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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.

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.

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.

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 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. 

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. Boasts clean and 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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REGAN

A deep groan had my head snapping up and me cursing. 

The sharp movement had the pain of last night’s overindulgence clanging through my swollen brain. My palms gripped my skull as my eyes squeezed shut. 

Once that pain steadied, I was able to feel everything else. And none of it felt good. Nausea twisted my stomach and burned in my throat. My whole body ached as the memories of the night before rose. 

Pain panged in my heart, mixing with the suffocation of regret. 

“Fuck.” That male groan hit my ears for a second time. 

Moving gingerly, I turned my head to see a dark male sprawled beside me. Dark and beautiful.

Dr. Ice Smith. A dark, mocha skinned male with dark brown eyes and dark brown hair. 

The man was beauty incarnate with wide, pouty lips, a sharp pointed jawline and the cheekbones to go with it, and a long straight nose. He had a set of slim hips and wide shoulders along with a cut musculature. Ridged muscles that boasted some very fascinating veins. Rounded pecs, scaling lats, tight abdominals, eight of them. The man kept himself in shape. And then there was that ass, hard, sharp.

The man had his palms pressed into his eyes, the blanket resting over what I knew to be a naked lap. His hands moved to grip the sides of his head as he slowly sat up. 

My heart gave a sharp, painful jerk at the sight of the anger that was practically written all over his body. Those dark eyes moved over to me, his lips tense. 

“What the fuck happened last night?” He growled, his eyes carrying an accusatory look. 

And there it was. He didn’t remember. 

Holding the sheet to my chest, I ignored the pain that flared throughout my body, especially in my very raw vagina, as I carefully eased from the bed. I wrapped the sheet around myself at the same time I stubbornly faced the fury of the man who woke up in my bed.

“What the fuck do you think happened last night?” I snapped at him. “You fucked me. And now, you obviously regret it.” 

“Obviously.” He scoffed, twisting around to search the floor for his clothes. “If I wasn’t fucking hammered this never would’ve happened. I wouldn’t have fucking touched you at all let alone stuck my dick in you.”

“Slow your roll there, asshole.” I cut him off before he could continue spewing his bullshit. “You were the one who insisted on walking me home. You kissed me. So, before you even think about blaming me for this, maybe try to remember how you kept pushing even when I told you to go back to your fucking partner.” 

I couldn’t believe that this happened. 

One night ruined everything. One night, and I lost everything. And I lost it all to a man who clearly hated me. 

“Yeah, well.” He snarled out, pulling his underwear up before rising from the bedding. “If I wasn’t so drunk it never would’ve happened.” 

“Do you seriously think I don’t know that?” I demanded. “That I don’t know how fucking unattractive you find me? You told me at least five times last night...”

“Then why did you let me fuck you?” His voice clipped out, his shaking hands yanking his pants on. 

I stared at him, my eyes burning into his. I wanted to scream at him, I wanted to shove all of my pain into his chest so that he had to live with it. I wanted to tell him everything. But I knew, I knew that it would ruin him. And I couldn’t do that to him, not to the good, sweet, protective man that I knew Ice to be. 

So, I simply gave him his own words back to him, “Because I am not just ugly, but I am also desperate.” 

His words. So many words that tore me apart while he...

No, I wasn’t going to think of that. I was just going to move past it, let it all go. I had to because I refused to hurt him. I refused to hurt him like he had hurt me. 

“Look, you can make all kinds of claims as to what I did or what I said last night, but the fact of the matter is, I don’t remember a damned thing. As far as I am concerned, you fucking used my intoxication to get your hands on me. And before you play stupid, I know how much you are attracted to me and him. I know that you have been wanting a piece of us since you started hanging around us. So, you can add fucking pathetic on top of all of the bullshit that makes you up.” Ice’s voice came out hard and cold. 

Tears burned in my eyes as I gave a self-derisive laugh. “I really hope that you never remember what happened last night.” 

“Me too. Now I need to go fucking shower your fucking skunk off of me before I go tell my partner how you fucked me over.” He grabbed up his shirt and stomped out. “Fucking disgusting.”

As soon as the flap to my tent closed my eyes turned down to the blood staining my bed, the burn of those tears sliding down my face. 

The pain I was barely holding at bay suddenly rose up. My vision glitched in and out of focus, my pained limbs feeling weak, shaking. The world spun around me, sending me collapsing to the ground. 

My head slammed into something hard, and the world went black. 

