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The war made him a hero. Now the Marines need him to be a leader.Cam Alvarez is a Drop-
Trooper. A warrior-knight wrapped in the futuristic armor of a high-tech battlesuit, and he’s one of
the best. When he’s promoted to sergeant and asked to become a leader, he faces a whole new
challenge. The Marines are striking deep into enemy territory and the casualties are
mounting. Cam is torn, knowing his job is to follow orders and carry out the battle plan, even if he
doesn’t agree with it. But his squad has become his family, and now he’s being asked to lead his
family into battle, knowing it will mean their deaths.Can a Marine squad leader come up with a
better battle plan than the high command? And will anyone listen if he does?Grab the explosive
second installment of Rick Partlow's newest Military Sci-Fi Series and find out!

About the AuthorBeverly Jenkins is the recipient of the 2017 Romance Writers of America Nora
Roberts Lifetime Achievement Award, as well as the 2016 Romantic Times Reviewers' Choice
Award for historical romance. She has been nominated for the NAACP Image Award in
Literature, was featured both in the documentary Love between the Covers and on CBS Sunday
Morning. Since the publication of Night Song in 1994, she has been leading the charge for
multicultural romance and has been a constant darling of reviewers, fans, and her peers alike,
garnering accolades for her work from the Wall Street Journal, People magazine, and NPR.--
This text refers to the audioCD edition.Review“It’s possible that no one sets the scene for
romance better than Beverly Jenkins…This is historical romance at its very best.” (Washington
Post, praise for FORBIDDEN)“Award-winning Jenkins begins a new series, set in 1870s Nevada
and featuring Rhine Fontaine…The characters are strong and appealing in this excellent
western historical romance, with its fascinating background and modern implications. Fans of
Linda Lael Miller’s westerns may also enjoy much-loved Jenkins’ newest.” (Booklist, praise for
FORBIDDEN)“For readers who enjoy love stories with steamy interludes against historical
backdrops, Jenkins’ latest is not to be missed.” (Kirkus Reviews (starred review))“As always with
Jenkins’s works, this fantastic novel features richly layered historical fiction and captivating
romance in equal measure.” (Culturess (Top Romances of 2016))“When die-hard romance
readers start rattling off the preeminent writers in the genre, one of the names you ought to hear
every time is Beverly Jenkins.” (Jezebel.com)“In this appealing launch of a series…Jenkins
combines vivid characters and sexual intensity with historical accuracy in a story and setting that
will appeal to her core fans and newcomers alike.” (Publishers Weekly, praise for
FORBIDDEN)“If you like vivid characters inhabiting underexplored but fascinating American
history, in stories overflowing with scorchingly unresolved sexual tension, this is definitely a book
for you.” (NPR (Best Books of 2016))“Empathetic characters, a compelling romance, and
gripping Old West history, including the rampant racial prejudice and injustice following the Civil



War, combine in this first in a riveting new series from award winning writer Jenkins.” (Library
Journal (starred review)) --This text refers to the mass_market edition.From the Back CoverUSA
Today bestselling author Beverly Jenkins returns with the first book in a breathtaking new series
set in the Old WestRhine Fontaine is building the successful life he's always dreamed of—one
that depends upon him passing for White. But for the first time in years, he wishes he could step
out from behind the façade. The reason: Eddy Carmichael, the young woman he rescued in the
desert. Outspoken, defiant, and beautiful, Eddy tempts Rhine in ways that could cost him
everything . . . and the price seems worth paying.Eddy owes her life to Rhine, but she won't risk
her heart for him. As soon as she's saved enough money from her cooking, she'll leave this
Nevada town and move to California. No matter how handsome he is, no matter how fiery the
heat between them, Rhine will never be hers. Giving in for just one night might quench this
longing. Or it might ignite an affair as reckless and irresistible as it is forbidden . . .--This text
refers to the mass_market edition.From the Inside FlapUSA Today bestselling author Beverly
Jenkins returns with the first book in a breathtaking new series set in the Old WestRhine
Fontaine is building the successful life he's always dreamed of--one that depends upon him
passing for White. But for the first time in years, he wishes he could step out from behind the
façade. The reason: Eddy Carmichael, the young woman he rescued in the desert. Outspoken,
defiant, and beautiful, Eddy tempts Rhine in ways that could cost him everything . . . and the
price seems worth paying.Eddy owes her life to Rhine, but she won't risk her heart for him. As
soon as she's saved enough money from her cooking, she'll leave this Nevada town and move to
California. No matter how handsome he is, no matter how fiery the heat between them, Rhine
will never be hers. Giving in for just one night might quench this longing. Or it might ignite an
affair as reckless and irresistible as it is forbidden . . .--NPR (Best Books of 2016) --This text
refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more
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footsteps hammer-blows against the dirt trail, echoing off the hillside at my right shoulder and
down through the twisted, gnarled trees on my left. Billows of dust rose at my passage, remnants
of a dry season nearly gone with the advance of Inferno’s orbital precession, and the afternoon
glare of 82 Eridani sliced through the clouds in one last hurrah of brutal punishment, a reminder
of who was in charge.The star’s wrath meant little to me, encased in two tons of BiPhase
Carbide, wrapped in the cold embrace of the WF4100 Vigilante battlesuit. Chill air washed
across my face and even the heat of a star too close for this world to truly be called hospitable
couldn’t penetrate my armor. I could just as well have been floating in the saltwater
weightlessness of a full-immersion virtual reality tank, watching someone else’s life play across
the display inside the suit’s helmet. Nothing stirred on the overgrown dirt road ahead, not as far
as I could see, two full kilometers to the next curve. I could have been alone on this whole
imagined world.Lt. Ackley’s voice in the headphones of my helmet reminded me I
wasn’t.“Alvarez,” she admonished, just a hint of dry humor in her tone to let me know she wasn’t
seriously angry. “You’re a squad leader, let someone else run point.”Spoilsport.“Aye, ma’am.” I
toggled to a private channel with a flick of my forefinger on the controls inside the suit’s left glove.
“Henckel,” I transmitted to the man behind me in the extended file formation, “get your ass up



