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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. 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 wife 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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GENTRY

“Aunty?” Trick’s voice had me attempting to blink back my tears while I looked up to him. 

My heart and my head hurt. The news I just received, news I was honestly expecting and had done everything I could to prepare myself for, still tore me apart. There was just no preparing for something like this. 

“Hey, baby.” I smiled stiffly at my nephew, my lips trembling uncontrollably, as I lowered the phone to the bed beside me. 

Trick was getting so big, already so tall, the spitting image of his father. My poor baby was being forced to grow up far too soon. As much as I tried to shield him and give him a good, happy childhood, I couldn’t, not any longer.

“Dad?” His voice came out choked, already knowing, already breaking. 

“Yeah.” My nod was sharp, erratic, my voice a sobbing burst. 

Trick’s brow furrowed as his face dropped to the floor, his shoulders starting to shake. Swiping my own tears away, I rose from the bed and pulled him into my arms. His arms immediately circled my waist as I rocked us, my head laying on top of his. 

My brother, my beloved nephew’s father, the man who essentially raised both of us, was now gone. Like so many others, he succumbed to the deadly pandemic that was ripping through the world. After days of wasting away, feverish, delirious, he finally passed. 

As much as my heart was screaming with pain, I knew that it was now completely up to me to protect Trick. And there was no way in hell I was ever going to let my big brother down. His son would survive.

Even if it killed me. 

——————————————————————————————————
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“HEY, BABY.” I SMOOTHED my hand over my nephew’s hair, my eyes moving over his admittedly impressive computer set up. “How was your day?”

“Productive.” Trick grinned proudly, pointing at the wires and attachments sitting on his desk. “I think I almost have it. It’s really close to testing.” 

“That’s great, Trick.” I couldn’t help but smile my own proud smile. 

My nephew was a genius, especially when it came to computers and technology. He was also a very sweet guy who had no clue how to talk to other kids. 

I couldn’t lie, Trick wasn’t the smoothest. In fact, he was severely awkward whenever he was forced to be around kids his own age. Despite how hard he tried, my nephew sadly ended up botching just about every first impression he attempted to make. Which had a lot of kids avoiding him or making fun of him. And I hated that. Unfortunately, there was really nothing I could do to change that. Not that I didn’t try. 

The Ranch where we were currently living was both good and bad for him. At least here he wasn’t bullied, but that was only because there were no kids his age here. 

As for me, I really wasn’t sure where I fit in. Before I was sent to the Ranch as a geologist, I was finishing my schooling in between working as a janitor. It wasn’t easy and was honestly kind of a lonely job, so I was admittedly glad for the chance to actually utilize my degree.

After we lost Liam, the occupation began with the descension of the Drako. A terrifying time for the whole world. Not willing to risk Trick, I packed me and my nephew up and we immediately headed to the wilds of the Rocky Mountains. We hid and lived there for months before one of the rescue teams came across us and led us to the Rocky Mountain Base. 

Liam. I found myself missing my brother a lot, he honestly seemed like the only one who understood me. Out here at the Ranch, I wasn’t really included in anything. Not that I was bullied or anything, just...forgotten. Something I both loved and hated. 

I was an introvert, so it was hard for me to make approaches. But then, no one ever approached me. It was kind of like a double-edged sword. A lonely life but one that was mostly drama free. 

Quiet.

Just Trick and I. 

——————————————————————————————————
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“YEAH, NO.” TRICK’S voice came out of his room, reaching me where I was standing just beyond his door, eavesdropping. “There are no kids my age out here.” 

“It is kind of lonely but at least other kids aren’t treating me like I have the plague and doing everything they can to avoid me.” 

He was using the communication device he created to link with the Nordic communication crystals. He was talking to that man, the same one who helped him when Trick accidentally reached him instead of Noriel. 

“I, uh, one of the guys in my old school was trying to be polite and talking to me. I was actually doing good until the bell for class to start went off. Now, keep in mind, the only person I am used to talking to is my aunt and, well, I unthinkingly ended my conversation with him the same way I ended my conversations with her. He didn’t look very happy when I waved at him and said, ‘yeah, ok, talk to you later. Love you’.”

“No, I really did...Yeah, he did. It wasn’t bad but a lot of people believed I was. A lot of them congratulated me on coming out.” 

I winced, remembering that time. 

“Then there was the one time I tried to join Training...Oh, um, it’s a training course for adolescents that teaches them survival and defense skills.” He explained. 

I also remembered the Training team incident. He came home in tears that day. 

“Yeah, I was trying to reassure one of the slower girls. I was trying to explain that she was doing great and that she would get better with practice but ended up saying, and I quote, ‘You are slow but great. I wouldn’t mind practicing on you’.”