——————————————————————————————————
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“MOVIE NIGHT?” THE BLACK haired and green-eyed George Lee glanced over me from the desk he was cleaning up, his eyes latching onto the man sitting behind me.

“Yup.” The blond-haired, blue-eyed Collin Guillebeaux agreed in an excited voice.

Both men made it very obvious that they were ignoring me as they talked about their upcoming movie night with their friends. My fellow security officers right along with Ice and Strayde. All of them used to be my friends. 

They weren’t any longer. The second Ice told them that I used his drunk ass to get myself off those friendships ended. 

I became enemy number one. 

At least to them, I did. But then, they didn’t know the truth of what happened that night. And with Ice not remembering...it was for the best. 

As for me, I stayed as far away from the men as possible. While I still had to work with George and Collin, and we were all able to keep things professional, Ice and Strayde were a different story. I cursed the day I met them. I cursed the day I became friends with them. I cursed the day that they found out about my crush. I cursed everything to do with them. 

——————————————————————————————————
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“TIME FOR A SHOWER.” 

I watched as Grayson let Emery out of the cell he was spending the week in. The medium brown-haired and green-eyed Dr. Emery Sasklich was caught wandering around one of the dig sites, drunk out of his mind. And this was just the latest in a long run for the Archaeologist who was desperately trying to drown his sorrows in an attempt to forget the wife and daughters he lost in the pandemic. 

It was, however, the last straw. 

We were now drying his ass out before making a decision on whether he would be staying at the Ranch or if we would be shipping him back to the Base. 

“Thank fuck.” Emery cringed, giving himself a sniff.

He was thankfully sober, but he still looked like shit, his face pale and puffy, his eyes red rimmed. He also carried the distinct odor of stale booze. 

I shouldered Emery’s bag and walked at his side as Grayson led him out of the tent. Grayson Dodge was the head of Ranch security, a tattooed and pierced man with brown hair and hazel eyes. He was also a member of the First team at the Base, second in command.

We walked down the paths to the nearest shower tent pausing at the sight of Dr. Greg Patel, Dr. Jarod Farski, and two of the Nordic combat pilots, Erus and Xaxa. For some reason, all four of them were waiting outside the shower tent with their own bags.

“Seriously?” Grayson’s voice snapped out causing the four individuals to turn to us. “We picked this time because the showers are supposed to be empty.” 

“Well, they aren’t.” Greg denied, wincing, his eyes darting to Emery. 

It was then that the sounds coming from inside hit my ears. Pain stabbed deep in my chest at the familiar male voices, groaning with pleasure. Those heartbreaking groans were joined by the high sound a female’s cry of ecstasy. 

“What the fuck?” Emery breathed, his red rimmed eyes centered on the tent door. 

I was still trying to get passed my heartbroken shock when the side of Emery’s stiffened hand slashed out, connecting with a bruising violence on Grayson stomach. At the same time a large foot stomped down on my foot. 

I couldn’t hold back my surprised yelp at the sharp pain, Emery’s foot landed so hard that I felt something crack. The pain stole my breath, radiating up and down my leg. 

Grayson was groaning, clutching his stomach while I gripped my foot, hopping around in order to keep my balance. 

“Fuck!” Jarod’s yelp had my head snapping up to see him sprinting into the tent after Emery. 

Forcing my pain aside, I gritted my teeth and limped after the two. 

“WHAT THE FUCK?” Emery bellowed, his face red with disbelief and anger, his wild eyes staring at the sandwich happening close to the back of the room. 

“Oh my God!” I exclaimed, my eyes wide with shock as I stopped beside Emery, taking his arm in my grip. 

The scene I walked into was one that would be burned into my brain until the day I died. What was left of my heart ripped wide open, bleeding into my chest in a way that I was afraid would never stop. 

Two very familiar men, one dark, one light, had Dr. Bree Ellison held between them. A beautiful brunette with shining brown hair and hazel eyes, the woman had curves for days and definitely knew how to use them. They were all completely naked. Bree had three of her limbs wrapped around the dark man in front of her, her lips feasting on his. 

A heartbreakingly familiar man whose body I knew very well. Flashes of that night so long ago jumped to the forefront of my brain, replaying memories that I had done everything I could to forget. 

