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WHEN CELESTIAL MATES agent Freydon Rote whisked Carrie from her living room 430 years into a grim future, she never imagined she would end up mated to the cyborg general. She didn’t anticipate coming to love the other cyborgs like family, forging alliances, or winning a seemingly unwinnable war. Most of all, she never imagined having DVS84’s baby, but it’s almost time. She’s about to give birth, and everyone in the base is ready for the momentous occasion.

Are a human woman and a cyborg general ready to meet their precious baby? Will Freydon Rote make an appearance? (Hint: Yes.) Find out in this latest installment of the Celestial Mates (and final installment of the Cybernetic Hearts) series by USA Today bestselling author Kit Tunstalll, writing as Aurelia Skye.
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Chapter One
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“ARE YOU CERTAIN YOU feel up to this, Carrie?” asked Davis.

He was practically humming with excitement, but she could see the resignation creeping into his eyes as she delayed answering for a moment. The truth was, she was overdue and feeling slightly miserable, but she wouldn’t disappoint him when he had gone to so much trouble to plan some type of surprise for her. 

She managed to smile and to summon some excitement at the prospect. “I’m sure I do. If I get tired, you can always carry me.” She felt roughly the size of a house, but he would be able to easily lift and carry her. It was one of the advantages of having a cyborg husband.

Not that they’d had an official ceremony, since it was four hundred and thirty years into her future, and marriage as she had known it didn’t seem to exist. People still paired up, and thanks to Freydon Rote, often found their destined mates, but she had yet to see any formal ceremony binding a couple. 

As a young girl, she had dreamed about her wedding, but now that she had found Davis, it was surprisingly unimportant to her. A ceremony was just frills and trappings, and she already had everything she needed with him.

Including the baby that was making her enormous stomach so distended. Perhaps she wasn’t as large as she thought, but she felt like she was lumbering around Godzilla-style while crushing a village.

Carrie felt even worse as they moved through the cyborg base, and the first person they encountered was Gwen. Unlike Carrie, pregnancy suited her well. She was practically glowing, and she hadn’t seemed to slow down at all. Carrie reminded herself that Gwen was only six months pregnant, and she hadn’t yet reached the point of being overdue. Perhaps her friend would look and feel just as miserable when she approached her due date. Carrie found the thought cheering, though she felt guilty for doing so.

“Where are you off to?” asked Gwen, but there was a gleam in her eye that suggested she already knew.

Carrie shrugged. “I don’t know. Davis has a surprise for me.”

She nodded, still looking slightly secretive, which had Carrie speculating Gwen had played some role in setting up the surprise. “Where are you off to?”

“I need to go check in briefly with Owen for a scan, and then I’m joining Jason in the cloning bay. I’m anxious to see how the dogs are progressing.”

Carrie smiled at that, anticipating Penny having another mate in the future. Her puppies were almost fully grown now, though they still acted like puppies. They roamed the base, not entirely belonging to anyone, aside from the two Britta and Pollux had claimed as their own.

“If you see Raven, ask her to show you her kitten.”

Carrie grinned at that news. “It was a success?”

Gwen nodded. “Thank goodness. It was some of the DNA that was still perfectly preserved.”

Carrie knew she alluded to the fact that some of the samples had been degraded beyond saving, and they had lost some species forever. Pigs were among them, and she mourned that she would never have bacon again, while accepting she probably wouldn’t have anyway. Their society was vegetarian, and it would probably be a long time before they had cloned enough animals to even consider eating them. That hadn’t done anything to assuage some of her two a.m. cravings for BLTs, but Davis had devised a sexy way to distract her that still worked, albeit more awkwardly over the past few weeks.

After parting from Gwen, they continued moving through the base. Heather and MX were the next two they encountered, and she was both happy and slightly annoyed to see pregnancy seemed to suit Heather just as well as it did Gwen. 

