads straight into the third installment.

Thank you for your patience and support as we made these changes. We promise—this time you’ll get even harder than the first.

-CD Truncheon, 2025








  
  
Galactic Scouts at Temptation's Peak




The airlock hissed open, the sound vibrating in my chest as we stepped onto the rugged terrain of Terralys Prime. The soil, a tapestry of obsidian and rust, crunched beneath our boots, each step an affirmation of the reality we were now part of—a stark world that stretched beyond the horizon, the only whispers of life miles away. 

My name is Kyven Chen. I’m a galactic scout and a recent Caladon High grad from Novaterra. I’ve come here with two classmates, Corbin Vireo and Jareth Wright. We’re here not only to pass testing to become Silver Scouts—the highest rank in galactic scouting—but to compete for a full scholarship to Novaterra University.

After years in the same scout troop, you’d think the three of us would be close. Truth is, I’ve never had time to get close. Piano recitals, robotics tournaments, church events—my calendar filled itself. My father runs a mining conglomerate, and someday I’m supposed to take over. That means straight As, awards, leadership positions. Not friendships. Not mistakes.

Jareth’s an overachiever, too, but for different reasons. Back in middle school, he was already outscoring high schoolers in science competitions. By sophomore year, he had more college credits than some teachers. Even in scouts, he outranks every guy his age.

His family’s from Old Earth. They came here with ideas about discipline, legacy—and what Jareth calls Black excellence. I’ve never had to deal with it, but I’ve seen what it means to him. He’s not just collecting badges. He’s proving something: that he deserves space here. That his family’s sacrifice meant something. He doesn’t need the scholarship. He still wants it, though. Maybe to beat us. Maybe to matter. Maybe just to brag.

He’s younger than me and Corbin by a full cycle—and he looks it. He’s on track to become the youngest Silver Scout in the program’s history. On the shuttle ride over, Corbin joked that he needed a permission slip just to board.

Corbin’s the outlier. Blond, sunburnt half the year, always has a bruise from doing something reckless. He keeps to himself, but the rumors follow him—fights, maybe worse. I never asked, and he doesn’t talk about it. Scouts gave him structure. Maybe even saved him. My parents always warned me to steer clear. I’m not sure they were right.

Outside of scouts, we barely talk. And maybe that’s for the best.

A hot wind blew across our faces.

“Looks like home,” quipped Jareth, surveying the dust, his voice betraying a hint of trepidation that contradicted the tough facade he wore like an armor.

“Home if you’re a rock,” Corbin muttered under his breath, tucking his thumbs into his waistband, shoulders hunched, eyes skittering across the landscape as though searching for familiar comfort in this desolate expanse.

None of us wore standard-issue Galactic Scout uniforms. Leadership had swapped them out for gear better suited to Terralys Prime’s volatile climate: fitted white tank tops and gleaming red spandex shorts that shimmered in the sun and dried instantly if they got wet. Supposedly it had to do with radiation levels from the twin suns—but whatever the reason, the result felt less like protection and more like exposure.

The shorts clung to us—tight, elastic, unrelenting. Every contour showed. Every shift of our weight made something visible. I didn’t mean to notice. I just... did. It was impossible not to. There were no surprises below the belt: I was big enough, Jareth was small, Corbin was enormous. And none of us could pretend otherwise.

But we tried. There was no locker room banter, no teasing to diffuse the tension. We kept our gazes fixed on treetops or clouds, eyes high, necks stiff. When someone adjusted their pack or bent to tie a boot, we pretended not to notice the tug of fabric or the slick of sweat darkening a tank top. There was a strange electricity in that silence—equal parts shame, discomfort, and a quiet, charged awareness none of us dared name.

Our campsite was modest, a trio of pup tents standing sentry around a wooden shack that served as our Pathkeeper’s quarters. A mess hall, its paint peeling from countless storms, stood beside an outhouse and washhouse.

Pathkeeper Zac Krell emerged from his cabin, a figure cut from the legends of explorers past—the kind of man whose very presence could bend the wilderness to his will. He was six or seven years older than us—24 or 25—and a Silver Scout himself. A quarterback during his days at Caledon, he still holds a bunch of records. He smiled little, but the gravity of his charisma pulled at me.

None of us had seen Pathkeeper Zac since a big scout meeting about a month ago, and he looked like he’d spent those four weeks at the gym.

“Welcome to Terralys Prime—the most beautiful planet in the known galaxy.”

