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    To all of those who struggle. 
Keep going. Don't give up. Keep the hope.
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AND LET US BEGIN

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 to 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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CHAPTER 1
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DEAN

I was blind. 

And damaged. 

Well, more blind than damaged. My crushed hip was getting better. It was to the point that I was able to walk and even run without my cane. Although, I still walked with a slight limp, and I did need the cane when I over did things. 

I didn’t know what time it was when I woke up, but I did know that it was still the middle of the night. 

Rolling from my own bed, a place I had just started to successfully achieve sleep in, I mentally counted my steps to my cracked bedroom door. Swinging the door wide, I stepped out and paused. 

At first there was nothing but a dark yawning emptiness. Then my senses kicked in. The softest flow of air within the suite brought an unknown scent to my nostrils. Fruity tempered with spice. Just the slightest hint. My head tilted as my expertly trained instincts picked up a moving presence. The sense that I wasn’t alone. My ears caught the silent sound of fabric rustling. 

Whoever it was, was circling, moving closer to me. I could feel eyes on me, assessing me. 

——————————————————————————————————
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ASPIS

I FOUND HIM.

The man from my dreams. 

Auburn hair, hazel eyes. Naturally tanned skin covered in spots. Freckles. Everywhere except his face. He only had a couple of those spots on his face. One was interestingly sitting right in the center of his full lower lip. A sharply squared jaw with a set of full lips. Tall, sharply muscled, especially in the upper body. 

He was dressed a pair of loose pants that hung low on the V of his hips, showing off the large pecs and the six rippling muscles that covered his abdomen. One of his bulging upper biceps boasted a tattoo and there was a metallic ball chain hanging from his neck with a set of metal tags. All of it was splattered with those freckles.

I circled around his still form, finally understanding why I was drawn to this specific place. Sometimes my dreams were so detailed and real that the path was easy to follow. This was not the case. 

The man’s eerily familiar face was one I continually saw through the whole of my life. I knew that if I was to push his hair up from the backside of his neck there was a series of spots that formed an eye. I knew him, deep within my soul and mind. I knew so much about him, yet it still felt like I knew nothing at all. 

His head titled as if he was listening to something, his sharp nostrils flaring as he breathed. Stepping forward, I stood right in front of him, looking up into his beautiful hazel eyes. Unseeing eyes. Blind. 

Light pinkish white scars travelled over his eyes in a fascinating way that accented their shape. My shaking hand reached up as if to brush over the corner of his eye when his hand whipped out. 

He was fast. Wicked fast. Fortunately for me, I was prepared and immediately swirled into my energy form. 

Knowing that it was time to leave, for now. I flashed away, faster than the eye could follow. 

I found him. 
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DEAN

The presence was gone and the suite I shared with my family was once again empty of any strangers. River and Marko, a couple that I consider a sister and a brother, were in their room with their newborn son, Paladin. 

Wings, the first person in my life to claim me as family, a brother of my heart and soul, was fast asleep in his bed with his partner, Madron, and their very pregnant wife, Salem. 

All was quiet. 

Accept my mind. My mind was swirling in an effort to try to understand what had just happened. My nostrils were still filled with that teasing scent when I laid back down on my bed in an attempt to return to sleep. 

I was expecting a struggle but strangely enough I fell straight to sleep, my mind filled with a peaceful blue light. 

When I woke the next morning it all felt like a dream. I woke up to the sounds of Marko and River up and getting ready for work. They tended to be the first up as their shifts in Operations started early. 

Operations was the data center of the Base. Electronic security and data collection was all run through that room. It was one of the most important and high security areas in the Base. And Marko was its head. River was his second and a very talented hacker. 

It was these talents that brought us all together in the first place. An operation to hack the Drako from an Andromadan spaceship that Wings was piloting. I was the gunman while Marko and River attempted to hack into the system. They succeeded but the Drako tracked us down quickly and there was full blown battle in the sky that ended with us crashing into the Peruvian jungle. 

We were trapped in that deadly jungle for weeks being hunted by Drakos. In the end we survived, but at a steeply traumatic price. We all came out of it with severe PTSD and the inability to sleep without being close to one another. A family forged from extreme circumstances, but a family, nonetheless. 