“Yeah, Mr. Callden, the teacher in charge of Training, was very understanding when I explained to him what I was trying to say, unlike some of the other boys who thought I was being an asshole and hitting on the poor girl. I wasn’t but they didn’t seem to care. After that, I was very much avoided.” Trick described, his voice still carrying that old pain. It was the same voice that made me want to hold him and do everything I could to take his pain away. 

“I don’t know, it’s like, as soon as I am among people my own age, my feet ended up fighting for space in my mouth. It’s like my brain glitches at the same time my mouth runs away on me.” 

“Oh yeah, a lot more. I tried to say hello to one of the kids in the hall and ended up yelling ‘hell’ at them instead. Another time, someone asked me how my day was going and I said, ‘boog and er.’...Good, I was trying to say, ‘good and you?’ I am just awkward.” 

“You did?” He burst into laughter at whatever the man on the other end of the line told him. “Nooo, seriously? That is bad. How did you move passed it? Not caring? Can you actually just stop caring like that? Huh, that makes sense, I guess.” 

Backing away from the door, I couldn’t help but smile, my heart glowing happily. I had honestly never heard my nephew laugh over those interactions before. He didn’t even like sharing them with anyone but me, let alone actually laughing over them. And yet, this man was showing him that awkwardness happened. Something I tried to do myself but had failed. 

Honestly, hearing how happy and at ease my nephew was talking to this man had me wanting to hug the man. I didn’t even care that I didn’t know a single thing about him. He made my nephew laugh.

As concerned as I was and, apparently, Noriel and the others were, I wasn’t willing to put a stop to Trick’s conversations with this strange man who was literally across the galaxy from us. Not when it was doing so good for my beloved nephew.
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SEASON

I set the crystal down and turned to leave my room. I chuckled softly as I made my way down to the brig and the man hanging there.

His long, multi-shaded blond hair was dangling from his down bent head, masking his very fascinating face. Aqua eyes with a long, pointed nose, high cheekbones, chiseled jaw, and sculpted lips. He was honestly one of the most beautiful people I had ever seen, and I had come across a lot of people in my lifetime. 

His bare torso with its very cut musculature was striped with blood and pockmarked with dark bruises, his pants hung low on his slim hips, only held up by the upper crest of his muscular ass cheeks. 

I knew that his face was bruised, bleeding, his lip carrying one hell of a cut, his chin lacerated, his eye almost swollen shut. 

His wrists were raw from the shackles containing him, his arms were just as bruised as his torso.

The man really was a delicious piece with one hell of a pain tolerance. He barely made a sound when I worked him over. Both me and my crew were very impressed. 

The man’s head shifted at the sound of my entrance, his aqua eyes watching me through the fall of his hair. 

“I just had the most fascinating conversation. A man named Jaskin just hired me to hunt down information on something called Omniforance and a boy named Physon.” I chuckled, crossing my arms and staring the man down. 

The man’s lips lifted in a sneer, displaying his blood coated teeth. 

Walking around him, I fisted the hair at the back of his head and yanked his head back, stretching his neck painfully. “Makes me wonder who is trying to find my new plaything and why? Can you answer those questions for me...Physon?” 

“Fuck you.” He hissed out. 

“Now, now. I know we have had our fun.” I slid my hand over his sweaty, blood coated flesh, around his shoulder and down the side of his shivering torso and back to hook in the waistband riding the upper curve of his ass. “If you really want.” I breathed in his ear. “I am sure I can come up with some new ways for us to play.” 

“It wouldn’t be the first time.” He hissed out. 

“Oh, believe me, I know.” I licked over the curve of his earlobe. “Omniforance isn’t government. It isn’t black Ops. It’s a whorehouse. Tell me, Physon, how long were you forced to take clients in the little bitty cell you were assigned to before you finally broke free.” 

“Five years.” His voice was strained both from the stretch of his throat and from being forced to share. “I was nineteen at the time.”

“I am betting you know exactly how to treat a dick.” I sucked at the skin of his jaw, my fingers gripping the waistband and pulling it down a couple inches. 

“I could make you come so hard you don’t recover for a week.” He shared, his tone dark, a deadly hiss. “And when you are insensate with pleasure, I’ll cut your fucking dick off and feed it to you before slitting the throat choking on it.” 

“Saucy.” I chuckled, releasing him abruptly. 

Circling around him, I stepped into his front, gently running my fingers over his jaw while closing the distance between our lips. I paused a mere centimeter from those sculpted beauties. “Jaskin?”

“I have no fucking clue.” He informed me. 

