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AND LET US BEGIN
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Humanity needed help.

The Drako, a faction of extraterrestrials including deadly and advanced lizard-like creatures, were slowly influencing Earth’s politics for decades. For some reason only known to them, they finally decided to take complete control of humanity, or at least try to. 

First, they released a disease. The spreading pandemic kept changing, mutating even as we struggled to eradicate it with vaccines. 80% of the human population died. That’s when the Drako came out of hiding and commenced their occupation of our planet. 

The cities and more populated areas became deadly battle grounds. Many of those that weren’t killed in the ensuing conflicts were enslaved. Experimented on, fed upon, tortured. Many were lost. Too many. 

The survivors that managed to stay free reverted to guerilla warfare. They banded together and continued their fight from hidden bases. Fortunately, humanity found out that they weren’t as alone in this fight as they thought. 

Something called the Andromadan Alliance, enemies of the Drako, extended their hand in aid to the surviving humans. Groups of the Nordic race descended to the human bases to join the humans in their struggle. 

The Nordics are a light-colored race of extraterrestrial beings that were the first to appear. As it turns out, just like the Drako, they and their counterparts had been watching Earth for a long, long time.

The Rocky Mountain Base, where we are located, is hidden deep inside one of the mountains along that extensive ridgeline. It is jointly run by both Lysander, a Nordic, and our human leader, Malachi. Lysander is the liaison between the Andromadan Alliance and the humans, while Malachi runs the human side of things. They seem to work together well.

——————————————————————————————————
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WHAT ABOUT THE RANCH?

THE RANCH, OR THE PLACE that was once known as the Skinwalker Ranch, was liberated from Drako control by Coren and Blaze.

Coren is the oldest son within the Andromadan Guardian family. Blaze is his human Conversance. The other half of his soul. The two of them were kidnapped by the Drako and brought to the Skinwalker Ranch where they were drugged and tortured. It was there that the duo found out about the humans that were working with the Drako. 

With the help of Blaze’s long-lost brother, Bane, they were able to free themselves and destroy that group of Drakos and the Ranch they inhabited. It was then that the Alliance was free to take control of the Ranch and start investigating the site and its ancient underground megalith.

Underground tunnels and caverns built to harness and distort the lay lines of the Earth. This power was fixed and returned to where it belongs by Coren and Blaze when they and Bane took over running the Ranch investigations.

Even though the area is no longer a magnet for extraterrestrials, the Alliance is still investigating the area and the secrets it hides.

——————————————————————————————————
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HARVESTING THE FUTURE

MARKO, THE HEAD OF Operations and his now fiancé, River, along with pilot Merc Banyon, aka Wings, and weapons expert Dean Marshal, aka Scope, flew up in an Andromadan spaceship in order to attempt to hack into the Drako systems. 

This was of course supported by not just the Base but the newest Andromadans to arrive at the Base, the Ancients. Four siblings that were part of the Ancient ruling family of Andromada, including the heir to the throne himself, Madron. 

The group succeeded in their endeavors to harvest Drako information but ended up paying a steep price. They crashed and were trapped in the dangerous Peruvian jungle for weeks on end, running and hiding from the Drakos who tracked them. 

Fortunately, the group was eventually recovered and returned safely to the Base. As for the harvested information, that is proving to be extremely helpful. 

——————————————————————————————————
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SHIFTING RACES

THE HORSE, BAILOR, turned out to be a little more interesting than the Base residents thought. As an equine divergent or more commonly known ‘shifter’, Bailor came out of hiding in order to claim his soulmates, Bane and Harper. 

After a slight disagreement with Bane’s family, the Andromadan Guardians, the newly formed triad moved to the Ranch and took over the day to day running of the investigation.

While everything resolved itself between Bane and his family, the troubled man was finally given the support he needed to heal from his time being controlled by the Drako Bosses. This helped Bane accept his gift and his guides in way that would help lead him and the humans follow their destiny. 

