
[image: ]

Copyright Page

The Unit That Took Me: A Savage Military Reverse Harem Romance with Ghosts, Guns, and Lust
By Natalia Rosewood
All Rights Reserved ©2025 Natalia Rosewood.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Author’s Note: All characters in this story are fictional and 18 years of age or older.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1: The Order

Chapter 2: Taken by the Ghosts

Chapter 3: A Cage of Concrete and Fire

Chapter 4: Silence in the Barracks

Chapter 5: The Cold One Speaks

Chapter 6: Dog Tags and Dead Eyes

Chapter 7: My First Night in the Bunker

Chapter 8: Secrets Buried in Ammo Crates

Chapter 9: Red Lights, Rough Hands

Chapter 10: The Mission Inside Me

Chapter 11: Sparks in the Firing Range

Chapter 12: Ghost Protocol

Chapter 13: Their Pain, My Weapon

Chapter 14: Stolen Intel, Stolen Kisses

Chapter 15: The Sergeant’s Soft Side

Chapter 16: Scar Maps

Chapter 17: Training Me for War

Chapter 18: I Break First

Chapter 19: Healing Isn’t Gentle

Chapter 20: The Enemy Within

Chapter 21: A Night Without Orders

Chapter 22: When He Called Me His

Chapter 23: Under Camouflage, Under Skin

Chapter 24: They Let Me Touch the Guns

Chapter 25: Collateral Damage

Chapter 26: Laced Boots and Loose Morals

Chapter 27: The Jungle Returns

Chapter 28: Tied in Twos

Chapter 29: Secrets on Their Skin

Chapter 30: I Should Hate This

Chapter 31: Flashbang Heartbeats

Chapter 32: The General’s Offer

Chapter 33: Infiltration

Chapter 34: Ghosts Don’t Cry

Chapter 35: But He Did

Chapter 36: The Kiss That Undid Me

Chapter 37: Escape Plan Echo

Chapter 38: I’m Not Leaving

Chapter 39: The Unit That Stayed

Chapter 40: All of Me, All of Them

Sign up for Natalia Rosewood's Mailing List

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The Order
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The envelope was unmarked, but it carried a presence that made the air in the hangar shift. Cream-colored and smooth, it was a signal only one kind of man recognized—those who no longer existed on any ledger or list. Ghost Unit. Elite, erased, lethal. No rank. No name. Just mission.

It was tossed onto the metal table with the sound of finality. No one wanted to touch it first. In Ghost Unit, hesitation wasn’t weakness—it was instinct. You didn’t fear the envelope. You feared the consequences of what it contained. Eventually, Ryker opened it. Of course, it was him. The silent one. His fingers moved like he was disarming a bomb, yet his face betrayed nothing. Ryker didn’t do emotion. He did distance. Precision. Death.

He scanned the document, eyes narrowing just slightly. Then he passed it to Hawke, whose brow furrowed before the words even hit his brain. The man radiated volatility—power housed in pure rage. He read faster, jaw tightening, breath thickening.

Grayson took it next, lounging against the table edge like it was all a game. His smirk never wavered, but his knuckles whitened as he read.

“Civvy,” Hawke growled. “What the hell is this? Since when do we ghost civilians?”

Ryker said nothing. The document had answered that already.

Grayson tossed the paper back on the table. “She’s not just some random. They want her gone. And off-record. That means she's seen something.”

“Or done something,” Hawke snapped. “We eliminate high-profile threats, not fucking girls with laptops.”

Grayson’s eyes sparkled with something unhinged. “She’s flagged red. That means top-level clearance. You don’t get that by accident.”

“Or maybe someone up the chain has something to hide,” Hawke muttered, pacing now. “We’ve done dark jobs, but this one stinks.”

Ryker finally spoke, voice low and coarse, like gravel dragged over steel. “She’s the target.”

No one questioned it out loud, but doubt hung in the air like smoke.