Bree’s free arm was wrapped around the pale man behind her who was kissing over her neck and shoulder. A tall man with dirty blond hair and a pair of icy blue eyes set under a heavy brow. The man was heavily tanned due to his exposure to the sun and was just as maddeningly gorgeous as his partner. A square, chiseled jaw with a wide nose and mouth. A thick, wide torso with heavy, round muscles. The man was built like a rugby player with pecs bigger than my boobs and six ridged abdominals. Thick, muscular thighs and a purely divine ass. All of which was straining with the pleasure his body was in the midst of seeking.

Both men were in the middle of thrusting deep inside the woman as she cried out with her pleasure.

Bree’s head snapped up at the sound of Emery’s voice, her eyes wide with horror, her hands frantically pushing at the two men. Botanists Dr. Ice Smith and Dr. Strayde Young. Both men immediately released Bree, quickly backing away from her with both their hands and dicks waving in the air. 

Dicks that my eyes automatically dropped to despite my mind screaming at me not to. 

Ice’s dark, muscular thighs surrounded the lengthy jut of his penis, the thin condom glistening with Bree’s juices. The soft pouch of his testicles was resting underneath the twitching muscle. The man was big, thick, a smooth length with a burnished cap.

As for Strayde, his dick was a distinctive length covered in twisting veins and capped with a pale pinkish beige head. His condom was slick as well, probably from the lube he used to fuck Bree’s ass. Even though he wasn’t as long as Ice, he seemed thicker, fatter and definitely more ridged.

“Uh?” Ice emoted, looking around with confusion while Bree stumbled towards Emery. Bree’s face was pale with fear and regret. 

As much as I wanted to run out there, I forced myself to stay and do my job. My heart was bleeding at the same time I wasn’t surprised. I wasn’t even surprised that they were fucking a woman who was already taken. These two men really didn’t give a flying fuck who they hurt.

See, Bree was dating Emery and had been for the last two years. It was well known throughout the Ranch that Emery was right on the verge to asking her to marry him. Or this was the rumor that Bree was spreading, as far and as wide as she could, in an attempt to force his hand.

Disgust raged forth, mixing with the pain stabbing into me. 

All of those emotions were immediately locked down, shoved deep, so that I could maintain neutrality. In this situation, to everyone involved, I was nothing. 

“Emery...” Bree’s voice came out in a shaking plea. 

“What the fuck?” Emery breathed, pulling his arm free of my hold as he backed away from the woman. His hands shoved her reaching hands away, his face pale with same disgust and pain that I was burying. “How fucking long have you been cheating on me? How long have you been lying? I fucking believed you when you told me that Kendra was lying. I took your side. I always took your fucking side. And I fucking blamed an innocent woman who was only trying to save me. Because of you!”

“No, no, please, Emery. I love you. And I want us to get married so that I can give that love to you every day. But you keep saying no. You keep saying that you will never remarry. I just, I needed to feel appreciated.” Bree’s voice stammered, rambling nonsensically, her voice flipping between pleading and accusatory. “You have barely touched me in the last month, always too drunk to get it up. I have needs you know.” 

“Is she for real?” I hissed out quietly, my disgust for the woman overriding my control. I seriously couldn’t believe the bullshit she was spewing.  

“Seriously?” Ice stepped up, his voice furious, his eyes narrowing angrily at Bree. “You told us that you and Emery were done. Otherwise, we would’ve never even thought about taking you up on your offer.” 

“Right.” I whispered sarcastically, rolling my eyes. I didn’t believe a word out of his mouth. 

“Bullshit.” Emery snapped out, his voice high with his anger, his hands gesturing wildly. “If I was drunk all the time, it was only because you insisted that we always have those stupid fucking parties. Parties where you consistently fed me drinks. You were the one who pushed that, always making sure I had a drink in my hand. Fuck, you probably did it so that I would pass out and you could run off to your lovers.” 

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Strayde and Ice disposing of their condoms before searching for their clothes.

“I am so fucking tired of always being second! Second to your work, second to your ‘friends’, second to your stupid fucking dead wife and kids! You never put me first! Not once! I fucking love you and all you did was treat me like shit!” Bree screamed out her accusations. 

“Oh, fuck no!” Jarod snapped out. He stepped over to stand between Emery and Bree, bending over until his face was level with hers. “He treated you like a fucking princess! He went against his friends, he pushed everyone away, he hurt innocent people, because he fucking believed in you. And the fact that you knew what you were getting into when you started with him makes all of this so much worse. He fucking told you that you would never have his whole heart. But desperate little Bree couldn’t handle that, could you?” 