In the protection of his triad, Bailor introduced the Guardians and some Base members to another type of humanoid divergent, the canines. Specifically, wolves.

————————————————————————————————————————-
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NO LONGER EARTH BOUND

MANY THINGS WERE REVEALED from the Harvest collected by Marko and River. One of those things was an encrypted file detailing an underground lab. A lab that was originally human run but was turned over to the Bosses at the beginning of the Drako occupation. This lab housed dozens of humans that boasted different sorts of psychic ability. 

When Malachi and his team, plus a couple extra members, went in to retrieve the imprisoned humans they quickly found that the lab didn’t just house humans. Locked away on the very lowest levels of the underground labs lived deadly creatures that were only ever described in myths and legends. These beings were all, unfortunately, freed on the night in question. 

Amongst the chaos, one very unique woman was found.

This woman immediately connected with Catro, the youngest Andromadan Ancient. A male, that once complete, showed that he, like Royce, wasn’t completely human, but was a reincarnated Angel.

——————————————————————————————————
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HYBRIDS

HELLO, CASPER AND TAB. 

After a Drako aerial attack on the Ranch, a Hybrid child was found within the wreckage of one of the downed enemy ships. An innocent human/Gray, two-year-old boy, Tab, who was protected and taken in by Dr. John James and his Nordic partner, Fain. 

A week later the couple came across another boy, Tab’s older brother, five-year-old Casper whom they also adopted as their own. 

The two children were being raised in the cold, emotionless custody of the Drako and displayed the Gray’s extreme mental skills. Fortunately, the empathetic human side of the boys was strong within them. This helped John and Fain, as well as many others, teach the boys how to use their abilities for protection instead of control. 

Love instead of hate.

——————————————————————————————————
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JURY DUTY

THE PLEIADEANS HAVE arrived. 

A race of highly advanced ancient beings that have the ability to turn into pure energy. Balance and neutrality are the name of their game. They don’t care who or what you are as long as your presence is intrinsic to the health of the Universe as a whole. 

In order to make effective decisions, they make use of juries. A team that preforms in-depth investigations on the place or people in question, aka Earth. The jury studies and records everything, all of which is relayed to the judge. The judge is the one who makes the final decision regarding the continuation of the investigation subject. The judge is also the one who performs any actions needed when it comes to their final judgements. 

While the Pleiadeans are considered myths due to their extreme secrecy, it is proven to be intrinsic to the survival of a specific jury member, Elapidae, that is the catalyst to them revealing themselves to the residents of the Rocky Mountain Base. 

This revelation unsurprisingly comes with extreme guidelines. Fortunately, those guidelines do not involve the maintenance of neutrality when it comes to the love that some members of the jury are finding within the Base.
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CHAPTER 1
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GRAYSON

I slammed out the screen door and raced through the weed covered backyard. I aimed my ass for the rusty metal broken gate. My feet scrambled over the uneven ground and dodged around mounds of rusted out toolboxes and boxes of electrical supplies.

Unfortunately, I wasn’t fast enough to avoid the glass beer bottle that was whipped at my head. 

Crying out with pain, I stumbled before straightening out and sprinting out of the yard. At the same time, I grabbed the side of my head right behind my ear where I felt the skin burst open under the unforgiving glass. 

I was done with this shit. So over all of it. 

Today was just like so many other days. Nothing new, nothing interesting. 

My father came home from work, hours late and drunk out of his mind. I heard him returning, hell, the whole neighborhood heard him returning. He yelled and cursed at everyone he saw as he clomped up the stairs and into the house. 

I sighed, my eyes squeezing shut when that yelling changed and became aimed at the ‘tit sucking waste of splooge’ that fucked up his life. Aka: me. 

He stomped and tripped up the stairs and pounded on my bedroom door with his heavy fist. Hard fists that I was very familiar with. His slurring voice demanded that I come out and clean up the hell hole that was our house. While my recently acquired deadlock held firm the previously cracked jamb burst open under his pounding. 

