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    I got nothing but love for all of you out there struggling to fight back the darkness. 
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ALLIANCE: Andromadan Alliance consisting of various factions, including Nordics and Andromadans. They generously extended a helping hand to humanity in order to assist in the removal of the enemy Drako Alliance from their current occupation of Earth. 

ANDROMADAN: Leaders of the Andromadan Alliance. Highly intelligent and advanced beings, both technically and mentally. They boast powerful mental abilities and high senses. They tend to be very tall and beautiful with darks skin, dark hair, and bright eyes.

ANUNNAKI: A long-lived race that boasts a burnish gold skin tone and distinctly uptilted eyes. Part of the Andromadan Alliance but not active with Earth’s occupation due to low numbers

ANTARCTIC PYRAMID: Frozen pyramid under Drako control. The Alliance went in to retrieve a kidnapped Pleiadean and destroy the energy containment machines that the Drako developed. While they were there, they found a ley line harness and sacrificial temple inside with carvings on the walls depicting every language known and many unknown to man.

BOSSES: Humans allied with the Drako. Heavily involved in human enslavement and brain washing. 

CAVE SYSTEMS: Snaking caves and tunnels found under the Ranch and along the bowl. Numerous systems at varying depths. Some of them lead between the sites or to places such as the ley line or the pyramid.

DATA HARVEST: Air-born hacking of the Drako database involving the head of Operations Marko Butcher and hacker River Butcher and first team members Wings and Scope. It was successful despite the group crashing in the Peruvian jungle and being trapped there for weeks. 

DIVERGENTS: Shapeshifters who have the ability to change into certain types of animals. They boast extreme strength and heightened senses. So far, we have met equine and canine. 

DOME ATTACK: Drako attack on the energy Dome protecting the Ranch. This was due to the protection and adoption of Human/Gray hybrid children, Tab and Casper, by Dr. John James and Fain James. 

DRAKO: Drako Alliance, enemy occupying forces. Instrumented the pandemic that wiped out 80-85% of humanity that cleared the way for them to attack and take over Earth, enslaving the remaining humans in the process. They experiment and torture the humans under their control and use them in their attempts to breed hybrid beings. They have only been successful twice with Casper and Tab James. As far as we know, they consist of Lizards, Grays, and Insectoids.

THE FIRST TEAM: One of three security teams within the Rocky Mountain Base. The first and main team that is utilized for highly dangerous call outs, Ops, and raids. The team is populated with career soldier’s expert in their fields and are commanded by the human head of the Base, Malachi DeMarques. They are also joined by the Nordic Alliance minister of defense, Rashnia Hastings.

GRAYS: Part of the Drako, they tend to be very cold and logical, unemotional, and have highly advanced telepathic and mind control abilities. They are tall, thin-limbed, grey colored beings with large heads and large dark eyes, pointed faces and delicate features. 

HUMANS: Earthlings struggling to hide, survive, and maybe regain their planet from the Drako occupying forces. They have been recently invited to join the Andromadan Alliance. 

HUMAN/GRAY HYBRID: Tab and Casper James. They boast the telepathic and mind control abilities that Grays do along with the human capacity for emotion. Adorable with thin limbs and small bodies, pointed and delicate faces, big dark blue eyes, pale skin and dark hair.

INSECTOIDS: Part of the Drako, they are intelligent advanced insect-like beings with a keenly carnivorous appetite. They boast thick bodies and long limbs covered in a hard carapace, insect-like faces with beak mouths and fly eyes. 

LEY LINES: Veins of energy that run throughout Mother Earth. Major monoliths were built by ancient humans on the meeting points of these lines in order to harness that extensive power.

LIZARDS: Leaders of the Drako Alliance. Highly technologically advanced and intelligent beings. They are currently attempting to take Earth over and enslave the surviving humans of which they are using to experiment on and try to breed hybrids. They boast tough, leathery skin, long snouts filled with sharp fanglike teeth. Thick, muscular bodies, long claws, and thick, long tails. 

NORDICS: Part of the Alliance, they boast highly advanced technology and slight mental abilities. They are tall and pale in coloration, often carrying light, blond hair and pale eyes.