Grayson stomped by me, his face a thunder cloud of anger. Strayde and Ice were now fully dressed, their shower bags repacked.

“Get your shit, you are done.” Grayson barked at Bree, pulling Jarod’s furious body back and taking his place. 

“Emery...?” Bree whispered out her plea, her hands attempting to reach around Grayson.

Jarod caught Emery’s arm and pulled him back, away from the woman and towards the door. 

“Goodbye, Bree.” Emery’s voice clipped out. 

“Get her fucking gone, cheating bitch.” Ice spat out, his voice furious, disgusted. He and Strayde followed Emery and Jarod to the door, stomping right passed the pleading woman.

“Now, Bree!” Grayson’s voice whipped out, causing the woman to jump.

Grayson and I stood over the sobbing woman as she got dressed and packed her stuff. By the time she was done and Grayson relieved her of her coms, her crying had stopped. 

“Escort her.” Grayson ordered as we led the silent woman from the tent.

I took her arm in my hand and escorted her to her tent. I stood by and watched as she packed up her bags before I escorted her to the AT where her ride home was waiting. 

Thankfully, the woman didn’t say a word the whole time. 

Once the ship carrying her was gone, I turned to limp my way to the Medical tent.

——————————————————————————————————
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“REGAN. HOW ARE YOU doing today?” Dr. John James asked as he stepped into the small room. 

The Medical tent was set up with a desk right by the front entrance. A number of shelves and another desk hidden behind a screen ran along the one side. That was John’s desk. Along the other side was a large sink and a stretch of locked countertops holding various pieces of medical equipment. Three exam chairs were set down the middle with two rooms at the back holding beds and rolling tables. Those rooms had the ability to be closed or open.

I was currently sitting in a hospital gown within one of those closed rooms. As much as I hated being there, I didn’t have a choice. My yearly medical assessment needed to be completed so that I could continue working. 

Working. 

That’s all my life had become. Working and training. 

The one bright point was that Wings agreed to train me on the helicopters. According to him, I was a natural. 

As for the rest, did any of it really matter? 

Did anything matter anymore? 

Everyone was running around, finding their love, their happiness, making world changing discoveries. And I was simply existing. 

“I am alive.” I told him. 

“Regan.” John’s low tone had me sucking a deep breath in. 

“Dr. Daniels says that I have something known as passive suicidal ideation.” I shared with him. 

“I am not surprised.” He narrowed his eyes on me, the pupils dark. “I still don’t understand why...?” 

“Because.” I cut him off before he could continue. “Because it doesn’t matter. None of it does. I told you, he doesn’t remember. And if he wasn’t as drunk as he had been none of it would’ve happened. None of it.” 

“Regan.” John sighed softly. “I get that you want to protect him. And I get that you just want to leave it all behind. But the thing is, you aren’t. Grayson told me that you are basically just going through the motions. Collin and George...” 

“No, Dr. James.” I snapped out. “Just...leave it.”

“I am sorry, Regan. I just worry about you.” His eyes dropped, his brow furrowing. “It shouldn’t have happened.” 

“A lot of things shouldn’t happen. But they do.” I reminded him. 

“True.” He nodded slowly and continued on with the exam. “What will you do if he remembers?” 

“I will leave.” I whispered, rubbing at the pain in my chest. 

“Maybe you shouldn’t wait.” Dr. James noted. 

“I have nothing else.” I slowly shook my head. “Not anymore.”
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REGAN

STOP WATCHING HIM!

Tearing my eyes from the man who was currently talking to Grayson, I forced my gaze back to the game I was playing. 

Grayson was sitting at his desk while the darkly attractive man stood in front of it. 

Ice was back for like the fifth time, asking for permission to head up to the rim of the bowl that surrounded the Ranch and its Investigations. A bowl of jagged ridges, something we now knew was formed by the impact of some unknown object that crashed here eons ago. Around 22, 000 years ago to be more concise. 

And, for the fifth time, Ice was being told no. 

While the Ranch was protected by a mile wide energy bubble lent to us by the Andromadans, the rim was not. It was so much wider, measuring at around twenty kilometers in diameter.

Dr. Smith was the bane of my existence. A man I once erroneously considered a friend, someone I cared about deeply. I now had zero use for him or his partner. 

Not anymore. Not after that night. 

As for his partner, Dr. Strayde Young. Yeah, I wasn’t going to even touch that one. 

God, I was so stupid. 

