
        
            [image: cover]
        

    










Hers To Command

Cynthia Sax

Three Battered Hearts. One Perfect Love

* * *

Ace and Thrasher share a special bond. They’ve never
acknowledged that connection and have never fully acted on it. The
Humanoid Alliance kill cyborg males like them, deeming the warriors
to be defective. Now that Ace and Thrasher have escaped, they don’t
trust the cyborg council and their brethren to react any
differently. Physical love is too risky for them to consider.

Until they meet her.

Carys is the Commander of a Rebel Battle Station. She
has dedicated her lifespan to seeking vengeance against the
Humanoid Alliance and the cyborgs who killed her daughter. On her
battle station, she makes the rules, and if she wants to kiss,
touch, and pleasure two mysterious warriors, she will. Nothing, not
even enemy warships and a mass cyborg rebellion, can stop her.

In the midst of a war, enemies can become lovers and
loyalties can change in a moment. Can a forbidden relationship
between two cautious cyborgs and one unbending human Commander
survive?

Hers To Command is Book 8 in the Cyborg
Sizzle series.

Due to the number of returning characters in this
story, you’ll enjoy Hers To Command more if you’ve read the other
stories first.

This is a MMF BBW Cyborg SciFi Romance.
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Chapter One

 Carys was tired, emotionally and
physically.

She’d joined the Rebels twenty-two solar cycles ago,
at the beginning of the rebellion against the Humanoid Alliance,
and had worked her way up the ranks. Now she was commander of a
massive battle station, responsible for thousands of beings.

Having just worked three shifts in a row, exhaustion
had caught up to her.

Squinting at the main viewscreen, she tried to focus
her eyes. The battle station was in open space. There wasn’t a
planet or another vessel nearby. She dropped her gaze to her
control panel. There had been a slight malfunction a few moments
ago, but all of the systems were now working properly.

The battle station was as serene as a massive vessel
could be.

Her first officer wiggled in the chair beside hers.
Her protégé was eager to take the helm. She was young, aggressive,
relished a challenge, and was hungry for a ship of her own.

The human female would have to wait. The battle
station belonged to Carys. She’d earned it, would keep it.

“Do you detect any activity, First?” Carys knew the
female’s name, knew which small planet her officer had originated
from, knew she had lost her mother, father, two sisters and two
brothers in a Humanoid Alliance attack.

But she never used her first officer’s name. Carys
had made that mistake once, solar cycles ago, when she was a
warship captain.

Beings died in war. That was the unfortunate reality.
Her officers were constantly changing, the dead being replaced with
the living.

During an attack, she’d referred to her weapons
officer by his predecessor’s name. The correction and the delay it
had caused, slight yet significant, had resulted in a crew member’s
death.

From that moment onward, she referred to beings by
their position, by their function. That policy appeared cold and
impersonal to outsiders. Carys didn’t care. She was interested in
ending a war, not winning a popularity contest.

“There’s no unusual activity, Commander,” her first
officer reported.

“Then you have the bridge, First.” Carys stood.

Her first officer jumped to her feet.

Carys suppressed her smile. Her exhaustion made one
being happy.

She glanced around her one more time, assuring all
was calm, and exited the bridge.

Beings snapped to attention as she marched along the
corridors. Male, female, undefined gender, human, Palavian, Tau
Cetian, Dracheon, others, watched her, their leader. If the beings
were competent and added value, she didn’t care what else they
were. They were welcome on her battle station.

“Commander.” Her space traffic officer, an overly
intense Ungarian male, rushed toward her, his blue-furred face damp
with perspiration. “I verified that no unauthorized beings have
accessed the battle station through the docking bay.”

She continued walking, not at all reassured. He’d
given her the same update five planet rotations ago and they’d
ended the shift with one missing medic, a docking bay filled with
dead bodies, and no suspects.

It was strange. The space had been monitored. She’d
reviewed the footage. But there hadn’t been one image of the
shooter…or shooters. There hadn’t been any records of ships that
hadn’t belonged there.

