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      His human female is attempting to kill him.

      This cyborg finds that adorable.
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        * * *

      

      Raw, a K model cyborg, is one of the lucky warriors who has located his genetic match. He hears his human female’s voice over the communication lines and immediately processes she is his.

      Winning her affections will be a greater challenge. Battle has always been Raw’s focus. The rough-and-tough warrior has no idea how to engage anyone’s tender emotions.

      Fortunately, he isn’t alone in the universe. His unmatched male friends help him craft a plan.

      All Raw has to do is relay a few unsettlingly sweet words to his female and give her the thoroughly unfunctional wall decoration he has obtained. He projects she will then jump into his big, strong arms and beg him to claim her.

      Taytu isn’t jumping anywhere. She has one mission—kill every cyborg in existence.

      The huge, handsome male traveling to meet with her is her first target. His rough hands, firm lips, and sparkling, energy-infused eyes won’t save him from her vengeance. She has trained vigorously for this moment, and she won’t fail at her assigned task.

      The cyborg will die.
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        * * *

      

      Raw Desires is an enemies-to-lovers Cyborg SciFi Romance set in a dark, gritty, sometimes-violent universe.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Taytu crouched by her mom’s grave. “I buried a boy from the Semeni settlement this planet rotation.” His body had been partially hidden between the roots of a tree in a nearby forest. “I missed him on the last twelve searches.”

      She uncovered fewer and fewer of the dead with each trek around her tiny home planet.

      “He’ll be at peace now.” That was the least she could do for one of her kind. She’d been far away, attending an off-planet academy when the Humanoid Alliance and their heartless cyborgs had brutally slaughtered the conflict-adverse Abebans. By the time she was informed of the massacre and had arranged transport home, there was nothing left to do but bury the bodies.

      And plot her revenge. Her fingers folded into tight fists.

      “The enemy will have no peace.” She felt a tinge of guilt after issuing that statement. “I know you don’t approve of my plans, Mom. If you were here, you would tell me to lay down my anger before it eats me alive. But I don’t have your gentle heart.”

      She’d always struggled with the serenity her kind practiced. Her parents had sent her to the academy with the hope she’d find oneness with the universe there.

      That was the only reason she had survived.

      “I am the last Abeban.” That truth ravaged her soul. “And my heart holds no kindness for our enemy.”

      They would pay for what they’d done to her family, friends, and neighbors. She touched the carved stick that marked her mom’s final resting spot.

      All around her, thousands of sticks dotted the terrain. Every one represented a soul lost.

      When she arrived on the planet, the stench had been overpowering. Her nose wrinkled.

      She’d buried everybody, performed a service for each being, carved their grave marker.

      And she had trained. She’d studied the enemy, watching footage, replicating their movements, learning their tactics and their strategies.

      With each self-taught lesson, she had become more and more like warriors she despised. Her kind’s culture of peace was cast aside. She molded herself into a being who could ruthlessly end lifespans.

      The trap she’d set for the enemy was as carefully designed. Every possibility was considered.

      It was…perfect. Satisfaction coursed through her.

      When the cyborgs returned, they would die.

      There was no doubt in her mind they would come back to Yebeti Abeba. They had forgotten two of their killers in one of the death machines they’d left on the planet.

      Human corpses sporting Humanoid Alliance officer uniforms had been found on the bridge. The males must’ve misjudged the landing.

      The cyborgs were sealed in the cargo hold of the vessel. They would serve as bait for her trap.

      “I’ll end as many of their worthless lifespans as I can.” Taytu pressed her lips together. “I’ll lay my anger at their feet and it will consume them.” As it had consumed her. “Then I’ll join you in the land beyond.”

      Her skills as a warrior were now adequate, and she’d have the advantage of surprise when the enemy arrived. She was confident she could kill at least one cyborg.

      But she would be facing more than that. The warriors never operated alone. And they were manufactured for battle. The cyborgs would defend themselves. They would counterattack.

      And they would kill her. She wouldn’t defeat all of them.

      Taytu had accepted her impending death. It was a sacrifice she was willing, was eager to make.

      There was nothing in the universe left for her. Everyone she loved was now gone.

      All she had was a lifespan of loneliness, of regret.

      And a heart filled with vengeance.

      She straightened. “Ask the deities to forgive me, Mom.” She missed her family, her friends, and her neighbors so very much. The grief carved into the core of her. The sorrow shrouded her like a cape. “We’ll be together then.” She wiped the wetness from her cheeks. “Your goodness should offset the actions I’ll soon take.”