Since the moment they got here and I first laid eyes on them, I had been drawn to the two attractive men. When George and Collin befriended them, I ended up being pulled right into the group with them. 

Friends. That’s what I thought I had. For the first time in my life, I had people inviting me to spend time with them, wanting to get to know me. 

I can’t lie, there was a certain amount of attraction on my end, something that only grew the more I got to know the Botanists. But, in the end, having friends and people who actually cared about me trumped any feelings that I developed. This turned out to be smart as I quickly came to the realization that they didn’t see me like that. There would never be anything more than friendship between us, which was honestly fine with me. 

I was just happy to have people who cared about me. And I loved it. That friendship. I loved getting to know them, I loved hanging out with them. I loved being their friend. 

I can’t lie, it kind of stung to know that they were developing interests in other women in the hopes of completing the triad they both seemed to desperately want. Beautiful women, women who I had no way of competing with. I pushed those feelings aside and concentrated on just being there for them, doing everything I could to support them. 

Yup, all kinds of stupid, right here. 

I honestly should’ve just walked away right then and there. But I didn’t. I didn’t want to lose what little I had. I didn’t want to lose my friends.

Unfortunately for me, I still ended up losing. One drunken night, and I lost everything. All because of one little yes. 

Ice might as well have ripped the bleeding heart from my chest and sliced it to pieces. It would’ve hurt less. That pain was debilitating in a way that I never knew pain could be. And as a soldier, part of the second team at the Base, I knew pain. I knew torture. 

This, them, all of it was so much worse. 

That pain just never stopped, stabbing deep every time I laid eyes on one of them, the sight of them a keen reminder of how much I lost because of Ice. 

“I can see that you are hard at work.” Ice’s smooth tone hit my ear, maddeningly drawing my attention out of my game and to the looming presence of the male bent over the side of my chair. This was the first time that one of them had spoken directly to me in months. 

And I couldn’t help but wish that it wasn’t happening now. I just knew that this would end badly.

Ice was way too close for comfort. He had one of his calloused hands pressed into the desk beside my mouse while the other was gripping the back of my chair. In that moment, the only thing I could think of was that I was thankful that I was leaning forward in the chair. I was having a hard enough time with the heat of his breath brushing over my suddenly very sensitive ear. 

The very last thing I needed was to feel him touching me. Touches that always burned. They used to make me feel warm, happy. Small little glancing touches that while I never initiated, I always relished. Now it hurt, those touches, that burn. It was like grabbing a hot pan out of the oven with your bare hands. 

Shoving those feelings back down to where they belonged, I forced myself to close down, to not feel anything.  

Feelings fucking hurt. Everything fucking hurt.

“I can’t help you, Ice.” I stated tonelessly, refusing to turn my head and meet his eyes. Yeah, that wasn’t happening. Not with how close he was to me. Disconcertingly close. “You will have a better chance with George.” 

“I didn’t ask.” His voice sounded upset.

“You were going to.” I stated accurately. 

See, I knew him. I knew that when he wanted something, he was like a dog, latching on and refusing to let go. The only times he did let go was when circumstances forced him to.

Well, I could be just as stubborn. 

Out of everything I could use to define myself, my strength was the one thing I claimed the most. Mind you, what does that say about me? I wasn’t pretty, I wasn’t talented, I had average intelligence. I wasn’t particularly warm and fun like other women. And I was definitely not feminine. I was a soldier. That’s what I was good at, but only because I was highly trained. 

“You owe me.” His voice took on a hard tone. 

“I don’t owe you fuck all.” I snarled quietly. 

“That’s not what my memory tells me. My memory seems to want to remind me of how you fucking used me when I wasn’t in my right mind. You practically raped me, Regan...” My mind blanked at that, his words disappearing under the roar in my ears. 

My heart stuttered in my chest, my lungs seizing. My eyes burned, my body shaking violently. My whole body felt numb, ice cold. 

“Ice, back the fuck away from her. Now!” Grayson’s sharp tone slashed through the panic, clearing the descending darkness from my eyes. 

It was that tone, the one that had a soldier automatically paying attention, that brought me back. My limbs tingled as life returned to them, my mind scrambling to deal with the pain slashing through me. This wasn’t going to happen. I wouldn’t let myself break. 

Ice was glaring at Grayson as he slowly backed away from me. 

“Grayson?” George scowled at Grayson from his desk in front of mine. 

“No.” Grayson held his finger up to George before that finger moved over to point at Ice. “Get the fuck out of my Security tent.” 

