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      A mission-focused cyborg battles a captivating and dramatic distraction.
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      North, the second-in-command of a cyborg crew, has two priorities—he has to explore and collect data on Balazoid Minor, a small planet in their sector, and he must bring his three-being team back to the ship alive and fully functional.

      When he encounters his brash, bravado-wielding female, the one being genetically designed for him, he recognizes her for what she is—a distraction that might get him and his brethren killed. He WILL claim her, but only on his terms, when his mission is complete and everyone he is responsible for protecting is safe.

      Myrina the Magnificent is the best warrior on her planet and possibly the universe. She has captured an unparalleled fourteen males for her all-female tribe. Once she has secured the fifteenth male, she will be a legend. Her name will live forever. She’ll earn the undying adoration of her sisters. Glory will be hers.

      The male in her sights—and in her snare—is a huge, gray-skinned, blue-eyed cyborg with a skill for war and lips designed for kissing. One emotionally charged battle is all it takes for Myrina to realize she wants North for herself. She won’t share his caresses with anyone.

      Their forbidden love might be destined, but it won’t be easy to maintain. Myrina will have to fight her sisters, an all-powerful male-eating plant, and her cyborg’s unbending will, to make North hers and hers alone.
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      North Bound is a STANDALONE Cyborg SciFi Romance set in a dark, gritty, sometimes-violent universe.

      It is the fifth of six core stories in the Cyborg Space Exploration Series.

      Book 1:  Choosing Chuckles

      Book 2:  Doc’s Orders

      Book 3:  Dominance And Dissent

      Book 4: Passion Surge

      Book 5:  North Bound

      Book 6:  Testing Truth
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      North was 100.0000 percent focused on his role.

      He proudly stood to the left of Captain on the bridge of the Reckless, having earned that honored place on the cyborg warship. His simulated spine was rigidly straight. There wasn’t a speck of dust on his black body armor. His boots were polished until they shone.

      His conduct was as exemplary as his appearance. As the warship’s second-in-command, he was acutely aware he set an example for the other warriors. He was known for his loyalty, his dedication to duty, his discretion.

      His reputation had come at a cost.

      That was emphasized by the exploits and the silence on the bridge. With no verbal prompting, Truth, a never-serious fellow D Model, suddenly grinned at Dissent.

      The J Model met his gaze. His eyes glimmered with humor. Dissent’s human female rested her cheek on her warrior’s shoulder. The lights reflected off the sunstones hanging around her neck, that glow cast on her face.

      Chuckles, the ship’s communications officer, shook his head and grunted. His human female sat on his lap fabricating a neck decoration for a miljoonasuut, a creature Dissent had taken under his protection. It would be presented to Nibbler the next time they visited Khambalia 5.

      Doc, the ship’s medic, looked at Truth and then returned to perusing something on his embedded viewscreen. His humanoid female, a medic-in-training, was as engrossed as he was with that unidentified image.

      Those cyborgs must be engaged in a conversation via a private transmission line he hadn’t been extended an invitation to follow. North pushed away the emotional damage that inflicted on him.

      The pain wasn’t justified. They weren’t excluding him due to his character. They were excluding the being holding the role of second-in-command. That being was an extension of Captain, who wouldn’t have been included in their chatter either.

      His gaze flicked to the warrior. He had served Captain since escaping the Humanoid Alliance, their harsh manufacturers. The male’s human female pointed to something on the private viewscreen. Captain nodded.

      Communications with his superior had decreased by 23.5969 percent since Captain had found his female, the one being genetically fabricated for him. North told himself that was for the best. His processors were better allocated to other issues.

      Like the small planet appearing on their main viewscreen.

      “Truth, slow our speed as we orbit Balazoid Minor.” Captain assigned that task to the D Model. “North, perform lifeform scans and other readings.”

      He didn’t have to specify which readings to complete. Balazoid Minor wasn’t the first planet they’d explored. Power, the self-appointed head of the cyborg council, had given them the mission to document the details of every planet in the cyborg-controlled sector.

      North performed the scans and readings. “Oxygen levels are within acceptable range. Early scans indicate the surface is stable. There is one large land mass. The rest of the planet is covered in water.”

      “I’m relaying all the information I could find on Balazoid Minor.” Dissent sent those files to all of them. “There isn’t much. It was a Balazoid outpost. Those humanoids were known for being secretive. When the main planet blew up, their databases ceased to exist also.”