They deployed six hours later. No chatter. No names. Black gear, silenced weapons, boots that made no sound on wet pavement. Ghost Unit moved like mist, in and out with no trace.

Their destination: a crumbling safehouse in a city that had forgotten how to sleep. I was inside, unaware of the ghosts closing in. I’d been hiding for weeks, living off grid, peeling back encrypted layers of something I never should have found. Government secrets, private military operations, files buried so deep only a fool would stumble across them. I was that fool.

The first hint that something was wrong came with the cold in the air. Not natural cold—this was precision. The kind of quiet that came before gunfire.

Grayson dropped through the skylight like a wraith, grinning as he landed soundlessly behind me. I spun, grabbing for the Glock beneath the desk, but Ryker was already there. One hand clamped around my waist, the other securing the barrel of my gun before I could aim. He moved like smoke, like inevitability.

“Don’t,” he said, voice a whisper that cut through me.

I pulled the trigger anyway. Click. Nothing. It had been emptied. Tampered.

Grayson clucked his tongue. “Cute. But we’re not here to kill you.”

“Bullshit,” I spat, struggling against Ryker’s iron grip. “You’re Ghost Unit. You don’t miss.”

“Not missing,” Ryker said. “Rerouted.”

“Rerouted?” My heart pounded. “What the fuck does that mean?”

“Orders changed,” Hawke growled as he stepped into view. He was a wall of muscle and storm clouds, radiating tension.

“You’re kidnapping me?” I hissed. “Why?”

“To keep you alive,” Grayson said, sauntering forward with all the casual charm of a viper. “Which is weirdly considerate of us, considering your file says you’re a dead woman walking.”

I kicked, fought, screamed. But Ryker pressed something to my neck. A needle, maybe. Cold. Burning. Then everything went soft. My vision tilted, the world spun, and the last thing I saw was Grayson’s smile.

“Sleep tight, hacker girl.”

I woke up to darkness. Not the pitch black of night, but the manufactured dark of subterranean security. The room was silent except for a steady beep—something monitoring my vitals. No windows. No doors that weren’t locked from the outside. My legs were restrained with a tactical strap. My arms were free, but weak. I blinked. Concrete walls. Steel beams. Military-grade surroundings.

I wasn’t dead.

But I wasn’t free either.

The door opened, and the air changed again. Ryker stood in the doorway, watching. Hawke entered behind him, followed by Grayson, who carried two steaming mugs like this was a fucking brunch and not a kidnapping.

“Morning, sunshine,” Grayson said, handing a mug to Hawke. “She’s awake.”

“Why am I alive?” My voice cracked.

“Because we decided not to kill you,” Grayson said with a shrug. “Yet.”

I tried to sit up, but Hawke’s glare pinned me in place.

“You were flagged for elimination,” he said, crossing his arms. “Someone powerful wants you erased.”

“Why?” I asked. “I didn’t do anything. I found a file. That’s it.”

“You found the file,” Ryker said. “And it wasn’t just data. It was a kill ledger.”

My stomach twisted. “So it’s true.”

“It’s more than true. It’s damning.” Hawke’s voice was a thundercloud. “And now you’re a liability.”

I shook my head. “Then why didn’t you kill me?”

“Because we don’t follow blind orders anymore,” Ryker said.

Grayson leaned against the bed rail. “Because sometimes ghosts go rogue.”

They watched me for hours. I asked questions. They answered some. The rest they ignored. What I learned was this: Ghost Unit had been sent to kill me, but something about the order had spooked them. Now they’d taken me to an off-grid bunker, a place even the government couldn’t trace. And I was their hostage—or maybe their guest. The lines blurred fast.

I tried to escape. Once. Hawke caught me before I’d even breached the ventilation system. He pinned me to the floor with one knee, his hand pressed to my throat.

“You run again,” he growled, “and I’ll break your legs.”

Ryker said nothing. He just stared, as if memorizing every detail of my face.