I cursed my luck right before cocking my arms protectively over my head.

It took the fucker seconds to jump on me, his painful fists landing blow after blow onto my desperately rolling body. I fought back as much as my thin fourteen-year-old limbs could, which wasn’t much. Something about being malnourished. I took a number of punches to my torso and three good hits to the face before I was able to kick his drunk ass away. 

Moving fast, I finally succeeded in rolling from my bed and lurching to the door. 

Luckily for me, he may have been fast in his drunken fury, but his perception was completely off. 

I fell down half of the stairs in my frantic rush to get the hell away from the man who was now screaming that he was going to kill me. Once I hit the bottom, I staggered to my feet and sprinted out the door. 

Despite the way my head was spinning, I found my way to the abandoned barn on the outskirts of the town. I found the barn about three years ago and used it to hide and get away from the violence that was my home life. Over the years, I spent a lot of time rebuilding it and maintaining it. While it didn’t have heat or power, it did have running water. 

Once I was there, I dug out the first aid kit I kept there and used the old, cracked mirror in one of the side rooms to clean myself up. My cheek and lip were split, and my eye was swollen closed. The ripped laceration behind my ear had bled a fucking river. So much that drying blood covered the whole side of my neck and torso. 

Stupid head wounds.

I probably should’ve gone to a doctor, but they would want to make a report and call my father. Just like they did last time. 

Flipping open the cooler I kept hidden there, I pulled out a water bottle and a sandwich. After consuming both, I laid down on the bed I made out of straw and an old sleeping bag and tried to get some sleep.

I told you, a regular day in the Dodge household.

The next day at school, the teachers were nice enough to give me a pass on my homework. Probably due to the black bruising that covered my swollen face. The other kids even kept clear when they usually wouldn’t. 

Lately, everything had gone from shit to even shittier. 

The friends that I used to have, and there was a lot considering the fact that I was a pretty friendly guy, suddenly decided that I wasn’t cool enough for them. 

My clothes were too old and ragged, most of them ripped and stained. I didn’t have a phone or a computer or a gaming system. I didn’t even have TV. Then there was the tetanus inducing walls I barely called a home that probably should’ve been torn down years ago. 

In the last year, I found myself not just dodging my own damned father but a large number of kids I went to school with. Bigger, healthier boys that actually got to eat on a daily basis. 

After school the next day, I snuck back into the thankfully empty house, packed up as much as I could and tied it to the back of my bike. It took me several trips with a number of duffle bags before I had everything I needed packed out to the old barn. 

Then it was off to work for four hours as a dish washer at a local dinner. It wasn’t much, but it was money I desperately needed. 

Two weeks passed as I made my home in the barn. 

I couldn’t tell how I truly felt when none of the local officials came to drag me back to my father’s. Relieved, sad, scared. Pick one. None of my teachers mentioned it either. But then, other than my healing bruises, there was no outward sign that I was living in a rundown barn. 

——————————————————————————————————
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I HISSED AS MY TAPED fist slammed into the heavy punching bag that was hanging from the ceiling in front of me. The gym was dark and silent, already closed for the night. 

Since I worked as a janitor here four nights a week, I was allowed to use the gym after it closed, before I cleaned it. This was something that I regularly took advantage of.

Although, I was pretty sure that the owner of the gym, Sean McKinnon, was on to me. 

I could tell that he suspected something, ever since the day I showed up and asked for the job a year and a half ago. I had just finished an unscheduled meeting with a group of three large boys who decided that they wanted to ‘talk’ to me. Needless to say, I was fairly bruised and bloody.

Sean took one look at me and grimaced as he reluctantly agreed to bring me on. 

It was the same with the tattoo and piercing parlor that I cleaned the other three nights. Scott, the man who owned that shop took my word for it when I told him that I was eighteen. Thus, I got all the free tattoos and piercings that I wanted, mostly from apprentices.