NORDIC COMBAT PILOTS: A specialized team of five Nordics that were brought in to clear the skies and help with the Drako occupation. They are experts in aerial combat and are highly trained in flight tactics and ground combat. The team is based out of the Ranch and the newly built Aeronautics tent (AT). They are tall and pale in coloration, often carrying light, blond hair and pale eyes.

OCCUPATION: The occupation of Earth by the Drako. This was initiated by the pandemic and was continued with the attack and attempted enslavement of humanity. Many humans ran and hid, creating secret Bases and communities in order to survive and, maybe, fight back. 

PANDEMIC: A deadly and highly contagious disease that was created and released by the Drako. It successfully wiped out 80-85% of humanity making it easier for the Drako to attempt to enslave humanity and occupy Earth. 

PLEIADEANS: Mythical extraterrestrial being of pure energy. Ancient and extremely powerful, they are tasked with maintaining the balance of the universe through a system of juries and Judges. Their humanoid forms boast effervescent skin, colorful hair and eyes, and metallic facial markings. Judges also boast black markings that run over the whole of the body. 

RANCH: Originally known as the Skinwalker Ranch and occupied by the Drako. The Rocky Mountain Base and the Alliance took it over and instituted an investigation of the property. In the process they found a buried monolith that was harnessing and changing one of the Earths ley lines. The Andromadan Guardian Coren, with the help of his wide Blaze, was able to release the Ley line from the harness and return to its original position. As a gift, Mother Earth now gives anyone who stays at the Ranch advanced healing abilities. 

RANCH PYRAMID: Buried under the rim of the bowl, inside of a huge cavern. Made out of smooth, golden rock with columns at the front and staircases on the sides that lead up to a rectangular temple at the top. It looks pristine, almost brand new, with a soft yellow glow. The columns are covered in different types of hieroglyphs and languages from all ages. The front is set under the staircase and is closed off with a smooth stone wall. It radiates a deep, ancient power.

REINCARNATED ANGEL: Andromadan Ancient, Catro Masters, who turned out to be a Watcher, and human Royce Masters. Descended Angels reincarnated into mortal beings with the ability to take on their previous angelic forms. This consists of effervescent skin marked with gold, matte black eyes, extremely sharp cheekbones, and large white wings. They also boast high mental abilities and abnormal strength. 

ROCKY MOUNTAIN BASE: A human/alliance run Base hidden deep inside of a mountain somewhere along the Rocky Mountain Range. They are protected by an energy Dome that is the twin of the one found at the Ranch. It is almost fully self-sufficient and currently houses 250-300 residents.

SIRIANS: Look just like human. Undercover within various bases around the world. Their abilities tended to be based around the elements. Part of the Andromadan Alliance.

SKY WAR: An attack on the Rocky Mountain Base by a Drako mothership. The Alliance won, barely, with the help of advanced technology and mentally advanced beings.
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GEORGE

I hated the fucker. 

No, that’s a lie. 

I wanted to hate the fucker. But something inside of me wouldn’t let me, something inside of me that was completely fascinated, attracted, obsessed...connected. It was so bad that somedays I felt like I was going insane with it. 

Not that anyone would ever be able to tell. 

Why? 

Because he completely ignored me beyond the necessary. No, according to the energy he seemed to radiate when it came to me, I was nothing more than a fellow resident here at the Ranch. And it pissed me off because I knew, I knew he felt it just as deeply as I did. 

Well, I showed him. Two could play that game. 

And play it I did. I did my job, I hung out with my friends, I trained with the RSO, and I went about my life. When we did have the odd days where we did come into contact with each other, I kept my greetings of the man to a simple nod. 

That was how we played it. For months now. Ever since that damned camping trip.

That was a catastrophe and a half. My best friend, Collin, and I booked the camping site out at the pond one weekend and got there to find out that it had been double booked. Us and the Nordic combat pilots. With all of the beds and tents full, I ended up having to share a bed with the commander of the group, Ragel. 

Unfortunately for those around me, I was a snorer. And a bad one. I had tried everything I could to put a stop to it to no avail. The only thing that worked was for me to sleep on my side. Which was not easy since I was a perpetual back sleeper. I tried though. Every night, I went to sleep on my side. Within half an hour, not even, I would inadvertently roll to my back. And cue the snoring. 