      “The population of the planet is low, and it is stable.” North had performed two lifeform scans to verify that fact. “Two thousand, two hundred and thirty-five humanoids were detected, and they are all cloistered around these coordinates.”

      He circled the area on the main viewscreen. A three-warrior team could log their details in a single planet rotation. The tension in his shoulders eased. They could complete their assigned task quickly.

      The Humanoid Alliance would reprimand cyborgs if they failed to complete their missions within the duration allotted to them. 77.8907 percent of the time, that reprimand was the decommissioning of one or more members of the unsuccessful team.

      The sound of those warriors’ screams often replayed in North’s processors. Decommissioning was the most painful death projected. The males were sliced apart while they were alive, their functioning mechanics salvaged for parts.

      “The genetic data for those two thousand, two hundred and thirty-five humanoids has to be gathered.” Captain relayed information they already processed. “And information on the planet has to be collected.”

      “I volunteer to lead the mission, Captain.” North, as second-in-command, considered that to be his duty.

      Captain’s head dipped. “A team of three should be sufficient. Choose your two warriors.”

      There wasn’t much of a choice. Doc preferred to stay on the ship, performing unauthorized tests on the crew. Chuckles had a damaged knee. That would slow the completion of the mission. “I choose Dissent.”

      That male nodded. His expression was blank.

      Dissent’s female was less reserved in her response. She grinned and linked her fingers with her warrior’s, appearing happy on Dissent’s behalf.

      North’s gaze moved to the third member of the team. “And I choose Truth.”

      “Yes.” The D Model grinned and pumped the air. “My kill rate will increase.”

      “There will be no killing…unless those beings attempt to kill you.” Captain frowned at the frivolous warrior.

      All of them had been designed for two things –to breed and to end lifespans. Many cyborgs would never find their females, would never experience breeding. But they all relished killing. North was no exception to that reality. His kill rate was extremely high.

      Killing beings wasn’t their current mission. They were to catalog the planet for Power and the cyborg council.

      North had his projections about why that action was required. The cyborg Homeland was crowded. There was a 74.0973 probability the council would choose one of the planets to claim as their own.

      Evaluating prospective sites was an important task. His chin lifted. He wouldn’t fail his brethren.

      Dissent’s female nudged her warrior with one of her elbows.

      “My female wishes to join the team, Captain.” Dissent forwarded that absurd request. “She can be outfitted with sensors on her fingertips.” He looked at Doc.

      The medic nodded. “The sensors are functional with humans.”

      North’s lips flattened. A human female on his team would also slow the completion of the mission. In the past, cyborgs would have died due to that delay, and he couldn’t process with 100.0000 accuracy the dangers they would now face.

      “Three warriors are sufficient.” Minimizing the size of the team held less risk.

      All of the females, with the exception of Captain’s, glared at him.

      His jaw jutted. It wasn’t the first time he had dealt with the disapproval of others, as the right decisions weren’t always the most popular decisions. Their responses wouldn’t sway him.

      “Four beings would complete the mission faster.” Dissent’s female gazed at Captain, not at him.

      Four cyborgs would complete the mission faster. The addition of a human female to the team would delay them. Dissent would move at his human female’s slower pace. All of them would allocate part of their processors to protecting her.

      That was unacceptable.

      “Dissent, can you confirm that statement?” North transferred that task to the J Model.

      Truth, that foolish warrior, laughed.

      Dissent levelled a hard glance at North.

      Cyborgs couldn’t lie. That was a specification of their programming. The male couldn’t confirm the statement.

      “There is a 68.9846 probability there are female humanoids on the planet.” The J Model’s calculation was correct. Most humanoids…and cyborgs…required females to reproduce naturally. “Female humanoids might feel more comfortable if we have a female on our team.”

      The females on the bridge, with the exception of Captain’s female, nodded, approving of that non-answer. Dissent’s female patted her warrior’s arm.

      They then turned their heads and gazed at North.

      All of them were aligned against him. Captain didn’t voice his opinion, remaining neutral. Captain’s female was also silent.

      North was alone. There was no one supporting his stance.

      But he processed it was the right decision and he wouldn’t deviate from it. “The comfort of the local population isn’t a parameter of this mission.” That output wasn’t important to him. “Our primary objective is to explore the planet, document it, employ force only when force is utilized against us.”