“I have to say, Grayson, you are starting to look good.” Sean stated, stepping out of the shadows of the gym. 

“Fuck.” I grasped in surprise and pressed my hand to my chest. “I thought you left.”

“Nah, inventory night.” Sean chuckled and pointed a thumb towards the storage room. “Seriously, though, you have come a long way from that skinny little asshole who showed up a year and a half ago. I haven’t even seen any new bruises on you in a couple months.”

“Yeah, something about taking on a tattooed and pierced guy makes people a little wary.” I shrugged as my lips cocked up in one corner. Resuming my stance, I began working the bag again.

“You are also getting pretty built considering how tall you are.” He pointed out the ropes of sharp muscles that were starting to define themselves along my torso and arms. “How much are you pressing now days?”

“One fifty.” I stated honestly.

“That’s pretty good, kid.” Sean crossed his arms and leaned back into the wall. “I have a question for you.”

“Yeah.” I huffed, adding some knees to my punches. 

“What are your plans? After school?” He questioned curiously. 

I scowled at him as I stated bluntly. “To get the fuck out of here.” 

“I think I can help with that.” Sean led, his eyes expertly running over my form. “Bring those knees up higher. I have a friend in the forces.”

“What? Are you a recruiter now?” I shot him a narrow-eyed look, my knees smacking into the bag higher just as he directed. 

“Nope.” Sean denied with a chuckle. “But it’s something to think about. It could be the perfect fit for you. Brothers and sisters in arms. You get a home, a paycheck, training, even college if you want.”

Brothers and sisters. 

Those words rang though my head, stuck on repeat. I wanted that. I missed having friends, people in my corner. As much abuse as I went through in the past, it was all so much easier to bear when I had friends. Now that I was enemy number one, I was finding life to be very lonely. 

That loneliness was the biggest reason I wanted to get out of this town and get a new start somewhere where no one had ever heard of me. 

“Fine.” I grunted out my answer as my fist smashed into the bag. 

“I will call him and set up a meet.” Sean nodded slowly. 

Three days later, I met with Sean and the man, Sergeant Crisco. 

I spent those days thinking about everything. I wasn’t stupid, I knew that it wasn’t going to be easy. In fact, life in the forces was probably going to be violent and traumatizing. But then, that’s what my life had already been up until now, so it would be nothing new. 

What would be new was the fact that I was protecting my country. And I might finally have someone in my corner. 

Brothers and sisters. 

That thought clinched it for me. I was going to join the forces. 

“Grayson Dodge.” The Sergeant smiled in greeting and held his hand out to me. 

I shook his hand with a quick two pump as I eyed the straight lines of the uniformed man. 

“You were right, the kid definitely has character.” Sergeant Crisco grinned at Sean. 

“Is that going to be a problem?” I asked, my eyes narrowing on him. 

“Not as much as your age and homelessness.” Sergeant Crisco hinted. 

I rolled my eyes towards Sean as I crossed my arms. “Seriously?”

“I heard some things around town and got curious, so I followed you one night.” Sean shrugged nonchalantly. 

“You are going to be seventeen when you graduate and unfortunately, we cannot take an underaged kid.” The Sergeant stated, his voice firm. 

Digging out my wallet, I flipped it open and pulled out the fake ID I had hiding behind my real ID. 

“How the fuck did you get this?” The Sergeant demanded, his eyes narrowed on the plastic card I handed over to him. 

“What are you talking about? That’s my ID.” I stated, my voice firm, my eyes hard. 

Sergeant Crisco studied me for a long moment before a proud grin crossed his lips. He handed the card back to me as he shook his head. “Well then, Grayson, how do you feel about joining the forces?”

“Where do I sign?” I grinned. 

The day after I graduated, I was shipped off to bootcamp. I spent my first five years with a team that ended when we were caught in a horrific firefight with enemy soldiers. Out of the team of ten men, five ended up dead and four were severely wounded. 