“Isn’t there a penal colony on the other side?” asked Jareth.

“Just trying to give it a positive spin,” said Pathkeeper Zac. “It’s a dustbin. But where better to prove yourselves, scouts?” His voice had the warmth of a seasoned mentor and the seriousness of a commander. “I trust the journey wasn’t too unsettling?”

“Could’ve been smoother, but nothing we couldn’t handle,” I responded, striving to project confidence, even as my heart thundered against my ribs.

“Good to hear, Kyven.” Zac clapped a hand on my shoulder, his touch like a brand searing through the fabric of my uniform. “You’ll need that resilience out here.”

“Nothing we can’t take on, right, guys?” I turned towards Corbin and Jareth, looking for that spark of camaraderie that would bind us together against the trials that lay ahead.

“Asskisser,” Corbin smirked.

“Alright then,” Zac said, stepping back and sweeping a hand toward the camp. “Get settled. We’ll convene at the mess hall in one hour. Use this time to acquaint yourselves with your new home.”

“Will do, sir,” I replied, the title slipping out with ease, a remnant of my upbringing where respect and discipline were paramount.

As the others dispersed to inspect the tents and facilities, I lingered, watching Pathkeeper Zac retreat to the cabin. The journey ahead would test more than just my skills as a scout—it would challenge the very core of who I thought I was, and who I dared to become.


      ***An hour later, we sat at a round table in the mess hall while wind hurled sand against the walls outside, sounding almost like rain.

Corbin sat with his arms crossed, jaw locked, eyes fixed on Pathkeeper Zac like the man was a puzzle he meant to solve. Jareth, in contrast, seemed coiled—shoulders slightly hunched, fingers twitching against the tabletop as though he were itching to take notes no one had assigned.

“Scouts,” said Pathkeeper Zac, “you’re here to become Silver Scouts. To do that, you’ll face three challenges. Tomorrow: climbing. The next day: swimming. Then, a day of rest. After that, a survival trek to retrieve a lumaflora specimen from the interior. Your training will be brutal.”

His eyes swept over us, steady and assessing. When they landed on me, something shifted. I felt pinned—seen in a way I wasn’t ready for. It was just a moment, but it clung to me like heat. I told myself not to read into it, but something sharp and hot fluttered low in my chest. I wanted him to look again.

“You’ll be tested on more than endurance,” he continued. “Strategy, adaptability, and teamwork are just as vital. How you function as a unit will be as important as your individual performance.”

I nodded automatically, already imagining what it would feel like to stand before him at the end, victorious. Not just qualified—but worthy. Worthy of notice.

“Understood,” Corbin said, his voice low and even, like a switchblade folded tight.

Jareth nodded, but I could see his lips pressed in a line. He hated ambiguity—he wanted rules, scoring rubrics, measurable goals. I imagined he was already recalculating outcomes, trying to determine how much group work would drag him down.

In their silence, I echoed them—projecting confidence I hadn’t earned yet, telling myself I belonged here, that I could win, that I could be more than the box my family had built for me.

“You’re awfully quiet, Jareth,” Zac said, a smile tugging at the edge of his mouth. “Am I going to have to keep an eye on you?”

“Sir?” Jareth blinked.

“The quiet ones are the most dangerous.”

Jareth flushed and gave a small, automatic smile. Dimples. The kind of expression he probably used on judges at science fairs.

Something sharp twisted in me. I didn’t like the way Zac looked at him. Or how Jareth smiled back.

“Now,” Zac said, standing. “Get familiar with the terrain. Terralys Prime doesn’t forgive mistakes. Teamwork is essential—but so is personal initiative. Take responsibility for yourselves and each other.”

Corbin nodded, eyes unblinking. If he’d taken a single breath the entire speech, I didn’t notice. He absorbed orders like oxygen. For him, this wasn’t a game or a badge. This was purpose. Discipline. Maybe even redemption.

Jareth’s eyes flicked with something—anxiety, calculation, pride. Like he couldn’t decide whether he was being underestimated or set up to fail. He didn’t want to be part of a team. He wanted to outscore one.

“Questions?” Zac asked.

“None, sir,” Corbin said.

Zac gave a crisp nod. Corbin sat a little straighter.

Jareth cleared his throat. “How are we being evaluated—individually, or as a team?”

Zac raised an eyebrow. “Observation, Jareth. I’ll be watching each of you. Your choices matter. So does how you function together. Both count.”