      “That’s no fun.” Truth expressed his unhappiness about that last restriction.

      “I can help you achieve your primary objective.” Dissent’s female wasn’t deviating from her position.

      “My secondary objective is to ensure all our team members return to the Reckless alive.” That was North’s responsibility as the leader of the team.

      “That should be your primary objective.” Captain frowned at him.

      If it was his primary objective, the team wouldn’t leave the safety of the ship.

      North said nothing.

      “Dissent is part of your team.” Dissent’s female, in contrast, didn’t remain silent. “I would never put him or any other cyborg in danger.”

      Merely by fighting his orders, she could put them in danger. A moment’s delay in battle caused deaths. “You would be part of that team.”

      Being a human, she was slower and weaker and more fragile than a cyborg. She would have been the first being the Humanoid Alliance decommissioned if his team hadn’t achieved their objective.

      A failure could cost them a precious female.

      North inwardly shuddered. He wouldn’t be responsible for such a huge loss to his kind.

      “I’m a survivor.” Dissent’s female had delusions of strength. “And I’ll be armed. I didn’t die on Khambalia 5 or Altair Alpha. I won’t die on this planet. The environment is hospitable. You said that yourself.”

      “The oxygen levels can sustain a human.” Doc displayed the specs on the main viewscreen. “And—”

      “Hospitable isn’t equivalent to safe.” North severed that discussion, not wanting to hear it. “The planet is dangerous.”

      “We don’t know that.” Dissent’s female persisted in arguing with him.

      She was right. He didn’t know that with 100.0000 percent accuracy.

      “I’ll protect her.” Dissent relayed what everyone on the bridge had already processed. Any warrior would die before allowing his female to be damaged.

      “I’ll protect her also.” Truth stated another known fact. Females were rare. Honorable warriors would safeguard them.

      “We’ll all protect her.” North hid his impatience under a flat tone. “That’s the issue. Her presence will delay the completion of our mission.”

      “I can protect myself.” Lines appeared between the eyebrows of Dissent’s female.

      “We have numerous planet rotations to complete this mission.” Truth sought excitement. It didn’t surprise North that the restless D Model preferred to spend a longer duration exploring a new planet over roaming around a familiar-to-him warship. “Three or four extra planet rotations won’t make a difference to us.”

      “Every additional planet rotation spent on the surface of a hostile planet increases the probability of death.” That calculation was absolute.

      “The planet isn’t hostile.” Dissent’s female’s voice was edged with frustration.

      It was a frustration North shared. “100.0000 percent of the planet’s population is situated here.” He circled that area a second time. “Based on my observation, humans and humanoids spread over any hospitable terrain.” They greedily grabbed planets and other land. That was one of the reasons the Humanoid Alliance had manufactured cyborgs—to clear areas of the local occupants. “The humanoids aren’t doing that on Balazoid Minor.”

      Dissent, Truth, Doc, Chuckles and the females gawked at main viewscreen.

      Captain dipped his head. “I projected you would process that, Second.”

      The approval in his superior’s voice warmed North’s chest.

      “Something is stopping them from spreading over the land mass.” Dissent’s female expressed the conclusion North had already reached. “That something is a threat to the humanoids.” She glanced up at her warrior. “And it could be a threat to me.”

      Dissent tightened his grip on his female.

      North quashed his envy. Females were a distraction, and as Captain’s second-in-command, as the leader of other warriors, he couldn’t afford to be distracted.

      Splitting his focus could result in the loss of beings he had a duty to protect. “The unknown something could be a threat to cyborgs also.”

      “I love this planet.” Truth grinned.

      North wasn’t as enthusiastic about Balazoid Minor. Truth’s and Dissent’s lifespans would be placed in peril. Every decision he made or didn’t make could impact their survival.

      He took that responsibility very, very seriously.

      “I’ll remain on the ship.” Dissent’s female, thankfully, eliminated one of those decisions for him. “You should be focusing on potential dangers, not on protecting me.”

      Dissent studied her for a long moment, his expression grave. “Then I’ll stay on the Reckless also.”

      Fraggin’ hole. The J Model’s illogical decision was another reason why North couldn’t have a female. Females caused warriors to malfunction, to base actions on their emotional systems, not on their processors.

      Every cyborg had tasks to perform, a role to hold. Refusing to complete those tasks was akin, in North’s processors, to rebellion.

      It put all of their kind at risk.

