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      A cyborg and a spy fly into danger.
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        * * *

      

      Drift is one of the best pilots in existence, and he has been assigned a perilous mission.

      The G Model cyborg must fly to a distant planet, locate the sector-destroying superweapon the enemy is projected to be developing there, and obliterate that threat to the universe.

      When Drift arrives at his destination and meets with an informant, he’s distracted by a mysterious human female seated in the shadows. She’s Drift’s genetic match, and she is the one being he’s destined to care for, claim, and protect.

      She’s also a liar and a thief. And she might be working with the enemy.

      Trusting her could kill him and everyone he cares about.

      Liar. Thief. Seductress. Saboteur. Roshini has been called all of those things. And she has earned each label. She’s done some terrible things to safeguard the beings she loves.

      A gray-eyed cyborg warrior with nimble hands and a shared need for speed won’t stop her high-risk activities.

      She’ll sacrifice everything, including her lifespan, to complete her self-appointed top-secret assignment.
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        * * *

      

      Drift Would is a standalone, enemies-to-lovers, Cyborg SciFi Romance set in a dark, gritty, sometimes-violent universe.

      It features a cyborg who loves to break speed records, a human spy with a talent for changing her appearance, and a foe intent on killing them both.

      

      Drift Would is the second of five core stories in the Dauntless Cyborgs Series.

      Book 1: Strike Zone

      Book 2: Drift Would

      Book 3: Claiming Cure

      Book 4: Grid Locked

      Book 5: Her Choice

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Beings assumed Drift gravitated toward his pilot role because he loved flying above all else.

      That projection wasn’t 100.0000 percent accurate.

      He became a pilot because he had an overwhelming need for speed. And he could go faster when he was at the helm of a ship in space.

      Especially if he was flying a battle station equipped with systems he’d spent solar cycles fine-tuning. The Dauntless was now an extension of him, like an arm or a leg.

      The prospect of severing that connection and allowing another being to sit in his chair was…unsettling. Especially as that being was Grid, a warrior who delighted in causing chaos.

      But Drift would make that sacrifice. Because his flying skills were needed for a dangerous mission. And because his captain, Intrepid, ordered him to do that.

      Intrepid had been instrumental in freeing him and many other cyborgs from the Humanoid Alliance, their cruel manufacturers. Drift would follow any command the male issued.

      Don’t modify anything. He sent that clear message to Grid over the officer-transmission lines.

      Save the settings, because I’m modifying everything. The navigator cackled as he accessed the Dauntless’s flying-critical systems.

      That isn’t logical. Choice, one of their engineers and the newest addition to their crew, attempted to reason with the male. Drift has optimized his controls. The Dauntless has broken every speed record in the battle-station categories due to his modifications.

      They had broken every speed record in the battle-station categories. That truth repeated in Drift’s processors. It would be fraggin’ difficult to go faster.

      In the same type of vessel.

      Drift isn’t the pilot now. Grid was already modifying the settings.

      You’re correct. There was nothing Drift could do to stop the male. You have the pilot’s chair.

      He stood.

      You’re giving up so easily? Grid sounded disappointed.

      I trust our captain. Drift processed their captain would never endanger the battle station or the crew. Both would be safe with Grid as their pilot.

      He had to focus on the upcoming mission.

      And the different type of ship he’d be flying.

      Fast.

      His lips curled upward. New records would soon be broken.

      He walked with Cure, his mission partner, toward the docking bay.

      The lead medic’s countenance showed 0.0000 emotion.

      Many of them had worn similar blank masks when they were under the Humanoid Alliance’s control. But 99.5869 percent of them, including Drift, had discarded those impenetrable expressions once they reached freedom. They often allowed their organic sides to emerge and their emotions to be visible.

      Cure was part of the remaining 0.4131 percent. The male rarely showed emotion.

      Drift projected his organic side wasn’t fully functional.

      But the male was a fraggin’ skilled medic. And he was an asset to any team.

      They didn’t feel a need to speak to each other as they moved through the battle station. Yet the hallways weren’t navigated in silence.

      The warriors they passed pelted them with taunts and gibes and comments through the transmission lines.

      Save some enemies for us.

      The weapon will be destroyed twice as fast.

      Modified-freighter speed records will be broken.

      That last statement was the truth. Drift’s tread lightened. The modified freighter he would be flying had been altered more significantly than the others. He’d rebuilt the engines with his own two hands and had allocated 719.6488 free shifts to improving the small vessel’s capabilities.