I was the only one who came out with minor injuries, thus I was transferred to a new team. A broken team that was in transition. 

The old team leader was killed during an Op in a way that forced most of the traumatized team members to seek transfers or put in for honorable discharges. All of them other than the new team leader who just so happened to be the old team leader’s second. 

Malachi DeMarques was a serious man and a great leader.

He was also my best friend. Or at least as much as he would allow. Those boundaries of his were a very real thing. And I couldn’t stop myself from respecting those boundaries even if they created a wall between me and my best friend. 

Brothers in arms. That was him and the rest that joined the team within the next year. We all fit together, working in a synchronicity that had the higher ups watching us. All too soon our team was relocated from general forces to high security, undercover Ops.  
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GRAYSON

Soft whimpering drew my attention. I shifted up onto my elbow until I was looking down the end of the bed. I blinked and rubbed my eyes when I saw a woman kneeling on the ground. 

At least I thought it was a woman. 

She was covered in blood and bruises. She had metallic markings on her face, like someone had tattooed lines and designs in a way that accented what little features I could make out. Tears were falling from her catlike indigo eyes. Her indigo hair was dirty and matted, stained with the same blood that striped her face and body. 

Her long, clinging shirt and black pants were ripped and torn around even more injuries. She was staring up at me with those beautiful, heartbreakingly wet eyes, silently pleading. Her torn hands were reaching for me. 

My heart stopped beating for the longest moment, restarting with a rush of breath. I felt her, there inside of me. She was mine. Mine to care for, mine to protect. Mine. And even as bruised and beaten as she was, I could feel her beauty radiating over me.

Her head darted to the side and another whimper left her ripped lips. Desperation filled her eyes, and she launched herself off the ground towards me. My hands automatically reached out to catch her. That whimper turned into an ear-piercing shriek of pain as she was yanked back, disappearing out of my reach.

My body jerked as I woke up out of a very realistic dream. Seeing that it was still dark out, I punched my pillow and resituated myself, quickly falling back asleep.

Rolling to my side, my eyes popped open, and I groaned. My alarm was going off, signaling that it was morning and time to get up. Sitting up, I frowned and rubbed my aching head, the dreams raking through my tired mind. 

I woke up at least four times last night. All to the same, horrifyingly realistic dream. All with the same woman and her pleading, heartbreakingly wet, indigo eyes.

Two more nights produced the same only worse. Every time the woman appeared, she was in worse shape. Her eyes beginning to look hallowed, her face pale, her lips dry. 

It was the morning of the third day when I saw her in the middle of the path. In full daylight while I was completely awake. Or at least I thought I was.

I was walking out of my tent towards the security tent, preparing to start my day. And there she was. This time she was laying on the ground, her body limp, defeated. 

She began to seize violently, almost as if something was hitting her, those agonized screams were once again stabbing into my ears. 

I found myself falling to my knees, frantically reaching down to swing her up into my arms when she disappeared. I barely bit back my furious scream of frustration and anger. 

——————————————————————————————————
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I WAS EXHAUSTED AS I walked into the Drako ship that had just barely touched down on the landing pad. Wings, one of my fellow team members and our expert pilot, gave me a head nod in greeting from the pilot’s seat towards the back of the room. 

“Man.” I sighed and dropped back into one of the two seats set right in front of a long control table, my hand coming up to rub my sandpapery eyes. 

“Grayson. How’s Ranch life?” Wings asked. 

“I feel like I am going fucking crazy.” I groaned. 

“Yeah. How so?” Scope turned frowning eyes towards me from his spot in the other seat. This was eerie considering the fact that the man was blind and even though his very accurate eyes stared into mine, I knew he wasn’t actually seeing me.

“Maybe it’s because I haven’t had a decent night’s sleep in three nights.” I winced, turning my eyes to Scope. “I keep having these, like, waking nightmares. It’s gotten to the point where I am even having them during the day.”