      He concealed his disappointment with Dissent under a blank mask and considered alternatives.

      Participation in the exploration missions had been a benefit extended only to the senior warriors, the cyborgs stationed on the bridge, members of Captain’s most trusted inner circle. They had earned that reward based on their loyalty and their dedication to their roles.

      But, for this mission, one of the less-experienced, less-skilled, warriors could take Dissent’s place. Many of the cyborgs would battle for that opportunity.

      That solution wasn’t optimal, but it was a possibility.

      “I would never ask that of you.” Dissent’s female repositioned herself so she could more easily look at her warrior. “You enjoy taking part in the missions. That you would give that up for me—” Her voice broke.

      “I would give up my lifespan for you.” Dissent’s tone was gruff. “I would do anything for you, my female.”

      “Awww….” The other females gazed at the couple with soft eyes.

      Truth made a gagging noise.

      If North was one of the crew, he would reach out to the never-serious D Model via a private transmission line, ask him if he had ever projected a warrior like Dissent would place the happiness of a female over the well-being of his brethren.

      But he wasn’t part of the crew. Not truly. He was Captain’s second-in-command. And confiding in another warrior wouldn’t benefit his role. That chatter would undermine the position, be unworthy of him.

      North remained silent, keeping his processing to himself.

      “You’d do anything for me?” Dissent’s female smiled at her warrior.

      “I’d do anything.” The J model’s reply was vehement.

      “Then take part in the mission.” She touched Dissent’s face. “Fulfill the role you enjoy.” She took a deep breath. “But be careful. Come back alive.”

      “I’ll return to you.” The warrior made a vow there was a probability he might not be able to honor. “Nothing will stop me from doing that.”

      Many things could stop him from doing that—the primary one being death. Missions were dangerous. Beings died. North, as the team leader, would utilize all his skill, all his experience, to ensure the male returned to his female. But there were no guarantees.

      He processed that, had lost too many warriors in the past to not accept that possibility, would never make such a rash promise to anyone.

      Dissent was a newer model, however. He seemed to have no qualms about uttering those reassuring words.

      His female was emotionally as well as physically fragile. The projection of her warrior’s possible death would damage her.

      Dissent and his female cuddled, exchanging softly spoken statements of caring. North couldn’t follow some of their logic.

      Doc and his female lifted their handhelds. They then compared readings on their devices, verbalizing the results, confirming both of the handhelds were fully functional.

      Chuckles rested his chin on the top of his female’s head. She leaned back into him, chattering about the significance of the design she’d utilized in the neck decoration.

      Captain brushed his hands over his female’s fingers as she tapped on their embedded viewscreen. She bumped her shoulder against Captain’s, didn’t look up. It was as though she didn’t require that visual verification. She processed Captain’s processing, had that link to him.

      North had no link with any being. Loneliness engulfed him.

      He ignored that emotional damage and surveyed the terrain he and his team would soon explore. That team would consist of Dissent, Truth, and himself. There was no need to recruit an additional warrior. For that, he was grateful.

      He had completed missions with Dissent and Truth in the past, was familiar with their capabilities, their strengths, their quirks. Dissent would be eager to return to the Reckless and to his female, would complete tasks as quickly as possible.

      That pleased North. He would craft a plan to better accomplish their mission. His gaze shifted to the right of the main viewscreen. There was a clearing near the planet’s sole settlement. It would be an ideal landing site.

      They would chart the uninhabited areas first, learn the layout of the land, look for the threat his processors relayed existed. Once they had defeated or subdued that danger, they would approach the humanoids, collect their genetic information.

      “North.” Dissent’s female’s voice cut through his projections.

      He lifted his head, met her gaze. “Dissent’s female.”

      “You’ll do your best to bring my warrior back alive, won’t you?” Trust and hope and a smidge of fear shone from the female’s eyes.

      Dissent rumbled his discontentment and shifted under his female, jostling her.

      “One of my mandates is to bring every team member back alive.” North’s lips twisted. She didn’t have to ask him to do that. That was part of his role, should be assumed.

      “Thank you.” She released her breath.

      “It isn’t always possible.” North was honest with her. He’d lost warriors in the past, many, many warriors. “But I will do my best.”

      “Oh.” The lines reappeared around her mouth.

      “North is referring to battle.” Dissent cast him a hard glance. “He has never lost a warrior on an exploration mission.”

