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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. Their abilities tended to be based around the elements. 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. 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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KENDRA

“We all do, Kendra. It is fucking pathetic. When will you get it through that thick fucking skull of yours, I am with Bree. I don’t need your fucking ‘support’. We aren’t friends.” Emery’s voice was cold, hard, his red-rimmed eyes the same, while his arms were crossing his chest. “I was never your fucking friend. In fact, just the thought of you being around me makes me fucking sick. I honestly never wanted anything to do with you. I only put up with your ass because of the others. If it was my choice, you would be long gone and out of my fucking life. I mean, what the fuck are you even still here for? It’s not like we need three fucking Anthropologists here.”

Those words played in my head, over and over again, as I frantically raced down the path. I was so done with this fucking place. And I was done with him. 

I had done everything I could to support a man I thought was my friend. I tried to protect him. Only to be vilified because of his girlfriend.

I could still remember the good times with him, the happy times that had drawn me to him. An attractive man, smart, caring, open. He had been so nice and friendly. We would sit together and talk late into the night, sharing our finds and our love for Anthropology with one another. One night, he even opened up and shared with me about his wife and kids. Something he didn’t share with anyone. 

I truly liked the man, and not just as a friend. I started to have deeper feelings, I mean, the man was admittedly very attractive. I knew that my budding attraction wasn’t returned, he was still very much in love with his deceased wife. That and, well, I was me. I wasn’t attractive. I was at most average, not to mention shy, awkward, self-consciousness. Yeah, I was that girl.

After that night, the night he shared with me, that’s when he changed. A drastic turn around that told me that he regretted sharing so much with me. 

He regretted me.

He started to date Bree, and our times together diminished and changed. That hurt, in more ways than one. I tried, though, I tried to hang on and be a good friend. 

I failed.

It was no longer just us, spending quiet times together, and instead became parties with a number of different residents in attendance. At first, they were fun, open discussions with a drink or two. They eventually turned into very clicky affairs where I was shunted more and more to the side. I couldn’t count how many nights Allison sucked me into going with her only to abandon me the second we got there. I would sit in the corner while Allison and Bree would whisper to one another and Emery would joke with the other attendees. 

I hated it. 

I hated the way Bree constantly shoved her relationship with Emery in my face, making snide comments both to my face and behind my back. Emery was quick to jump on that bandwagon, Allison was slower, but she too eventually followed in Bree’s footsteps. Despite how hard I tried to hide it, everyone seemed to glean onto the fact that I had a crush on Emery. A crush that quickly disappeared the second he started dating Bree. 

So, I stopped going to those parties, right along with a number of others who found the parties to be a distraction to their work. Emery and Bree still found people to come to their parties where Emery would get completely drunk, and Bree would crawl all over him until he passed out. 

I couldn’t lie, it was just as heartbreaking as it was disgusting. 

All too soon, Emery was even drinking on the job site. Not that anyone but me knew since he always hid his booze in his water bottle. A fully functioning alcoholic. 

The more he drank the meaner he got, the meaner Bree got, the meaner Allison got. And yet, I stupidly tried to stand by my friend’s side, to support him. I tried to talk to him about his drinking. I told him about the day Greg and I saw Bree cheating on him. She was in one of the shower tents with the two Botanists, Dr. Ice Smith and Dr. Strayde Young. 

Emery didn’t believe me. Not with Bree’s denial in his face and a bottle in his hand. And the one person who could’ve backed me up with that truth refused to get involved, staying silent throughout it all.

Fuck him. 

Fuck them all.

Racing into the Investigation tent, I kept going until I was standing right in front of Bane Darwish’s desk. Bane was the onsite head of the Ranch. A liberated zombie, someone who is, was, brainwashed and controlled by the Drako and the Bosses. The highly scarred Bane had white hair with two dark streaks and one eye, his other eye was covered in an eyepatch. 

“Bane, I, uh, I was talking to Emery and Bree today and they mentioned something that kind of helps me out. You know how my team has been asking me to return, how they found something big in the Carpathians. Well, Emery pointed out that you guys really don’t need three Anthropologists out here, and he’s right. So, I made my decision.” Unhooking the borrowed coms device from around my wrist, an all-in-one communication device that was assigned to us the moment we arrived at the Ranch, I handed it over to him. “I am leaving. Tonight, please.” 

“Kendra?” Bane’s very keen eye studied me, seeing my red eyes and stiff face.