With a number of other people sleeping in the same tent with me, a number of very frustrated people, after the second or third time I woke everyone up with my snoring, I found myself being held down on my side by one very irate Nordic. It was in that moment that our skin touched, and the connection snapped into place. We both felt it. 

And neither one of us said anything about it. 

Me, because I was waiting for him to step up and make the claim. He was after all the Nordic in the situation, and I was what I once believed to be a fully hetero male dealing with my very first instance of being attracted to another male. 

Him...I have no fucking clue. 

As time went on and the days turned into months, I came to the realization that he probably would never say anything. Which meant one thing. 

He didn’t want me as a connection. 

That was a heavy thought, a frankly depressing one that twisted something painful deep inside of me. It was also something I learned to live with. 

Then Cassia arrived. 
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GEORGE

“Show me again.” Cassia Lisskle demanded. 

“I have showed you three times already.” I stated, running my eyes over the silvery-haired woman with purplish-blue eyes. 

I couldn’t lie, Cassia was adorable. 

With those round cheeks of hers, that pointed nose, her uptilted eyes, she looked almost feline-like. Add her square jaw and sculpted lips to the mix, yeah. Fuck, the woman even seemed to move like a cat, a silent slink that could be disturbing at times. Thankfully, I was starting to get used to her suddenly appearing out of nowhere. It no longer scared the shit out of me the way it did when I first met her. 

The woman also had one hell of a body, a tight hourglass with D-breasts that she seemed to hate and a delectably rounded ass. I couldn’t lie, as a single hetero male with zero attachments, I had definitely taken notice of that. 

Shy, sweet, caring...adorable. And deadly. 

As a fellow member of the RSO, the Ranch Special Operations team, she was the medic and one hell of a fighter. A complete expert who went into the deadly operations with a completely cool head, getting the job done with an expert precision. 

She was also the woman I was in love with. 

“Come on, George.” She bit her lip, her eyes taking on a pleading gleam. “Please.” 

“Fine.” I growled, kissing over the bare curve of her shoulder. Rolling to my back, I cocked my arms under my head and spread my legs. “There.” 

With a happy smile, Cassia shifted her very lush, very naked body over to lay against my equally naked side, her fingers drawing through the mass of hair that curled over my pecs, brushing over the sensitive pebbles of my nipples, and down the shiver of my abdomen. 

The woman seemed to be really obsessed with touching me. Not that I minded since I seemed to be equally obsessed with touching her. Smooth, silky skin, lush curves, the woman was gorgeous. 

This part of our relationship was very new, brand new in fact. We had been spending a lot of time together, ever since she got here a number of weeks ago and started working for both the team and Ranch security with me. And the more I got to know her, the more I found myself falling for her. 

Tonight sealed all of that for me. Tonight, the physical side of our relationship began. Tonight was the night that I took her innocence and made her mine. 

My hips arched and my eyelashes fluttered in pleasure when her fingers drew down to the arch of my dick, finding what she was looking for. The large birthmark that followed the bottom ridge of my cock. The woman was seriously fascinated with it in a way that was killing me. 

It was also a first for me as most women were turned off by the discolored skin, even to the point that tonight was the first time I’d ever had a woman’s mouth on me. Cassia definitely destroyed a number of my brain cells with that one. 

Her fingers drew over the mark before fisting the hard shaft of my dick, milking it with firm strokes. 

“Fuck, yes, love.” I groaned, my hips automatically following the pleasure of her hold. 

“I love this dick.” Cassia whispered, her lips moving over my chest. “I love this chest. I love the heart it holds inside, I love the soul that it beats for. I love you, George.” 

“Cassia.” I hissed, my hand coming down to grip her jaw and tilt her face up to mine. “I love you too. I love...”

Timing is a wonderful thing. 

Tonight, unfortunately, it was not on my side.

The alarm on my coms went off, an all-in-one wrist communicator that all of the Base residents wore. Glancing at my coms, my mouth tightened in frustration. It was an emergency Op, which meant that Cassia and I needed to get moving. 

“We have to go, love.” I groaned. 

“Yeah.” She winced, looking at her own coms. “I am sorry, handsome.” 

“Come on.” I helped her up from the bed and we pulled on whatever clothes we could find. 