Grayson smiled, lips brushing my ear. “We like you better alive. But don’t push it.”

I stayed. Not by choice, but because choice had become irrelevant.

They fed me. Watched me. Studied me like a problem they weren’t sure how to solve. And slowly, terrifyingly, I began to realize I wasn’t afraid anymore. Not of them. Not of this place.

I should have been.

But something about the way Ryker watched me—like I was a puzzle he needed to solve before he unraveled—left me breathless. The way Hawke’s anger masked something darker, something wounded, made me want to peel him open just to see the damage. And Grayson—fucking Grayson—was chaos wrapped in charm, danger dipped in sugar. Every time he called me sweetheart, I hated how my pulse jumped.

I wasn’t safe.

But I didn’t want to be safe.

I wanted to understand why they’d spared me.

And maybe—God help me—I wanted them to never let me go.
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Chapter 2: Taken by the Ghosts
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The hum of the underground bunker settled deep into my bones like a second heartbeat—low, constant, and always there, reminding me I was no longer anywhere near freedom. There was no sky above me. No wind. No noise except for the ever-present buzz of electricity and the sound of my own breathing, which felt louder than it should in the silence these men carried like weapons.

I hadn’t seen sunlight since they took me.

I didn’t know how many days had passed. They’d confiscated everything—my phone, my watch, even my hair tie, as if even that was a potential weapon in my hands. They moved me from the room with the restraints to something more open, but not less secure. There were no windows. Just four concrete walls, a bed, a small sink, and a camera in the corner that never stopped blinking. Watching. Always watching.

The door opened with a hydraulic hiss. I didn’t move. I’d learned not to react too quickly. They were always testing me—how fast I flinched, how long I held eye contact, how I responded to silence. The Ghost Unit might’ve spared me, but they didn’t trust me.

Grayson walked in first, spinning a keycard around his finger like he was playing a game. He wore a black T-shirt and combat pants, muscles flexing as he leaned against the doorframe. His grin was all teeth and charm, the kind that made you forget the danger—until it was too late.

“You eat yet?” he asked casually, as if we were roommates and not jailer and prisoner.

“I’m not hungry.”

“Pity.” He kicked the door shut and strode toward the bed, dropping into the chair beside it. “Because you’re going to need your strength.”

“For what? More questions?”

Grayson leaned forward, elbows on his knees, eyes glinting with something unreadable. “No questions today. Today, we start integration.”

My stomach twisted. “What does that mean?”

Before he could answer, Ryker stepped in. No sound, no warning. Just there. As usual. His black tactical gear didn’t even shift when he moved—he was made of shadows, stitched together with cold intent. He didn’t sit. He stood in the corner like he was part of the structure, hands behind his back, eyes pinned on me.

“We need to know what you know,” he said flatly. “What files you accessed. What you decoded.”

“I already told you. It was accidental. I didn’t understand what I was looking at.”

“Doesn’t matter,” Ryker said. “You saw something.”

“I didn’t keep it.”

“You’re still alive,” he said, voice like a scalpel.

Hawke entered last. His presence shifted the air in the room. Everything about him was a threat—the way he moved, the way his jaw clenched, the way his eyes never stopped assessing. He didn’t speak. He didn’t have to. One look from him made it clear: this wasn’t a request.

“Let’s go,” he said after a long silence.

“Where?”

Grayson smiled wider. “Time for a field trip, sweetheart.”

I didn’t resist. What would’ve been the point? They were faster, stronger, trained to eliminate people without a trace. I followed them through a series of corridors, each one more fortified than the last. My bare feet slapped against cold cement as we moved through the bowels of the bunker. Cameras tracked us. Red lights blinked. Somewhere above us, the world carried on.

They led me into a chamber lined with computer servers and glowing monitors. A control center, judging by the satellite feeds and encrypted comms bouncing across the screens. It looked like the inside of a military operation, but one scrubbed from any government record. This place didn’t exist. It couldn’t.