      Abeban deities spoke of forgiveness. They should be equally forgiving of her response to the killing of her kind.

      If they weren’t…

      Fuck them.

      Another wave of guilt swept over her. “I didn’t mean that.” She glanced upward at the cloud-filled sky. “Don’t smite me.” She paused. “Not until I’ve done what I have to do.”

      And that was to kill as many cyborgs as possible.

      She looked at the grave marker. “I love you, Mom. Tell Dad I love him also. And the others. I love them all, and I’m sorry, I’m sorry I wasn’t with them. But I’ll join them soon.”

      Once the killing was over.

      She turned and carefully navigated the spaces between the burial plots. Some of the mounds were heart-twistingly small. Her cousin’s daughter, Fana, had been born while Taytu was at the academy. She’d only seen the baby in images.

      And she’d seen the infant in death. Taytu’s eyes stung. Fana had been clasped in her mother’s arms. One projectile had downed both of them.

      Their enemy had no compassion, none at all. Her anger at the cyborgs flared once more, incinerating her grief, her sorrow, her guilt. She reveled in the hate. When she engaged her fury, she was spared the other, more difficult feelings.

      It had kept her sane during the solar cycles of solitude, while she buried the dead and plotted the demise of those who had wronged her loved ones.

      She continued to walk.

      The land she trekked over was lifeless. No creatures scurried. No vegetation grew. There was no laughter of children or chirping of insects. Even the brook by the large rock was dry and silent.

      The planet was alien to her. It bore little resemblance to her childhood home.

      The Humanoid Alliance had destroyed everything.

      Her shoulders rounded as she trudged into the small structure she’d constructed. To live in one of the dead’s homes felt…wrong. Her temporary living space was simple and shoddily put together, but it kept the rain off her face while she slept, and it ensured her few belongings remained dry.

      Taytu extracted a nourishment bar from a storage container and took a swig of water from another container. While she ate and drank, she scrolled through the messages displayed on her handheld. Gezi and Kometa, two of her best friends from the academy, had both sent her multiple communications.

      She sighed and plunked her ass on the fabric-covered vegetation she’d been using as a sleeping support. In twenty-one planet rotations, it would be exactly five solar cycles since she left the academy. She’d stopped talking to her friends that planet rotation.

      Yet they continued to reach out to her. They didn’t know the being they’d known was gone forever, that her world now consisted of death and justice for the dead.

      She didn’t respond to their messages, because she hadn’t anything to say to them. Goodbyes had been exchanged. She wouldn’t live through the implementation of her plans.

      It was kinder to say nothing. She put the handheld aside.

      Dirt covered her fingers and her flight suit. Even her short-cropped hair felt grimy.

      Digging the grave for the boy had been messy work.

      But he deserved that labor, that act of remembrance. They all did.

      Seeking comfort and connection, Taytu skimmed her fingertips over the decoration on her wrist. It consisted of small polished stones held together by finely braided vegetation.

      The heirloom piece had been handed down from generation to generation, had been restrung many times.

      Her mom had been wearing it when she died.

      Taytu often felt her mom’s presence in the stones. Her fingers stopped on a small rectangular one. It sported grooves.

      That signified knowledge.

      “I hear you. I hear you.” Her mom’s message was clear. Building her skillset should be her focus.

      She swallowed the last bit of the nourishment bar, gulped some water, and rose to her booted feet.

      There was no one around to view her filth. She could tidy herself later.

      There was training to complete now.

      This planet rotation’s session required weapons. She strapped three daggers and a modified gun to her form and marched out of the structure.

      A mock cyborg was situated steps away from the door. It was constructed from branches, vegetation, and fabric.

      She’d also located a set of body armor in the warship the Humanoid Alliance had crashed—the ship with two cyborgs trapped inside. The faux cyborg wore that protective garment.

      Breaching that shield was one of her challenges. She drew the gun she’d altered, aimed, and fired.

      The projectile struck her target. It shaved off some of the body armor, but it didn’t pierce that protective garment.

      “What the fuck?” That wasn’t the result she expected.

      She turned the gun to study it.

      The weapon resembled the image of the other gun in the database. The modifications should work. The expert had boasted about downing cyborgs using it. He’d shown a set of body armor he’d blasted apart.

