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      This cyborg never expected to become an instant father.
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      Surge is fascinated with newly manufactured offspring. He has studied them extensively, was one of the few medics present when the very first freeborn cyborg entered the universe.

      He’s currently assigned to a battle station with an all-male crew. The probability of tending to an offspring is a dismal 0.0000 percent.

      That changes when an unknown ship ventures into the sector they’re protecting.

      Nu is an extremely exhausted single mom with a fussy newborn daughter. She has no time or energy for anyone or anything else. That includes a cyborg medic with gentle hands, brilliant blue eyes, and a voice deeper than space.

      He claims she’s his female, the one being genetically designed for him. She has heard those types of declarations in the past.

      Only a warrior without equal—and some much-needed rest—would prompt this universe-weary mom to believe in romantic love again.
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      Passion Surge is a short, light, companion story in the Cyborg Space Exploration series and is meant to be read after Doc’s Orders.

      It is also a BBW Cyborg SciFi Romance featuring a medic cyborg, an extremely exhausted single mom, and the adorable little reason for her lack of sleep.
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      Surge was fascinated with newly manufactured offspring.

      He gazed at the images displayed on the viewscreen in his medic bay. They showed the progeny of humans, cyborgs, and a variety of humanoids in various stages of development. Whenever he had a spare moment, he studied the images and the data surrounding them, learning all he could about offspring.

      They were so enchantingly small and trusting, were untainted by the harshness of the universe. He had witnessed that uniqueness himself. Four solar cycles, one hundred and five planet rotations, and one-sixteenth of a shift ago, he had assisted as the first freeborn cyborg had entered the universe.

      Holding that tiny male, seeing the innocence and the wonder in those brilliant blue eyes shifted Surge’s view of the worlds around him and of his role. He processed that was his place in the universe—to care for offspring.

      Being a loyal warrior, he’d gone where he was ordered. He was currently assigned to a battle station. It was a prestigious role for a medic. He tended to thousands of warriors.

      But there were no females situated on the vessel. That lowered the probability of offspring to a dismal 0.0000 percent.

      His shoulders slumped.

      He had repeatedly requested transfer to the Reckless. That warship had an unprecedented four females on board. He—

      Medic. Captain barked through the transmission lines. Report to the bridge.

      A ship must have been spotted approaching the border they protected. Surge gripped the medic pack he always had situated by his side. That response was due to habit. There was a 95.5869 percent chance the pack wouldn’t be needed.

      Protocol stated all key officers were to be on the bridge when a vessel neared cyborg-controlled space. The last ten crews they’d intercepted had consisted of merchants making deliveries to the inhabited planets within the sector.

      They hadn’t required his skills. He exited the medic bay and navigated the hallways. None of the warriors he passed required his talents either. He ran diagnostics on them every thirty-two planet rotations. They were all fully functional. Their nanocybotics repaired any damage training exercises inflicted upon them.

      His lips twisted. Cyborgs were designed to be self-repairing and extremely durable. That made his role unexciting and veering towards unnecessary.

      He entered the bridge. Every seat was occupied except for his.

      Hoarse, Captain’s second-in-command and one of Surge’s closest friends, narrowed his eyes and twitched his head toward the main viewscreen.

      Surge sat in his designated chair and followed the big C Model’s line of sight.

      An older single-being ship slowly drifted toward the border between the rest of the universe and the cyborg-claimed sector. Its guns had limited range and power. Their projectiles wouldn’t penetrate the battle station’s shield. The ship’s weapons systems hadn’t been activated.

      The unknown ship wasn’t a threat to anyone…except perhaps the beings inside it.

      “Has there been a distress call?” Surge’s blank expression concealed his excitement. Did they require his skills?

      “There have been no communications.” Captain answered for Relay, the communications officer. “There are two lifeforms on board. Both are human.”

      The Humanoid Alliance, their cruel manufacturers and former masters, consisted of humans. The enemy could be attempting to retrieve them.

      The ship could have been fabricated to merely appear harmless.

      “Hail the vessel.” Captain gave that order.

      “Hailing the vessel, Captain,” Relay replied.

      Moments passed. There was no response.

      “Hailing it again, Captain.” The communications officer tapped on the viewscreen embedded in his console.

      “Unless you’re an expert on stopping a baby’s crying, I don’t have the time or the energy to talk with you.” The female’s raspy voice, barely decipherable due to the equally loud wailing on the feed, hardened Surge’s cock.

      All of him was stimulated. Awareness rushed through his circuits, activating his systems. His simulated spine straightened. His fingers twitched.

      That extreme reaction to mere auditory input could only mean one thing…

      He had found the sole being in the universe genetically compatible with him.

      The female in the ship was his.

      And she needed him. Due to his private training, he was an expert on repairing the damage of offspring. He could assist her.

      “I’m hanging on to my sanity by a strand of my baby’s fine hair.” His female appeared on the main viewscreen. She was human and her own hair was black, shoulder-length, and mussed. “You do not want to be around when that snaps. Believe me.”