Requiring guidance, she’d relayed the situation to
the Rebel Assembly. Her superiors hadn’t given her any additional
insights. Instead, they’d questioned her competence, chiding her
for her lack of knowledge. A commander should be aware of
everything that happened on her battle station.

She wanted to blame the space traffic officer for
that criticism. Judging by the corpses, the killer or killers had
entered through his domain, yet he’d been oblivious of what was
happening.

But she couldn’t do that. The Assembly was right. She
was the commander. The battle station was her responsibility.

The space traffic officer trailed her, giving her an
update she half listened to. Her weary mind dwelled on the attack.
She didn’t like unanswered questions and it continued to bother
her. There was something she was missing. She felt that truth.

Two massive males, taller and broader than any she’d
met, entered the corridor, diverting her attention. They were clad
in form-fitting black body armor, the garments decorated with
daggers, guns and other weapons.

The males were warriors. Carys’ nipples tightened and
her pussy grew wet. She couldn’t remember the last time she reacted
physically to any being. She’d thought that part of her lifespan
was over, decimated by the war, by responsibility.

They strode toward her, their shoulders broad, their
hips narrow, the muscles on their chests, arms, and legs
defined.

Her head tilted back. The warriors had a similar
look, both had closely cropped brown hair, golden skin, their
features strong, stark. One black mark was slashed across each
cheek, accentuating their primitive appearance.

As they neared her, their gazes fixed on her face.
One male had brown eyes, dark and intense. The other had blue eyes,
sparkling with humor, with life, belying his blank expression.

She didn’t recognize either of them. That wasn’t
surprising. They’d lost quite a few beings in the last clash with
the Humanoid Alliance and she hadn’t yet met all of their
replacements.

The battle station’s ranks had also swelled since the
Retrievers, the Humanoid Alliance’s bounty hunters, had revolted.
Beings had less fear of being recovered once they rebelled.

Her gaze drifted over the males. They were
formidable. She was glad these two warriors were on her side of the
war.

They separated slightly as they approached, allowing
her to walk between them. She passed them. Their fingertips brushed
along the back of her hands, skimming over her knuckles. She
shuddered, the impact felt to her toes.

Then she realized what had happened.

She was the commander and they had dared to touch
her.

“Warriors.” Carys turned.

And smacked face first into the space traffic
officer.

“Sorry, Commander.” The male straightened. “I didn’t
mean to hit you.” She stepped to her right. He stepped to his left,
his expression earnest. “I wasn’t paying attention and--”

“Stand still, Officer,” she barked.

He froze.

She shifted until he no longer blocked her view and
scanned the corridor. The males were gone. They must have entered
one of the chambers positioned along the narrow space.

“Those two males who passed us—do they report to
you?” She frowned at her officer.

“No, Commander.”

Of course he didn’t know them. Carys gritted her
teeth. That would have been too easy. She turned and stalked toward
her private chambers. Weariness weighed on her shoulders and
affected her judgment. She had to rest before she said something
she’d regret.

Her space traffic officer followed her, chattering
about the increased staffing he required. Maybe she should assign
the two warriors to the docking bay. The lack of fighting there
would be punishment for touching her.

If they had touched her. She was so exhausted;
she was no longer certain.

It didn’t make sense for two subordinates to take
that action. She might not know them but they would know her. She
was their commander.

Even if they didn’t recognize her, her uniform would
have relayed her status. Disrespecting a superior officer was a
fast route to a demotion.

Why would they risk that?

And what was their reward? They’d touched her hands,
the most accessible part of her body. If they had extended their
open palms in greeting, she would have grasped them. That would
have been acceptable contact with a superior.

Fingers had grazed over each of her hands. Their
touching was synchronized. What were the odds that both of the
warriors would take that risk at the same time?

Very low.

Fuck. She was tired, couldn’t think straight. Carys
wanted to rub her hands over her face but she couldn’t. It would be
seen as weakness, might worry her crew.

Everyone always watched her, trying to read her
secrets, foresee her commands.

Carys arrived at the entrance to her private
chambers. Her space traffic officer continued to talk, his chatter
a stream of words she couldn’t comprehend, filling her
sleep-deprived brain.