      Guns had been added. The monitoring ranges had been extended. Other changes had been made. Those weren’t as exciting as the velocity increases, however.

      According to Strike, the Dauntless’s former second-in-command, there would be plenty of open space en route to reach top speeds. The male had plotted much of the course they would follow. Planets, moons, and debris fields had all been noted in the shared cyborg databases.

      It would be glorious. Drift grinned. There would be no one and nothing around them. He’d push the modified freighter’s systems.

      “We should travel as light as possible.” Decreasing the weight of their load would lessen the strain on the engines.

      The heavier the items they conveyed, the harder the cargo-securing mechanisms had to work. That redirected more energy from their key systems.

      The incremental power usage was admittedly slight, but every little bit counted when a pilot was seeking to break universe-wide speed records.

      Cure stared straight ahead of them. “I’ll need some of my equipment.” His tone was flat.

      “You won’t need the Rayan Skin Restorer.” Drift teased the male. “It’s too important to risk on a dangerous mission.”

      The Rayan Skin Restorer had been a gift from Power, the leader of the cyborg council. It was huge and heavy, and Cure treated it as though it could be damaged by merely breathing on it. That piece of equipment was one of the medic’s prize possessions.

      “My contact’s patients could benefit from the usage of the Rayan Skin Restorer.” Cure lifted his chin.

      “That massive machine of yours has already been wrapped with the buffering materials you specified. And it has been securely stored in the modified freighter’s cargo hold.” Repercussion joined them as they entered the docking bay. “Twenty missile blasts couldn’t dislodge it.”

      “There’s no need to limit the modified freighter’s speed.” Drift wouldn’t have that restriction.

      “Captain relayed that speed was necessary.” The big male strolled with them toward their ship. “We’ve loaded the same assortment of weapons Second took with him.” Strike had located his human female before he could complete the mission they would soon embark on. “Multiplied by two.”

      That would double the weight and make breaking modified-freighter speed records a greater challenge.

      But Drift liked challenges. His good mood didn’t dim.

      “You’re stocked with sufficient nourishment bars for six beings.” Yum slid a container of those treats into the cargo hold. “And beverage sufficient for four humans. Some warriors have two genetic matches.” He winked at Cure.

      “You’re fortunate bags of bolts.” One of the other males expressed his envy as he walked by them.

      “My contact is not my genetic match.” Cure’s voice raised ever so slightly.

      Drift stared at the medic.

      With any other being, the fluctuation wouldn’t have been noticeable. But this was Cure. The machine-driven male never showed any emotion.

      It was the equivalent of a malfunction.

      Regarding his contact. That relationship was crucial to their mission.

      The being was a medic on their target planet. Cure had been communicating with him primarily via auditory feed, but that relay happened many times a planet rotation.

      Drift, in contrast, hadn’t communicated with the being he was to meet on Cancri B. At all. There had been no rapport, no trust manufactured between them.

      He didn’t process if that connection was possible. There was an 84.2577 percent probability the male, from what Drift’d gathered from the intel, was a thief. And beings holding that role didn’t freely share information.

      The mission was already fraught with difficulties.

      But he said nothing because those were their difficulties to overcome.

      And he’d garner no sympathy from anyone else.

      The warriors situated around them longed to undertake such an assignment. There would be danger, action, and the possibility of meeting their genetic matches — the beings they were manufactured to protect, love, and fabricate offspring with.

      That possibility was extremely unlikely, and it was adding weight to their ship.

      Drift watched, powerless, as Repercussion continued to stuff containers into the cargo hold.

      “Extra flight suits, in an array of colors and sizes, have been stocked.” The male’s excitement was palpable, and Drift had no impulse to dampen it. “And four lifeform-blocking cloaks are packed. We received another delivery of those. Other essential supplies have been included.”

      That list was transmitted to Drift and Cure. There was an excessive amount of medic equipment on it.

      You do process our mission is to kill the enemy, not repair them, yes? Drift teased Cure over a private transmission line.

      My role consists of repairing. The medic’s reply was devoid of any humor. Your role consists of flying fast. Captain processed our skill sets when he chose us for this mission.

      Drift had no answer for that. Because their captain did process their skill sets. And he had chosen Cure as Drift’s mission partner.

      He couldn’t push back on the loading of the medic equipment.

      But he could have some fun with it. Then you’ll need more pain inhibitors. I plan to put a lot of projectiles into any Humanoid Alliance beings we detect.

      Cure said nothing.

      Drift grinned.