“But I will.” I chuckled, staring into his eyes, my fingers rhythmically tapping on that sharp bone. 

He was good, really good. Locking his emotions down so as not to show them. His face was smooth, hard, closed. But I could tell that he was very unnerved. It was there in the twitch of his eyelash. 

“Don’t.” His voice rasped. 

“Shhh.” I crooned softly, my head tilting to the side. “It will be ok, Physon. You are going to give me everything I want. Just...relax.” 

His whole body stiffened for a moment before completely relaxing. “Good, Physon. Now tell me about Jaskin.” 

“My brother, Noriel.” He breathed. 

“Good boy.” I laughed, landing a hard hand on the meat of his ass before waltzing out of the brig. 

“Jackass!” He snapped out just as the door clanged shut behind me. 

I was heading back up to the cockpit when my second, Meena, came racing up behind me. She was a slim woman with a trigger temper. She was also extremely loyal and deadly to a fault. Icy blond hair with pale pink eyes. Her twin brother, Micca, had similar coloring with a slim, wiry body. He was quieter, perceptive, and more stable than she was but just as loyal and deadly. 

“Captain.” Meena greeted. 

“We might have a new heading.” I warned her. “I need to do some research first.” 

“Anything we should be worrying about?” She questioned. 

“So far, no. Just a worried brother. But I will keep you posted.” I stated. 

“How is our stowaway?” She asked, her eyes moving down to the brig. 

“Mine.” I reminded her, narrowing my eyes at her. 

“Believe me, I know.” She rolled her eyes at me. “Both me and Micca know.” 

“Good.” I clipped out. 

Physon might not have started with the black Ops group he assumed he was joining when Omniforance took him, but he did end up there. A trained assassin sent out to gather information, he was part of a group that worked to shut naughty men like me down. 

He stowed away on our ship in hopes of gathering information on us before slipping away at the next port. He was expecting to slip in and out without us being any the wiser. Unfortunately for him, I was smarter than that and found him within our first day out.

He was also not expecting to give me the information I wanted so easily. But then, not many were able to hold out against my hypnotic ability. 

That was less than a week ago now. 

Stepping into the cockpit, I nodded at Micca and sat down in my captain’s chair to begin my search. My crystal was quick to send me the information I was seeking. 

Frustratingly, it was not information I was expecting. 

The brother, Noriel, was a combat pilot with the forces. One assigned to a specialized long-distance team that was sent to help with the occupation of Earth and set up an Alliance station. Five members with the command being a man that went by the name of Ragel. 

The face that came up was just as familiar to me as the name. Mostly. The disturbing scars were new. One started at his Adams apple, crossing the side of his throat before curving down into his shirt. Another sliced around his ear to curve around to the back of his head. 

My baby brother. 

And he was currently on Earth with Physon’s older brother. 

Noriel looked very similar to his brother, only with shorter hair and a heavily scarred face. 

“Look at that. It’s a good thing I made sure we learned English.” I slowly shook my head. 

“Captain?” Meena asked. 

“Set a course for Earth. It’s time I checked in on my baby brother.” I decided. 

Ragel had once been a weak little fucker. I could see that he wasn’t, not any longer. Honestly, I had loved my brothers more than life itself. I still maintained a marginal contact with one of them, my oldest, Deagle, but not Ragel. 

I barely even thought of Ragel since the day I left home. Life with our overbearing and highly abusive father had not been easy and the day I left I never allowed myself to look back. 

Ragel had tried to contact me over the years. He had even reached out the day he had been in the hospital with the very injuries I could see scarring him. But I never answered. 

That was the last time I heard from him. 

That was the last time both Deagle and I heard from him. 

I fully realized that it was our fault for leaving our little brother behind, forcing ourselves to forget about him in order to concentrate on our search for our purposes in life. Ones that involved a decent amount of death and a fuck load of money. 

I became a smuggler. A very good one. While Deagle became a mercenary for hire. A very good one. 

With that little boy I once loved so much high in my mind, I opened a channel to Deagle. 

“Season.” Deagle greeted. 

“Deagle.” I greeted back. “I have an odd question.” 

“I am all ears.” He returned. 

“What have you heard pertaining to Ragel?” I asked, bracing myself for his answer. 

This was the first time in years that we had talked about our brother, since the last time Ragel reached out, and even than it was simply in passing. 

Deagle was silent for a long moment before he spoke. “He’s on Earth. And so am I.” 

“What are you doing on Earth?” I frowned at that. 

“I had a job. Unfortunately, the asshole that hired me didn’t give me all of the information I needed. It was fucked. I ended up kidnapping some people who I really shouldn’t have.” Deagle explained. 

