
  
    [image: Avion]
  


  
    
      Avion

      Cyborgs: More Than Machines #7

    

    
      
        Eve Langlais

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: New York Times Bestseller Eve Langlais]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © March 2015, Eve Langlais

      Cover Art by Amanda Kelsey © February 2015

      Edited by Devin Govaere

      Copy Edited by Amanda L. Pederick

      Produced in Canada

      

      Published by Eve Langlais

      1606 Main Street, PO Box 151

      Stittsville, Ontario, Canada, K2S1A3

      http://www.EveLanglais.com

      

      Avion is a work of fiction and the characters, events and dialogue found within the story are of the author's imagination and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events or persons, either living or deceased, is completely coincidental.

      

      No part of this book may be reproduced or shared in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including but not limited to digital copying, file sharing, audio recording, email and printing without permission in writing from the author.

      ISBN: 978-1-927459-68-3

    

  


  
    Contents


    
      
        
          Introduction

        

      

      
        
          Chapter 1

        

        
          Chapter 2

        

        
          Chapter 3

        

        
          Chapter 4

        

        
          Chapter 5

        

        
          Chapter 6

        

        
          Chapter 7

        

        
          Chapter 8

        

        
          Chapter 9

        

        
          Chapter 10

        

        
          Chapter 11

        

        
          Chapter 12

        

        
          Chapter 13

        

        
          Chapter 14

        

        
          Chapter 15

        

        
          Chapter 16

        

        
          Chapter 17

        

        
          Chapter 18

        

        
          Chapter 19

        

        
          Epilogue

        

      

    

    


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      Being a cyborg was so much better when all his parts worked. Avion’s nanotechnology stopped functioning after some experimentation was done on him by the military. They broke him, and now, Avion is no better than a human. Even more annoying, he’s dying.

      But at least he completed his final mission. He saved One.

      One is mysterious and alluring. Avion isn’t the only person who wonders what surprises she hides. The human military and their alien allies fear what she’s capable of and will stop at nothing to destroy her. However, the one thing they didn’t take into account is that the cyborgs always protect their own, and they aren’t afraid to use deadly force.

      And no one could imagine the depths One will stoop to in order to protect the man she loves.

      
        
        The universe is about to change. A war is brewing. The questions are, who is the real enemy, and what will the cyborgs have to do in order to survive?
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      I’d kill for some color. She really would. Red, in particular, always seemed so vibrant, especially when wet.

      I’d maim for some music. Tear off someone’s arm and use it to tap a bloody beat.

      Actually, no, she wouldn’t resort to limb pulling. The screaming usually ruined her mood for music. She should note, though, that even if she drew the line at violent entertainment, she had reached the point she’d do anything to break the monotony of her existence.

      Who could blame her?

      The walls of her prison never changed. Dull metal all around, a lead compound with no conducting abilities, smooth as glass, impermeable to all attempts to gouge or scratch. It also blocked all attempts to call for help. Welcome to the perfect prison, a cell made especially for her. An actual hole buried hundreds of feet deep. A place no one could escape from, not even her.

      Light did not exist in this space, as if her enhanced orbs needed any. She could still see perfectly. Still see nothing had changed. No blanket. No bed. Not even a chair. No warmth or light. Sensory deprivation at its most extreme.

      She paid it no mind. Within the vast archive of her mind, she held more than enough videos and memories to keep her entertained as the march of time ticked on.

      There were times, though, when she slipped back into the real world, only long enough to cooperate, that she longed for something different. Someone to speak to her, not as an experiment or an aberration of nature. Speak to me as if they see me. As if I exist.

      But the shaking and stinking-with-fear technicians, who every so often crept down to deal with her, never looked her in the eye. With trembling, gloved hands, they drew blood. So red. So pretty—a pity they don’t appreciate my finger painted art. Ordered to remain still, she endured the buzz of a razor as they shaved her hair.

      They left no part of her unexplored. Untested.

      No better than a lab rat, but at least the rats got to play in a maze.