Before leaving my tent, I caught her in my arms one last time, pressing a deep, wet kiss to her lips. “I love you.”

“I love you too.” She whispered, her eyes shining with that very love, her fingers tracing over the side of my face. 

Cassia and I made our way through the darkened tent village, the night silent with the Ranch residents sleeping. We circled around the Security tent that was made of the same thick, weatherproof canvas that all of the tents in the village were made of. We continued on to a tent that was set in the stand of trees behind the Security tent. 

This was the RSO tent. 

It was where we housed all of our gear and weapons, all of it locked down tightly in metal lockers or trunks. There was also a meeting table and a couple of whiteboards inside the tent for our briefs and debriefings. 

Outside the tent was a dirt circle that was our hand-to-hand practice area. Our weapons training was set up in the field behind the trees, a small weapons range that was used regularly and not just by us. 

Reaching the RSO tent, I followed Cassia inside to see Grayson Dodge already there, getting ready. Grayson was my boss in more than one way. The dark-haired, hazel-eyed male was covered in piercings and tattoos. He was the head of Ranch security and the lead of the RSO. Among other things. 

Cassia and I headed right to our lockers, using our thumbprints to unlock them. 

Season and Physon, a connected Nordic couple who had a human female connection as part of their triad, were soon to join us. Both blond-haired males had brothers on the combat pilot team. In fact, Season with his pale grey eyes was Ragel’s older brother.

Season used to be a smuggler and was a mesmer, this meant that he could hypnotize people. Physon was a Nordic assassin who had the ability to talk to computers and data. 

The last of the team, Brand Noman, came prowling in. A dark brown-haired and amber-eyed male who transferred to the Ranch at the same time that Cassia did. He used to work at the Base Farm and was an expert tracker. 

I started stripping my security uniform off, replacing it with my black Ops uniform. Black cargo pants, a long-sleeved thermal shirt and the bullet and laser proof body armor that protected my torso. Then there were the black boots that covered my feet, black gloves, my earpiece that connected me to the rest of the team, my black balaclava, and a set of black goggles. The goggles had night vision along with thermal reading. They also had cameras installed in them that recorded the Ops. 

My curved blades were tucked along the small of my back while guns were strapped to my thighs and my rifle was set over my back. Ready, I turned to stand at attention in front of my locker, waiting for the others to finish. 

“All right team, we are heading back to California.” Grayson AKA Reaper’s voice called the briefing to order. 

“For fuck sakes.” Season AKA Smuggler mumbled, shaking his head in disappointment. 

“Again?” Brand AKA Ranger grunted, sounding very unimpressed. 

“Again.” Reaper nodded. “Silver.” He turned to Cassia. “Make sure your medical supplies are fully stocked.” 

“Already done, Reaper.” Silver confirmed. 

“Bad?” Physon AKA Pagan hissed. 

“Very bad. The Drako have once again penetrated the base. They are also sweeping the earth above, burning it all out.” Reaper explained. “Ten ships with about thirty Drako. Lizards.”

“They really want that base.” I found myself frowning. 

“That seems to be the way of it, Viper.” Reaper nodded. “Smuggler, we want those ships downed before we even attempt to penetrate the base.” 

“Yes, Reaper.” Smuggler grunted. 

“Let’s go.” Reaper led the way out of the tent, through the silent village to the AT, Aeronautics tent, that was on the other side of the village. 

The large, curved aircraft bay and the cement parking pad were set up on a hill which we raced up. Reaching Smuggler’s large Nordic ship, we all found seats in the cockpit. Season started the ship up and Pagan manned the weapons controls. Within seconds we were lifting off and flashing across the sky towards California. 

It took us minutes to reach the base. 

It was bad. 

Smoke filled the air from the ships that were circling the area, burning what were once lush fields of grape vines. The farmhouse that was at one point the entrance into the underground base was now nothing but a pile of smoldering wood. 

We all hung on tightly as Smuggler utilized the powerful Drako boosters he added to his ship to maneuver around the many ships that were going all scorched earth. Between him and Pagan, they were quickly bringing down the Drako ships, sending them careening to the earth in fiery explosions. 