She was only a few weeks behind Gwen, having gotten pregnant before Owen figured out that the super pulser Davis, MX, and Jason had been exposed to while taking out the synthetics had fried their biochips. By then, both of their mates were expecting. 

At that point, since everything was flourishing well on the base and starting to come along on the surface, Davis had lifted the moratorium on cyborgs reproducing. It was amazing how rapidly some had fallen pregnant, including Nikki. 

Carrie grinned as she recalled how embarrassed her friend had been when her secret relationship with Owen came to light. Before defeating the synths, cyborgs had supposedly only turned to each other for sexual relief, but Nikki and Owen had been together as a real couple for a few years. Revealing their relationship had seemed to embarrass them both, but everyone had taken the pairing with equanimity, which had helped.

They continued moving through the base, and she was convinced he was planning to take her outside. She was looking forward to that, since the facility sometimes felt a little cramped these days with the cyborgs, humans, and Grecopans all living together. A lot of the Grecopans still lived aboard their massive terraforming ship, which was parked on the surface, but several had moved below upon finding their mates.

She let out a happy sigh as he opened the main door before taking her hand to lead her outside. It was still no picnic out there, but the dust storms had been reduced to practically nothing, thanks to terraforming. The planet was still decades away from being healed, but the Grecopans had already made considerable progress.

Davis didn’t wait for her to ask. He simply swooped her into his arms and started walking. She snuggled against him, enjoying his body pressed against hers, along with the comforting support of his arms around her. Her libido stirred to life, which was no surprise. Before the pregnancy, she hadn’t been able to get enough of him, and that hadn’t changed throughout. Despite being overdue, and generally feeling wretched, desire surge through her.

They walked for about five minutes. That was probably three kilometers at his pace, which seemed only barely slowed by carrying her. He paused abruptly, looking down at her as she lifted her face from where she nestled against his neck. “Close your eyes now.”

Carrie immediately complied, not wanting to ruin the surprise. At first, she wasn’t certain why, but something was different. It took a moment before the realization filtered through that she felt warmth on her face—the kind of warmth that only came from the sun. She was tempted to open her eyes, but managed to stave off the urge since he hadn’t asked her to do so yet.

The next thing of which she became aware was the chirping of birds nearby—a sound she hadn’t heard since Freydon Rote had whisked her from her living room four hundred and thirty years ago. “Davis?” Her voice tremulous from her mingled anxiety and anticipation.

“Just one more moment.”

She nodded, keeping her eyes closed as he took a few more steps. For a moment her world tilted, and she clung to him until realizing he was simply leaning down. A second later, her bottom rested gently on something firm, and she knew he had placed her on the ground. “Now?”

“Now,” he said, his excitement obvious in his tone.

Carrie opened her eyes and looked around, gasping as tears came to her eyes. “It’s amazing. How did you ever...?” She trailed off, too overwhelmed to speak.

Before her lay a small expanse of grass, along with a few trees that were still babies. There were birds fluttering nearby, and she looked around until she saw a large post someone had driven into the ground. There were a collection of birdhouses hanging from arms attached to it, and someone had even provided some fake foliage to compensate for the fact that the trees were too small for the birds to build their nests.

Most of all, she could feel warmth from the sun and tipped her head back to look up. It was still obscured by layers of clouds and debris, she could actually see it filtering through and feel it on her skin.

Davis sat beside her, and she looked down, realizing for the first time she was seated on a blanket, and there was a basket nearby. “How did you make all this possible?”

“Peila and Melia. I explained to them that I’d like somewhere for the children to play, and for you to relax, so they shifted some resources and focused on terraforming this area. It’s definitely a work-in-progress, but within a year or two, this should be a nice flourishing meadow where all the children can play.”

Tears streamed down her face, and she started to sob.

He looked alarmed even through the blurriness of her eyes from the tears. “What’s wrong? Are you in




















































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
MENIC HEARTS #5

BA
GEN

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR
KIT TUNSTALL, WRITING AS

AURELIA SKYE





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