front.”“Roger that, Sergeant,” PFC Thomas Henckel said. He was trying to sound cool and
unaffected, but he still retained the excitement of the unblooded, the thrill of battle, even a make-
believe training battle, undiluted by the reality of the death and loss it represented.Jesus, I sound
old.I wasn’t even twenty-one yet, and sometimes I thought I had no right being an E-5 staff
sergeant or a squad leader, but that’s what happens when half the NCOs in the company get
themselves killed in one giant cluster-fuck of a battle. I suppose the question wasn’t whether I
was prematurely old, but whether I had ever really been young.Henckel passed by me with long,
bounding strides, his Vigilante armor a mirror image of my own; broad-shouldered and barrel-
chested, matte grey and faceless and three meters tall, a hunched-over giant burdened down
with an angular, boxy backpack. The backpack wasn’t a hindrance to our armored infantry,
though, it was what kept us going. Shielded isotope reactor, jump-jets, ammunition stores, it was
all in there, everything that kept the Vigilante from being an obscenely expensive piece of lawn
art.“We’re coming out into the open in another three klicks,” I warned Henckel. “The objective is
another two klicks after the road opens up. I know Fourth Platoon is supposed to be treating this
like they don’t know we’re coming or what our target is, but let’s get real.”“They’ll be set up and
waiting for us.”Henckel didn’t seem at all upset about the prospect. And I suppose I wasn’t,
either. Fourth was full of themselves after taking the top score in the virtual reality pods two
months running. We’d all been looking forward to showing them the differences between reality
and a computer game.And of course, the fact this would be our last training mission on Inferno
made it all that much more significant.“They will,” I confirmed Henckel’s assumption. “Or at least,
I would be.”Something moved just off the road, and I nearly swiveled around with a gunfighter’s
instincts, ready to put a plasma charge—or, in this case, a harmless targeting laser—through it,
before I saw the analysis from the suit’s tactical computer. Biological, non-humanoid. Inferno had
some nasty megafauna, most of it cold-blooded and scaly, nothing I’d want to encounter outside
my suit.“You think the lizards are scouting for Fourth Platoon, boss?” Henckel teased. I’d barely
moved, but he’d noticed it, even on the very edge of his suit’s visual display. I should have been
surprised, but I wasn’t. Henckel didn’t miss anything.“What I think,” I told him, “is that the Skipper
doesn’t want us to act like we know they know we’re coming because he wants to see how well
we react to an unavoidable ambush. So, we can’t count on Lt. Ackley letting us deviate from the
route or change the travel formation.”“Which leaves just trying to shoot faster than the other guy.”
Now Henckel did sound disgruntled. It may have been practice war, but it was the only kind he’d
had so far, and I knew he didn’t like to lose. His stride changed ever so slightly, pounding his feet
into the dirt with just a bit of extra force, the armor responding to his tension.“Not quite,” I said. I
stared at the faded outline of the map overlay and it sharpened under my gaze, the lines
brightening, the labels becoming clearer. The dirt road curved through the hills until it flattened
out onto the river valley. Our target was a mock-up of a deflector dish on the other side of the
river, in the lee of a notional fusion reactor that piped the river water in for cooling.The easiest
place for an ambush, the one where Fourth Platoon probably thought we’d be on the lookout,
was just the other side of the river. They could take cover behind the pre-dug bunkers and hit us



as we came down. I was confident they wouldn’t set up there, though maybe they’d leave a
couple decoys for our long-range sensors. They’d want to hit us just as the road widened, where
they’d still have plenty of concealment.If I was in charge of Fourth Platoon, I’d split my force to
either side of the road and try to catch us in a crossfire while our attention was on the river. The
plan wasn’t without risk, but after months of going against Fourth, I had Lt. Costas, their platoon
leader, pegged as a gambler. The ground on the right would be higher, with more cover among
the rocks, and I figured he’d have three squads up there, the fourth in the low ground to the left in
the copse of trees the map showed.I highlighted the spot on the map with a piercing glance and
a flick of my thumb, then cast it over to Henckel’s suit via our line-of-sight comms.“You seeing
what I’m seeing?” I asked.“You want me to go right or left?” he responded, and I grinned.We
were moving pretty fast and we only had a couple minutes before we came off this hill. Beg
forgiveness or ask permission?“Scotty,” I said, targeting Gunnery Sergeant Scott Hayes with a
private transmission, “do you trust me?”Scotty didn’t object to the nickname as long as there
was no brass listening in, or at least he hadn’t when he’d been squad leader and nothing
seemed to have changed since he took over the platoon. We were still friends, despite the
difference in rank.“You’re about to do something that’s going to get us yelled at by Top, aren’t
you, Cam?” The words sounded ominous, but their tone was playful. Scotty was wary of Master
Gunnery Sergeant Campbell, our Top, or company first sergeant, but he knew as well as I did,
she never came down hard on troops showing initiative.“Probably,” I admitted. “You gonna let me
do it anyway?”“If it means kicking Fourth’s ass, I am.” He snorted derision. “I lost forty bucks to
Gunny Surio on the last round of simulator pod scores.”I could see blue sky ahead, through the
gap in the hills. We were almost there.“Pick up the pace, Henckel,” I told the point man. “Make
‘em think we’re just running in blind and eager, like a private on his first leave after Basic.”He put
on a burst of speed, the legs of his suit swinging like pendulums, ripping up huge clods of dirt
and collapsing craters into the desiccated dirt, and I followed, closing the gap between us. The
blue icons on my helmet’s Identification Friend-or-Foe display that represented the rest of the
squad accordioned backward before they caught back up with us, then the rest of the platoon
did the same.“Alvarez,” Lt. Ackley’s mild, unflappable voice said into my ear, “you’d better know
what the hell you’re doing.”“Your lips to God’s ears, ma’am.”She said nothing else, and I felt a
warmth spreading in my chest at the realization that she had as much confidence in me as
Scotty Hayes.“Graciano, Linebarger,” I told my team leaders, “we’re going to break right and hit
the jets on my signal. Suspected enemy ambush ahead. Charge right into them, get inside
missile range and cut them off from mutual fire support. Got me?”“Yes, Sergeant,” came the
antiphonal chorus from the two Lance Corporals. They were both older than me, but there was
an unmistakable respect in the words, either for the Bronze Star I’d reluctantly accepted after
Brigantia or the combat experience it represented.The road was softening up, less clay, more
mud, and I knew we were getting close to the river. I pushed the map overlay down and
concentrated on the tactical display. Two hundred meters. Henckel and I would be vulnerable
before then, but Fourth would want to wait until they had at least a couple squads of us out in the