I cringed and my hand tightened on the arm of the chair I was sitting in, silently thanking the energy belts that were holding me to my seat, when the ship jerked with the various hits we ended up taking. 

I was honestly not a fan of air battles. 

I was completely useless in them, relegated to watching instead of fighting. And I hated that, it gave my mind far too much time to dwell on the danger we were in. 

It wasn’t until they finally finished clearing the skies, shooting down the last Drako ship, that I was finally able to breathe. 

Smuggler flew us over to the burnt husk of the farmhouse and set us down. The second my energy belt released, I was moving. 

And so was the rest of my team. 
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GEORGE

I was right behind Reaper as we followed Ranger’s lead down into the tunnel that led to the base. Behind me were Silver, Smuggler, and Pagan. 

Pagan always brought up the rear, claiming his need to watch our six. 

As the medic and one of the more important members of the team, Silver was kept in a more protected position than the rest of us. Not that she wasn’t deadly. Fuck no, my woman could bring the pain just as much as the rest of us. 

My goggled eyes moved over the tunnel we were running down, my rifle firmly set to my shoulder. 

My heart was pumping hard but steady, the rush of adrenalin flowing through my veins sharpening my focus. 

We reached the metal doors that were once the entrance to the base to find them completely ripped off their hinges. 

The base was eerily silent, almost cold. 

I shook off the shiver that slid up my spine and concentrated on following Ranger and Reaper further into the base. 

I barely held back my eye roll at the expensive furnishings that covered the walls. This was one hell of a base, one that we’d had to save once before. A base filled with overly entitled people who refused to give up their expensive tastes, not even in the desperate times we were living in. 

Unfortunately for them, they were now finding out that lush carpets and expensive crystal chandeliers wouldn’t save them from being attacked by the Drako. 

Or...they did. 

The first room we came to, one of the lounges, was splattered in blood and stinking of copper. There were at least eight bodies sprawled throughout the room, their ripped and slashed forms lifeless. 

We were too late. 

It honestly looked like they had been taken by complete surprise which hit me as strange. With the way the door had been ripped off, there had to have been some kind of warning. But the way the bodies lay told a completely different story. Some of them were sprawled over tabletops, still holding drinks.

Something wasn’t right here. 

We moved on to the next room, and the next, finding more and more residents, all of them dead, all of them obviously taken unawares. The bedrooms were a horror show, some of them having been killed in their own beds.

The operations room that wasn’t here last time was just as bad as the rest of the rooms, containing another five bodies. The difference with this room was that three of those bodies weren’t human. Three very dead Lizards, Lizards who looked like they had put up one hell of a fight. And lost. 

The dining room was a complete massacre. The people here looked like they had at least tried to run before they were cut down. 

None of them survived. 

We made sure to check each of the four safe rooms just in case. All of them were empty, their doors hanging wide open as if waiting for the residents, residents that wouldn’t be coming. 

What we didn’t find was any more Drako, none beyond the ones in the operations room. And not a single living soul. 

“Where are they?” I hissed out, my body tense, worried. 

“They didn’t take anyone.” Silver noted, shaking her head in disbelief. “They just...killed.” 

That in of itself was an outlier. The Drako always took people, enslaving them to use for their experiments and breeding programs, turning them into zombies and such. 

“Did anyone see Warish?” Pagan brought up a good point, one that had all of us moving through the base for a second time. 

Reaper brought us to a stop in one of the large, well-appointed bedrooms, one that had a blond-haired woman lying on the bed. She had deep claw marks that ripped up her chest and across her face, her eyes staring out of her lifeless face. 

This was Amy, Warish’s woman. 

Warish, the head of the base, was not there. 

As for the room itself, it was strangely cold, very cold. 

Colder than the rest of the base. 

The feeling of death inside of it was stronger than anywhere else. And I wasn’t the only one feeling it. Silver shifted slightly closer to me, a shift that I found myself protectively mimicking.

“They took him.” Smuggler stated. 

“No.” Reaper shook his head in denial. “They wouldn’t have been razing the fields like they were if they took him. They were looking for him, trying to flush him out. Which means that he is still alive, here, somewhere.” 

“A bolt hole.” I stated. 