      For fun, she liked to bare her teeth. They were quite perfect. White. Sharp. If needed, deadly.

      What easily frightened creatures humans could be. A race she technically belonged to, but that was ages ago, and before her change.

      To think she descended from such imperfect stock. Homo sapiens. The unenhanced version of herself.

      How embarrassingly weak, yet copious. The sheer number of people inhabiting the planet sent her sustainable ratio of living organisms to planetary resources into erratic spasms.

      Yet, despite their stunted mental capacity, they survived and multiplied, unlike her enhanced kind, which were rare. So rare, she was the only one left of the originals if one didn’t count the aberrations.

      Killed. All killed. Messengers of enlightenment sacrificed at the altar of human fear.

      “Because you’re my daughter, those in charge have agreed to let me keep you alive, but you have to go underground.”

      “I am being sent away?” the child asked, still gullible and innocent when it came to the truth. “But why? What have I done?” Other than returned to teach and share the wisdom that came from enhanced logic.

      “You’ve done nothing. They fear you.”

      So do you, Daddy. Her olfactory senses filtered the scents layering the air. The sweet fabric softener used on his uniform. The mint he’d sucked on moments before he arrived. The dread that coated him in a sour sweat.

      “Why do you fear me? I haven’t injured you.” But she could, like those scientists who came at her with the needles and scalpels for just one more sample. At the time, she wasn’t in the mood. Hormonal teenage years, which seemed so long ago.

      In a moment of rebellion, she decided to defend herself from their endless tests. But they insisted on using force. Look at that, she was stronger. She tried to explain that she was tired of being just an object, but no one listened, possibly because of the screaming. Weaklings. And they wondered why the nanotech did not choose them. They weren’t worthy.

      But back to her banishment, and her question, “Why do you fear me? I’m your daughter.”

      “I have no daughter.”

      If she’d still had the capacity to feel or care, it might have hurt. As it was, she simply cocked her head. “Then I have no reason to obey you.”

      The face of the male being who called himself father—which the Earth humans defined as the person who’d donated some genetic material to the creation of a new being—shifted. The features hardened. She knew that look. As one guard liked to whisper to the other, “Shit’s about to hit the fan.”

      It certainly did. Just not in the way they expected.

      Just one of many decisions on her part that netted her the lovely cell she currently resided in, probably for the next eternity.

      Alone.

      Not a single other entity to talk to.

      The only sounds were those of her own making, and she’d long ago grown tired of making rude noises to entertain herself. As for singing, enhanced abilities did not mean she could sing in tune.

      If she were prone to melodrama, she would cast her arms wide and prattle on that she would spend an eternity alone.

      It had already been ages since anyone last checked on her. Her internal clock said nine months, seven days, six hours, and five seconds had passed since the last time they’d peeked in on her. But did time matter when everything else seemed to stand still?

      Am I insane yet? Definitely.

      Am I angry? About what? The humans behaved exactly as expected, but her mentor had truly hoped for a different outcome. Her mentor, the one who changed her, improved her, didn’t count on the most important thing. Humans feared. And fear made their actions unpredictable.

      Upon her return with the others, nine in total, only she survived the purge grounded in irrationality.

      Barely.

      Daddy dearest hid her. Daddy with his cold eyes used her. Daddy with his hatred for what she’d become threatened her. “Either you do as I say or you’ll die like the others.” At times she regretted her choice.

      At least, until the incident, she had a regular, if unpleasant, visitor. But then she kind of got angry, and Daddy was kind of a little fragile. Oops.

      Now she had no one, and she couldn’t help but wonder how long before they exterminated her as they had the other enlightened ones. Even the abominations, those created by the humans, didn’t escape the culling.

      Very few of the impure ones remained from the hundreds, thousands, the scientists had created. Slaves to the military, at least those called cyborgs enjoyed some semblance of freedom before their creators turned on them.

      At times she wondered if she should attempt to free herself. To do what? Where would she go? Certainly not to Daddy, who was angry with her.