“What happens in them?” Wings asked curiously, his hand moving over the panel as he flew us back to the Base. 

“Nothing really.” I explained to the curious duo. “Just...a woman. She’s bleeding, bruised. I see her first, crawling towards me or kneeling on the ground in front of me. She stares at me, her eyes begging, pleading, haunted. Then she opens her mouth and the...the screaming starts. Hopeless, painfilled screams. It’s the worst sound I ever heard.” 

Scope frowned in confusion and his blind eyes centered down at something in front of him. His eyes suddenly lit with understanding, “Ok, ok.” He nodded and shifted his attention back to me. “Tell me about the woman. What does she look like?” 

Wings’ head snapped forward and his eyes widened as he looked between Scope and I. 

“Uh. It’s a little hard to tell with all of the blood, but I did notice that she had these metallic markings, lines and circles, tattoos maybe. Here, here, here, and here.” I described, drawing my fingers down the center of my forehead before moving along the length of my eyebrows all the way past my temples and into my hair. Lastly, I brushed my fingers over my cheekbones and down the sides of my neck. “Then there were her eyes. Tilted and lined like a cat, but this dark blueish color, almost like Navy but with a purple tinge. It was hard to tell but her hair looked like it was the same color.” 

I heard Scope breathe something under his breath, but I wasn’t able to quite catch what he said. I was vastly confused with all of the questions, and I felt like I was locked on the outside looking in. I hated that feeling. 

“Someone, please, tell me what the hell I am missing.” I groaned, begging for any information that might help me sleep. 

“Uh. Ok. Soooo...” Wings began only to stop. 

“We have new visitors and one of them is somehow reaching out to you.” Scope gave me a vague answer that left me even more confused than before. 

“Uh?” I emoted. 

“Pleiadeans.” Scope not so helpfully detailed. “One of their siblings is being held by the Drako and they need our help to get her out. The woman you are seeing in your dreams is the trapped Pleiadean.” 

“And what exactly is a Pleiadean?” I asked. 

“World enders. Universal judges and juries made from energy that can take physical form.” Scope helpfully described in way that I was finally able to understand.

“Ok.” I nodded slowly. “I think I can put two and two together and successfully get four.”

“Good.” Wings emoted, bringing us into land in the Bay. “Because tomorrow night you will get the chance to meet at least one.”

I nodded slowly for the second time in a row and pushed up from my seat. Things really were about to get interesting. No wonder Malachi had very little information attached to his order to return to Base for the incoming Op.

Wings headed back to his suite to get supper started and update Madron on this new development while Scope walked with me to the suite I maintained in the underground Base. 

“I am capable of finding the way on my own.” I chuckled. 

“Believe me, I know.” Scope nodded slowly. 

I immediately felt like a complete ass for my comment. “Fuck, sorry, man.” I groaned, reaching out to grip his shoulder. 

“No worries.” He stated casually, his voice honest. “I am used it now.” 

“Yeah, now. John told me how hard he kicked your ass.” I laughed, bringing up the stories Dr. John James shared with me pertaining to the healing time Scope spent out at the Ranch with him. 

“Fucking stubborn asshole.” Scope grinned, his eyes unfocused in memory. “I still owe him a punch to the balls.”

“I would pay to see that.” I chuckled, pausing at my suite door and setting my palm to the security panel in order to unlock it. 

“I am going to do it either way but...I will take your sword. You know that fancy 18th century Boateng Saber.” He followed me into the bachelor suite. 

I flicked on the lights to the small area. The queen-sized bed and its end tables were placed to the back of the suite. A small kitchenette and dining table set to one side of the front and a small living room area set to the other. The living room boasted a couch with a coffee table, both of which were facing the entertainment center that was set into the shelves and cupboards that ran the whole length of that wall.