      “I have never lost a warrior on an exploration mission.” North conceded that point.

      He would utilize his skill and experience to ensure that remained true, would trade his lifespan for his brethren’s if that was necessary. Dissent and Truth would return safely to the Reckless or North wouldn’t return at all.

      And he would set specifications for future missions, would create optimal conditions for his team’s survival. That could result in banning females permanently from participating in off-ship assignments.

      Humans and humanoids were slower, weaker, more fragile than cyborgs. Females were also rare and precious. Their place was on the Reckless, where they would be protected.

      Cyborgs could complete the dangerous assignments. That was what they had been designed to do—go where humans couldn’t, confront the unknown enemy, respond quickly to hostile conditions.

      North would be hated for that decision, but he would bear the disapproval…again. He could tolerate being excluded, could endure the silence, the loneliness.

      As long as he completed his missions and brought his warriors back alive.

      That, not the state of his emotional system, had to be his priority.
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      Myrina thrived on the adoration of the masses.

      She dipped her fingertips into the tree-sap concoction she’d crafted, slathered another layer of that rapidly stiffening substance over her gravity-defying black hair. The fine chin-length strands identified her as a Dreck. Her sisters sported thick tentacle-like verme on their skulls.

      Drecks were rare genetic deviations within Balazoid warriors, and they weren’t granted permission to reproduce. Not even her status as the greatest Giver Of Life in the history of the tribe could change that.

      She would never have a child, would never know that deep bond, that fulfilling love. Her gaze returned to her reflection in the polished metal.

      “If I can’t have love, I’ll have adulation.” She puckered her red-stained lips. “I’ll have as much of it as I can inspire.”

      She’d painted tiny red triangles high on her pale right cheek. There were fourteen of them for the fourteen males she’d captured, a record number for one warrior. The triangles were positioned to form a narrow band.

      They resembled the markings on the gray-skinned invaders. But that was the only similarity. Those beings had a letter followed by numbers, all in boring black, inked on their cheeks.

      The gray-skinned invaders had been an unidentified species she’d briefly encountered during a capture. Using a private viewscreen she’d salvaged from a downed ship, she’d searched for similar beings in off-planet databases, seeking to learn more about them.

      The closest species she’d found were cyborgs, but cyborgs were emotionless machines, deadly weapons manufactured by a group of grasping, selfish humans. The gray-skinned invaders acted and behaved as other humanoids did--irrationally.

      That was an understatement. The beings she’d met had been insane.

      They had to be that way—thinking she’d leave her tribe, discard her hard-won fame and freedom, become the slave of some unknown inferior male.

      “Balazoids don’t have mates, fated or captured.” She shook her head, dismissing the gray-skinned beings’ wild claim. “And I’m a Balazoid. I might have been born a Dreck, but I’ve crafted myself into the ultimate specimen of my kind.”

      That had taken a lifetime of rigorous training and ruthless self-control. Only a fool would throw that away based on a stranger’s outrageous proposal. She straightened, smoothing down her bright-red garment.

      “I’m not a fool.” She’d strategically plotted her rise within the tribe. “I’m Myrina the Magnificent, the best warrior the universe has ever hosted. I bow to no one…except my queen.”

      In the future, if her nemesis Evandre seized control of the tribe, Myrina might refuse to bow at all. To gain that freedom, she had to retain the esteem of her followers.

      “Are you ready to do this?” She asked her reflection that question, focusing her attention on the upcoming display.

      Bouncing on the balls of her booted feet, she clapped her hands. Her energy spiraled upward. Excitement flowed through her.

      “You’re Myrina the Magnificent. You flow like water.” She ducked an imaginary foe’s attack and jabbed at the air. “And you hit like stone.” She slammed her fists together.

      The impact propelled her fully into battle mode. She became that other part of herself, the portion that was brazen and bold and brave.

      “You’re ready, warrior.” She sprinted across the hut, reviewing the routine, the strategy, one more time, visualizing it in her head.

      Every word, every motion, had been designed to enthrall, to entertain, to give the waiting audience what they expected…and more.

      Because she was the best.

      She flung open the front door.

      “Myrina, the Magnificent, the greatest Giver Of Life in the history of Givers Of Life, has arisen.” She took two steps outside the hut and struck a pose, placing one hand on her hip and straightening her other arm, pointing it toward Balazoid Minor’s solitary sun. “I will defend the settlement against all invaders.” She paused, lowering her voice an octave. “With Steve’s blessing.”