      “You are no longer my daughter.” And whose fault was that?

      Once upon a time, that memory might have held the ability to hurt. That time had long passed. She no longer felt anything, just a general boredom.

      To wile the seconds within seconds, she pondered the questions of what she was and what would happen to her living energy when she died. The scientists had a theory. The terms godless and without a soul had been applied. It seemed that being a little different, no matter her human origin, took away her soul.

      No morals? No conscience? No soul? In that case then, that meant no going to hell like the priest they sent to talk with her expounded upon. She was free from the sins of humans.

      That revelation was linked to one of her episodes. Trust humans to get indignant when she vented her frustration by breaking things that came within reach. It was messy—but fun.

      Take away her sugar privilege indeed. Her rebellion had been sadly short-lived but, even now, proved pleasant to reminisce upon.

      Her counting of time, and her sifting of more pleasant memories, found itself interrupted. Above, metal creaked as the wheel to the portal turned. It spun, releasing the pressure on the door. She craned upward, eager for any type of action to change the monotony of her existence.

      Had they finally come to a consensus on what they should do with her?

      Would they finally terminate her existence? She often wondered if she would catch the small nuclear device they’d drop or let it hit the floor and explode?

      Decisions. Decisions.

      A bright light angled down, the proverbial white tunnel, or something else? Aliens coming to take me away?

      She almost giggled.

      I am mad. Mad as the hatter. Mad as the AI from that space movie. Crazy, crazy, nuts.

      And alone. All alone.

      Or was she? In the brief shining moment when someone called down and asked if she was still there—like duh, where else would she go?—a mind touched hers. A single mind out of hundreds. A single personality that actually saw her.

      He sees me!

      Who are you? he asked.

      Good question. She no longer remembered. All she had was the identity they’d given her. I am known as One. She didn’t need to see him to perceive his puzzlement.

      Where are you?

      Hidden. A prisoner. One without hope.

      There’s always hope.

      Not for me. How sad to admit to another, the first true contact she’d had in who knew how long.

      Don’t give up. I’ll—

      The contact was abruptly shattered as the soldiers slid the grate back over her prison.

      As a generation of humans said during a trending moment, Bummer.

      

      But that had all happened in the past. She’d rewound to relive the events that brought her here. Here being on the SSBiteMe with beings. Real ones, not those she recalled in her mind.

      One touched the cold surface of the window with her fingertips then pressed her nose to it as she stared out at the vastness of space.

      Free. I am free.

      Despite her great mental acuity, she still had a hard time believing it.

      Less than an hour ago, she’d languished in her prison. Counting the spaces between milliseconds to kill time.

      Now, she was somewhere. With someone, Avion, her rescuer.

      He’d stormed the military installation to find her. He’d climbed down into her prison and gotten her to leave her cell. How exciting. How frightening. Father wouldn’t like it. Father could kiss the perfectly shaped glutes he’d imprisoned.

      Oh, how she’d eagerly stretched her hands to Avion, once she ascertained he wasn’t plotting murder.

      She allowed Avion to draw her close—he’s touching me, and not cringing—and then thrilled at their ascent up that long shaft.

      She emerged to freedom.

      Freedom at last.

      And a chance. A chance to live again and perhaps learn to trust again.

      If they managed to escape this solar system.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

        

      

    

    
      Avion didn’t need to see to know One had turned from the viewing window to approach him. While light on her feet, One emitted a certain esoteric frequency that he couldn’t help but tune in to.

      Lying in the hospital bed, conscious for the moment, he wondered how much he’d missed during their great escape from the military facility that had imprisoned her. The last thing he remembered, he’d used his body as a shield against a bullet. He could only blame his currently over-taxed human self for managing only a hazy recollection of the events that followed.

      Some hero I turned out to be.

      Executing a rescue operation would have proven much more satisfying if he’d not gotten shot in the process. And for what?

      To save a woman who could save herself.