      “You might need more firepower.” Repercussion grabbed the missile launcher that had been strapped to his back. “I gave one of these to Second.” He gazed down at the weapon and sighed. “It’s a duplicate of the missile launcher Captain’s female wields.”

      Captain’s female was a Valkyrie. Her kind were fierce warriors and had excellent taste in weapons.

      Repercussion looked at Drift. His gaze shifted to Cure. Then it returned to Drift.

      “You should take it.” He held the missile launcher out to Drift.

      “I can’t take it, my friend.” Drift was honored by the gesture. The weapon meant something to the male. “It’s yours.”

      “I can modify another one.” Repercussion shrugged. “It took me fifteen planet rotations to do that properly with the first one. This second one took twelve planet rotations. The next one should take an even shorter duration.” He gave Drift a sheepish smile. “And you’ll need it to protect your genetic match.”

      Drift didn’t project he’d meet his genetic match. “Our mission is to destroy the weapon the Humanoid Alliance is fabricating.”

      “You’ll need it for that also.” The male beamed. “You can never have too many missile launchers.”

      Repercussion loved to fight.

      As did Drift.

      They were cyborgs. Their kind was manufactured for battle. Waging war pleased their design.

      And both Drift and Cure had to prepare for conflict.

      The Humanoid Alliance processed only one language – violence. The enemy wouldn’t allow their superweapon to be destroyed without a fight.

      “We can never have too many missile launchers.” Drift accepted the gift.

      The weapon would add more weight, but it was necessary.

      He slid the missile launcher into the cargo hold.
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        * * *

      

      By the time Drift and Cure left the battle station, the cargo hold of their modified freighter was full. Cure had stocked the space with more medical supplies. Repercussion had supplied them with additional weapons. And Yum had provided them with another container of Pirx berry-flavored nourishment bars because, he shared with Drift, females liked them.

      Despite the added weight, the modified freighter, with its improved engines, reached giddily fast speeds during the first portion of the voyage. Drift didn’t have sufficient open space to truly test the engines’ capabilities, but he was thrilled with the results thus far.

      When they reached the debris field, he had a smile plastered across his face.

      He also had sensors stuck all over his form, including the insides of his cheeks. Cure had decided to run a series of experiments, and Drift was his test subject.

      As long as it didn’t interfere with the speeds they reached and it made the medic happy, Drift tolerated the poking and prodding. Though he was grateful Grid and Argot and the rest of his brethren weren’t present to see him looking like a fraggin’ fool.

      “Your heartrate is decreasing.” Cure pointed his handheld at Drift.

      “I’m slowing our ship.” Drift, unfortunately, had to do that. Strike, via transmission, had informed them that Strike’s female’s kind would be contacting them before they entered the debris field. “The Syndiculs should be⁠—”

      The lights on the modified freighter’s console flashed.

      “That must be them now.” Drift opened communications.

      “You have entered space temporarily controlled by Syndiculous 5.” A human female’s face appeared on the main viewscreen. Her gaze met his for two heartbeats and then shifted upward. “Identify yourself.”

      “This is Drift and Cure.” He answered for both of them. “Strike, our brethren, has obtained authorization for us to cross the debris field.”

      “Pilot Drift. Medic Cure.” The female smiled. “Yes. We’ve been notified of your request.” Her gaze returned to his forehead. “The Ministers of Intergalactic Relations have also informed us that speed is of the essence.”

      “Speed is essential.” And it was greatly enjoyed. Drift smiled back at her.

      The female said nothing. She continued to stare at his forehead.

      “It’s a sensor,” Drift explained.

      “What?” The female’s cheeks flushed with pink pigment. “I mean…what is a sensor, Pilot Drift?”

      “The blue square stuck to the middle of my forehead is a sensor, my new human friend.” Drift grinned. He must look like a disaster. “All my responses during this voyage are being monitored to benefit cyborg science.”

      “Cyborg medical science.” Cure corrected him. The fool appeared pleased with himself.

      “Cyborg medical science.” Drift laughed. “Give Medic Cure a couple more moments and he’ll have you hooked up to sensors also.”

      The female’s eyes widened. “A path has been blasted through the debris field,” she hurriedly told him. “Follow our ship and we’ll lead you through it.”

      She really didn’t want to end up looking like him. Drift struggled to contain his mirth. “We’re following your ship.”

      They weren’t following it quickly.

      The human female was flying a standard EE284 survey ship. And she flew it cautiously.

      But they traveled faster through the debris field than Strike had flown, according to the database. There was wreckage on both sides of them. Strike would have navigated through cluttered space similar to that. Their path, in contrast, was clear, it was direct and it was safe.