open before they hit. I drew a phase line in the dirt with my mind, intending to tell the point man
to jump when he hit it.Henckel’s backpack jets ignited the second my mouth opened, the
screaming whine of the turbines reaching even through the armor of my suit. Air was sucked into
the isotope reactor and superheated, then expelled out through the bottom of the backpack jets
in a wavering heat-mirage haze and a spray of baked dirt. Henckel launched like a missile
straight into the hillside and I followed him before I’d even registered the flashing red of the
alarms from the suit’s sensors, warning me of the threat from both sides of the path.Details
emerged, probably realized in hindsight and filtered through my memories with a false sense of
having perceived them in real time when in fact, they were microsecond-old ghosts of
perception. I was acting on instinct before my brain knew what it was facing. Fourth Platoon’s
Vigilante battlesuits were identical to ours, but the tactical display identified them as Tahni High
Guard armor, going so far as to alter the images coming over the helmet cameras to match the
alien gear.The appearance of the armor might be Tahni, but the tactics were standard Marine
Drop-troop training. Costas had deployed his troops in a pair of half-circle arcs, one above the
other as the hill sloped upwards, stadium seating for our firing squad. They opened up
immediately, but even the targeting suite in the Vigilante’s helmet hadn’t expected the ballistic
trajectory First squad descended right into the midst of them.Targeting lasers weren’t nearly as
impressive as plasma guns, but their effect on this battle was just as disruptive. Not one of the
opposing force had the time or the distance to deploy their backpack missile launchers, so this
was all in beam range, a knife fight in a storage closet as Captain Covington liked to call it. I
didn’t give orders and heard none given to me, either because of the auditory exclusion of the
adrenaline dump or perhaps because Ackley was smart enough to know my squad had its
hands full.The simulated grimacing golem of a Tahni High Guard battlesuit was only ten meters
away when I slammed into the hillside, barely getting the Vigilante’s legs beneath me. We fired
simultaneously, but his was a hurried, panicked shot while mine was premeditated. He missed. I
used his wreckage as cover, giving me the few seconds that the training program told my
systems they needed to wait for the capacitors to recharge, then ducked around the paralyzed
bulk of his armor and began shooting again.One of them had been trying to hop off the hillside,
probably on his own initiative because I didn’t envision Lt. Costas sending his people out into a
possible crossfire with his forces spread on both sides of the trail. I nailed him with the laser
designator and felt an immediate surge of annoyance as the helmet’s computer-enhanced
training display insisted on showing a big, splashy plasma blast and the battlesuit tumbling
backward to the ground, bathed in sunfire. In reality, the Vigilante just touched down safely and
automatically before the systems totally froze up, and besides distracting me from the actual
fight, all the computer-generated fireworks did was make things seem less realistic and more
like the simulator pods.The rest of the squad was swarming in around us, filling in the gaps, and I
knew it was my job to keep track of them, but things were too tight and my sensors were
overwhelmed by static discharge and thermal blooms. It was all I could do to keep my people
behind me and the enemy in front of me and hope I didn’t get shot in the back by accident. And



either by dumb luck or by virtue of the training we’d been running through incessantly, I didn’t.I
fired and moved, feet scraping metal over dry stone, bursts of jump-jets keeping me upright and
moving forward, and the only one in my squad I could manage to keep track of was Henckel,
because he was keeping even with me and only ten meters away. Jump-jets screamed and more
and more of the enemy tried to escape the hill they’d picked for their trap, but laser designators
disguised as plasma blasts picked them out of the air and I knew that meant the rest of the
platoon had arrived to back us up.One of Fourth Platoon’s troopers was distracted enough by
the mid-air explosions that he didn’t notice me until I was bounding over the rock outcropping
just in front of him, and by the time he did, I’d already shot him straight in the face. Unfortunately,
that left me only a few steps away from the very last of the platoon formation, the oversized rifle
shape of his plasma gun aimed right at my Vigilante’s chest and my weapon’s capacitor still
needing three seconds to recharge before I could fire again.A reflexive curse was forming on my
lips, but before I could spit it out, Henckel slammed into the side of the Fourth Platoon trooper
with the dull, metallic clunk of a sledgehammer pounding home a steel spike. The computer
might have tried to dress the Fourth Platoon Vigilante up as a Tahni High Guard suit, but I knew
who it was. Lt. Costas always stayed at the hindmost spot whenever his platoon was arrayed in a
fixed position. I’d heard him arguing about it once with Lt. Ackley, insisting it was the best place
to direct fire. I didn’t like the guy. I got the impression he thought he was a future general, God’s
gift to the Marine Corps, so there was some satisfaction from seeing Henckel swing a backhand
punch into Costas’ chest, driving him back a step. He’d given me the time I needed for my
capacitors to recharge and I took advantage of the opening to put Lt. Costas out of his misery. I
knew it was impossible, but I could have sworn I heard the junior officer cursing from inside his
armor.“Index, index, index.”I let out a relieved breath. That was the signal for the end of the
exercise, usually from the range master but in this case straight from our company commander,
Captain Covington, known respectfully but affectionately as the Skipper.The Tahni High Guard
battlesuits changed back into Commonwealth Marine Corps Vigilantes, and the raging plasma
fires and scorched metal battle damage disappeared as the simulated dead regained the use of
their servomotors and byomer muscles. Lt. Costas still had a dent in the chest plastron of his suit
and I couldn’t keep down a snort of laughter.“All right, Third and Fourth,” Covington said, the hint
of a sigh of annoyance in his tone, “police up your people and head to the collection point for our
company AAR. And maybe while you’re heading there, I’ll think about whether or not I have to
explain again why it’s a good idea to treat every training exercise like you don’t know where the
enemy might be waiting for you or in what strength.”“Damn it, Alvarez,” Lt. Ackley said, though
the smile in her voice belied her words, “I just knew you were going to get me in trouble.”Fourth
Platoon was filtering out from our ranks, sullen and silent, and I could almost see Henckel’s grin
as we stood and watched them go.“Thanks for covering my back,” I told him. “It would have been
embarrassing to let Costas take me out.”“We’ll be in the real shit soon enough, Sergeant,” he
said, waving the thought away with a casual motion of his suit’s left hand. “I know you’d do the
same for me, right?”“Come on, Third Platoon,” Ackley urged, still standing at the foot of the hill.