“Bane.” I shook my head. “I am asking to leave. And I am asking to do it as soon as possible. Without any questions.” 

“Allison...” He mentioned. 

“No, Bane. She’s set here, she just needs a good lead. Give her a good lead, Bane, and she will be golden.” I advised him. “Me, I am...I don’t fit. I am the best option. Plus, I have a team who is waiting for my return. They need me, you don’t.” 

“All right, Kendra. But if you ever want to return...” Bane sighed sadly. 

“Thank you, Bane.” I cut him off, backing towards the tent entrance. 

“Go get packed, I will inform Ambrose so he can be ready to fly you out.” Bane nodded slowly. “It truly has been a pleasure having you here with us, Kendra. I hope you know that.” 

“Thank you.” I repeated, giving him a stiff smile before darting out. 

I ran back to my personal tent and bent my head to the coms that was attached to my other wrist, the one linked to the Greek base I came from. Tapping over the screen, I brought up the reports I had been sent on the new dig, quickly scanning them before turning to my contacts. Opening up a channel on my coms, I waited for the person on the other end to answer. 

“Ah, darling, I was waiting to hear from you.” Eskal’s Scottish accent rolled into my ears. 

“Are we set?” I asked him. 

“We are just waiting for you, darling.” He stated, his voice a soothing balm to my heart. 

“Give me an hour and I will be there.” I smiled, missing him. Missing both him and Rielle, my best friends. “I just have pack up.” 

“Gotta love those spaceships.” Eskal laughed. 

“Oh yes, see you soon.” I emoted. 

“You will, darling.” He closed the channel. 

Moving as fast as I could, I shoved everything I owned into three bags before taking a quick detour to the Anthropology tent for my tools. With my bags set over my shoulders, I ducked into the tent and made my way back to the desk I had been assigned to. 

The tent was a long stretch, made from the same, highly durable, weatherproof canvas that the rest of the village tents were. A village made of these very tents, all different sizes of them. 

The desks sat along the back wall, facing outwards. They were split up by shelves filled with supplies and books. Bins were stacked along one of the sides and the numerous worktables that were covered with artifacts and equipment ran along the other side and down the middle.

Grabbing my workbag with all of my tools, I made sure I had everything that was mine packed inside. Good to go, I spun to the door only to find it blocked by Emery. 

Medium brown hair, crystalline green eyes made all the brighter by the dark tan he boasted. A sharp, pointed jawline with sharp cheekbones, smooth, sculpted lips, a hooked nose. The man was far too attractive even with his sunken, reddened eyes and his pallid, scruffy appearance. And that wasn’t even mentioning his wide shouldered and slim hipped swimmers build and his muscular ass. The man really did have a good ass.

“What are you doing?” He sneered, lifting the bottle hanging from his fingers to his lips. 

“Nothing.” I hissed, charging forward in hopes of brushing past him. 

I jerked backwards when his hand whipped out to grip my chin. “It doesn’t look like nothing.” 

“Let go.” I demanded, trying to shove the painful burn of his hand from my face. 

His fingers only tightened further, jerking me closer as his head bent to mine. His face stopped, his lips centimeters from mine. My heart stuttered with how close he was, and my eyes dropped from his. My lungs felt strained, breathless. 

Emery had never been this close before. So close that I could feel his breath on me. Hell, I could taste his breath. 

“See.” He whispered, his tone carrying a painfully derisive bent. “This right here is why you are pathetic. You just can’t seem to get it. You really are too fucking stupid. I mean, what on Earth would give you the idea that I would ever be attracted to a fat, disgusting thing like you? I honestly have no clue how someone could be overweight in this day and age.” 

His words beat at me, ripping into my heart and soul. My eyes burned with the pain of my tears, my heart shrinking more and more. 

“I watch you eat, and I get physically ill. It’s like watching a pig eat. All I can think is ‘oink oink’ and how you shouldn’t be eating food someone else could really use. Every time I see you waddling that fat ass through the fields, I am disgusted.” 

My pain twisted deep inside of me, the pain of his words. I felt them radiating through me, a mirror to my own secret thoughts and feelings. 

“All of that wobbling and rolling fatty flesh is revolting. Not only are you a disgusting excuse of flesh but you are incredibly fucking dense, stupid. A pathetic, slobbering, idiot who continues to beg for attention despite being told to fuck off numerous times. How you got your doctorate is beyond me. Stupid and ugly. Pathetic and fat. I wish I had never met you, you fucking stink. Your fucking stink is everywhere, all over everything I touch. And I hate it, I fucking hate your stink. I feel like it is coating me, and I will never get it off. It’s nauseating.” 