Walking over the cement floors, I dropped my bag on the bed. “Not even close to worth it.” I laughed at his daring as he shrugged and smirked. Leaning a hip against the back of the couch, I crossed my arms and prepared for the answers that Scope was obviously ready to share. He did follow me back to my suite for a reason. “Nice try though. Now, what is this about?” 

“They talk to me and no one else. Partly because I am blind but also because of Asp. You, however, already saw one of them. So, I want to try something. It might help answer both of our questions.” Scope explained to me before tilting his head to the side and calling. “Asp.”

“Scope.” A male answered from behind me causing me to curse and stumble around. 

My wide eyes caught on three people, beings, that I could only assume were Pleiadeans. A male and two females. The females looked exactly, and I mean identical facial features, like the woman I had been seeing. 

Well, except for the fact that they each seemed to have different coloring to their eyes and hair. One of them boasted orange hair and eyes, while the other boasted blue. 

The male looked similar enough to denote a familial relationship. He was a tall, lean man with bright red hair and eyes. His coloration gave him an eerie, devilish look. 

All of them carried this hair-raising presence, almost as if I was touching one of those plasma balls that make your hair stand straight up. 

The orange haired woman was sitting at my small kitchen table. The blue haired woman was standing close to Scope, her eyes trained on him. The male was standing a foot away from me.

“Fucking hell.” I exhaled sharply as I studied the three figures that were spread throughout my suite. “There’s three of them, Scope.”

“I know.” Scope affirmed his knowledge with a nod. 

“Two women and a man. The women look exactly like her, the one I am seeing. The only difference is the coloring. One is blue and the other is orange.” I found my words tumbling out of my mouth. 

“Triplets.” The male confirmed. 

“Uh, Who? Um, Grayson, and...?” I stammered, still in shock, patting my chest.

“Kalbeliyas.” The male introduced himself before turning to the orange female followed by the blue female. “Echis, and Aspis.”

“Grayson?” Scope asked softly, clearly wanting to know which woman was which.

“I, uh, ok. Echis is orange and Aspis...is, uh, is blue.” I helpfully explained. 

“Blue.” Scope’s smile was filled with joy. 

It was clear that blue was his new favorite color. And it was fantastic to see him happy like this after everything that he went through in the last couple of months.

“And...?” I turned back to Kalbeliyas wanting, no, needing to know what her name was. 

“Elapidae.” Kalbeliyas answered. 

My legs gave a weird wobble at the sound of her name. Instead of risking them collapsing underneath me, I walked around the couch as I asked, “How am I seeing her?” 

Once I was in position, I allowed my weak legs to relax and drop me to the couch. 

“One of Ela’s main abilities is astral projection.” Echis explained. My mind spun. Not because I was surprised at Ela’s abilities but because she used those abilities to reach out to me. “I am telekinetic. Asp has precognition. Kal, he can track...among other things. And...”

“Ech.” Kalbeliyas cut his sister off from what she was going to say next. “Ela is projecting to you because it’s easiest for her.” 

“Easiest.” I whispered to myself, wondering why I was the easiest person for the beautiful woman to reach out to. There was something there that they weren’t sharing. “And you allowing me, uh, us to communicate with you?”

“As Scope explained, he is blind, and you are already seeing one of us. This is a necessity that we are hoping will pay off, because if it doesn’t...” Kalbeliyas left the sentence to hang. 

My body tightened at the way he said that, not as a threat but with deep concern. He was very worried.

“What? They will destroy our world?” I demanded, my voice hoarse with anger at the situation.

It sounded like we were damned if we did and damned if we didn’t. They obviously needed our help to get Ela out but in asking for that help they were risking our lives, even our planet. 

“You should know by now, with your age and life experience, that there are worse things than death.” Kalbeliyas stated quietly.

My mind flashed to Malachi, Leah, and Chriton and everything they went through. When Malachi lost his memories and basically became someone else, it almost broke Leah and Chriton. Kalbeliyas was right, there were far worse things than death. 