      One, the enigma he’d saved from prison. A woman with powers that baffled his logical mind. She was tough, enhanced like the cyborgs, and could have easily absorbed the missile. Probably even a dozen or more. Didn’t matter. If he had to do it all over, he’d step in front of the bullet again to save her the pain.

      Defective human logic.

      There is something seriously messed up with my head. Not so long ago, he would have performed a reboot of his BCI—the brain computer interface chip implanted in his head. All cyborgs had one because it was needed to control the nanotechnology. Or so they thought. Now, having met One, a woman with no metal parts, he wondered.

      Are the metal and silicon upgrades necessary? Can the nanobots work on their own?

      Wouldn’t that set their logical sides on an argumentative loop?

      If there was one thing that galled an active guy like Avion, it was lying there like a useless stack of parts, unable to act. Know what else sucked?

      Everything hurt.

      No more could he just shut off pain receptors as his body went into overdrive using stored chemicals and energy to regenerate damaged tissue. Nano repair was so much better than IVs and bandages.

      But only cyborgs healed so efficiently. Avion was back to being a regular ol’ human.

      Which totally blew.

      His body was broken. With the nanobots in his system dead, Einstein—a friend and cyborg scientist—had theorized as Avion’s system began to run less and less efficiently that parts of him would begin to shut down. Without the bots, his body would reject all his non-organic parts. But a slow, wasting death might lose to the oozing bullet wound. He’d spilled a lot of blood and wasn’t replenishing it at a quick enough rate.

      Why can’t something be easy for once? Since the world had gone dark as his inorganic eyes failed the quickest, despair, such a foreign emotion, became his daily visitor. At times, it even refused to leave.

      Give up, a part of him encouraged. The dark side of his psyche expounded on the chances of survival. Low. So low. There is an easy path, his insidious subconscious whispered. Let go. Let it all go. Stop fighting.

      It was tempting. The pain radiated intensely. The anger at his condition—and, yes, he was angry, even if the world never saw it—was at times hard to hold in. He wanted to yell at the unfairness. Curse such a blue streak that Aramus would applaud. Avion wanted to fight the cruel fate that had led him to this spot.

      An invalid in a bed.

      A bright thing came out of the ordeal at least. He’d kept his promise. I freed One from her prison. He only wished he could have truly seen her before he died.

      I’ll bet she’s beautiful.

      You do?

      Her voice penetrated the pained haze of his mind, the touch soft—and unexpected. How was it that she could speak to him? He didn’t know, or care. He just accepted it, like he accepted her in all her strange beauty.

      I know you’re beautiful. Embarrassed by his reply, he spoke aloud, the tenor low and raspy. “Where are we?”

      “We are in space.”

      He laughed, even if it hurt. Then coughed, which hurt even more. “You’re funny, One.”

      “Yet I didn’t make an intentional jest.”

      “Which kind of makes it funnier,” he replied with a wan smile.

      “You are distracting me with your verbal communication.”

      “And I’m going to distract you some more,” said Aramus as the speakers embedded in the ceiling came to life. “I don’t suppose your freaky girlfriend knows anything about the weird ships currently tailing us.”

      Avion waited for her to reply, and when she didn’t, he questioned Aramus. “Are the crafts military grade or private? Can you tell if they’re armed?”

      “When I say weird, I mean fucking weird. These things ain’t like anything any of us have ever seen. Imagine a spaceship shaped like an inverted cone, but with spines sticking out of the narrow end.”

      A rustle by his head tuned Avion in to her presence. “That’s the D’zpi.”

      “The ditz-pie?”

      “The D’zpi. It is not good that they have found us.”

      “So you do know about these ships?”

      “I know of their existence, but this is my first time encountering them. It does not bode well for this vessel. At their current velocity, they could choose to intercept in less than three hours and forty-three minutes.”

      Aramus growled, the sound vibrating the metal grill of the speakers. “Are you telling me, lady, that you knew all this and didn’t think to tell me when I asked?”

      “You asked for Avion’s girlfriend to reply.”

