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The freezing cold air of the extreme altitude was starting to affect Wren. The red lights on his thin black armoured hands went out. Resulting in his hands starting to feel numb. 

He cursed as the wind picked up dramatically covering his vision in a thick snow storm. All he could see was the snow twirling and swirling about against the black star lit sky. 

His entire body shivered rapidly in a pointless effort to stay warm. But with the temperature well below freezing and the wind factor, he was a dead man. 

As he breathed out, his breath formed ice that smashed to the snow covered ground. 

Wren hated all of this, he was a soldier of the Emperor on far away Earth. He was meant to be fighting for his Emperor, not dying on a snow covered world on the edges of the Emperor's glorious Empire. 

Then he forced himself to remember he was serving his Lord and Master. Yet Wren never expected a mission to recon a planet for a colony would be so dangerous. 

Especially, with those aliens that almost killed him. Well, they did manage to infect the rest of his squad and turn them into... 

Wren shook away the thought as he couldn't even begin to phrase what the aliens had done. All he knew was he needed to send a simple message to his spaceship. Ordering an orbital bombardment. 

Of course, he would die but he needed to protect his Emperor and the Empire. 

Even the thought sounded ridiculous as Wren looked around, the snow storm growing in intensity and listening to the howling, screaming of the wind. 

He looked down to his knees to see they were covered in snow. Wren cursed again. He wanted to complete his mission. He had killed too many people and saved too many worlds to die a failure. 

Remembering his home world at the opposite side of the galaxy, Wren thought about his long 'dead' family. He had no idea what happened to them after the glorious Emperor had raised him up from his backwater world and shipped him off to die in glory across the stars. 

Of course, Wren wasn't that naive. He knew he never had a choice. He could aim and fire a gun. Marking him for recruitment. But Wren made himself believe he was making a difference. And as the freezing cold sank further into his body, he believed it even now. 

Continuing to breathe whilst shivering, Wren felt the air painfully chill his lungs. He knew he needed to move so raising a leg. He forced himself to take a step forward. 

Wren's leg went straight down into the snow. It came up to his knees. But he didn't have a choice. Wren knew the aliens that attacked him knew about his spaceship so the message needed to be delivered. 

He took a step. Then another and another. 

Wren kept slowly walking through the snow. 

The wind roared and howled in his ears. 

The snow lashed across his face. 

He kept going. 

Wren knew he had maybe a hundred metres to go until he reached a summit of one of the many mountains on the planet. Maybe, just maybe the storm would be clear enough for the message to be send. He only needed a fraction of a second. 

Fighting against the immense pressure of the wind lashing across his face. Wren kept going.

He kept walking.

He kept forcing himself to go on. Despite his bones aching and his muscles starting to freeze.

Even Wren’s lungs started to protest as the oxygen starved air was beginning to affect him.

Only fifty metres left to go.

An immense roar echoed around the mountains.

Wren wasn’t going to stop.

He quickly forced his freezing legs to move.

Another roar from another mountain echoed around him.

Then another.

Then another.

Wren cursed under his breath.

He took another step but his left leg refused.

It was stuck.

A burning sensation came from Wren’s left foot.

He shouted in frustration at his leg being frozen to some rogue piece of ice.

This wasn’t fun anymore. 

A slow long growl came from behind him.

Wren jerked up his left leg.

Feeling skin being ripped away.

He didn’t stop to look at his foot.

Wren could feel the damage from the ice.

Pushing on, Wren hopped onwards.

Another two growls came from behind him.

A loud howl of wind rushed past him.

The two growls became shrieks and sounded as if they were running away.

Wren felt the freezing snow against his exposed leg. He had no idea what happened to his armour, but he needed to press on quickly. Perhaps the ice had frozen his armour enough to crack it. Anything was possible.

Inside his armour, his fingers felt numb, and they could barely move. His heart quickened. What if he couldn’t send the message to the fleet? Would he have failed? Would he had failed his Emperor in Death?

A drop of sweat rapidly became frozen as it dripped down his face.

Know he only had twenty metres left, Wren threw himself to the ground and crawled through the thick snow. His body might have sunk slightly but he was moving. That was good enough.

Recalling fun memories from the snowy mountains on his Homeworld, Wren had to partially smile at the idea of a snowy mountain, a place of fun and love, would now be his resting place. 

When he finished recalling the various childhood memories, he realised he was there. Wren was at his target. The snow was swirling and twirling around him. Making it impossible to see. However, Wren could barely see the faint outline of a cliff edge.

With shaking hands, he got out a small triangular black metal object. Its smooth edges feeling strange in his numb fingers. He tapped the side of the device. Blue light started to emit from it.

Wren
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