The first I ever had. 

Abandoned as a baby, I spent my early years in the foster system being shuttled from home to home. Too many homes with too many parents that never truly wanted me. 

Needless to say, I had a few issues. A lot of them. But the most prevalent ones pertained to being abandoned and unloved when I needed it most. To this day, I still went through moments of terror that Wings, River, and Marko would decide I wasn’t good enough to truly be a part of them. Especially now that they were building their own families. 

When I was first blinded, I hated them. I hated when they came to the hospital where I was bedridden in order to spend time with me. I hated when they didn’t. I hated when they tried to help me. I hated that I wasn’t able to do anything by myself. 

Depressed and angry, I was in a very dark place. 

That was when Dr. John James and his wife, Fain, decided to house me at the Ranch for a couple weeks in the hopes of helping me heal and regain my mobility. I stayed with them and their adopted boys while John kicked my ass. Daily. He pushed me physically and mentally to the point that I wanted to kill him. Fain helped me learn how to make my way in the world without my eyesight. She taught me to read and write among other things. Their boys helped me find a glimmer of happiness again, they helped me find myself.

The day I was finally ready to return to the Base was bittersweet. On one hand, I was sad to be leaving a man that I came to look on as a fatherlike mentor. On the other hand, I was happy to be returning home. Healing both physically and mentally, I was ready to take on the resumption of my training and duties. 

Unfortunately, this involved even more intensive training. This time making use of all of my other senses instead of my eyes. 

I was actually feeling proud of the headway I was making. 

I checked my backpack to make sure I packed a clean set of clothes before hitting the bathroom. Dressing in a loose pair of sweats and a t-shirt, I walked out of my room and over to the kitchen where I heard River making lunches. 

“Good morning, Scope.” She laughed softly and gripped my arm when I accurately landed a kiss on her forehead before bending deep to press another kiss to the baby strapped to her chest. Unless he was safely in the suite, Paladin was strapped to one of his parent’s chests. 

“Good morning, River, Paladin.” I greeted, reaching up to the second cupboard and running my fingers along water bottles inside until I brushed over the right one. That was one thing that changed for all of us, the organization throughout the whole of the suite was now top notch. 

After filling the water bottle, I pressed another kiss to River and Paladin, “Have a good day.” I murmured before counting my way to the door. 

“Marko.” I greeted when my senses picked up the man’s approach, whipping a hand out to clap his bicep as I walked by. 

“Scope.” Marko returned. 

Shouldering my backpack, I walked out of the suite. Down the halls and up the stairs, my mind automatically counting the steps until I reached the large cavern that housed the Training Gym. 

I knew that it contained a large open area with circles and mats near the front and left side while the right side and the back wall housed the obstacle course. A large course made from wood and metal that was made all the harder with extras that were written on a whiteboard. 

Setting my bottle and bag down on the bench that ran along the left side, I stretched myself out, paying particular attention to my leg and hip. When I felt loose enough, I walked over to the obstacle course and began to run myself through it. 

The first time I tackled the course after my injuries it was with Wings by my side, guiding me through each of the obstacles. I was now able to do it myself and I was slowly returning to my pre-injury performance speed. 

My muscles aching with the familiar stretching strain was keenly satisfactory, especially when I dropped down and checked my time. I was getting closer. 

“Hey man.” My hand came up to flick a couple acknowledging fingers towards Candle’s voice as I walked back to the start of the course. “Do you want to race?” 

“Fuck no.” I laughed, turning my head towards the man that I felt step up beside me. “Not against your ass.”

“Smart.” Candle laughed, as the explosives expert for the First team, my team, he was wicked fast. This was mostly due to the fact that he was always trying to blow his own ass up. 

The First Team was the main team within the Base that took care of any outside raids and operations. Soldiers through and through. And I am, or was, their main gunman and weapons expert. I was working back into it, slowly, with the help of some changes that were being made just for me. 

“How many are you doing today?” Candle asked breathlessly, already in front of me on the course. 

“This is my last. I have two hours on the weapon’s range before I need to finish reorganized the weapons containment.” I grunted out, swinging myself to the next bar in order to do my next set of pullups. Fucking pullups. “You?”