“We’ll discuss this next shift, Officer.” She
dismissed him.

The male wandered away.

She placed her hand on the control panel. The doors
opened. She stepped over the threshold. The doors closed.

Carys exhaled noisily, sagging against the wall. She
had peace and quiet and complete privacy. Her chambers were
soundproof, due to the secrecy of the information she was entrusted
with, and they were secure, one of the safest spots on the battle
station.

Viewscreens covered almost every vertical surface,
allowing her to survey key areas of the vessel. There was a chair
and a horizontal support positioned in a corner for completing work
in solitude. Containers held the few personal items she had. A
large sleeping support dominated the other side of the space, a
relic of the previous commander, a male with a reputation for wild
sexual encounters.

She’d never shared it with anyone. Ever. She couldn’t
remember the last time she was held, touched in a romantic way.

Her thoughts returned to the two large males.

They were young, fit, handsome. Carys removed her
boots, her uniform, folding the garment into a neat square, placing
it on the horizontal support. If she wasn’t the commander, if she’d
had fewer solar cycles of living, she might have invited the
warriors back to her chambers.

Both of them.

She’d once had a healthy sex drive. Carys sat naked
on the edge of the sleeping support. And she’d been careless, wild.
That was how she’d ended up pregnant at eighteen solar cycles.

“That wasn’t a mistake.” She opened a
projectile-proof container, withdrew a tiny cloth square. “You
weren’t a mistake. You were a gift.”

She unwrapped the pair of tiny boots from the
protective fabric, lifted the footwear closer to her face, inhaled
deeply. Pimmy’s baby scent lingered on the leather. “I wanted
you.”

Her daughter’s brown curls had bounced against her
round cheeks as she ran after Carys that last planet rotation, half
a lifetime ago. “Mommy. Mommy. I go with you.” She’d reached out
her chubby arms.

Carys, angry with Pimmy’s father, hadn’t taken her.
If she had, Pimmy might still be alive. Her daughter wouldn’t have
died in the Humanoid Alliance attack, killed by emotionless
cyborgs. Carys’ lips flattened. Machines had coldly executed her
baby.

“There won’t be a planet rotation that passes that I
won’t think of you.” Carys vowed. “You will always have a piece of
my heart.”

She bowed her head, resting it against the tiny pair
of boots. The toes were slightly scuffed, the leather rough against
her chin. Her rambunctious daughter would kick empty containers,
enjoying the ringing sound that action made.

Pimmy was why Carys fought, why she had to continue
fighting. She’d joined the rebellion immediately after her
daughter’s death.

“You are strong. You are intelligent. You are loved.”
Carys kissed the boots, wrapped them in the cloth square, set the
makeshift package back in the container and closed the lid.

There were no images of Pimmy in the chamber. They
weren’t needed. She saw her daughter every time she dreamed.

Carys relived that last planet rotation over and over
again. Her grief might be old, but it was fresh, the pain cutting
into her every rest cycle.

She curled up on the sleeping support, drew a
concealing cloth over her naked body, closed her eyes, and searched
the blackness for her baby’s face.

* * *

“We should wake her,” a male rumbled.

“Slow your processors, ass,” a different male with an
even deeper voice replied. “Our female needs this rest cycle. Look
at her.”

“I can’t look away.” A calloused finger caressed her
cheek and Carys murmured, pressing her face against the warmth, the
contact heating her all over. “She has silver in her hair. None of
the other females had silver in their hair.”

She must be dreaming. Carys smiled ruefully, part of
her wishing she wasn’t. Only fantasy males would be enchanted with
gray hair.

And no beings could enter her chambers uninvited. She
had the sole authority to open the doors. She’d have to settle for
an imaginary rendezvous with her warriors.

The concealing cloth lifted. Cool air swept over her,
tightening her nipples.

“She has markings on her breasts, stomach, upper
thighs.”

Yes, this was a dream. The male sounded as though he
admired her stretch marks.

“And her curves are lush, enough for two
warriors.”