He paused, then added, “That includes the Novaterra scholarship. My decision will be final, based on performance.”

“Right,” Jareth said. Then, after a pause: “But if I do everything right, and someone else screws up, that’s not on me… is it?”

I saw Corbin’s jaw clench, but he said nothing.

Pathkeeper Zac’s smile didn’t reach his eyes. “I’d hate to be next to you when a glowviper bites. That kind of thinking gets people hurt.”

He turned and left without waiting for a reply.

Jareth stared at the table. “Did I say something wrong? I just meant—if it’s a contest…”

“Do everything at 100%,” Corbin said flatly. “Whether you’re alone or not. Expect the same from us. Got it?”

Jareth gave a small, reluctant nod, eyes glassy.

I stepped in before the air got thicker. “Let’s check out the terrain. We should stick together for now. Get our bearings.”

Corbin shrugged. “Fine by me. This place looks brutal.”

Jareth straightened, like he wanted to reset himself. “Sounds good. And… I know how to treat glowviper bites. If anyone needs it.”

Corbin rolled his eyes.




      ***Our trio moved across the desolate expanse, sharing quiet confidences. We discussed possible survival tactics, speculated about the flora and fauna that might lurk beyond our vision, and traded stories of what drove us to seek this frontier. I listened intently, my heart thrumming with a strange mix of kinship and rivalry.

“I like this place,” Corbin said, eyes scanning the horizon. “Back home, there’s not much left to fight for. Here, I’ll carve out something new—something that’s mine.”

I nodded. I knew that feeling. Not so much the hunger for reinvention, but the ache to escape a life already scripted by someone else.

“How about you, Jareth?” I asked. “What are you hoping to get out of this?”

“My parents say if I can make Silver Scout by early next season, my chances of getting a state grant go way up,” he said, like he was reciting it from memory. “They think that’ll set me up for biotechnical placement—first-tier labs, maybe research clearance. And if I can do it before I’m 25…”

There was a pause. The wind shifted slightly, rustling the alien grass at our feet.

“Then what?” Corbin asked.

He shrugged. “I’ll be ahead of everyone else.”

The terrain changed subtly as we trekked; the ground grew steeper, and the air tinged with a scent of something otherworldly. The silence crept in again. Each of us turned inward, unsure whether this place would change us—or break us.

Something caught my eye, and I broke the silence. “Watch it!” I shouted, reaching for Jareth’s arm. His foot hovered over what seemed to be solid ground but was, in fact, a patch of quicksand masquerading as stability. He stumbled back into me.

“I saw it,” he lied, a flush of embarrassment coloring his cheeks.

“Stay focused,” I replied, though my heart hammered with the close call—a reminder that every step here was a gamble against the odds of nature.

We continued on; the silence punctuated by the occasional rustle of movement that kept our nerves taut. Corbin stopped short, his attention snagged by a rat that skittered across our path, its eyes reflecting a primal cunning. He turned away for only a moment, perhaps to share some quip or observation, but when his gaze returned, the rat had vanished—consumed by a shrub that seemed more animal than plant.

“Everything here is alive,” he said, a note of respect threading through his usual bravado. “Always watching, waiting...”

We pressed on, our senses heightened, when an imposing shadow loomed over us. A beetle, if you could call such a monstrosity by that name, blocked our path. It was about the size of a Great Dane, and its pincers snapped with a threat that sent shivers down my spine. I assessed the situation, my mind racing through potential weapons—rocks, branches, pitfalls—but nothing seemed adequate. The rocks were too meager; the branches, too brittle; the ground, too solid for a trap…

“Are you going to do something, Kyven?” Jareth urged, a slight quiver in his voice betraying his own uncertainty.

I wanted to. Every part of me screamed to take action, to protect, to prove myself, but I couldn’t. My mind ran the math, but my body stayed frozen. I could strategize all day—on paper. Out here, I was a novice.

“It’s a Skornoth Dreadbeetle. Poisonous. We have ten seconds before it charges us. We need a precise strike with a sharp rock to the underbelly,” said Jareth. His intelligence was there, shining like a beacon, but his slight frame trembled, afraid to carry out the command. 

It was Corbin who moved first. He let out a breath, a mix of resignation and defiance, and stepped forward. “I’m gonna kill this fucker.”

I reached out to stop him, but he shrugged off my hand.

“Better to go down swinging than wait for something to eat me.”

He crouched, ready to spring at the creature, every line of his body tense with the resolve to face death rather than fear.