      It was also unexciting. Even the mines that had been set along the far edge of the floating wasteland had been removed.

      “This is where we leave you, Pilot Drift, Medic Cure.” The female slowed her ship’s speed even more and shifted its trajectory. “It should be smooth flying to Syndiculous 5. The Ministers of Intergalactic Relations have redirected all other flights.”

      Strike and his female were aware of the urgency of their mission.

      “Thank you for your assistance.” Drift dipped his head.

      “It was an honor, Pilot Drift.” The female smiled and ended the communication. The image of her face disappeared from the main viewscreen.

      “She would be a great genetic match for one of our brethren.” Drift liked the female.

      “Your conversation was relayed via the transmission lines.” Cure pointed his handheld at him. “None of our brethren reacted to her voice.”

      Cyborgs identified their genetic matches though voice or scent or touch.

      “That’s our loss.” Drift shook his head and increased his speed.

      “Nanocybotic production is increasing.” Cure tapped his fingertips against his device.

      There was a 95.2369 percent probability the medic was registering that response in his databases.

      “My nanocybotics project I’ll soon damage myself.” Drift chuckled. “They don’t have confidence in my flying abilities.”

      “Our nanocybotics respond to our processing.” Cure corrected him. “You project you might damage yourself.”

      “The possibility of crashing is part of the fun of flying.” Drift laughed with pure joy. They were traveling at organic brain-spinning speeds.

      He wasn’t concerned about dying. Frag. He had faced death millions of times during Humanoid Alliance training and the subsequent battles he’d fought for those horrid beings.

      Living was more of a priority for him. And he never felt more alive than when he was flying all-out in a ship optimized for speed.

      “You speak as though you’re damaged.” Cure pointed the handheld at him again. “But your scans are within spec.”

      Drift laughed harder, and he gunned the modified freighter’s engines.

      Moments passed.

      Drift flew with no restrictions other than the capabilities of his ship. He was enjoying himself.

      Cure, however, was quiet. That was unlike him.

      “What’re you processing?” Drift darted a glance at the medic.

      “It isn’t vital to the mission.” Cure stared at the main viewscreen.

      It might not be vital to the mission, but Drift projected it would be interesting. And it would relay more intel about his partner. “Tell me.”

      Silence stretched.

      Drift decreased the probability Cure would share his processing to 0.2358 percent.

      “On the Dauntless—” The medic surprised him by speaking. “—when Captain asked about my contact on Cancri B, I relayed on the transmission line that the medic there said he’d dealt with scanners with more empathy.”

      Their topic of chatter widened Drift’s eyes.

      Cure wasn’t the type of cyborg to dwell on a conversation.

      “I processed that as a compliment.” The medic’s tone contained certainty that he was correct. “Grid processed it as an insult.”

      “Humans and humanoids value empathy in their medics.” Drift deleted all the humor from his voice. It was a serious situation for Cure, and he would treat it that way. “There’s a high probability your friend was teasing you.”

      “That medic is not my friend.” The emotion in Cure’s response caused Drift to blink. “I’ll play that part of our communication.”

      Drift slowed their ship’s speed. His instincts told him he’d need to give the recording a significant part of his processing power.

      “You would say that to a patient?” That recorded comment was followed by a simulated snort. “I’ve dealt with scanners with more empathy.”

      “I would tell that patient there was a 99.8923 percent probability she’d be dead within two planet rotations.” Cure shrugged. “It was the truth.”

      Most cyborgs had faced the prospect of near-certain death at least once in their long lifespans. They had been manufactured to fight battles and death was a significant part of war.

      “Humans and humanoids process differently.” They hadn’t been fabricated with the knowledge others viewed them as being disposable. “The statement was an insult.” Drift paused. “And it was delivered in a manufactured voice.”

      “I process he utilizes a manufactured voice.” Cure’s words were, once again, scrubbed of all -emotion.

      “Are you 100.0000 percent certain the medic is a he?” Drift didn’t share that certainty.

      “The attributes of the voice he chose align with those of a male speaker in 86.1482 percent of all instances.” The medic blasted him with data. “88.2235 percent of beings choose a voice that originates from the same biological sex as they do.”

      “You’ve assumed the medic is male.” Drift had, in contrast, received confirmation from Strike that his contact was male.

      “That’s the logical conclusion.” Cure returned his attention to his handheld.

      The universe and the beings within it were rarely logical.