“That’s not all, though, is it?” Scope brought us back to my original question. 

“No, it’s not all.” Kalbeliyas agreed. 

“Asp has precognition.” Scope intelligently brought it right back to the abilities. “She saw me, us.”

“Holy fuck.” I exclaimed within the silence of the suite. 

“Didn’t you, Asp?” Scope turned his head towards the woman. 

“I did.” She confirmed. 

“How long?” He asked, his throat working as he swallowed.

“Grayson. I have seen his face since adolescence, mostly connected with Ela. You.” She paused for a long moment, her hopeful eyes staring right into his. My heart jerked at her words. That beautiful, precious woman had a connection with me, for me. Me? Who was I? A punching bag nobody. “Always. For as long as I can remember you were there.” 

“I, uh...” Scope croaked out, his eyes filled with a heartbreaking mixture of hope and disbelief. 

“She’s been looking for you for a looonnnnggg time. Everywhere we went.” Echis sang, her voice filled with amusement. 

“Wait, how old are you?” I demanded, twisting my body around to look at her.

“The triplets are still fairly young.” Kalbeliyas said. “Around twenty-six. I am twenty-eight.”

“As in years? Like human years?” I couldn’t help but be skeptical. Each and every one of them felt older. A lot older. 

“Yeah, why?” Echis confirmed with a curious head tilt. 

“You all seem, I don’t know, older.” I chuckled, relieved that they weren’t some mind-boggling age like the Andromadans were. 

“We get that a lot. It’s because we are an old race.” Kalbeliyas explained with his own chuckle. 

“Twenty-six years.” Scope whispered right before stumbling from the room. “Excuse me.” 

I stood to go after him only to stop when I saw Aspis disappear. I could only assume from the worried look on her face that she was chasing after him. 

“How does this connection work?” I turned and asked Kalbeliyas. 

“That’s not something I can answer. All I know is that Asp sees things. Sometimes those things involve people that are connected in some way to one of us.” Kalbeliyas shrugged negligently before his eyes narrowed on mine. “Tell me, Grayson, what did you feel when you saw Ela’s projection?”

I frowned as I thought about his question. “Scared and surprised. At first. Then there was this frantic need to reach her, save her. Unfortunately, every time I tried to grab her, she disappeared.”

“And you asked me about the connection?” Kalbeliyas grinned as he disappeared right before my eyes. 

“Fuck.” I jumped in surprise and fury before turning to look at Echis only to find that she too was gone. 
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CHAPTER 3
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GRAYSON

“Line up.” Boss, aka Malachi, barked out. 

Fully kitted out in our black uniforms we all instantly spun from our lockers, standing at attention. Black cargo pants, thermal shirts, boots, bullet proof vests, gloves, balaclavas, and googles. The googles provided visual adjustments that included night vision. Then there were the earpieces we placed in our ears that provided handsfree communication.

Personally, I had two guns strapped to my thighs, two knives up my sleeves. Another set of guns in the equipment holster that crossed my torso. My Bagh Nahks, a bladed set of knuckles, were attached to my holster, ready for me to slide on at a moment’s notice. 

“Like a ruler, buttmunches.” I barked from my position at the head of the line.

“We all know we have guests joining us today as well as a returning member. Despite the importance of our guests, I am still in charge.” Boss explained as he walked down the path our lined bodies made.

“He likes to be called ‘Boss’.” I shouted, glad that my balaclava was hiding my grin.

“That is by no means what I said.” Boss exclaimed as he pointed a threatening finger my way. 

“But it wasn’t a lie.” I pointed out accurately with an unimpressed shrug. 

“Stop talking to my wife.” Boss growled at me. 

“All ears, sir, Boss, sir.” I barked, slapping the side of my hand into my forehead. 

“Fucker.” Boss snapped in frustration. “Scope?” 

“Boss, sir, Boss.” Scope shouted from his
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