“I am doing three today. Then I plan to play with my chemistry set for a couple hours.” Candle shared in a gleeful voice, climbing up the rope to the next stage of the obstacle. 

“Gotcha. Steer clear of the Lab.” I chuckled, reaching for the rope to follow him up.

“Exactly.” Candle’s laughter echoed from somewhere ahead of me. 

After I finished the obstacle course, I walked over to the highly secure Security area that consisted of a locker room, some showers, the weapons containment, the weapons range, and the Lab that Candle used for his experiments. 

After grabbing a quick shower, I changed into my clean clothes, jeans and a long-sleeved t-shirt. Retrieving my personal weapons from my locker, I sat down at one of the nearby tables to check and clean the weapons. This was something I did every time I took them out and put them away. My fingers felt over the cold metal pieces as I removed them and set them on the table in a line leading left to right. Everything was returned to where it belonged just as carefully. 

Walking with my beloved sniper rifle set against my shoulder and my Sig holstered on my thigh, I made my way to the long range. An area with a small window that looked out on the mountain below. Wings helpfully set up auditory signals throughout the various ranges to help me guide my aim. 

The long range was difficult as so many things needed to be accounted for such as wind direction and speed. My ears barely caught the sharp blip that was my furthest target. Deciding to try the closest, I adjusted my hearing until I was centered on that target. 

Licking my finger, I held it out of the window to feel the wind before adding those adjustments in my head. This was by far the hardest part, measuring the weather conditions accurately and factoring them in. But I was stubbornly determined. 

Shouldering my weapon, I took aim at the bleep. Taking a deep breath in, I let it out slowly as my finger pressed the trigger. 

Firm, that’s how my girl liked it.

My ears caught the whistle of the bullet leaving the chamber and flying free before the crack of the shot sounded. Off in the distance I heard the chunk of the bullet hitting a tree. 

I needed to adjust. Right and up. Once I made the appropriate adjustments, I took the next shot. This one was right on target as evidenced by the signal falling silent.

With a proud grin, I moved to the next target and the process started all over again.

——————————————————————————————————
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ASPIS

I WAS IN MY ENERGY form, floating far enough away that I wouldn’t trigger the man’s keen senses. Mesmerized, I watched his smooth movements as a man who I knew was blind used all of his other senses to shoot a long-range weapon. 

I wanted to clap and cheer when he successfully hit his first target, but I didn’t, I couldn’t. Because my eyes were trapped on the proud smile that stretched his lips. That smile was repeated twice more when he successfully took out the next two targets. 

The whole process was slow and time-consuming. Adjusting and readjusting as his mind calculated. But I didn’t care. It was beautiful and almost meditative to watch him. Calm and peaceful. Slow yet firm movements that ended in one of those proud smiles. 

I wasn’t sure how much time passed before he lowered the weapon and stepped back from the window set into the rock wall. All in all, he successfully hit three out of the five targets that were out there. 

Carefully maintaining my distance, I followed him into the next area that boasted a number of shorter ranges that were split up into specialized weapons categories. 

He set the rifle down and unclipped a holster that was locked around his thigh to pull out a small gun. This one was held in two long fingered hands and aimed at the paper target covered in various beeps. His head tilted to the side and his eyes narrowed. I could tell that he was listening, calculating his shots. 

Then his finger squeezed the trigger, and the gun began to bark. Six quick times and the paper target fell silent. That target was quickly replaced with the slightest pause in shots. Over and over until the man had no more bullets left. 

That weapon was holstered back on his thigh, and we left, returning to the locker room.

“I see that the signals are definitely helping.” A tall, brown hair man with sharp features greeted my man. 

“They make a big difference. Thanks, Boss.” My man nodded, sitting at a table and tearing his weapons apart in a very organized way. 

“I am honestly fucking amazed at how well you are doing, Scope.” Boss stated, closing the locker he was standing in front of, his own weapons in hand. 

Scope, that was his name. Scope. Even though I had a feeling it was a nickname pertaining to the large rifle with its complicated looking scope, I still liked the sound of it.