I took that painful stabbing sensation in my chest, twisting that pain, adding it to my strength. I was good at that, taking pain and using it to make me stronger. This particular pain helped me remember that I didn’t need anyone. I was independent and I had a good job that I enjoyed. I had the sunshine and heat of the Ranch. I had my training. I didn’t need anything else. 

I forced my burning, almost watering, eyes to stay glued to the screen and not watch Ice prowl away. A smooth, long-legged gate that was almost hypnotizing. Both him and his partner walked the same way, and it drove me nuts. 

The sound of the tent flap snapping signaled his departure enabling my tensed muscles to finally relax. 

“What the fuck, Grayson?” George practically yelled. “He’s right...” 

“He’s wrong!” Grayson bellowed, his face red with fury. 

“Grayson.” I jumped up from my desk, desperate to stop him before he gave anything away. 

“No, Regan. Enough of this.” Grayson pointed that finger at me. “He just accused you of raping him and this dumbass is fully on board with that accusation.” 

“She took advantage of him when he was drunk.” George defended. 

“And what about her?” Grayson spun to George. “She was just as drunk as he was that night, wasn’t she, George?” 

George paled at that, his eyes darting between Grayson and I. “She was.” 

“So, why is it all on her then? Why is it her fault? He doesn’t even fucking remember that night, George. But she does. Now tell me, while Ice is running around screaming rape, has she said one fucking word to you about that night?” Grayson snarled at George. “If she was the rapist in that scenario, why did I walk into her tent to find her unconscious on the floor, her body bruised all to hell, her bed covered in blood?” 

“It wasn’t covered.” I denied. 

“Shut it.” Grayson snapped at me. 

“Are you saying...?” George’s voice came out in a gasping strain. 

“No.” I clipped out, wildly shaking my head in denial. “That is not what he’s saying. No one was raped that night.” 

“Regan.” Grayson shook his head in disappointment at me. 

“I said yes, Grayson. There was no rape.” I shook my head in denial. “I agreed to it.” 

“You agreed to sex with a man you were attracted to. You did not agree to being used that way.” Grayson spat out.

“What? How?” George stammered. 

“Ice plays at being a dominant. Something he didn’t inform Regan of before he tied her to her bed.” Grayson snarled. “Before he...”

“Enough!” I shrieked, tears sliding down my face, my chin quivering. Both men stared at me, their faces surprised at the high pitch in my voice. “Enough. Please.” My voice shook, begging Grayson to just leave it alone. “Just, stop.”

“Regan...” Grayson sighed, his brow furrowed with regret. 

“Just leave it, Grayson.” I cut him off. “I need to patrol.” 

“You do.” Grayson nodded, his darkened eyes watching me check my utility belt and adjust my uniform as I practically raced from the stifling tension of the Security tent. 

The blue uniform that we wore, a button up shirt and a pair of slacks, both of which were made from a stretchy, moisture slicking material, somehow stayed cool under the extreme heat of the sun. Added to that was the black boots, the thigh holsters for my guns, and the utility belt that carried my baton, pepper spray, taser, extra bullet cartridges, and handcuffs. 

Pulling my security hat lower over my face, protecting not just my tearstained face from being seen but my eyes from the blazing heat of the afternoon sun. 
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CHAPTER 2
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REGAN

My mind wandered as I traversed the village. 

During the day it was usually fairly quiet, calm, with the odd emergency every now and then. 

The Ranch village consisted of dirt paths edged with twinkling lights that turned on at night to help lead the residents. Around fifty residents. 

The village was made up of tents. Highly durable, weatherproof canvas tents of various sizes. Depending on how many people lived in the tent was how big the resident tents were. As a single person, mine was one of the small versions. 

Then there were the office tents, some bigger like the Security tent, some smaller. These depended on how many people were working out of them and how much space they needed to do their jobs. 

There was the Medical tent run by Dr. John James and his Nordic wife, Fain. The shower tents that consisted of wooden and canvas stalls, benches, built in countertops with sinks, and an attached tent for the porta potties. There was also the odd porta potty set throughout the village. 

There was the Cafeteria tent with tables and benches along with a buffet line. This tent also had another tent attached for the kitchen. 

The AT, the giant cement pad and the huge Aeronautics tent up on the hill at the side of the village. This housed and maintained the Nordic combat pilots’ spaceships. It was headed by mechanic Ambrose Sokolov who worked it with another mechanic, Harper Darwish. 

Then there were the
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