They liked larger females. She glowed, feeling
beautiful. This was the best sexual fantasy she’d ever had.

“We shouldn’t uncover her without her permission.”
Skin slapped against skin. The concealing cloth lowered once more.
“Human females are accustomed to privacy.”

Carys opened her eyes and gazed up at the brown-eyed
warrior from the corridor, not surprised they were the males her
mind had fabricated. “You have my permission.”

“Frag yes.” The blue-eyed male didn’t hesitate,
pulling the concealing cloth off her body. “You’re stunning, my
female.”

“Our female,” the brown-eyed male corrected.

They gazed at her with a pussy-clenching lust, their
expressions reinforcing their words. Her fantasy warriors
did believe she was stunning.

Carys shamelessly allowed them to survey her naked
body. Two young, fit males were looking at her. That turned her
on.

They remained clad in their tight body armor. Her
brain must have been too exhausted to envision them nude. She did
have the energy to imagine long, thick ridges in that body
armor.

They were big all over. Carys skimmed her tongue over
her bottom lip. She liked that.

The blue-eyed male groaned. “I need you, our female.”
He captured her face between his big palms and covered her mouth
with his.

She gasped. He pushed his tongue inside her. Flesh
slid over flesh. A peculiar bubbling sensation spread over her, the
fizzing and popping exciting her.

She clutched his body armor-clad shoulders, holding
onto him. He tasted like metal, male, and desire.

“My turn, Thrasher.” The brown-eyed male turned her
face toward him and claimed her lips. His fingers framed her jaw,
his clasp on her light, yet sure.

When the blue-eyed male, the male her brain had
bizarrely named Thrasher, had kissed her, it had been
breath-catchingly savage. He had surged forward, his rhythm
sporadic and wild.

His friend was more methodical, more restrained,
leisurely exploring her mouth, learning the shape, the feel of her,
what she liked, and what she didn’t. The taste of him was the same,
as was the bubbling, the fizzing intensifying.

Thrasher plundered other areas of her. He dragged his
lips down her neck, across her collarbone. Carys arched her back,
needing his hot mouth on her curves.

Her dream male didn’t hesitate, mouthing over her
right breast, cupping her left with one of his hands. As his friend
ravished her lips, sucking on her tongue, he tugged on her skin and
released, tugged and released.

She had two young males adoring her. They were fully
clothed, not expecting or needing their own sexual fulfillment. The
focus was on her, her body, her pleasure.

“My nipples, Thrasher. I need your lips, your hands
on them.” She told him exactly what she wanted, reveling in her
fantasy, in the freedom to be herself.

With real males, she tempered her need to give
orders. Few males wanted to fuck a commander, a take-charge female.
She normally suppressed her natural tendencies and gave them the
sex partner they yearned for.

With her dream males, she allowed her true
personality to shine. Her commands weren’t a turnoff for them. The
orders stimulated the males, the bulges in their body armor growing
more pronounced.

Thrasher fastened his lips around her right nipple
and rubbed a palm over her left, his skin rough. She moaned into
the other male’s mouth. The dual assault was exquisite.

But it could be even better.

“You.” She met the brown-eyed male’s gaze.

“Ace.” He supplied his name. It was as bizarre as his
friend’s.

“You can call him ass.” Thrasher grinned at him,
looking adorably naughty. “I do.”

“Don’t listen to him.” Ace rolled his eyes. He was
the more serious of the two. “I don’t.”

“Listen to me, males.” This was her fantasy and she
wanted action, not talking. “Thrasher, suck on my breast. Ace, play
with my pussy.”

“Yes, our female.” They replied in unison.

“Stop with the ‘our female’ business.” Carys didn’t
understand why her dream males would refer to her by that
possessive term. She prided herself on her independence, had never
relied on any being, not even Pimmy’s father. “I’m a being, not a
possession. You don’t own me.”

Ace and Thrasher exchanged glances, appearing
perplexed. There was a stretch of awkward silence. Then Thrasher
started to laugh.

“Suck on my breast.” She slapped his body
armor-covered chest, relishing how firm, how hard he was. “I gave
you an order, warrior.”