      Taytu aimed at her target again and pressed the trigger.

      The result was the same. The projectile merely grazed the protective garment.

      “That expert was full of bovine shit.” She shook her head. “Maybe I need better projectiles.” She would research the possibilities and add a container of projectiles to her next order of supplies. “My daggers won’t penetrate the body armor either.”

      The blades were solely for close-range defensive maneuvers, and even their effectiveness in those situations were in doubt. Cyborgs, according to her research, moved quicker than human eyesight could track. She’d likely be dead before she extracted her daggers from their sheaths.

      “I’m back to relying on the explosives.” She’d mastered the ability to craft bombs. Those should blow up anything, including cyborgs and their irritating body armor. “I don’t like that. If the explosives fail—”

      An artificial droning filled the air.

      “That’s a ship.” She searched the skies. “The freighter with supplies isn’t scheduled to arrive for another forty-three planet rotations.”

      That meant…

      “Oh shit.” She holstered her gun, ran back inside her temporary home, grabbed the detonator, and dashed out the door.

      The planet was smaller than some moons. The wreckage of the warship wasn’t located far away from her makeshift domicile.

      But she was racing a ship, and she was admittedly shorter than the average human.

      She ran as fast as she could toward the downed ship.

      That was faster than she could’ve moved at the academy. Solar cycles of traversing the planet, burying bodies, and training for battle had increased her strength and her speed.

      The approaching ship was also flying very slowly. That helped her greatly.

      If it was a Humanoid Alliance vessel, and she would bet her only gun the enemy had returned, the crew was likely looking for survivors they could shoot.

      They wouldn’t find anyone other than herself on the planet.

      Their kind had killed everyone else.

      For no fuckin’ reason.

      Taytu’s jaw clenched.

      Her people had been peace-loving beings. They had installed no defenses, wouldn’t have reacted to the invasion with violence.

      Yet the Humanoid Alliance had chosen to obliterate the Abebans, not negotiate with them.

      If the deities were just, she would soon obliterate some of them.

      The incoming vessel didn’t speed up.

      She arrived at the warship wreckage before they did.

      The bombs had already been set around the site. She’d been liberal with the explosives, wanting to decimate as many of her foes as possible.

      They were fast fuckers, however. She had to catch them off guard.

      Taytu palmed the detonator, hiding the device in her hand. Three taps of her fingertips against the button, followed by one long press, would activate it.

      She positioned herself behind one of the warship’s exterior panels. That would serve as a shield.

      And she waited.

      The engine noise grew louder. An artificial wind swept over her hiding place.

      There was a loud thump. The rocks near her booted feet rattled. The noise of the engines stopped.

      She braced herself, preparing for the confrontation and her impending death. The pain and her sacrifice would be worth it to avenge her loved ones.

      A little bit of justice would be gained for baby Fana. And for her mom. And for the thousands of other Abebans who had wanted nothing more than happiness and harmony with the universe.

      “Ours.” A female voice uttered that one word. “We retrieve the human also.”

      Taytu hadn’t expected a female to be part of the recovery team. Cyborg warriors and Humanoid Alliance officers were all male. She peeked around the exterior panel.

      The being leading the group did appear to be female. Her breasts were prominent, were the size of Taytu’s head.

      The rest of the female was also huge. She was clad in black body armor, and she had the gray skin and energy-infused blue eyes of an early model cyborg.

      Female cyborgs were rare. And they weren’t warriors. They were created for the Humanoid Alliance’s failed breeding program.

      Taytu’s resolve faltered.

      She could blow up the others. Her gaze shifted to the left and to the right. Those cyborgs were all males. They could’ve been some of the warriors who slaughtered her family.

      But killing one of their females felt wrong.

      Stars. It all felt wrong.

      No. She quashed that thought. Killing the enemy wasn’t wrong. It was necessary.

      Cyborgs were manufactured to end lifespans, to cause pain and death.

      They’d killed sweet little Fana. Images of that tiny corpse filled Taytu’s thoughts. Her baby fingers had been tangled trustingly in her mother’s hair. She’d been so small, so innocent.

      Ending a lifespan like that was wrong, horrifically wrong, yet it hadn’t stopped the enemy.

      She had to stop them before they killed another innocent.

      Her chin lifted.

      She looked around the barrier again.

      The female cyborg was wearing body armor, and she held guns in both of her hands. Beings of peace didn’t carry weapons.