“This is our last After-Action Review on this miserable swamp of a world. Let’s get it over with
and get to work packing our shit for the move.” I saw a flicker of changing colors in the
communications corner of my Heads-Up Display as she changed from the general net to the
NCOs only. “Except for the lucky one who gets to go with me to the operational brief from
Brigade Command, of course. I’m going but Scotty has to oversee the gear prep, so I guess I’ll
have to choose a squad leader to stand in for him. I don’t know…maybe the one who pissed off
the Skipper, Sergeant Alvarez?”“Aye, ma’am,” I said, trying to sound dutiful and obedient but
cursing inwardly.Damn. I hate briefings… [  2 ] “Our plans, ladies and gentlemen, have
changed.”Lt. Colonel Connelly had what I recognized as an Australian accent, and it seemed at
odds with the sense of momentous self-importance in his tone and the purposefully stoic set of
his square jaw. He paced across the stage of the auditorium, hands clasped behind his back,
the creases in his dress uniform sharp enough to shave with. I hated him already. We were all in
our field utilities, which meant he should have been too, but he wanted to stress how much more
important he was than us. Brigade staff was like that, a bunch of dead-ender colonels who’d
never be promoted any higher unless every other senior officer in the fucking Marine Corps
died.Connelly peered down at us, chin against his chest, feet planted wide, chest puffed out.
The whole brigade was present, though General McCauley, the brigade commander, had
decided his time was more important than ours.“I’m sure I don’t need to remind all of you just
how great a blow to our war effort it was when we lost four cruisers during the Battle for Mars.
Our offensive and defensive strategies were built around those cruisers, and now that our fleet
has been cut in half, those strategies have had to change.”I turned to Lt. Ackley and rolled my
eyes. She frowned at me and nodded back towards Connelly, the unspoken command to pay
attention.Aye, ma’am.“As those of you who’ve paid attention to the monthly threat memoranda
from General McCauley should already know, the new commander of our military forces, Fleet
Admiral Sato, has moved away from the capital ship strategy towards something more versatile
and agile.”Connelly touched his datalink and a hologram sprang to life above the stage, an
image of a delta-winged spacecraft with a human shape displayed next to it for size comparison.
From the scale, I estimated it at around a hundred meters long and about half that wide across
the broadest section of the wings. It was thick and massive and obviously not built primarily for
atmospheric flight but just as obviously capable of it.“This is a VRT-221 missile cutter, the
building block of the Fleet’s new Attack Command. They’re the smallest Transition Drive
spacecraft in the Fleet, but they’re relatively cheap and quick to build, and they offer the ability to
project military force on multiple fronts. The cruisers we have and the ones soon to come out of
the new shipyards will be reserved for defense of the Solar System and a few of the core colony
systems, such as this one.”“Shit,” Ackley muttered under her breath, barely loud enough for me
to hear right next to her.She wasn’t the only one. I could hear an undertone of troubled murmurs
rolling out over the gathered Marines like a wave, and I knew why they were concerned. Connelly
did too, of course. It was why he was trying to sound so momentous.“I don’t have to tell you how
this will affect the Fleet Marine Corps and our utilization in the war effort.”Well, yeah, dumbass,



you kind of do. That’s why we’re fucking here, after all.I had so wanted to say that out loud.“Up
until now, our tactics for assaulting enemy bases has been to overwhelm their orbital defenses
and send drop ships in under the cover of the proton bombardment, but this will no longer be an
option.”And there it was, the other shoe we’d been expecting. As if the admission had flipped a
switch, the low murmur turned into a gabble of protest, like this stuffed shirt desk jockey could do
anything to change Space Fleet policy. Lt. Ackley wasn’t saying anything, but she’d slumped
down in her seat, shoulders sagging as if she was suddenly very tired.And she probably was,
after spending all day out in the field and then coming straight to this dog and pony show. I knew
I was.“I don’t like this any more than any of you do,” Connelly assured us. Which was a fucking
lie, since he wouldn’t be on any of the drop ships heading into the teeth of the Tahni without
orbital bombardment. “We’re just going to have to improvise, adapt and overcome, like Marines
always have since well before the Commonwealth.”He straightened his jacket, like the statement
of faith in the Corps had made his chest swell and ruined the lines.“That is one of the reasons for
the relocation of elements of the brigade to Hachiman.”Hachiman sounded like a planet, and I
figured it was where we were headed. No one had mentioned a name yet, ostensibly for
operational security reasons.“Lacking the cover of Fleet cruisers, we’re going to need to move
our base of operations out into the old Neutral Zone in order to launch raids on Tahni worlds in
their space. Hachiman is one of the former squatter colonies the Tahni destroyed at the start of
the war.” He frowned as if he wanted to convey the gravity of the decision. “We know some may
consider it disrespectful to base our operations on what is essentially their graveyard, but I like to
think of it as the first step toward avenging their deaths.”“Colonel, question.” The voice was
unmistakable, as was the rigid stance and the stern, commanding expression on the lined,
weathered face. It was Captain Covington, seated three rows up from us in the auditorium,
beside Top.“Yes, Captain?” Connelly acknowledged, his tone clipped with irritation at the
interruption. But if he was irritated, he didn’t take it out on the Skipper. Captain or no, the Skipper
was one of the most feared and decorated Marines in the Corps. He’d been in for decades, and
maybe God knew why he was still just a captain, but I didn’t.“You said we’re going to be
attacking Tahni worlds inside the Imperium,” Covington said. “But what about the human
colonies inside the Commonwealth already occupied by the Tahni? Surely freeing those worlds
would take priority?”Connelly seemed uncomfortable with the question, wincing as if the words
hurt.“Captain, let me first say I do not make policy and I am not here to debate it with you or
anyone else.” He was very determined to appear sincere and slightly pissed off, as if what he
was about to say made him angry, but he wasn’t allowed to say so. “I also frown upon spreading
rumors. But enough people at every level know this so I don’t feel I am betraying any secrets to
say an attempt has been made to liberate the Demeter colony from Tahni occupation.”More
murmurs and general ruckus that I had to assume most people here didn’t know about this
particular operation. Me, I wasn’t totally clear where Demeter was. I had a vague memory it had
some sort of wildlife preserve, but that was it. I made a mental note to look it up later and kept my
attention focused on Colonel Drama.“The operation involved a Force Recon platoon and some