“Yes, Commander.” Thrasher bent his head and sucked
her sensitive nipple into his smiling mouth.

Sweet space. Her eyelashes fluttered. The bubbling
resembled hundreds of lips plucking at her skin, seducing her,
adoring her, wanting her.

Ace glided one of his palms along her rounded
stomach, over her hairless mons. His fingertips dipped into her
wetness and she moaned.

“I have you, Commander.” He kissed her deeply while
he stroked her feminine folds, teased her clit with his thumb.

“Yes,” she murmured into his mouth. The male knew how
to work a pussy. And his companion was no slouch at sucking
breasts. Carys clasped Ace’s shoulder with one hand, Thrasher’s
shoulder with the other, holding onto both of them.

Ace pushed one, then two, then three fingers into her
pussy, stretching her open, filling her. She pumped her hips,
fucking his hand. Sweat dripped between her breasts. Her body
hummed.

She needed this erotic dream. She hadn’t realized how
much until now.

Desire wrapped around her, pushing the air from her
lungs. She panted, undulating, moving against Ace’s palm, into
Thrasher’s mouth, increasing the pressure and relenting.

Ace drove his fingers into her. Thrasher nibbled on
and tweaked her nipples.

Her wanting became unbearable, an ache screaming to
be appeased. She wiggled her ass, silenced by Ace’s lips, yet
needing more.

Words weren’t required. They were her dream males.
They realized what she required and they gave it to her.

Thrasher bit her nipple and Ace smacked the heel of
his hand against her clit, the twin twinges of pain shattering her
renowned control.

Carys broke, screaming her fulfillment down Ace’s
throat, abandoning all restraint, losing herself in the experience.
Her pussy clenched around his fingers. Lights flashed and dimmed,
flashed and dimmed. Pleasure radiated from her core.

She twisted, trembled, collapsed. The tension in her
shoulders and neck dissipated. Her arms fell to her sides, her
limbs limp, useless.

Thrasher laved her breast with his tongue, easing the
sting of his bite. Fizzing covered her and the redness eased. The
wound healed instantly, as often happened in dreams.

Ace withdrew his fingers. His skin glistened with
wetness. He sucked on one finger, taking it into his mouth up to
the knuckle.

“Mmm…” His eyelids lowered, the expression on his
handsome face sublime. “Try this.”

He held his hand out to Thrasher.

Thrasher slid his lips along two of his friend’s
fingers. Their gazes met and Carys quivered, the heat in their eyes
melting her insides. They were more than friends, wanted each other
as they wanted her.

Would they strip their body armor off and fuck as she
watched? Another female might grow jealous, might resent being
excluded. Not Carys. The thought of her two males enjoying each
other turned her on.

“I love this fantasy.” Her voice was drowsy. She
struggled to keep her eyes open.

Even in her dreams, she was exhausted, bone
weary.

“Rest, little female.” Ace kissed her forehead, the
act tender, sweet, loving, another thing she didn’t realize until
now that she needed.

Thrasher did the same. “We have a mission to
complete, but we’ll be back for you soon.”

They would return. This dream had been so
good; she was certain she’d have it again. “Will you be naked next
time?”

She’d like to see all of them. Carys suspected their
bodies would be as perfect as their faces.

Thrasher chuckled, his mirth rolling over her,
shaking the sleeping support.

Ace smiled. Gold specks glittered in his dark eyes,
his amusement more restrained. “We’ll be naked. We vow.”

“I’m holding you to that vow.” She looked at Ace and
then at Thrasher, committing their features, their unique
personalities to memory, wanting to experience the same characters
during the next rest cycle encounter. “I don’t want any other males
to visit me.”

Their eyes hardened. “No other males would dare.”
Their tones rang with a primitive possessiveness she normally found
appalling.

In this moment, she found it fitting. She was sated
and satisfied with her two warriors and didn’t want another being
to touch her.

“No other males will visit me. I promise.” She
yawned, not bothering to cover her mouth, knowing the males she’d
created in her mind wouldn’t be offended.