Something snapped inside of me, and I found myself shoving him so hard that not only did he release me, but he stumbled backwards, tripping over his feet to fall to the ground. 

“What the fuck?” He practically yelled. “You stupid...” 

“Karma’s a bitch, dickhead, and I hope you fucking choke on it.” I spat at him, stomping passed him. 

Within an hour, I was safe in the Carpathians, breaking into a million small pieces in my best friends’ arms.

————————————————————————————————————————————-
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I WAS IN THE MIDDLE of dropping down into the deep cavern that housed the Carpathian find, as we were calling it. 

It was a fantastic find, a temple holding the burial of a long-forgotten emperor. The people of the time had somehow carved the temple deep within one of the mountains. While the cavern that the temple was in was huge and open, getting there was a challenge which was why we were requested. 

My coms going off had me locking down and opening the channel. 

“Bane.” I greeted the man on the other end.

“Did you get the information I sent you?” He asked in a soft tone.

“I am kind of in the middle of something at the moment, so no.” I shook my head, returning to my efforts to lower myself down. 

“Can you do me a huge favor and look them over as soon as you get the chance?” He asked before pausing. “What is that noise?” 

“That would be my rope. I am currently dropping a hundred feet down into a cavern, Bane.” I informed him. 

“Look, I know you don’t want anything to do with us, uh, Emery and Bree and them, but things have changed. Jarod, Greg, and Allison, they were kidnapped by Drako’s. We were thankfully able to find Jarod and Greg. They are alive and healing. But Allison is still missing. Bree is gone, she was removed from the Ranch after numerous incidents, and Emery is sober. We had to forcibly dry his ass out. But the things we are finding here, we really need your team on this, Kendra.” Bane explained. “We need cave divers.” 

Well, that explained why Allison suddenly stopped answering my emails. My heart hurt for the woman, and I prayed that she would be found quickly. The horrors of the Drako and their torturous experimentations were not to be born. 

Allison used to be a friend, a good friend, right up until Bree got her claws in the poor, innocent woman. After that, Allison became Bree’s guard dog. 

Unlike Bree and Emery, though, after I left Allison reached out to me and apologized. Yes, it was just through email, but she told me how sorry and stupid she had been, putting her trust in the wrong people. While we were no longer friends, I had forgiven her and kept up our communications. 

“When it comes to cave diving, I work with my team, Bane. You are going to have to go through my team leader on that.” I stated bluntly. 

“Eskal Moonrise? He already turned us down. In fact, he basically told us to fuck off. Mind you, this was before we knew you were a part of his team. We found out pretty quickly when he let loose on us.” Bane sighed. 

“I can’t help you with that one, Bane. As I said, I am not the team leader, and I don’t dive alone. Doing so is extremely stupid.” I shook my head, my feet touching down on the rocky ground. 

“We found a pyramid in the rim, Kendra.” Bane’s hissed whisper had me pausing. “We can’t get to it yet. There is a kind of cave system that was, uh, created, carved out, I guess, it used to lead to it, but it is now blocked by a cave-in. The samples we took from it are showing to be over 20, 000 years old. It’s an amazing find but we need professionals on this.” 

Now that was interesting. 

“I will look over the information, but I am not agreeing to anything. And, even if I do, we are in the middle of a dig right now and won’t be available until it is done.” I stated firmly. 

While it did sound like a fantastic find, the thoughts of returning to the Ranch and seeing all of them, seeing Emery again, hurt more than I was willing to acknowledge. 

I knew that I was awkward, shy and socially inept. I knew that long before Emery and the others brought it to my attention. My ex-boyfriend was very keen to point that out to me when I caught him cheating on me. 

Mount had been my high school sweetheart turned fiancé, right up until that fateful day. I was twenty at the time and had returned to the base from a dig to find that the boy I had loved and been in a relationship with for the past seven years had slept his way through the base. In fact, he had been sleeping around on me for the last four years, cheating on me for over half of our relationship. We had been engaged to be married at the time, since I was eighteen, right before the pandemic.

Mount ended up knocking up one of the women he was cheating on me with and they were now married. Unfortunately, that didn’t stop him from cheating on her. 

As for me, I hadn’t been back to my home base for over two years now and I wouldn’t ever return if I had a choice. 

“That’s all I can ask.” Bane sighed. “Thank you, Kendra.” 