      Fuck it.

      Taytu glared at the group. She was blowing them all up.

      The female cyborg’s gaze met hers.

      Son of rock spider. Taytu froze in place. She’d been spotted.

      It made no sense to hide from them now. They knew where she was.

      She took a deep breath and stepped out from behind the panel. Her left hand was free. She held the detonator in her right palm.

      The male cyborgs pointed their guns at her.

      She tapped the detonator once, twice. Her body shook. This action had to be taken. This sacrifice had to be made.

      For Fana, for her mom, for justice.

      “Don’t be scared, little human.” The female cyborg holstered her guns. “We won’t hurt you.”

      She held out her empty hands.

      The male cyborgs also put away their weapons, leaving themselves defenseless and vulnerable.

      Because they didn’t think she was a threat.

      Taytu didn’t know whether to be relieved or insulted.

      “There’s a 98.2563 percent probability she doesn’t speak the universal language.” One of the males shook his head. “The locals didn’t trade excessively with other beings.”

      Taytu did speak the universal language. She had learned it at the academy.

      But she said nothing because pretending she didn’t know what they were saying might give her a strategic advantage.

      “She’s very small.” A second male tilted his head and studied her. “She might be offspring.”

      They thought she was a child. It was a struggle for Taytu to conceal her disgust.

      “She has breasts.” The female cyborg’s tone was dry.

      “She’s very dirty.” The first male sniffed the air. “And she smells.”

      “We only detected three lifeforms on the planet—two cyborgs and one human.” The female cyborg was clearly the leader. She was also the most intelligent being in the group. “She’s alone. There’s a 99.9999 percent probability she hasn’t seen another being since the Humanoid Alliance withdrew their forces from here. We’re fortunate she’s alive.”

      They wouldn’t feel fortunate when she blew them all up.

      Taytu tapped the detonator a third time.

      “I’ve downloaded the files for the locals’ language.” The female cyborg’s gaze remained locked with hers. “You are safe with us.” She said that in very formal, very stiff Abeban. “We will not damage you.”

      They might not plan to damage her. Taytu narrowed her eyes at them. But she planned to damage them. Her finger hovered over the detonator’s button.

      “You are the genetic match for one of our warriors.” The female cyborg was talking pure idiocy.

      They were the enemy, were the most senselessly violent beings in the universe. There was no fuckin’ way she was a genetic match for any of them.

      “If you agree, we will transport you to our home planet.” The female cyborg surprised her with that offer. “You will be protected there. There is nourishment on our planet and beverage and others of your kind.”

      There were no others of her kind. They were all dead. The female cyborg’s kind had killed them.

      “There are also cleaning cloths.” One of the males said that in the universal language.

      The female cyborg cast a hard glance at him, and his smile faded.

      “It is your decision.” Her attention returned to Taytu. “But if you stay here, there is an 86.1258 percent probability you will die.”

      There was a 100.0000 percent probability she’d die.

      Because she had planned to blow herself up when she decimated them.

      Though perhaps doing that now wasn’t the best use of her one lifespan.

      Taytu shifted her gaze from cyborg to cyborg. There were three of them standing before her. And two cyborgs were sealed in the downed warship.

      The female cyborg had offered to transport her to the cyborgs’ home planet. More enemy warriors would be situated there. She could target an entire structure occupied by male cyborgs.

      And she liked the idea of striking out at her foes on their home planet. It was a place where they felt they were safe, where they believed no one would ever harm them.

      As her family, her friends had thought they were safe, living peacefully on Yebeti Abeba.

      Taytu slid the detonator into her pocket.

      “I will go with you.” Her voice rasped with emotion.

      She would pretend to be their warrior’s genetic match, would feign gratitude over being rescued. The cyborgs would lower their guard and start to trust her.

      Then she would kill as many of them as she could manage.

      Her loved ones would be avenged. She would meet her mom, dad, brothers, sisters, others—including baby Fana, in the land beyond.

      It would be a good end.
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      Sixty-nine planet rotations later…

      The cyborgs were at war…with themselves.

      Raw stood in the assembly chamber on the cyborg Homeland. Hundreds of his brethren were crammed into that space.

      The confrontation near Mercury Minor, half a sector away, was displayed on the giant viewscreens hanging on the walls.

      Power, the leader of the cyborg council, was situated in a warship. He was escorted by five additional ships.