intelligence assets,” he went on, “and, as I understand it, was intended to work in conjunction
with the civilian resistance on the planet.”His expression became bleak, and I believed this part
was sincere.“It was a disaster and has led to thousands of civilian deaths and has become a
huge boost for enemy morale. Rather than risk something like this happening again, President
Jameson himself has decided to pursue a different strategy. He intends for the new Attack
Command, working in conjunction with the Marine Corps, to strike as far as possible into the
heart of the Imperium, to hurt the enemy where they consider themselves the strongest, until it
becomes impossible for them to extend themselves far enough to maintain their occupation of
our colonies.”“That’s a fucking horrible idea!” someone shouted from behind us. “They’ll fusion
bomb those worlds behind them as they leave!”“That’s a risk,” Connelly admitted, “and perhaps
not one I’d take if I were in President Jameson’s position, but as I said, I am not here to argue
policy. The decision has been made and it’s our job to carry it out.”“Why weren’t the Armored
Infantry involved in this mission?” someone else asked. I think it was Alpha Company’s
commander, a tall, rail-thin woman who kept her head completely shaven. “Why just one platoon
of Force Recon?”“You heard the keywords already, Zoe,” Covington answered the question
before Connelly had the chance. “Intelligence assets. This was some spook bullshit, probably
dreamed up by the brass hats back on Earth. Some admiral thought he could have victory
cheap, fast and good and forgot you only get two out of those at once, maximum.”“Be that as it
may,” Connelly said, raising his voice and maybe turning up the volume on his microphone as
well, “our targets for the time being are Tahni staging bases and industrial facilities. The Attack
Command will handle the targets on uninhabitable worlds, moons, and asteroids, but we’re
going to be pulled in when the objective is on a living planet.”“Why don’t we just nuke them,” an
NCO behind me wondered, his voice pitched low enough to not interrupt Connelly, intended
more for the Marines sitting around him, “or hit them with a big rock from orbit?”I turned back to
him. He was a bullet-headed man with a thick chest, and he struck me as a gym rat. You saw a
lot of those in Force Recon, not so many in the drop-troopers, and sure enough, he had a Recon
badge on his collar across from his E-6 stripes.“Because if we start ruining their habitables,” I
told him, “they’ll do the same to ours. So far, we’ve each maintained an unofficial policy of
preserving living worlds and if one of us breaks it, well…I hope you like living on space stations,
because that’s all that’ll be left.”“Your first target will be one of the newer Tahni colonies just the
other side of the Neutral Zone,” Connelly told us, ignoring the cross-chatter, if he even heard it.
“The name is something long and unpronounceable, but our intelligence analysts have
designated it Oasis.”Connelly manipulated his ‘link and brought up the image of a gas giant, with
a green and blue moon passing across its face.“Oasis is the largest moon of the system’s inner
gas giant, and the only habitable world in the system.” His thumb stroked the screen of his ‘link
and the view zoomed into the face of the giant, zooming in on something artificial floating high in
its orange and yellow atmosphere. “The Tahni have a gas mining operation in orbit around the
gas giant, automated mostly. They also have a refining plant in orbit around the moon and use
the surface as a place to house workers who aren’t on duty turning hydrogen into metallic



hydrogen fuel, as well as the military base that defends the whole thing.”The image soared down
through the atmosphere of Oasis, past the smudge marks of active volcanoes and over fields of
geysers and thermals erupting from yellow-tinged rock. In the river valleys, the bare rock gave
way to greener pastures, the trees the same sort of twisted, hardy growth most of the Tahni
worlds were home to. And beyond the forests lay the Tahni base, familiar in its efficient, practical
ugliness and only notable for the landing fields jammed with stiletto-shaped dual-environment
fighters and the boxy, three-story buildings arrayed in a half circle around a small retention pond
west of the landing fields. They looked like some sort of housing units to me, possibly for the
civilian workers.“This won’t be too terribly different from the targets you’ve serviced previously,”
Connelly said, my dislike for him growing immensely at the words. No one who wasn’t a rear-
echelon poseur used the phrase “servicing targets” as a euphemism for killing the enemy. “The
only difference here is, rather than relying on orbital bombardment from our cruisers to distract
the enemy defenses, you’ll be covered by the missile cutters. They’ll be striking at the gas mines
and the orbital refineries simultaneously and that should be enough to distract the enemy
defenses.”“Should is a fucking slippery word,” Ackley opined, just loud enough for me to hear,
and I grunted agreement.“You’ll receive more details when you arrive at Hachiman, but I’m afraid
there won’t be much time for unpacking before you head on this mission. It’s considered vital by
the President and the High Command, a proof of concept of their new strategy, and they want it
carried out immediately.”“Great. Nothing like heading out on a mission half-assed.”That was
Lieutenant Costas, and he hadn’t even tried to keep his voice down. I winced in anticipation and
the Skipper didn’t let me down.“Lt. Costas,” he said, his voice cutting through the noise, “you will
maintain a respectful tone when speaking to a superior officer or I’ll have you relieved. Am I
understood?”“Sir, yes, sir!” Costas barked, a slight tremble in his tone.He was sitting at attention
as he said it, and it was all I could do to keep from barking a laugh. It must have been as
embarrassing as shit for the poor guy, but I couldn’t find it in my NCO’s heart to feel bad for a
butterbar. Except maybe Ackley, but she was a good butterbar who listened to her NCOs.“Well,
then,” Connelly said, stuttering at the interruption, as if he’d neither expected the outburst nor
Captain Covington’s reaction, “if there are no further question, I know you all have a lot of work to
do to prepare for the move to Hachiman and I don’t want to keep you any longer than necessary.”
He smiled ingratiatingly. “I know everyone hates long briefings where the questions never end
and everyone else just wants to go home, so good news, no more questions tonight.”Yeah, I was
so sure he was doing that out of the goodness of his heart and not because he didn’t want us
asking any more questions that he didn’t have the answers to. Connelly nodded to the side
where a major braced to attention before calling out an order.“Battalion!”We were already
coming to our feet, the bottoms of our chairs bouncing upwards without our weight to hold them
down.“Attention!”Dozens of boot heels thumped together, mine included, and if I didn’t keep my
eyes straight ahead, it was only because no one could have seen them.“Dismissed!”Boot soles
scuffled on the concrete floor and I saw a couple of senior NCOs rubbing at their back from
sitting down for too long.“Delta,” Covington said, and I fought to keep from jerking back to