      There was a high probability the medic would soon be reminded of that fact.

      Drift kept that projection to himself.

      He increased the modified freighter’s speed and threw himself into the circuit-buzzing thrill of going very, very fast.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      Roshini lurked in the shadows outside the medic facility.

      The moon on Cancri B was high in the cloudless sky, yet a long line of beings already waited for the place to open.

      Roshini’s first reaction was to look for the fabric pattern that had been unique to her much-smaller home settlement. But none of those beings sported that handwoven cloth.

      And part of her had known she wouldn’t see it.

      After the Betrayal, the residents of her adopted home had scattered, disappearing into the numerous mountains. Gatherings were dangerous, they had learned.

      They wouldn’t risk drawing the Invaders’ attention by joining a line. Even if they were hurting as the beings before her were.

      Her gaze returned to the Cancri standing across the pathway from her.

      The female used a scrap of cloth to wipe away the blood dripping from her infant’s nose.

      Behind her, a female and a male leaned on each other for support. Both of their normally bright-orange Cancri countenances were ashen.

      The elderly male next in line hunched over his steadying stick. He had a growth on the side of his neck visible the length of three land transports away. And he wheezed with every breath.

      The sound was excruciating to listen to. Roshini swept one of her gloved hands over her cloth-covered midriff. The pain would be equally horrific.

      None of those beings would have needed care if the Invaders hadn’t arrived. Her lips flattened. Soon, she and her team would drive that enemy and their illness-causing activities from their planet.

      She circled the structure. The back door was locked as it always was. She inputted the 15-digit code into the control panel. The door opened and she entered the facility.

      Only half of the overhead lighting was turned on. She navigated the empty hallways and walked into the chamber she’d utilized during the previous visit.

      She knew the routine by now, and she stripped to her artificially-padded hips. Cool air swept over her bare chest. Her skin was coated in long-lasting pigment. The Invaders would believe her to be a Cancri humanoid female.

      Sometime she forgot the natural color of her skin and who she truly was. She’d been shifting her appearance and changing her identify for too many solar cycles.

      Cloth brushed against cloth. She grabbed one of her guns and turned.

      “Put your weapons away.” Medic Cyra didn’t look up from her handheld as she walked into the space.

      “I might not have been wielding a weapon.” Roshini holstered her gun.

      The Cancris had no use for weapons. They were peace-loving beings.

      That stance had changed with the enemy’s arrival.

      Weapons and killing and violence were required now for survival.

      “You’re always wielding a weapon.” Cyra studied her. “I like that hair.” She touched her own fabric-wrapped scalp. “If I had time to obtain a set for myself, I’d ask you where you sourced it.” She sighed. “But you must have viewed the long line of beings waiting to see me. I have no excess time for anything.”

      “You can have this set.” Roshini touched the edge of the simulated hair near her right ear, and the set loosened. “Sanitize it first.” She removed it and placed it on a nearby horizontal support. “I rarely use the same hair twice when I visit this settlement.”

      “You’re careful.” The medic glanced up at Roshini’s now-bare scalp. “In all areas. You applied the pigment even under the hair set.” She shook her head. “I should give you a lecture about how frequent usage of long-lasting pigment increases the chances of serious health issues, but that’s not a consideration now, is it? For either of us.”

      Both of them would soon be dead. They’d be two of the countless victims of the Invaders’ lifespan-destroying activities.

      The largest of Roshini’s tumors was growing in her stomach. She touched that part of her yet again, reassuring herself it wasn’t visible.

      Cyra’s largest tumor was located in the back of her neck. It would be smaller than Roshini’s.

      Because the medic hadn’t spent the time Roshini had spent close to the weapon the Invaders were building and the mining tunnels they were forcing the locals to work in.

      “We’re humans.” Roshini had been the sole survivor of a ship crash. She’d been raised, from the age of four solar cycles to maturity, by an entire settlement.

      The residents had welcomed her as they had welcomed the Invaders. It was the Cancri way.

      And she hadn’t betrayed that trust.

      Cyra’s story was different. She heard the planet badly needed medics and had relocated to Cancri B eight solar cycles ago, three solar cycles before the enemy arrived.

      “Humans don’t live forever.” Roshini shrugged. She’d made her peace with dying when she chose to fight the Invaders.

      “I’m seeking to ensure you live longer than your twenty-four solar cycles.” Cyra’s tone was dry. “What are your symptoms?”