      The E Model’s small fleet faced thousands of warships, modified freighters, and other vessels. The crews of those ship were loyal to the rebel’s leader, the mysterious Cadet.

      Power was vastly outnumbered, but the male was skilled in battle.

      And he had earned the allegiance of Raw and millions of his brethren. Power had facilitated their mass escape from the Humanoid Alliance, their cruel manufacturers.

      Raw would die for the male.

      He also loved to fight. Cyborgs had been fabricated for battle. Waging war pleased most of their designs.

      The prospect of fighting his own kind unsettled him, however.

      “Neither of them is backing down.” That wasn’t a good sign.

      “The rebels have the Retrievers, the Modified Humanoids, and warriors with offspring on their side, plus others.” Grin, one of Raw’s best friends, frowned. “They’ve planned this campaign too thoroughly to back down now.”

      “And Power is…Power.” Strive, his other best friend, shrugged.

      The leader of the cyborg council rarely changed his position on anything.

      “It’s a standoff.” Strive had reached the same conclusion Raw had.

      Standoffs were extremely dangerous. If any of the warriors, on either side, did anything rash or foolish, the situation would bloom out of control.

      Fortunately, cyborgs rarely took action without thoroughly processing the consequences. They were half machine, and their mechanical sides operated on programming and logic.

      “While we were retrieving our forgotten brethren, we also retrieved any genetic matches we encountered.” The rebel cyborg’s leader’s voice filled the chamber. There were no visuals of the warrior. The viewscreens were dark. “Some of these genetic matches have prepared messages for their warriors.”

      Murmurs rolled through the space.

      Raw and the other warriors straightened.

      Cyborgs had been searching the universe for their genetic matches, the sole beings their nanocybotics would accept. Their lifespans, prior to their escapes, had been dominated by pain and death. Many of them now hoped for companionship and the possibility of offspring.

      But frustratingly few warriors had found their genetic matches.

      If the rebels had located some of those beings, that would change the dynamics of the confrontation. More warriors would side with the rebels.

      A delicate-looking humanoid female appeared on the viewscreens.

      “My dam honored me with the name Tagata’Fou.” The tiny female bowed. “It means Flower of the Sea. The human males addressed me by another name.” Her voice and her gaze lowered. “Leader…Cadet said that name was unworthy of me. She killed the bad males and took my name back.”

      The female sucked in a deep breath, slowly released it.

      “Leader says there is a warrior destined for me, and your soul will know mine when I speak.” The humanoid’s voice was soft and serene. “If you are my warrior, if your soul knows mine, and it gives you joy to meet with me, it would give me joy to meet with you.” Her gaze flew upward. “But if it does not give you joy, I honor your choice.” She bowed again. “Leader says I am of great assistance to her, and my name will always have a place on her lips.”

      “It gives me joy to meet with you.” Frenzy, a cyborg male situated in a different assembly chamber, bellowed his response through multiple communication lines. “I am sourcing a ship and will be there soon, my female, my little Flower of the Sea. Your name will always have a place on my lips.”

      “Lucky bag of bolts.” Strive muttered what Raw was processing.

      The image of Tagata’Fou faded. It was replaced by footage of a human female.

      She introduced herself.

      Tenet, the J Model representative on the cyborg council, verbally claimed that female. The high-ranking warrior would be accompanied by a fleet of warships as he voyaged to Mercury Minor.

      Being after being appeared on the viewscreens. Cyborgs recognized their genetic matches by their voices, their scents, their touch.

      None of the voices activated anything other than envy in Raw. Other warriors claimed the beings. His excitement and his hope for a less-lonely future slowly faded.

      Strive and Grin appeared as dejected as he felt.

      Neither of those males enjoyed battle. Their skills were geared toward other pursuits. Strive was a gifted creator. Grin designed structures.

      They were interesting, unique, their own beings. And he was the expected cyborg warrior. He was a skilled fighter, one of the best. His simulated spine straightened. But he was replaceable.

      His friends tolerated his aligned-to-spec presence, however. They didn’t bemoan his singular focus on war. And they didn’t appear to notice his ineptitude at discussing anything else.

      Raw valued that and he valued them.

      They—

      “My name is Taytu.” A female voice redirected Raw’s processing. Everything else was deleted.

      His cock hardened. His circuits surged with energy.

      A part of him that was previously non-functioning activated.

      “10.2569 percent of the found female names have started with the letter T.” Grin made that random observation.

