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his hand.” A" wire-thin scratch curved down the
blade. The weapon was thin enough to slip
between a pair of ribs, yet stout enough to hack
through the hardest armor.

The Urgals could not see as well as the Shade:
they groped like blind beggars, fumbling with their
weapons. An owl screeched. cutting through tk
silence. No one relaxed until the bird flew pgz
Then the monsters shivered in the cold night:
snapped a twig with his heavy boot. The Sh:
hissed in anger, and the Urgals shrank ba
motionless. He suppressed his distaste—t
smelled like fetid meat—and turned away. T
were tools, nothing more.

The Shade forced back his impatience as
minutes became hours. The scent must h
wafted far ahead of its owners. He did not let
Urgals get up or warm themselves. He den
himself those luxuries, too, and stayed behind
tree, watching the trail. Another gust of w|
rushed through the forest. The smell was stron|
this time. Excited, h» ghin lip in a snarl.

“Get ready,” his whole b

‘me #1 NEW YORI
Aﬂk\uomn
N

Prologue: Shade of Fear

Read anytime, anywhere

017 OverDrive, Inc.



