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A buzzing floated on the wind. Artur angled his ear backward and eased off the forward thrusters of his glider. There it was, barely perceptible, but there. Artur slammed the thruster then pushed with his left hand and pulled with his right. In seconds, the sleek chrome cylinder of his glider was turned around, facing his pursuer. Or it should have been, but only the endless, featureless plains of Neuen greeted him. 

	He was on the Break, the slow-moving day-night interface, where the frigid cold of night and the hellish heats of day mixed and reached a happy medium. Neuen’s glacial rotation made the Break habitable, but only just barely. Artur had been traveling it for over a week. 

	He scanned the horizon. The only movement came from far below—a lonesome labspawn. Some kind of hybrid monstrosity created by genetic tampering. This one’s particulars were lost to distance. Maybe a mix of canine and reptile or cervid blended with arthropod, but it could be anything the mind could dream up. Their creators had had no qualms using genetic engineering in any and all ways. On other creatures. On themselves.

	The labspawn stopped, looked up at Artur, and let off a screech. He grimaced, unfurled the two wings folded against the glider’s hull, and let the winds carry him higher. He couldn’t afford to let his guard down. Even if the creature was bound to the ground, it might still threaten him. A sonic attack or acid projectiles or some other hazard that he couldn’t even predict. 

	It was funny how quickly his perspective had changed. A week prior and that labspawn would have filled him with dread, but there was a far more tangible danger lurking now—another human. Artur simply noted the creature and went back to scanning his surroundings. Umber eyes flitted this way and that, too big for his face and sunken in. Gusts came off the Break and tussled straight tawny hair. Artur gritted his teeth and pursed his lips behind his rebreather, the half-mask covering his nose and mouth and providing the air Neuen denied him.
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