I couldn’t help but wonder what his real name was. Then I found myself wondering what he would think of my name. I had mixed feelings about my name. Every time someone said the whole thing it sounded as if they were spitting it. I much preferred the shortened version that my siblings used. 

I was floating above the men when I felt a yanking sensation. No! I screamed soundlessly as I was yanked away. 

“What the hell do you think you are doing?” Kalbeliyas, my wrangler and older brother hissed, his energy coalescing into a tall, masculine body with red hair and eyes and effervescent skin. The metallic tattoo like birthmarks on his face were wrinkled with his scowl. 

I took my own physical form and gave him a shrug, “Investigating.”

“No.” He shook his head slowly, his eyes narrowed knowingly on me. “You are fucking around where you aren’t supposed to be. We are not here to fraternize with humans. We are here to investigate the planet itself.”

“And we did that.” I gestured around the mountain we were standing on top of. “It passed judgement. It will survive and continue to grow and flourish. As damaging as the Drakos are to the human race, they are proving to be exactly what the humans needed to change their ways and stop attempting to destroy the Mother.”

“I know.” Kal growled, crossing his arms. “And yet, when I told my sisters that the job was done and to go home, what did they do? What did you do, Asp? You all ran off in three different directions when we were supposed to be returning home. We have not been given authorization for communication with any of these races yet, Asp.”

“Well, you found me.” I pointed out, walking over and giving him a big hug. I understood that me and my triplet sisters could be a handful, and Kal was such a rockstar for putting up with us. 

“True. And I have a bead on Ech. She’s following a group of canine divergents around. But Ela has disappeared on me. I haven’t been able to find any sign of her whatsoever.” Kal frowned, rubbing his worried face with his hands. 

“That’s a first.” I breathed in shock. 

Kal was usually able to find us. It was maddening. One of us could be in a completely different galaxy and the chances were high that he would find us. And if he couldn’t, he pulled us in just like he did with me.

“It is.” Kal nodded slowly. 

“Did you try to pull her energy?” I asked with my own worried frown.

“I did. Nothing.” Kal’s mouth went tight.

“Does Ech know?” I was still trying to wrap my head around the fact that one of my sisters was lost.

“Not yet. I am pulling her in next. When I saw you concentrating on one particular human, I decided to pull you first.” Kal growled, his eyes narrowing on me.

“I, uh, it’s him, Kal.” I tried to explain the attraction he was worried about. 

Kal’s eyes widened when he realized what I was saying. I was always honest with my siblings when it came to my prophetic visions and dreams thusly all of them knew about the man in my dreams. They also knew about the others. Faces I saw that were connected to each of them.

“Shhhiiiittt.” Kal groaned, dropping his head into his hands. “You do realize that this is completely FUBAR. That makes all of this so much harder for all of us, especially him.”

“What is ‘FUBAR’?” I asked in confusion.

“A human acronym, means Fucked Up Beyond All Repair.” Kal explained, his red eyes glowing with pained acknowledgment. 

“Well, it’s apt.” I gave a worried laugh. “Look, there is no reason to contact him about any of this. As far as he knows everything is good, and we are already on our way. He doesn’t need to know.”

“And when we don’t show up?” Kal demanded. 

“Uh, vacation?” I shrugged causing Kal’s head to fall back on his neck.

“I have one sister completely missing and one sister about to reveal herself to a human male if not the whole of the fucking Andromadan Alliance. How the hell do you propose to fix this, Asp? When we don’t return home, he will get worried. Especially if we stop communicating with him. There is no stopping that.” Kal clipped out. 

“Then we keep communicating with him. I am telling you, the vacation thing will work. It will. As long as we all stick to it.” I gripped the back of his neck with my hands and pulled his head down to mine in an attempt to reassure my stressed brother. 

I hated seeing him stressed and worried like this.

“And what happens when he hears absolutely nothing from Ela? And don’t tell me that one of you can ‘pretend’ because we both know that doesn’t work. We always know the difference.” Kal pointed out accurately. “And don’t even try to pull the rest of that on me because I know damned well that if you have the chance you are going to reveal yourself to that male.” 