Closing the channel, I turned to my waiting team. Eskal had his arms crossed, an unimpressed look on his face. Rielle was slowly shaking her head in disbelief. “Those fuckers just don’t give up.” 
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KENDRA

“You need to come back.” Rielle’s voice came through the earbud in my ear. 

“Why the fuck would I want to do that?” I asked, wanting to roll my eyes. 

I was just wrapping up the Carpathian dig while Eskal was on his way back to the base in order to deal with his brother’s death. Earlier today we received the news that Mount had died during a raid. 

As for Rielle, she had not been on vacation, researching our next dig like she had told me she was. No, she had apparently taken it upon herself to check out the Ranch, something Eskal agreed to. She arrived to find out that she was a Nordic connection, and an Andromadan conversance. A triad that was with one of the Nordic combat pilots that now lived out at the Ranch and one of the security personnel, Collin Guillebeaux. 

This meant that she was now a resident of the Rocky Mountain Base. Fortunately, she was still a member of the team. 

I could remember the quiet, taciturn Collin with his blond hair and blue eyes. He was now, somehow, an Andromadan. A frankly impossible change in DNA and race but here we are, living in an impossible world. I had to admit, though, the Collin I remembered seemed like a good fit for my adventurous friend. She definitely sounded more settled and happier than I had ever heard her. 

“Because I need someone to go through the cave systems with me and Eskal is busy dealing with Mount. We need to find a way to dig up under the pyramid so they can get inside and shut off the security system.” She explained. “If you don’t come, I will be doing it all by myself.” 

“Are you seriously trying to blackmail me?” I laughed. 

“Of course, I am. If you can’t blackmail your friends, who can you blackmail? Now get your ass here and lead us through.” I could practically see her rolling her eyes.

“And Eskal is fully on board with all of this?” I questioned her. 

“It was his idea. He wants you as far away from the base and Mount’s bullshit as possible. Thusly, the Ranch.” She explained. 

“For fuck sakes.” I sighed wearily.
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EMERY

I couldn’t sleep. 

This wasn’t unusual for me. 

Ever since I quit drinking, sleep had been hard to come by. 

Whenever I was able to fall asleep, a certain golden woman would enter my dreams. At first, she was crying, begging, her face filled with the pain I was delivering. My heart screamed at me to stop hurting her, but I didn’t. 

As the weeks went by, those images changed, becoming darker, more erotic. 

Lips, tongues. Hands, fingers. Touching, tasting. Bodies in motion, connecting in the most elemental way. I could feel the silk of her hair surrounding me, drawing over my flesh, her hands caressing the shiver of my skin, her body moving, dancing with mine. 

I would wake up in a sweat, on the verge of coming. 

The more it happened, the more I realized that there was no more running, no more denying. There was only determination.

Instead of tossing and turning all night, I decided to wander down to the Anthropology tent and get some work done.

The cool dirt of the path beneath my feet was familiar, soothing. The tent village was silent for the night, the only people awake were two of the security personnel. 

The Ranch was now a village that housed around sixty residents, boasting weatherproof canvas tents of various sizes. The dirt paths that snaked throughout were sided by strings of lights and newly planted greenery. 

The Archaeology and Anthropology tents were just beyond the edge of the village, set in a long line with the backs facing each other and the front entrances facing outwards. 

Stepping into the Anthropology tent, I paused at the sight of a woman bent over one of the tables, examining one of the artifacts that we found in site F. 

Kendra’s head whipped my way as I stepped into the tent. 

Thick golden blond hair and whiskey brown eyes, olive skin with a square jawline, a straight nose and high cheekbones with a set of plush lips. The woman had some wicked curves, a bubble of an ass with lusciously perky size D breasts. If her waist wasn’t so tiny and her limbs weren’t so muscular, she would’ve looked overweight.

I knew that she had returned late last night but this was the first time I had laid eyes on her.

I was so fucking stupid and selfish. I did everything I could to drive Kendra away, a woman who was the closest thing I ever had to a best friend. She was so nice and sweet, so understanding. 

And she scared the shit out of me. 

So much so that the second Bree came on to me, I was all over her, sinking myself into her in an attempt to forget myself. 

I had loved my wife, desperately, deeply. My beautiful Alexa with her dark hair and warm green eyes. When I lost her and our girls, I felt as if something died inside of me. Everything turned dark and grey, numb, for years. 