“Sleep.” Thrasher covered her with the concealing
cloth. Ace brushed a strand of her hair away from her face.

Carys gazed at them one more time before closing her
eyes.

Darkness swept over her, taking her as her warriors
had, with no hesitation.




 Chapter
Two

One hundred and fifty-two planet rotations had
passed and they hadn’t returned for their Commander. Ace’s lips
flattened.

Their female must believe they were dishonorable
warriors.

He marched through the cyborg council multi-level
structure. Thrasher bumped against his shoulders, the regular
contact calming him.

If the council doesn’t grant our request this
time. Thrasher communicated through their private transmission
line. I’m retrieving her without their permission.

Ace agreed with him. They had waited long enough.
That will put her safety at risk. They’ll send warriors after
us.

Mayhem has evaded capture for many planet
rotations. Thrasher wasn’t dissuaded. He’s one warrior.
We’re two.

Mayhem and his female had refused to return to the
cyborg Homeland as all freed cyborgs had been ordered to do. Ace
doubted their Carys would acknowledge that order either.

She was what the humans called a badass. He lifted
his chin proudly. She gave commands. She didn’t follow them.

The Homeland would hold little appeal for their human
female. With more and more cyborgs escaping the Humanoid Alliance’s
control, the planet was becoming crowded. Structures were thousands
of levels high. Ships filled the skies.

There were talks of terraforming more planets in the
sector but no action had been taken. The priority was freeing their
brethren.

Ace’s priority was their female’s happiness. If she
chose to settle elsewhere, he would support that decision,
celebrate it. He was conscious of his special bond with Thrasher, a
bond many warriors didn’t understand, and would rather not live in
close quarters with other males.

Space was preferable and, ideally, surroundings they
could more easily control. He’d enjoyed the privacy they’d
experienced on their female’s battle station. They were better able
to protect their female there.

Doors opened. Ace and Thrasher strode into the cyborg
council’s chambers. One cyborg from every model was represented,
seated behind a long rectangle horizontal support.

Death and his female are here. Thrasher
observed. That’s a good sign.

The J Model stood to the side with his arms crossed,
partially shielding the little human medic. She peeked around his
big form, her eyes reflecting scientific curiosity.

Her lips moved. She mumbled under her breath about
genetic anomalies and cyborg DNA.

Ace positioned himself in front of the cyborg
council. Thrasher claimed the spot beside him. They waited for them
to speak.

“Warriors.” Power, an E Model, led the council. “The
information in this chamber is not to be transmitted,
understand?”

It’s another fraggin’ top secret mission,
Thrasher grumbled. My balls are going to explode.

Ace felt the same way. The need to claim their female
almost overwhelmed his reason. Shut up and agree. That was
their only choice.

“We understand,” they said in unison.

Power dipped his head in acknowledgment. “It is
becoming more and more difficult to suppress the truth—that we
cyborgs have free will.”

Meaning they can’t control us once we escape.
Thrasher’s tone was dry.

“The time has come to liberate all of our
brethren.”

The other council members nodded, their eyes gleaming
with excitement.

“We have the ability to accomplish this with no
outside assistance,” Power continued. “However, since many of us
will soon have human or humanoid females.” He glanced at Death’s
female and narrowed his eyes. “Once we’ve perfected the
matching technology.”

“The matching technology has been perfected,’
she muttered. “Just because we haven’t found a female for you
doesn’t mean it’s faulty.”

“It’s logical to use our liberation…” Power ignored
her, “…as a means to build ties with our females’ kind.”

Ace suspected not every council member agreed with
that decision. Vengeance, the primitive C model representative,
glared at Power.

“We have learned that one of you might be
genetically matched with a high ranking human commander in the
Rebel forces.” Power met Ace’s gaze and then Thrasher’s. “There’s
an error in the research, so we can’t determine which warrior
might be her male. If one of you does have that honor. That
is uncertain also.”

“It isn’t uncertain.” Death’s female stepped forward,
her voice raising. “There’s no error in my research and there’s no
‘might be’. Both of them are matched with the commander and with
each other. Same sex--”

Death covered her mouth with one of his hands,
stopping that sure-to-be-damning statement. She wiggled,
struggling. He didn’t free her.