      The crowd assembled outside her hut cheered. Females of all solar cycles clapped and hooted their support. It wasn’t love, but it was close, and Myrina basked in the applause.

      She turned, flexing, changing stances, aware of the images she created. Her spiked black hair made her appear taller than she truly was. There wasn’t a pinch of excess flesh on her form. She was all lean muscle and firm breasts. Her thigh-length garment was an eye-catching red.

      No one else dared to wear that color. Her sisters were clad in plain brown leather. Their lips and faces were as pale as the verme writhing on top of their heads. A brave few wore fringes on their hems and knee-high boots, copying their hero’s flamboyant style.

      None of them wore a cape as she did. The fabric fluttered in the wind behind her. It was impractical, and she would discard it during the capture, but for now, it served its purpose, adding drama to her reveal.

      “They will always stare,” her beloved mother, now departed, had once told her. “Give them something to look at.”

      Myrina had done exactly that, and her sisters loved her for it. Their dislike and distrust of Drecks had been diminished through the entertainment she’d provided.

      The hatred hadn’t completely disappeared, but it had dissipated until she could ignore it. Like that disapproving sneer by one of Evandre’s ass-kissers.

      Myrina winked at the female, giving her a cocky grin.

      Her enemy’s yes-female huffed.

      Myrina laughed, turned her attention toward her supporters. And they were many in number. They gathered around her.

      “M-M-Myrina, the M-M-Magnificent, I made you a drawing.” A little girl held up a piece of tree bark.

      The child was perfect, had the verme, pale skin, red eyes expected of all Balazoids, yet she had painstakingly crafted the likeness of a Dreck, now sought that Dreck’s approval.

      A lump of emotion formed in Myrina’s throat. No longer the outsider, she was the being they aspired to become. That moved her.

      She held up the drawing, examining it with the solemnity all great works warranted. Her head in the image was the same size as the sun. Her hair consisted of slashes of black. Her body was a blob of red. Her feet were enormous. She also had many, many teeth. They were huge.

      Her gaze lowered to the little girl. Her young admirer wiggled, her eyes wide with worry. Her anxiousness for approval was palpable.

      Myrina smiled warmly at her, showing her huge teeth. “Your drawing is as magnificent as I am. Behold, sisters.” She raised the tree bark high above her head. “Gaze upon the image Harmothoe has crafted. Isn’t it glorious?”

      The crowd obligingly oohed and aahed.

      “She knows my name.” The little girl blinked at her. “The Giver Of Life knows my name.”

      “You’re one of the best crafters of images in the tribe.” Myrina’s voice boomed. She wanted everyone to value the girl’s art. “Of course, the best Giver of Life who has ever lived knows your name.” She extracted a dagger from one of her sheaths. “I will display your gift where all can see it.”

      She pinned the drawing to the door of her hut. The exterior walls of her home were covered with similar artwork, all of it crafted by her followers.

      When she returned from the capture, the drawing would be moved to another spot. The following sunrise, a different work of art would be pinned to her door.

      Her youngest admirers gave her gifts. A girl shyly handed Myrina the first dagger she’d crafted. Myrina praised the small weapon, asked for the honor of carrying it during the upcoming capture. The girl flushed with happiness and bobbed her head. Myrina made a big show of slipping it into one of her sheaths.

      It wouldn’t be utilized. The blade wouldn’t cut a stream of water. But it would be kept and treasured.

      A red bloom was tucked into the top of her left boot. A too-loosely-braided-to-be-useful rope was wrapped around her waist. She asked about training exercises and shared stories of her victories and her defeats in the fighting rings, encouraging the girls to continue trying, working on their skills.

      “Giver Of Life.” A familiar voice sliced through the chatter. “The queen wishes to speak to you.”

      Her admirers fell silent, awed by the summons from their ruler.

      That honor would be woven into their stories of Myrina, would add to her status. She beamed at her sisters. “I must meet with our queen before completing a never-before-equaled fifteenth capture.” She raised her arms as though in victory. “With our queen’s approval and Steve’s blessing, I will secure the spectacular future of our tribe.”

      The females cheered.

      Myrina jogged toward Philippis, smacking the raised palms of her followers as she progressed. Their exuberance increased, as
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with others.
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fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
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PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
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TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
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