I was about to say more but a deep chill suddenly inundated my body, a burning pain the likes I had never felt before. I found my whole body frozen, unable to move, as the pain of that chill knifed through me. It pierced deeper and deeper into me, bone deep, soul deep. My eyes squeezed shut against the excruciating agony inundating me. 

Ice sliced and tore at my mind, ripping it wide open for the freezing shadow that slid inside. The dark croon of a voice filled my mind and caused my ears to ring painfully, the language one I didn’t know. 

Something inside of me screamed in horror as I did everything I could to fight off whatever this was. 

I failed.

I could hear the voice laughing maniacally as it settled inside of me. 

“You cannot stop this.” The voice rasped in English. 

“Who are you?” I demanded of the voice. 

“I am now you.” It cackled darkly, the tone shredding even more of my mind and soul. “I own you, your body, your mind, your soul. All are now mine to do with as I will. And what I want is for you to watch.” 

“No.” I snarled, violently struggling, desperately fighting with every bit of strength I could dredge up, only to find myself being dragged deeper and deeper into the depths of my mind. 

No, not my mind.

It’s mind. 

A chilling burn that constantly tore at my flesh, slicing me open over and over again. Agonized screams echoed all around me, stabbing at my ears. And the images, horrific images of pain and blood, torture and death. They burned my retinas and scalded my brain. 

My mouth opened as I screamed in pain and horror. 

And screamed. 

And not a single soul heard me. 

No one but the being cackling in the dark. 
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CASSIA

“Spread out, search each room.” Reaper ordered.

I moved to step out of the room, following the others, when I noticed Viper still standing right where he had been, his head tilted down to the woman on the bed. 

“Viper?” I called to him. 

When he still didn’t move, I stepped over to grip his hard bicep, giving him a shake. “Viper.” 

His body jerked and his head gave a hard shake as if he was shaking himself out of something. 

“Sorry.” His voice cringed as he finally started moving. 

My eyes watched as he stepped out of the room, my gloved hand closing on the icy feeling coating my palm. Viper was cold. His body freezing to the touch.

He was never cold. 

The black-haired, green-eyed male was warm, hot even. Mind you, the man was all kinds of hot, not just to the touch. George Lee was one of the most attractive men I had ever laid eyes on.

With a rectangular face, he had a set of high cheekbones and a pointed nose. Indented cheeks and a sharp jawline, plush lips and extraordinarily thick eyelashes. He boasted a set of wide shoulders and a slim waist, his thickly cut musculature similar to those who did calisthenics. Thickly rounded pecs, scaling lats, six abdominal muscles, a sharp V. 

And the way he moved those muscles. That well-maintained body. The man was pure divinity. 

That was something I learned earlier this evening. Something that we had been slowly building towards, getting to know one another, spending time together, supporting each other. 

George was honestly amazing. So kind, patient, gentle, understanding. A wicked fighter, loyal and supportive, especially when it came to the people he worked with. Within the first week I had arrived I found myself falling for him. Worried that it might be another Woody situation, I held myself back and did everything I could to concentrate on work. But the damned man kept sucking me in. 

Then he kissed me, and it was game over. 

The second I found out that George was feeling the same attraction I was, the same deep connection, was the second that I no longer had a reason to hold myself back. I was completely and irrevocably in love with the man. 

Determined to keep a close eye on Viper, I followed his ass from room to room. The moment he realized I was sticking with him, his stance changed. He kept close, working right with me as we searched each room, his hands often brushing me or guiding me. 

I smiled softly at that even as my skin shivered under the freeze of his touch. 

We eventually came to one of the back rooms, an eerily bare room compared to the others. This one had a single bed and a dresser, a cold room in both looks and feel. 

I honestly wouldn’t have even noticed it if it wasn’t for the uptick of cold in the room. Following that cold, my eyes landed on the dresser. I found myself opening the top drawer to see it full of random items. There was no rhyme or reason to the mess, it looked like everything had just been tossed inside. 

Or swept. 

That’s when my eyes moved from the drawer to the bare top. One corner of the dresser wasn’t butting the wall like the other corner. Gripping the sides, I pulled it out. The sound of the dresser moving over the floor drew Viper to my side, his hands immediately there, helping me move it. 

“Fuck.” He hissed at the square hole we found in the wall. “Reaper, we have something. Back bedroom on the left side. Third in.” 