attention. I have never been able to hear him sneaking up. He should have been Force Recon.
“The shuttles lift at ten-hundred hours and I don’t want my leaders being careless because of
lack of sleep. Get back to the barracks and rack out. Four hours, minimum, and that means you
too, Ackley.”“Aye, sir,” she said, nodding. It wasn’t an idle order. More than once I’d seen her
office light burning well after one in the morning.“This may be a poor military strategy,” Covington
said, sparing Costas a meaningful glare, “and we may disagree with the political policy behind it,
but this is our mission and we are going to carry it out to the best of our ability.” He let his glare
carry over the rest of us, making sure we got the message. “And I expect all of you to convey that
same sentiment to the rest of the troops. Am I clear?”“Aye, sir!” we all replied in antiphonal
chorus.He nodded to us and headed out, Top at his shoulder. The rest began filtering out and
Ackley and I brought up the rear. I leaned in close to her, not wanting to be overheard.“I’ll toe the
party line and be a cheerleader for the High Command in front of the troops, ma’am,” I assured
her, “but that don’t change the fact this is some fucked-up shit.”“Ours is not to reason why,
Sergeant Alvarez,” she said, smiling thinly, “ours is but to do and die.”“I don’t know who said that,
ma’am,” I said, snorting with skepticism, “but that fucker was never a Marine.” [  3 ] “Jesus, it’s
cold here,” Henckel said, cupping his hands around his mouth and blowing into them, then
rubbing them together as if he were trying to bring feeling back to them.I nodded, acting as if the
two-degree temperatures and the remnants of snow on the ground didn’t bother me, pretending
to be paying attention to the power loaders hauling our gear off the cargo shuttles. Not our suits.
Those were still up on the Iwo Jima, orbiting silently above Hachiman, waiting for us to return in
forty hours for our mission…after spending just about every minute of it stowing our gear and
getting everything settled into the prefab buildfoam domes that would be our new homes for the
foreseeable future.Fuck it, we can sleep on the ship.And I was fooling myself if I thought that
would happen. The flight was a week long, but everyone would be keyed up, training constantly
whether or not they’d been assigned to. I was already so wrapped up in the mission I hadn’t even
bothered to look around until Henckel mentioned the weather.Hachiman was a colder world than
Inferno, which wasn’t saying much because Inferno was about as hot as a world can get and still
be habitable. The short, single-column data packet I’d read on the way here had said Hachiman
was at the outer edge of the Goldilocks Zone and that only the equator was ice-free year-round.
Only a few hundred kilometers north of us, glaciers edged closer and closer every year, and
someday they’d win the fight and the whole planet’s surface would be frozen and lifeless, but for
now, vegetation clung to the hillsides raising off the lakeshore and the whole thing was kind of
picturesque.Henckel was right, though. It was damned cold, especially for a kid from Mexico
who’d spent most of his life indoors, and the field jacket I wore seemed inadequate. My ears and
nose were stinging and I thought I was losing feeling in my fingertips. While I felt the cold, what I
didn’t feel was the agoraphobia, and I realized with a bit of a start that I hadn’t felt it as more than
a slight background buzz since I got back from Brigantia.“Henckel, go make sure the
maintenance racks get set up right in the shop,” I told him.“What?” he asked, laughing sharply.
“You think the cargo crew ain’t never moved an Armored Infantry Battalion before?”I cocked an



eyebrow at him, trying to decide if I was going to chew him out or explain patiently. I decided for
somewhere in-between.“Sure,” I said, lip curling in half a sneer. “You can just stand out here and
watch me watching them unload until Top sees you…and she will, because she just loves to
wander around looking for privates who don’t have anything to do and finding some really
unpleasant shit to teach them that there is always something to do. Then we can both be in the
shit with Top and I’ll take it out on you after she’s done taking it out on you.”“Roger that,
Sergeant,” he said, a little cowed, nodding. “I’ll make sure they do it right.”I watched him follow
two of the power loaders into the hangar, the twin forks at the ends of their massive arms each
carrying a pallet of maintenance racks for the Vigilantes. The loaders were big, each twice as
broad as a battlesuit but unarmored, their cabs skeletal things designed to protect the operator
from falling debris rather than enemy gunfire. Their feet were upside-down flower petals digging
into the rocky soil with each step, a regular drumbeat rhythm that nearly lulled me to
sleep.“Didn’t take you too long to master the art of supervision, Sergeant Alvarez.”I grinned at
the voice even before I felt Vicky Sandoval’s hand brush against my arm, just the slightest touch,
barely enough for me to feel it through my jacket. Vicky was tall and slender, with a gentle curve
to her jaw and the barest wisp of blond hair sticking out from the edges of her watch cap.“You’ll
learn these things, too, after you have more time in grade, Sergeant Sandoval,” I assured her,
trying to keep the grin from turning into a blithering-idiot smile and giving everything away.“You’re
just not going to let me forget you got promoted to squad leader first, are you?” She shook her
head. “You know I’ve been in the Corps longer than you, Hood Rat.”“A whole six months,” I
acknowledged, “yet now I have rank on you…”“You keep that attitude going, that’s the only
damned thing you’re going to have on me.”“You really think we’ll be able to sneak away with all
the shit everyone will be doing before we ship out?” I asked, half dubious, half hopeful. Vicky and
I had kind of a thing. What kind of a thing, I had no idea and I was afraid to ask, but it involved full-
time friendship and occasional sex, and I wasn’t big enough of an idiot to be looking gift horses
in the mouth.“Improvise, adapt and overcome,” she said, the corner of her mouth turning up in a
way that drove me crazy. “That’s what Marines do. Besides, it’s a new planet. Gotta break it in.”“I
wonder how long we’ll be spending here.” I eyed the barracks domes and gave a dismissive sniff.
“The setup doesn’t look too permanent to me.”“They’ll keep us here until the brass decides this
new strategy you told us about isn’t going to work,” she guessed. “Or maybe three or four months
after they realize it’s not going to work. It’s the government, Cam. You know how that shit
works.”Another of the power-loaders cleared the ramp and I caught a glimpse of Scotty Hayes
walking down behind it, hopping off the end to the dirt half a meter below. I took a strategic step
away from Vicky. I wasn’t sure what the regs were about two squad leaders in the same
platoon…well, doing whatever we were doing, and I didn’t want to find out the hard way.“Glad I
caught you two,” Scotty said, and I stiffened involuntarily before I realized what he meant. “I just
found out from Top there’s been a change to the schedule?”“They move back the mission?” I
asked, hopeful. Shit like that happened all the time and, normally, I found it annoying as all hell.
In this case, though, I had a reason to hope they’d pushed it back a couple days.“The opposite,”