It wasn’t until I shared my pain with a very understanding woman with golden hair that I started to see colors again. Colors that were a clear betrayal of Alexa and her memory. Colors that I couldn’t bear to see. 

The pain of my betrayal overrode my senses and sent me into a tailspin. The woman who once was a friend very quickly became disgusting to me, a defensive instinct that rose in an attempt to protect myself from the pain. 

Looking at the woman before me, that pain was now gone, replaced with a different pain. This one deeper, more damaging to my soul. This was the pain of knowledge. 

In my attempts to not betray Alexa, I abused an innocent woman. I had become no better than my brothers, a man seeking to deliver as much pain as possible to those that didn’t deserve it. 

That pain was all twisted up with the deep, no longer deniable need I felt for her. 

On the plus side, I had finally come to terms with the fact that Alexa was gone and that I was still here. While I would always love Alexa, in a way, I now knew that she wasn’t meant to be my be all and end all. 

Walking over to the table, I bent right over Kendra, my hand pressing into the hard surface, my face even with hers. 

“Hello, Kendra.” I hissed softly, my eyes drawing over her frozen face. 

“Hello, Emery.” She whispered back, her eyes dropping from mine, her face turning back to the table in an attempt to dismiss me. 

“I have to say.” I leaned even closer, my lips inches from her ear. I could see the way her chest trembled as she tried to draw a breath in, the way her hands shook from my nearness. A jolt of joy stabbed into my chest at the realization that she was still affected by my presence. I could work with that. “As surprised as I am to see you working so late, I am overjoyed to get the chance to have you alone.” 

“You need to back off and leave me alone, Emery. I am not here to be your punching bag.” Her voice tumbled out, edging with worry and anger. 

“No, you aren’t.” I fully agreed, rising up to my full height and turning around to lean my ass back against the table, crossing my arms. “I know why you are here. And I am going to take advantage of that by saying that I am sorry. I was an unmitigated asshole who decided that running and drowning himself was a better option than actually appreciating the people he was lucky enough to have in his life. Not Bree, mind you, but everyone else. Especially you.” 

“You...are apologizing?” She looked slightly shocked as she jumped to her feet and stumbled backwards, away from me. It was a wary, defensive move, one that had her putting distance between us. My arms tensed, wanting to reach for her. I really wasn’t a fan of that distance.

“I am.” I shrugged, watching her every move with a sharp eye. “The pain became so bad that I tried to drown myself in alcohol and what I thought was harmless relief. Unfortunately, it didn’t work. No matter how much I drank, no matter how much I fucked, I couldn’t stop the pain. I used Bree and I used my words to put that pain on you. It wasn’t until after I found out that you left, and that the woman I had inadvertently placed my trust in had in fact betrayed me, that I truly realized what I did to you. I did indeed choke on karma.”

Those tearing words I had spewed at her that day echoed in my mind, mixing with the agony that paled her face. The hate in her eyes when she shoved me still stabbed at my heart. I did that, I destroyed her to the point that she hated me.

“Uh, ok.” Kendra whispered, her untrusting eyes darting around as if searching for a way out. 

I slowly straightened from the desk, shifting around until I was effectively standing in her way. “And now you are back, and Bree is gone, and I am no longer in pain. Well, not that specific pain, not anymore. See, while you were gone, I finally found it in myself, with some help from Dr. Douglas, to let Alexa and my daughters go. I am finally able to move forward with my life without living as a ghost to their memories. I have you to thank for that.” 

“I, uh, I am glad.” She stuttered. 

A corner of my lips tilted up at that. Kendra always stuttered and stammered when she got nervous. It was something that I once made fun of her for but now I found it adorable. So adorable that I found myself prowling closer to her, pushing right into her space. Her eyes widened and her feet scrambled backwards only for her to be trapped by the table. 

“I, uh, I should leave you to your work.” She emoted, her body shrinking away from mine, her desperate eyes darting to the door. 

“Why?” I asked, bending the loom of my body down until I was crouched low enough to dig in the bin of waiting artifacts that was tucked under the table behind her. I played it off as if that was my direction all along. “I thought you were working on the knife.” 

Her head jerked towards the table before snapping back to watch me dig out a number of pottery shards. My face was inches from the center of her thighs, my arm reaching around her legs. I was close enough that she could feel my heat, the radiation of my unyielding presence. “I, uh, yes, um, I was

























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
EXTRA ELEMENTS SERIES

N5 -t
X - /
—
y AA Vel =~k ~>=





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