      “Who did you think I was talking about?” said Aramus, his tone still low but getting close to snapping.

      “I don’t have enough information about the personnel on this ship to provide an answer on that question. But, if I shed this signal quelling body suit, I could hook up to your main frame, peruse the flight attendance manifest, and probably correlate enough information to come within a ninety-six percent possibility of naming his girlfriend.”

      Avion couldn’t help but grin as Aramus groaned and, judging by the slap of flesh Avion heard, the ship’s commander hit himself in the forehead.

      Apparently One—whose name really sucked—needed a few lessons in cultural terminology. He saved her. “One, I think he wants to know what’s chasing us and why. If you know anything, could you tell us?” He also projected, Aramus wants to keep us safe. Help him if you can.

      “He should have asked me then instead of your girlfriend.”

      The word emerged with a hint of an inflection. So some things did rattle her.

      “Aramus isn’t always good at expressing himself. I, however, am. So would you mind holding my hand so I know where you are? It’s rather unnerving how you move so quietly. I’m afraid my mechanical heart will give out if you startle me one more time.”

      She never hesitated. A bare second after he asked, her slender fingers slid through his. A tingle went through him. Electricity. Awareness. Whatever it was, he perked up a bit, the pain no longer so throbbing, his aches a little less.

      “Thank you, vixen.  Now, can you tell Aramus what you know of the vessels?”

      “I know little other than their general appearance and who usually controls them.”

      “So you’ve heard of or seen these spiked ice cream cone vessels before?”

      “They are standard issue galactic wanderers. Made to travel great distances but also to provide an accurate defense and attack system, they are piloted by the D’zpi, a race that is bipedal in nature but in general appearance and, for comparison, more amphibious in nature.”

      “And by amphibious you mean?”

      “Scales. A tail sometimes. Usually a layer or more of pointed teeth. The variations in their appearance are diverse, as they often cross-pollinate their reproductive genes with other species they encounter during their travels.”

      In other words, ugly. “They’re working with the military?”

      “Working with or controlling. While the humans seem to think the D’zpi are their allies, I have to wonder why a more advantaged race would bother taking orders from those inferior to them.”

      Avion didn’t wince at her insult, but it was close. Is this how we sound when we talk about humans? When he was cyborg, Avion had held a somewhat dismissive view of his birth race, but now… Now he had to wonder how much of his opinion was his own and how much the disdain of his nanotech.

      “Why would they be coming after my ship?” Aramus asked. “It’s not like we’ve got anything of value on board. And you can’t tell me they give a damn if we don’t want to stay and say hello to the plasma cannons on the military battle cruisers.”

      “They are following because they want to kill us. Or, more specifically, they wish to destroy me.”
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      One truly couldn’t understand their surprise. The D’zpi had partnered with the human military. Since the military wanted to eliminate all cyborgs, didn’t simple logic say their alien allies would want to kill them too?

      “What the hell were you thinking bringing her aboard?” Aramus bellowed.

      “You wanted things to explode. Ta-da. I brought you the biggest bomb of all time,” Avion replied, his voice raspy but the tone bright.

      Had Avion made a jest? She analyzed it and concluded yes. Those in the room smiled and laughed in response, even the terse voice on the speaker system who wanted to talk to Avion’s girlfriend—What does she look like? Maybe I’ll rearrange her features.

      “Hold on a second. Speaking of explosions, how do we know your lady friend doesn’t have a super bomb hidden under her skin?”

      This time she caught the reference and warmed at being called Avion’s friend. “I am not explosive,” she interjected. “Although I am capable of harnessing kinetic energy and disrupting nearby molecules.”

      “What the heck does that mean?” Aramus quizzed.

      The female named Anastasia replied. “Given what we’ve seen of her so far, she can move stuff, create force fields, and make fire. And I’ll bet that’s not all she can do.”

      I can do many things. Most of them deadly. Giggle.

      “Next time we choose teams during a live attack practice, I want her on my team. You should have seen her
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