      Raw ignored him.

      His attention was riveted on the footage of the human female on the viewscreens. Her black hair was cropped close to her head. Her skin was as dark as her hair. She had huge brown eyes and full, lush lips.

      She was stunning, and she appeared achingly fragile, and he wanted her more than he had ever wanted anyone or anything.

      “I’ve been told one of you is my genetic match.” Her tone was curt. “I’m ready to meet with you if you’re ready to meet with me.”

      Raw rushed to a viewscreen and placed his right palm on the surface. “I’m ready to meet with you, my female.” He sent that message through all available communication lines.

      But she was already gone.

      Her image had faded.

      She didn’t respond to him.

      Frustration bubbled inside Raw. He couldn’t project if she was aware she had found her warrior. Did she process he would be arriving soon to claim her, that she was no longer alone?

      “She’s your genetic match?” Grin had moved to his side.

      “She’s mine.” Raw nodded. His voice was hoarse with fierce emotion.

      He had found his female. She was situated within the cyborg sector, was safe.

      And his.

      “You lucky bag of bolts.” Strive slapped his body armor-clad arm. Hard. “She has all the shades of a darkened sky moments before a sunrise.”

      Raw couldn’t process what the frag that meant. “Her hair is as black as my body armor.” He liked that. It would be more challenging for the enemy to target her.

      Strive stared at him. “You have the soul of a newly manufactured missile launcher.”

      “Thank you.” Raw smiled. Missile launchers were fun to utilize.

      His friend frowned. “That wasn’t a compliment, you malfunctioning—”

      “Find the calm, Strive.” Grin bumped into the male. “We’re happy for you, Raw. You’re a great warrior. You deserve to find your genetic match.”

      He was a great warrior. Raw’s head dipped. That had to be sufficient to impress his female.

      Because that was all he was—a warrior.

      He couldn’t chatter like Strive and Grin could. That wasn’t a skill he’d mastered.

      There were millions of words in his databases, but he didn’t feel comfortable utilizing more than five thousand and eighty-two of them. And many of those involved battle terminology.

      He also wasn’t gentle. Strive and Grin often commented that he had the finesse of a fully mature male bovine.

      His female was terrifyingly tiny. A bovine would trample her.

      But…“I can protect my little human better than anyone else in the universe.” He hid his trepidation behind bravado.

      His ability to safeguard his female might compensate for his other deficiencies.

      That was his hope.
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        * * *

      

      Two hundred and seventy-three planet rotations later, Raw’s concerns about not being worthy of his beautiful female had compounded exponentially.

      War between the two cyborg factions had been averted. It was revealed that Power and Cadet were genetic matches.

      Access to Mercury Minor, however, had been severely restricted.

      There was a queue to claim genetic matches, and it had been arranged by model type. Being a K model, the most recently manufactured model, Raw’s name had been placed frustratingly near the bottom of the list.

      Others had spent more of their lifespans alone. They deserved to travel to Mercury Minor first.

      He processed that.

      But he didn’t like it.

      Especially as his female refused to respond to his communications. He hadn’t heard her voice since that first moment, a moment he’d replayed thirty-nine thousand, three hundred and sixty-eight times.

      He tapped his fingers against his handheld.

      Communication lines between them opened.

      His female said nothing.

      “Taytu, is that you?” He then stifled the impulse to smack his palms against his face. The answer to that query was readily apparent. The system relayed she was listening to him.

      She must be doubting the ability of his processors.

      “This is Raw.” That information would have been relayed also, but he couldn’t project what else to say. “Your warrior, your genetic match.”

      Silence stretched.

      Frustration targeted toward his own abilities swelled within Raw. He wasn’t skilled at chattering or vastly experienced with human females, and that put him at a disadvantage. After examining his previous messages, he couldn’t process what he’d done wrong, how he’d offended her.

      Unless…

      “I should receive authorization to travel to Mercury Minor soon.” The delay might be the cause of her unhappiness. “We shouldn’t have to wait much—”

      Raw, report to the cyborg council chambers. That private transmission was sent by Vengeance, the C Model representative on the council. He was the temporary leader while Power was traveling.

      “I have to go.” Raw’s spirits revived. Warriors who received authorization to travel to Mercury Minor were often summoned to the cyborg council chambers. “I’ll communicate with you again soon.”

      He ended the connection with his female. The temptation to transmit to Grin and Strive was strong, but
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