      “Nothing other than the hair and fingernail and toenail loss you told me to expect with the pills.” That had been tough emotionally to deal with. She had always worn hair sets. They were part of her many disguises. But she hadn’t realized how attached she’d been to her own hair and to her eyelashes. There was less of her now under the fake facades. “Oh, and I can’t keep down any nourishment in solid form.”

      That had been another side effect.

      “Taking it in liquid form helps with that.” Cyra pressed the handheld to Roshini’s stomach. “And I do mean liquified nourishment, not merely fermented beverage.”

      “I only drink fermented beverage when I’m not flying.” And, as Roshini loved to fly, that wasn’t often.

      “Hmmm…” Cyra frowned at the handheld’s small screen. “That can’t be right.” She pushed the device against Roshini’s stomach again.

      “It isn’t good news.” Roshini said what the medic didn’t utter.

      “It isn’t good news.” Cyra met her gaze. “The tumor has grown, and it shouldn’t have done that, not this early. The pills aren’t working as effectively as they should.” She tilted her head. “But how can that be? They were produced in the same batch as mine, and my tumor hasn’t grown.”

      “It isn’t the pills.” Roshini flattened her palms once more over her stomach.

      “What?” The medic’s forehead furrowed.

      “It isn’t the pills.” Roshini suspected Cyra had heard her, yet she repeated her statement anyway.

      Silence stretched.

      “You stopped the testing of the machine, didn’t you?” Cyra asked quietly.

      Roshini had sabotaged the trial run of the Invaders’ weapon. That had required extracting an essential part from it. And enduring the barrage of toxic emittances that giant machine radiated.

      But she couldn’t tell the medic that. “It’s better for you if I don’t answer that question.”

      If the Invaders interrogated Cyra, the female could truthfully tell them she didn’t know who had messed with their precious creation.

      “I see.” And she could hear from Cyra’s tone, the medic did see. “There were 212 deaths that I heard about in this settlement alone during that testing. And every pregnant female patient I had went into immediate distress. There are 2 other settlements at the same distance or closer to the site. That doesn’t include the smaller clusters of domiciles. Whoever stopped that testing saved lifespans.”

      “Whoever temporarily stopped that testing might have merely delayed those deaths.” When the testing resumed, those beings would die. Either quickly or slowly.

      And that was the impact from merely the first weapon. She’d heard rumors that the Invaders would be building additional machines.

      More and more Cancris would die until there was none of her adopted kind left.

      Unless action, violent action, was taken.

      “Then the testing has to be permanently stopped.” Cyra reached that same conclusion. The medic’s gaze locked with hers. “I’m ready when you are.”

      “I need time.” The Invaders were looking for the being who had sabotaged the testing. Roshini preferred to wait until they relaxed their guard to strike at them again. “How much of it do I have?”

      “You have less time than you previously had.” The medic tapped her fingertips against the surface of her handheld, looked closely at the small screen, scowled and tapped some more. “Assuming the pills are given an opportunity to work properly again—” She frowned fiercely at Roshini. “—and they stop the growth, you should have at least ninety-five planet rotations until you go into the final stages.”

      During the final stages, the tumor would be visible. She wouldn’t be able to hide it from the Invaders. And her energy levels would plummet.

      Both were needed for the Plan.

      “Then we wait for ninety-five planet rotations.” It would give her time to complete all the necessary arrangements.

      “We wait for ninety-five planet rotations.” Cyra nodded. Her tone held a sadness Roshini felt. “What will you do?”

      “I’ll prepare and organize the others.” They wouldn’t be the only beings making the sacrifice. Driving the Invaders from their planet would require entire teams. “Fly fast. Feel the wind on my face.” She smiled. “And you?”

      “I’ll treat as many beings as I can, using the credits a mysterious benefactor left in my working chambers.” Cyra smiled back at her.

      “That mysterious benefactor knew you’d use the credits to heal others.” Roshini redistributed some of her portion of the profits from the ships and machinery and other items she stole. She had no need for excess wealth.

      “One new message received,” a robotic male voice announced.

      Roshini reached for her gun.

      Then she stopped.

      The clipped tones had come from Cyra’s handheld, not from a living being.

      Fates. She felt foolish.

      “Your team is all female.” She covered up her embarrassment with gruffness. “Other than him.” She gestured to the device. “You could change the voice.”

      “I don’t have the time to figure all that out.” The medic shrugged. “And tech isn’t my thing. Saving lifespans has always been my focus.” She stared at the far wall for one, two, five heartbeats. “I thought I’d prevent the most deaths in this universe by healing the ill. That’s why I became a medic. But it seems my
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