Scotty told me, the scowl passing across his face seeming unnatural there. Scotty was a
cheerful guy by disposition, which had almost made me not like him on first acquaintance.
“We’re basically dumping everything here and boarding the shuttles in twenty-four hours. Don’t
bother making everything nice and neat, just get the shit in the right building and we’ll sort it out
once we get back, Top’s orders.”“Damn,” Vicky murmured. “That doesn’t sound like Top…or the
Skipper.”“I think we’re getting a lot of pressure from Fleet on this,” Scotty said, hooking his
thumbs in his belt and cocking his head to the side, the look he got when he was deep in
thought. “You told me about that shit that went down with Demeter, Cam…well, I think the Tahni
got themselves all hot and bothered and thinking their shit don’t stink, and now the Fleet wants
us to teach them a little humility.”“That’s one way of looking at it,” I said. “The other is that
someone got their ass reamed and needs a quick win.”“You’re too young to be this cynical,
dude,” Scotty bemoaned. “Go find Chen and Abrams and all of you pass the word down to your
squads. Tell them to get their shit together by evening chow so we can get some actual sleep
before the birds take off.”“Roger that,” Sandoval said. She waited until we were halfway across
the landing field and a hundred meters away from Scotty before she aimed a frustrated sigh my
way. “No sneaking away for us, I guess.” She flashed me a sly smile. “But you know, it’s a long
flight…”The Iwo Jima stretched out across the field of stars, boxy and pragmatic, an interstellar
delivery truck. And we were its cargo. It felt odd riding up without the suit, even odder sitting in a
passenger shuttle like I was a tourist. I didn’t care for it, didn’t like being herded out of the bird by
the crew, wayward children on a field trip, then being chased down to our berths and told to strap
in immediately, without even the chance to inspect our suits.We weren’t crew, so we were
required to strap into our bunks for the boost out of orbit, which was ridiculous. It was a one-gee
burn, which meant I lay there in normal gravity with a strap across my chest for three hours like
an idiot and tried to fall asleep but couldn’t because Scotty insisted on regaling me with tales of
growing up a country boy on Hermes.“Is this one of the perks of being a squad leader?” I finally
asked him. “Getting to share a compartment with your platoon sergeant?”“Well, someone had to
do it,” he said, as cheerful as always. “What? You’d rather sleep?”“Now that you mention
it…”“Fine, then,” he said, sounding hurt, though his face was hidden from view in the bunk above
me. “I’ll shut up.”I had just closed my eyes when the drives cut off and the Transition alarms
began to sound.“All hands prepare for Transition in two minutes,” the stern voice from the bridge
announced.“You ever seen a Transition from the Bridge?” I asked Scotty as we waited out the
countdown.“Oh, now you want to hear my stories…”“Jesus, Scotty.” I rolled my eyes, though he
couldn’t see it.“No, I haven’t,” he admitted. “But I hear it’s nothing much. Transition Space isn’t
really there, isn’t part of our universe, so you couldn’t even see it if you looked at it. The screens
just go black and you see about as much as you do lying here in the compartment.”“It’d still be
better,” I grumbled. “How the hell did they ever figure this shit out if we can’t even see T-
space?”“Math, I guess. I mean, I did watch a documentary about the Transition drive once, when
I was at the NCO course. You never read about it?” He seemed surprised. “I mean, you’re the
one who’s always watching educational shit.”“I’m not big into physics,” I said, shrugging.“It’s



pretty cool, had to do with them discovering some natural wormholes way back a century ago
and studying them until they found out how to manufacture artificial holes in space with
gravimetic energy. Whatever that is.”“Transitioning now,” the compartment’s intercom speakers
told us.Some people didn’t experience anything during a Transition. Others got violently ill or
disoriented. I was somewhere in the middle. It felt as if the universe had turned inside out and
taken me with it, a rubber band stretched too far, right at the edge of breaking, until it snapped
back.Reality settled down into its groove again and with it came the return of gravity. The all-
clear sounded and I pulled the straps loose from across my chest, hips and thighs, swinging my
legs off the bunk.“That’s the one thing I can’t understand, even after watching the documentary,”
Scotty admitted, dropping down off the top bunk, the soles of his boots thumping solidly off the
deck. “Why artificial gravity only works when we’re in Transition Space.”“I guess the rules are
different here,” I said, following him out into the passageway. The rest of the battalion was
emerging as well, some slower than others, some still wiping puke off their chins.“Yeah, but
some rules are the same everywhere. Get your squad together, Cam. There’s work to do.”The
work I didn’t mind.I’d spent enough time in a Vigilante, had the thing save my life more than
once, that there was something comforting about going over the systems, making sure every
connection was clean and operational, every power lead intact. Propped up on the maintenance
rack, running diagnostic scans while I scrubbed down fittings with a wire brush had a sort of
calming effect. I could shut out the banter between the other squads up and down the
compartment and just be.Of course, not everyone felt that way.“Didn’t we just run these checks
before we left Inferno?” Henckel asked from beside me.I’d been watching him in my peripheral
vision while I worked on my own suit, making sure he did a competent job, and he had. But
griping was as old as the notion of a foot soldier and a vital part of staying sane and I didn’t
begrudge him the privilege.“We did,” I acknowledged. “And we’ll probably run them one more
time before we drop on Oasis.”Linebarger was on my other side, but he was a Lance Corporal,
one of my team leaders, and he’d heard this speech before so he just grinned and kept polishing
the connection port for his Vigilante’s power feed to the main gun.“Is there a why in there
somewhere, Sergeant Alvarez?” Henckel wondered. “Or is this one of those Marine things where
we just do it that way and that’s it?”He was pushing it. It came with the territory. You could take
the kid out of the Underground, but you couldn’t take the Underground out of the kid. I didn’t take
it personally, though I noted it in a special mental file where I would store the instances up and
decide when the best time was to exercise a bit of authority and keep him humble. I’d learned
about that in NCO school, and it was one of the few things they’d taught me that I’d found
immediately useful.I’d bring him back to ground level later. Right now, I’d tell him the truth, the
same truth a Master Gunnery Sergeant had shared with me at NCO school.“There’s a lot of
reasons, Henckel,” I said, wondering if I could have exercised this sort of restraint if he’d been
some farmboy from Aphrodite. “There’s the officer reason, which is that it keeps us familiarized
with our equipment so that we don’t lose our ability to diagnose breakage and do competent
PMCS because we’re always operational and never breaking our shit down and seeing what