Hawke handed me a chair, none too gently. “Sit.”

I did. Grayson leaned over me from behind, his breath warm against my neck. “We’re going to play a little memory game. You tell us what you saw. What you remember.”

“And if I don’t remember?”

Hawke crossed his arms. “Then we dig.”

My fingers trembled on the desk. Ryker turned one of the monitors toward me, pulling up fragments of images I hadn’t seen since the night I ran. My breath caught. Documents. Names. Kill orders. Some were redacted, others not. I recognized some of the faces—politicians, military officers, mercenaries. People who weren’t supposed to exist anymore. Some of them had died mysteriously. Others just disappeared.

“I didn’t understand what it meant,” I whispered.

“But you kept digging,” Ryker said.

“I thought it was just corruption. Government shit. I didn’t know I was reading a death list.”

Grayson’s voice softened just a little. “And then you ran.”

“They killed my handler. Burned down the safehouse. I didn’t know who to trust.”

Hawke’s face darkened. “You did the right thing. You just did it too late.”

“I never wanted this.” My voice cracked. “I didn’t mean to find anything. I’m not a threat.”

Ryker knelt beside me. It startled me. I hadn’t seen him move. One second he was across the room, the next he was inches away, staring straight into my soul.

“You’re already a threat,” he said. “Because you’re still breathing.”

I looked away, but his hand came up to my jaw, forcing my gaze back. He didn’t hurt me. He didn’t need to.

“Whatever you saw, you’re part of it now. That can’t be undone.”

Grayson pulled back slightly. “But it can be controlled.”

“You’re going to keep me here forever?”

Ryker stood, towering. “We’re going to keep you safe.”

“That’s not safety. That’s prison.”

“Depends on how you look at it,” Grayson said.

Hawke finally moved from his post and stepped toward me. I tensed as his hand landed on the back of my neck, heavy and firm.

“We’ll train you,” he said. “You’ll learn to handle yourself. Learn to survive.”

“Why?”

Grayson’s grin dropped. “Because someone’s coming. Someone worse than us.”

I stared between them. “Who?”

“Whoever gave the kill order,” Ryker said. “It wasn’t us.”

“So... you’re saying you’re protecting me?”

Hawke nodded once. “Until we figure out who wants you dead. And why.”

I leaned back, pulse pounding. They weren’t lying. I felt it. These men were dangerous, deadly, possibly insane—but not liars. And that scared me more than anything.

Back in my room, I sat for a long time staring at the concrete walls. My mind spun with questions. What had I seen? Why was it worth killing over? And why had these ghosts, trained to obey without question, suddenly broken the rules?

The camera in the corner blinked again. Red. Watching. Recording. I stared at it, then stood and walked to the wall, placing my hand flat against the cold surface.

“You already took me,” I whispered.

And somehow, the worst part was—I didn’t want them to give me back.
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Chapter 3: A Cage of Concrete and Fire
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They gave me clothes that didn’t belong to me—dark gray cargo pants, a fitted tank top, and boots that felt too heavy for my feet. Military surplus, obviously. Everything smelled like oil and iron, like it had been pulled from a weapons cache instead of a closet. No mirrors. No windows. No time to breathe.

I hadn’t been outside since the night they took me. My body remembered the sky, but my skin had forgotten the sun. The walls around me weren’t just made of concrete; they were built from secrets and smoke and silence, each layer meant to keep something in—or out. I still didn’t know which.

When the door opened that morning, it wasn’t Ryker or Hawke or Grayson who stepped through. It was someone else. A woman.

She was tall, lean, with sharp blue eyes and hair pulled into a braid so tight it looked like it might slice flesh. She didn’t introduce herself. Just looked me up and down like I was a puzzle she wasn’t sure was worth solving.

“Training starts now,” she said.

I blinked. “Training for what?”

“To keep yourself alive.”