“I am heading your way.” I informed him. 

“Do not come to Earth.” He clipped out. “Rage is...he told me to fuck off and stay out of his life. His exact words were ‘I don’t have any blood brothers, nor do I need any, especially ones who fuck over everyone they care about, so you might as well leave.’ This was after he beat my ass to a pulp. He’s not happy and wants nothing to do with us.”

“Ok, first of all, how the fuck did he beat you?” I demanded. 

“Little brother got strong.” Was all he said. 

“Tielle?” Was my next question. 

“Yeah.” Deagle groaned. “He was horrified. He told me that I was a selfish fuck who didn’t deserve her.”

“Well...” I left that hang for a moment. “We both are selfish fucks.” 

“Don’t come to Earth.” He advised for a second time. 

“Why are you still there?” I demanded. 

“I did the Alliance a solid and they offered me a place here. They need the manpower. But that comes with caveats.” Deagle sighed. “Tielle also met some of the kids here and she wants to stay for a bit.” 

“Good luck with that.” I winced. “As much as it sucks, I am heading your way.” 

“Why?” Deagle demanded. 

“Between you and me, Noriel is missing a brother and contacted me for information.” I shared with him. 

“And?” Deagle drawled, knowing that wasn’t the whole story. 

“I happen to have that very brother in my custody.” I told him. 

“So let him go find his own brother.” Deagle snarled. 

“Can’t. He’s mine.” I claimed. “It’s not complete but he is mine.” 

“Fuck.” Deagle groaned. “I am not saying shit. You can deal with that fallout.” 

“I expect that I deserve nothing less.” I stated knowingly. 

“Apparently the consequences of our actions are now coming back around to bite us in our asses.” Deagle sounded upset. 

“How is he, really?” I asked. 

“He’s...closed down. He has issues talking because of the injury. His voice goes hoarse, and I am guessing that there is probably some pain involved with that. His team, they love him and are extremely protective and loyal to him. He’s one hell of a commander and is really appreciated out here. He’s got some pretty high-level friends.” Deagle explained. “You should also know that not only is the Coshno out here, but the Seculair and Darius are here too. Along with the Andromadan Guardians and Ancients.” 

“I am doing them a solid. They might want to kill me, but they won’t.” I shared with him. 

“I fucking hope so. The people out here are very protective of those that they consider theirs. They are also very cold-blooded when it comes to the ones that they see as enemies. Mind you, they have had to be when it comes to the Drako and their very survival. The Alliance picked good.” Deagle described. 

“I am a couple weeks out, so tell our girl I will see her soon.” I stated. 

“Will do.” He chuckled, closing the channel. 

Returning to the brig, I prowled over to the wall and hit the release to lower Physon’s arms. 

“We get to go to Earth.” I told him, watching his feet hit the floor and his arms drop. “You get to see your brother.” 

“I can’t go to Earth. I have a job to do.” He ground out, his head lowered, his intelligent eyes watching me. 

“Now you can do it on Earth. Which will be nice since not only is your brother there but so is my brother and your boss. You know, the one who knows you as Pagan. I am thinking it’s going to be a very interesting trip since your brother thinks you’re dead, a narrative you continued, and my brother wants nothing to do with me after I abandoned him. Plus, your brother owes me some money and I will get to see my niece.” I described. “Family reunions are so much fun.”

“Fucking hell, you really do like pain.” He snarled. 

“When are you going to accept it?” I crossed my arms and stared at him. 

“You fucking tortured me.” He slowly shook his head. 

“Foreplay.” I shrugged. 

“Why don’t you just take it? All of the others did.” He threw at me. 

“And for that, they died.” I reminded him. “I am many things, but I am not a rapist. When I do take it, it will be for our mutual benefit.” 

“Are you so sure about that?” He hissed out, his eyes stabbing into mine. 

Striding forward, I used his hair to yank his head up so that my mouth could find his. I expertly spread his lips for the delve of my tongue, licking up his mind-blowing taste while treating myself to the feel of his tongue rolling against mine. 

His kiss went right to my head, both of them, his wicked lips moving with mine.

“Yes.” I breathed heavily, my eyes staring into his, my cock rock hard. 

“Bastard.” His teeth bared. 

“A bastard who makes you hard.” I very accurately pointed out, stepping away from him. 

“A simple reaction to stimuli.” He denied. 

“Come on.” I rolled my eyes. 

“You trust me?” He narrowed his gleaming eyes at me.

“I do.” I stated bluntly. “You can room with me until we get there.” 

“What? I don’t get my own room?” He mocked. 