makes it work.“Then there’s the NCO reason, that leaving Marines sitting around with nothing to
do on a ship heading into combat is just asking for trouble. When you’re tense and bored and
waiting to go get shot, you get fights, you get depression, you get some poor son of a bitch who
can’t stop thinking about his own impending death getting so scared he cycles himself out of an
airlock because it seems like an easier way to go.”Or so I’d heard. I’d never actually seen it
myself in the two whole years I’d been in the Marine Corps. But Henckel looked suitably
impressed, so I went on.“Then there’s the real reason, the Marine reason, the one that’ll keep
you alive in combat. There’s something called Murphy’s Law, a saying older than the
Commonwealth, older than the first human being into space. It says, ‘whatever can go wrong,
will go wrong.’ You can’t change that, but you can damn well do your best to make sure your
shit’s in order and you kept up your end.” I waved a hand at Henckel’s Vigilante. “These suits are
complicated. The Force Recon pukes are constantly going on about how we drop-troopers can’t
operate for more than a day or so without a logistics train running all the way up to orbit, and
they’re not wrong for all that they’re worthless straight-leg lightweights. Anything breaks in the
field, you’re done. Maybe you can get back to the LZ and wait for help to come or more likely,
you’re dead right there.”I raised the brush in my hand, using it like a pointer.“So maybe we did
these PMCS checks before, and maybe we’ll do them again, because maybe shit can’t break
while the suits are just sitting here in the maintenance racks…or maybe it can. You read me,
Private Henckel?”“Five by five, Sergeant,” he confirmed, what might have been a sigh of
resignation in his voice as he turned back to working on his suit.His eyes off me, I allowed myself
a frown. Everything I’d told him had been correct. It had even been true. But it felt like someone
else had said it, or more accurately like I’d been leader, pretending to be something I wasn’t?
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Saratogan, “Well written SYFY military novel. If you enjoy military science fiction then you must
read this novel. You should not be disappointed.This is the second book in Rick Partlow’s
series, Drop Troopers.The first two books in the series are well written, properly edited, and
provides cohesive, descriptive battle scenes.The text flows from one scene to the next. There
are no sections that your mind goes: “ Why is this here. Why does seem repetitive? “As you read
many syfy books, many apparently self edited, or edited by someone who shouldn’t be. For me,
there is nothing worse to read than glaring grammatical errors: missing words, awkward
sentence structure, mispelling after mispelling, etc. Mr. Partlow’s books suffer not from such
mistakes. There were a couple of minor errors, but items that some may not notice.His writing
style allows the reader to visualize the scenes. His writing allows you to follow the action in a
way that each scene flows naturally from one to the next. His writing allows you to differentiate
characters and allows you to understand a characters actions. The main character is one that
seems realistic and evokes sympathetic reactions.In my opinion, this series reaches the heights
of Jay Allen’s writing.The potential to reach David Weber’s descriptive prose is possible, and
hopefully, not quite as verbose as Mr. Weber can be.My final point is that I hope this series does
not stretch to far beyond a natural end. For me, too many SYFY writers over stretch their series
creating reader fatigue.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Heinlein redux, and that is high praise indeed.. When considering the first
book in the series for purchase, I read that Mr. Partlow and I share some experiences; college
history majors and infantry officers. Had to read the book then.Mr. Partlow's style is not like the
all time great, Robt. Heinlein. His characters are edgier and earthier. He does follow the pattern
of military fiction going all the way back to two of my favorites, All Quiet on the Western Front and
Starship Troopers. Civilian, induction, training, morphing from civy to soldier, and then combat.
Mr. Partlow's experiences, to any veteran, make his military Scifi read truer than almost any
civilian writers efforts.I enjoyed the first book well enough to now be reading the 2nd. Will read
all 4 in the series and hope to see more from this author.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Continued Excellence!. Overall, this book is excellent and continues to be
one of the best sci-fi series that I have read in a long time. I continue to appreciate that the main
character has both flaws and relatable growth.I did take 1 star off for a couple of continuity
issues that bothered me. If I recall correctly, in the first book, it was states that Highborn (?) Tahni
troopers were categorically better than Human ones, and that humans suffered upwards of 5+
casualties for each Highborn they took down. In this book, that was not shown; in fact, the
Human troopers took on equal numbers and won without many losses. I found that change
confusing.The main character has some decidedly out of character references throughout the
book. At times, the main character claims ignorance of things like where Australia is, yet at other



times makes references to things like "the ghost of Christmas past". I found it jarring to have the
"ignorance" of the main character repeatedly shown while also having him make timely
references to 300+ year old literature.On the topic of continuity, the main character also stated
that he had never fired his grenade launcher in combat before, yet I distinctly remember him
using it against a bunker in book one.In short, the overall story, writing style, and characters are
great and I highly recommend the book. For the astute reader, you may encounter some
continuity issues; ignore it and enjoy the ride!”

Gregory Shaw, “Learning the Difference.... As Squad Leader, Sergeant Cam Alvarez doesn't
want the extra responsibility for the men in his squad. Cam's background didn't prepare him for
responsibility. He was a loner, losing his family and being on his own in foster homes and finally
on his own,stealing to survive. He's always looked out for himself. This story follows Cam as he
learns from bus mistakes, from the losses of Marines who don't want to let him down. Can he
maintain his mental edge, after losing too many Marines? After the horrors of multiple drops
against overwhelming odds? Why does it have to be him? Aren't others better prepared to lead?
As Cam continues to survive impossible odds, the self-doubt and stress threaten to overwhelm
him. What allows him to move past his fear and his self-doubt and become the leader his people
need? You'll love this story!”

S B. Doyle, “Great reading. The storyline is great coupling futuristic weaponry with realistic
military doctrine and execution. That combines to make a truly exciting and worthy story that
thrusts young people into rapid development both physically, mentally and emotionally. Although
this is science fiction, it really hits home as to how our military men and women have made great
sacrifices to protect our way of life. You only have to look back at the Battle of the Bulge, the
Battle of Midway, the Battle of the West Pacific Islands to know what I mean. Don’t forget to truly
thank our soldiers and sailor past and present for their sacrifices!”

RL Towery, “Book 2, Good Sequel in the Drop Trooper series.. The author's continued
integration of Army Airborne and Marine Corps terminology continues to bring both a smile and
frown to my face. Personally I'd give a Force Recon guy or gal more credit for doing a Halo
insertion the old fashioned way than a person in an armored suit; just my opinion. I know,
opinions are like, that to, everyone has one, and since I'm a member of the "Century Jumper"
club, my opinion counts just a little bit more . I'm enjoying following "Cam's" time in the military
and some of those around him. The author has definitely borrowed some ideas from Heinlein
and Dingo but that's fine with me.Yes, I've preordered book 3, nuff said!!!!!!”

Andrew Mulholland, “The character arc continues. Tempting to just chug the three DT books
down in one go. Partlow develops his main character in a believable way, and does it using show
not tell. The action continues, as does the low-key love interest.”



Ebook Tops Reader, “Great read. Good strong characters, good writing and a fast paced story.
What more could you ask for. Going to get the next in series now.”

DescendingDave, “A good follow up. This is the second book in the drop trooper series and
follows on from book one and is just as good if you like Si-Fi military fiction this is well worth a
read”

Bernardus, “Not a bad read. A bit formulaic”

jim smith, “A book. Very good”

The book by Rick Partlow has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 1,561 people have provided feedback.
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