I didn’t argue. The truth was, I didn’t want to feel helpless anymore. Whatever this place was, whatever these men were hiding, I couldn’t afford to be the soft thing in a world of blades.

She led me down a hallway lined with steel-reinforced doors. One was open, and inside was a gym built for warriors. Sandbags hung from thick chains. Weight racks lined the walls. A shooting range lay beyond a plexiglass wall, and to the right, a padded floor for hand-to-hand combat. It didn’t look like a place for training. It looked like a place for breaking people.

She tossed me a set of fingerless gloves. “Name’s Reza. I’m not one of them. But I owe them.”

I pulled the gloves on, flexing my fingers. “Owe them what?”

“My life. Don’t make me regret helping with yours.”

She started with basics—stretches, form, posture—but her gaze never softened. When I slipped or hesitated, she didn’t yell. She just stared, unblinking, until I fixed it. She didn’t need to raise her voice. Her silence did the work for her.

“Why are you really here?” I asked between breaths, wiping sweat from my brow.

Reza cracked her neck. “Because you're not a civilian anymore. You’ve been marked. That makes you part of something bigger, whether you want it or not.”

“Part of what?”

She didn’t answer. Just motioned for me to try a take-down on the dummy. I failed the first time. The second. The third. Then she came behind me, adjusted my hips, corrected my stance.

“Again,” she said.

This time, I nailed it.

Hours passed. My muscles ached in places I didn’t know existed. Sweat soaked through my clothes. My lungs burned. But for the first time since I’d been captured—taken, whatever—I felt something close to control.

Later, they brought me to the range.

Ryker was already there, methodically dismantling a rifle. His movements were clockwork, robotic, flawless. When he saw me, he didn’t smile or speak. He just handed me a handgun and stepped back.

I looked at it in my hands. Heavy. Real. I’d held weapons before, but never under these circumstances.

“Safety off,” he said. “Arms up.”

I followed the commands. Fired. Missed.

He didn’t react.

“Again.”

The noise was deafening. Bullet after bullet after bullet. I began to lose track of how many I’d fired, how many times I’d missed, how often he corrected my stance with a firm hand on my elbow or waist. He didn’t look at me like a prisoner anymore. He looked at me like a student. Maybe even a soldier.

Grayson showed up halfway through the session, holding a paper target riddled with holes. “Well, well. Our hacker’s got some bite.”

I rolled my eyes. “You’re late.”

He smirked, and his eyes sparkled with something like mischief. “Wanted to see if you'd blow your foot off first. But look at you—deadly and sweaty. It’s a good look.”

“Shut up,” I muttered, but I didn’t mean it.

That night, they didn’t lock my door.

I noticed it around midnight, when I got up to use the bathroom and the latch didn’t click back into place. I paused, hand on the knob, heart racing.

It could’ve been a mistake. Or it could’ve been a test.

I opened it.

The hallway outside was dimly lit. The bunker was never fully dark. Cameras blinked at intervals, following every movement. I stepped into the corridor, my feet bare against the cold floor. My breaths sounded too loud.

I didn’t know where I was going. I just moved. One foot in front of the other, drawn by the itch in my brain that had never really gone away—the part of me that needed answers. Not just about why I was here, but why they’d chosen to keep me alive. What secrets were they hiding?

I passed rooms I hadn’t seen before. Armories. Map rooms. A room with a dozen locked lockers, each tagged with initials I didn’t recognize.

I was nearing the operations center when I heard voices. Low. Urgent.

I crept closer, until I could just make out the words.

“She’s not just a data breach,” Hawke was saying. “She’s bait.”

My heart skipped.

“You think they’re using her?” That was Grayson. “Like a fucking tracking device?”

“No. Worse,” Hawke said. “They think she’s the leak.”

I froze.

“She’s not,” Ryker said then. Calm. Certain.

“You sure?” Hawke’s tone sharpened. “Because if she is, we’re all dead.”

“She didn’t know what she accessed,” Ryker said. “She doesn’t have the skills for a
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