Because he knew firsthand how the cyborg council
treated defective warriors.

Death had rebelled against the cyborg council to
claim his female, the female currently squirming in his arms, and
they had almost executed him for that insurrection. The swords had
been drawn. If it hadn’t been for his female’s knowledge of
genetics, Death would have died.

The Humanoid Alliance, their manufacturers,
considered the bonding of a warrior with another warrior to be as
serious a malfunction as a rebellious nature. It was a defect, a
reason to be decommissioned, executed.

Before Death’s revolt, Ace had thought the cyborg
council might accept his relationship with another warrior. He’d
allowed Thrasher to touch him in public, had touched the male in
return. It had been glorious, freeing.

Foolhardy.

Having witnessed the cyborg council’s intolerance,
Ace now refused to indulge in more than the most platonic public
encounters. He wouldn’t risk Thrasher’s life.

They’d hidden their bond this long, not fully acting
upon it, and they had survived. Continuing with that strategy was
the rational choice.

“Your mission is to convince this commander to follow
our orders.” Power didn’t address the outburst from Death’s female.
“Until we grant you permission, you are not to reveal your cyborg
status to any being, other than the female. No one, including the
female, is to know about our plans for mass liberation. The Rebels
are to wait for further instructions.”

“You expect the Rebels to follow us blindly?”
Thrasher was as incredulous as Ace was. “Not knowing who we are or
what our purpose is?”

“This commander has earned the other Rebel leaders’
loyalty. If she recommends an action, they will take it.”

“Why would she recommend an action from an entity who
wishes to remain unknown?” Ace asked.

Cyborgs were half machine. They were accustomed to
following orders with no explanations. Humans required a purpose
for actions, especially the rebellious beings fighting the Humanoid
Alliance. Their very nature caused them to balk at orders.

“If she’s your female, she’ll obey you.” There was no
doubt in Power’s voice.

He had much to learn about human females. Their
Commander didn’t obey any being without having a reason. We’ll
earn her trust, Ace communicated to Thrasher.

And then we’ll betray her. Thrasher pointed
out. That’s how she’ll view this suppression of information—as a
betrayal.

She would view it that way. Ace suppressed a sigh.
We’ll have our long lifespans to make it right. Once they
bred with Carys, transferring their nanocybotics to their human,
she’d share their longevity, have the ability to live forever.

“There’s another variable.” Power’s face was
suspiciously blank. “The female has passed her prime breeding
stage. The odds of manufacturing offspring with her are low. It
might not be optimal to bond with a defective female but--”

“Our female is not defective,” Thrasher growled.

Ace curled his fingers into tight fists. The E Model
was unaware they’d met and partially bonded with Carys. Power is
merely stating facts, you emotional fool. Carys is past her
prime breeding stage. It’s unlikely we’d manufacture
offspring.

She’s a fraggin’ gift from the universe, ass.
Only Thrasher was allowed to use that nickname. And she’s ours.
We’re claiming her.

Ace agreed. They would claim her. Unlike many
of his brethren, he didn’t have a driving desire for offspring. He
had his hands full with keeping the overclocked warrior by his side
out of trouble.

Ace met Power’s gaze. “Some would say that any human
female compatible with a cyborg is defective.”

“They wouldn’t say that within my auditory range.”
The E Model shook his head. “The Rebel commander is strong,
intelligent, beautiful. Her additional solar cycles as a human make
her…exotic.” His black eyes glowed with an interest Ace didn’t
like.

Carys was claimed. No other male would touch her.

“She’s a leader, a female worthy of respect.” Power’s
voice warmed with an admiration no warrior should show for another
male’s female. “I would battle for the opportunity you’ve been
given.”

“You would have to battle both of us.” Thrasher
lunged forward.

Ace pulled him back. “You offered the opportunity to
us. We’re taking it.”

“We did offer it to you.” Power didn’t appear
pleased with their acceptance.

“She’s genetically compatible with us
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