“Since there are only three rooms on the ship, no.” I guided him out of the brig. “As I am sure you want to hack into my ship and take it over, I should warn you that your boss knows you are coming. I was helpful enough to send him a message on that and our connection.” 

“We don’t have a fucking connection.” He denied.

“Be nice and I will let you top first.” I bribed him with a devious wink. 

He was silent on that one, his eyes moving over me. “Have you ever bottomed?” 

“Nope.” I popped my P. “I am always the top. But with you...” 

“It can really hurt if they don’t prepare you.” He warned me. 

“If that’s what you feel you need then I guess I will shit blood.” I shrugged indifferently. After all of the pain I delivered to him, I wouldn’t be surprised if he went out of his way to make my first time memorable. 

“You sound way too casual about that.” His eyes took on skeptical look. 

“Tit for tat.” I opened the bathroom and pushed him inside. “I will leave you to your shower. That is, unless you want me to wash your ass for you.” 

“I think I can handle washing my own ass.” He shook his head at me, his brow furrowing. 

“I am sure you can, but it will be a lot less fun.” I backed away from the door. “I will be back with some clean clothes for you.” 

“You confuse the hell out of me.” He called after me. 

“You like it. It keeps you on your toes.” I called back. 

“Fucking madman.” He complained as the bathroom door shut. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 2

[image: ]


PHYSON

My skin stung, burned, as I washed. The drain at my feet swirled with blood. 

Yeah, the fucker had his fun. 

But then, they all liked their fun. They didn’t care about the ones they hurt as long as it made them happy. 

Season was no different. 

He might not rape but he did murder, steal, burn, pillage. And most of it, he did for money, for gain, for power. I wasn’t stupid, I did my research on the man I was investigating. I already knew that his younger brother was my older brother’s commander. 

Noriel. 

My big brother. 

My protector. 

He believed in me so much. He was so proud of each and every one of my accomplishments. 

I was home sick the day my life changed.

When Omniforance showed up on our doorstep, making their claims about being a black Ops organization who was going to be taking me as one of their own to be trained, my parents were so pleased. 

Fuck, I was thrilled, so excited. 

They insisted that I go with them that day. 

Noriel was at school. I was completely heartbroken that I wasn’t going to get the chance to say goodbye, but I was told that I would see him as soon as my training was done. 

I boarded the ship, and we flew off to my future. A bright and exciting future.

Only it wasn’t. 

I was indeed targeted, but Omniforance wasn’t black Ops, it wasn’t even government. It wasn’t even Omniforance. It was an underworld trafficking and prostitution ring called Sickor. 

As soon as we landed on the station, I was given a new name. 

Pagan. 

And I was introduced to my new reality. 

That first night was a blur of agony. Despite how much I pleaded, how much I fought, I was stripped of my clothes and chained down to a bench. My body was slathered in oil and my mouth was forced open by a metal ring. And I was raped, over and over again. 

I could still remember my screams, the guttural cries that were forced from my body and the vomit that I spewed when I gagged. All the while those merciless males used me for their pleasure. 

By the time it finally ended I was barely conscious. My ass was bleeding, ripped, my throat was so raw and torn that I couldn’t even speak.

That was my initiation. 

After that the lessons started, lessons that involved a lot of drugs, pain, and starvation. It took a while, but I eventually stopped crying for my family, for my brother, I stopped begging to go home, for them to stop hurting me. 

I stopped fighting. 

And I started learning. 

I learned how to please the clients, all of them. And I learned it well. The drugs really helped with that.

I also learned the darkness that the universe held, the pain that people liked to deliver in order to get their own satisfaction. The drugs helped with that too. 

By the time I was finally able to break free of that horrendous place, with the help of a Nordic male with multi-colored eyes, I was so addicted to drugs that it took me months to detox.

He came to me as a client. Only, instead of using me, he convinced me to spy for him. I spent weeks gathering up whatever information he needed. Information that I would give him every third night when he would pay for my services. The whole time I was sick at the thought of getting caught while also praying that he would succeed. 

My prayers were finally answered. 

The male successfully shut Sickor down and most of the victims were returned to their homes. But not Pagan. Pagan didn’t have a home. Fuck, Pagan didn’t even exist.

They tested me to see where they could place me and found out about my ability. Electronics, technology. I could tear it apart and put it back together from mere memory. Usually better than it was before. I had a talent for understanding codes and systems, an innate ability that basically meant that I could talk to programs. 

This and the undercover help I had provided to the man had them shunting me right into government black Ops and assassin training. Something that I turned out to be very good at. 

Darius Krishnia was a phenomenal man and boss. 

When I got better
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