      The pilot of the ship is a female. That information flowed through the transmission lines.

      And she has a baby, offspring.

      The offspring sounds powerful. The warriors buzzed with excitement.

      Surge’s enthusiasm was tempered by concern for his female. Her words implied she was under stress. There was unidentifiable grime smeared over her full cheeks. Shadows hugged her hooded eyes. Her lips had incurred minor damage, as though they had been chewed upon.

      She was the most beautiful being he had ever seen. That appealed to him as a male.

      And she required repairs. That called to the medic part of him.

      His repairs would be…unconventional. He would lick her lush flesh slowly, gently, sucking on her, laving her with his tongue. The nanocybotics in his saliva would restore her lips to full functionality. They would plump and part.

      He would delve inside her mouth, claim that terrain, repairing and soothing her as he progressed. His cock pressed against the confines of his body armor. He’d smooth her hair. It would be soft and—

      “You are approaching cyborg-controlled space, human female.” Captain interrupted his projections. The male’s tone was curt. “What is your reason for entering the sector?”

      She closed her eyes for a moment, her lashes black against her golden skin, then opened them again. “I don’t know. I haven’t slept in three planet rotations. I—”

      The wailing grew louder.

      “I know, I know.” His female moved away from the viewscreen.

      More stains decorated the back of her flight suit. Her shoulders were wide. Her ass was generous.

      She was built for a cyborg. Surge gazed at her, completely enthralled by his female.

      “Staying still upsets you.” As she paced, she spoke to the bundle of fabric cradled in her arms. “But please have some mercy on your Momma, Weilai. I’m so very tired.”

      She was holding their offspring. Surge focused on her tiny cargo. A small face was hidden amidst the surprisingly clean covering cloths. Their offspring looked like his female, had her coloring, her shape of face.

      “I wish my own Momma—your Grandmomma—was here.” His female continued to talk to their offspring. “She would know what to do. She always does. But she doesn’t know about you. She can’t know. You’re stuck with me, and this is my first time, and I have no idea why you’re crying.”

      The other warriors chattered over the transmission lines about offspring and causes of crying and the wonders of human females.

      Surge stayed silent, listening to his female with interest, waiting for her to return to their communications.

      “You could be hungry.” She addressed their offspring, a human being too newly manufactured to respond. “I hope you’re hungry. You stop crying when you nurse.”

      His female unfastened her flight suit, revealing her right breast, and coaxed their offspring to take nourishment. The little human suckled on her nipple. The offspring’s eyes were closed. Her tiny mouth worked.

      Surge watched, fascinated, honored that his female would share that special process with them.

      “You are such a good girl.” She cooed to their offspring.

      His daughter, their offspring—Weilai—was female. According to the databases, no cyborg warrior had ever produced female offspring.

      Yet the universe and his female had gifted him with one. His first offspring would be a daughter.

      Surge listened with wonder to his female as she praised their offspring’s nourishment consumption prowess, relayed her admiration for the little human’s intellect and strength. Those two fantastical beings were his, his to repair, to care for, to protect.

      Captain glanced at him. The female’s processors aren’t fully functional.

      Sleep is a requirement for humans. Surge defended his female. That deprivation has damaged her.

      I will assume responsibility for the female and the offspring. Relay, the communications officer, extended that unnecessary offer.

      That responsibility is mine. Hoarse, Captain’s second-in-command challenged the male before Surge could respond. I have trained for it. He plunked a pack on the console. I’m prepared.

      I’m as prepared as you are. Relay frowned at the warrior.

      Are you? Hoarse snorted.

      He opened the pack and extracted a handful of dolls. They were all different sizes, shapes, colors. Their faces were crudely drawn, but their hair was neatly styled and their outfits were immaculately clean.

      C Models lacked the fine motor skills of later models. Hoarse must have applied all of his processors to the dolls’ production.

      I have crafted thirty-two Ulus. The warrior glared at Relay. How many have you crafted?

      I can craft Ulus. The communications officer glared back at Hoarse.

      Yet you haven’t. You—

      She’s my female. Surge stopped the argument before it became physical. The Momma is the one being genetically compatible with me.

      All of the warriors on the bridge turned their heads and stared at him. Envy reflected in their eyes. None of them had located their females. Some of them never would.

      Have you trained at all, D Model? Hoarse’s transmission was gruff with emotion.

      I’ve studied humans and human offspring. Surge defended his ability to be his female’s warrior and his new daughter’s father. I’m aware of their medical requirements. He paused. But I haven’t crafted any Ulus. He admitted to that lack of preparation.

      The C Model looked at his collection of dolls. He sighed. You must have an Ulu. It will relay your caring for the offspring. He selected a doll with black hair and golden skin. Here. He tossed the precious item to Surge. Give this one to her.

      Thank you. Surge carefully placed the doll in his medic pack, grateful for the warrior’s gift.

      I have collected rhythmic words projected as being soothing to offspring. Relay transmitted those files to him.

      Other warriors volunteered items and data they’d sourced for their future offspring…if they were fortunate
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