“On our way.” Reaper’s voice sounded in my ear. 

Clicking my goggles to night vision, I crawled into the hole. 

“Silver.” Viper hissed, following me inside. 

“All good, Viper.” I stated, crawling over the uneven ground that made up the tunnel, heading deeper and deeper until I came out in a small cavern. “We have a door.” 

The door to the side of the cavern was made from thick wood. It looked like it had been pieced together, set right into the rock. 

Viper followed me over to the door, examining it with me before bringing his gloved hand up to knock on the door. 

“Warish.” He called. “It’s the RSO.” 

It took a minute before a scraping sound signaled the door opening. 

Inside were eight very bloody people. Four males and four females. The grey-haired, black-eyed Warish was indeed one of them. 

“We found them, Reaper.” I whispered into the earpiece. “Eight alive.”

My gaze moved over the group, assessing injuries as I stepped into the small room and crouched down beside one of the males. He was lying on the floor, unmoving. His eyes were closed, the side of his head covered in blood. Pulling out my kit, I quickly cleaned and wrapped the deep gash I found. 

“I have one unconscious male that will most likely need to be transferred to the Base.” I informed Reaper as my hands moved over the rest of the unconscious male, assessing his neck and back for injuries. Once I was sure he was safe to move, I gave Viper a nod. 

Viper carefully lifted the unconscious male in his arms, carrying him out to the tunnel. 

“We didn’t have time.” Warish was shaking his head, his darkly haunted eyes moving over me. “We lost...everyone.” 

“Not everyone.” I informed the man, my face turning to the others in his group. “Eight is a good number, Warish.” 

“I lost...” Warish denied, his voice a hoarse crack before it gave out. 

“Come.” I started getting people up, gesturing for the group to head to the tunnel. “The rest of the team is waiting for us.” 

“I can’t leave her.” Warish whispered, watching his people limp and shuffle out of the small cavern. 

“We won’t.” I reassured him. “We can take her with us, bury her out at the Ranch.” 

“We can.” Reaper voiced through the earpiece, obviously hearing our conversation. “Smuggler. Pagan.” 

“On it.” Smuggler stated. 

It was only then that Warish started moving. His limp was distinctive, bringing my eyes down to his blood-stained leg and the rip in the thigh of his pants. 

One by one, I helped the group climb into the tunnel. It wasn’t until the last one, Warish, was crawling through that I climbed inside. 

Reaching the room we started in, Reaper, Ranger, and I helped the group as we made our way back into the main part of the base. Viper was still carrying the unconscious male. 

I had pulled Warish’s arm over my shoulders and was bracing his limping form. My whole body was freezing due to the chill radiating off of him. It was the same cold that Viper seemed to be carrying. 

Something inside of me told me that this very unnatural cold that they were carrying wasn’t a good thing. 

We eventually met up with Smuggler and Pagan. Smuggler had a sheet swathed body cradled in his arms. 

Amy, I was guessing. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 4

[image: ]


CASSIA

We made our slow way back to the ship’s cargo hold where Smuggler and Viper laid their bundles down. Warish collapsed beside the sheet, his agonized eyes staring down at it. 

The rest of the team headed up to the cockpit while I walked over to one of the other males, this one was gripping his arm in a way that told me it was probably out of socket. A quick assessment confirmed that for me. A deeper assessment of him told me that while he had obviously given one hell of a fight, he was relatively unwounded beyond some bruising. 

“Brace.” I warned the male as I gripped his arm. 

He gave me a sharp nod. 

With a hard twist, I reseated his shoulder, eyeing the way he handled the sharp radiation of pain I caused him. A simple hiss emitted around a set of clenched teeth. 

“I am so sorry, my love.” Warish’s voice rasped, drawing my attention from the arm I was wrapping to the male’s torso to Warish’s bent form. 

I couldn’t help but notice how one of the blood-stained females knelt down beside him, her own eyes dripping tears. 

“Get the fuck away from her.” Warish’s voice came out low, a guttural hiss that had the woman’s eyes flashing with a deep pain. 

“Warish?” She whispered. 

“You did this.” Warish’s eyes tilted up from under his brow, the reddish flash in their depths stabbing out at
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