“I am sorry, Kal.” I winced out my apology, knowing that he was right when it came to Scope. My worried and dejected body drooped. I felt so bad for putting this on him, them. “What do you propose we do?”

“Honesty.” Kal stated firmly, pulling me into his arms and rocking me. “Look, I know you hate worrying him like this, but he needs to know, Asp. All of it. We have to tell him the truth.”

“Ok.” I mumbled under my breath and stepped back to give him space. 

I was not looking forward to this. I winced and watched Kal tilt his head slightly back as the center of his forehead began to glow. 

Long moments passed before the glow disappeared and his eyes came down to mine. “He’s not happy. At all.”

“Obviously.” I crossed my arms and waited for Kal to continue.

“He said ‘You have three days to find Ela and tell Asp that she is not to go near the human again.’.” Kal shared with a scowl.

Instead of answering him, I scowled down at the ground, feeling tears pop in my eyes. I wanted to obey and give them what they demanded and any other time I would, but not this time. This time I couldn’t. Because this was my man, Scope, “Any other time, Kal, but not this time. I am so sorry.” My voice quivered and I shook my head, hating this. I hated feeling as if I was betraying them.

“Damnit, Asp.” Kal’s eyes squeezed shut as if he was in pain.

“If it was her, Kal?” I whispered, swiping at the tears falling down my face.

“Ok, I get it, Asp. Just be careful, please, and try to wait for authorization.” Kal gave me a sharp nod as he rubbed the center of his chest. 

“Find Ela, Kal. Three days. That’s our job. I will work on it from my end.” I told him softly, meeting his understanding gaze. I truly did love my brother.

“Fucking hell.” Kal breathed as I swirled into energy.

Returning to the Base, I tracked Scope down. 
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CHAPTER 3
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DEAN

The smell was back. I lifted my head from the supper I was eating with Madron, Wings, and Salem. My head tilted in an effort to hear more clearly while I took deep breaths in. 

“What is it?” Wings’ voice asked quietly, bringing the rest of the conversation to a stop. 

“I don’t know.” I whispered, standing from my chair. 

I slowly turned and began to circle the room, searching for more of the scent. I paused when the scent came to me from my own open bedroom doorway. Stepping inside my room, the scent was stronger for a quick moment before it disappeared. 

“Scope, man?” Wings asked from behind me as he followed me. 

“It’s...nothing. Probably just my imagination.” I whispered, frowning and shaking my head. 

“Scope, seriously.” Wings’ hand gripped my shoulder. 

“I smelled...something. The same thing I smelled in a dream I had last night. Or what I thought was a dream. Now I am not so sure.” I explained wearily, making my way back to the kitchen table. 

“What does it smell like?” Madron asked. 

“Like this spicy fruit.” I answered, returning to my food. 

“Huh.” Madron emoted, pushing his chair back and walking in the direction of my room.

“What is he doing?” I demanded, reaching for my water glass.

“Looking for ghosts.” Salem replied. 

“Seriously?” I choked on my water.

“No, I don’t really know.” Salem laughed, pressing a napkin into my hand. “He is using his other sight, so that might tell you something.”

“Can he see ghosts with that thing?” I asked curiously.

“I can. And I didn’t see one in your room.” Madron returned to his seat. 

“I don’t know if I am scared or disappointed. Might be nice to be haunted by a good smelling female.” I joked.

“How do you know it’s a female?” Salem demanded sharply.

“Most males don’t smell fruity and sweet even if it is tamed with spice.” I shrugged nonchalantly.

“He’s right.” Wings agreed. “It’s a female.” 

——————————————————————————————————
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ASPIS

WHEN I WAS ALMOST BUSTED by the man, well men, I decided that a walk might be in order. Or should I say a float. Anything to avoid the keen second sight of the Ancient Andromadan. Yes, I knew exactly who he was and all about his heirhood to Andromada. That and maybe if I got to know Scope’s home and the people he shared it with, I might learn more about the man himself. 

But first, I was curious about the Ancient and his Guardians, and their involvement in all of this. The Alliance was old but not as old as others. To the Alliance and most races around the universe, beings like me were considered myths. Old races that already ascended into higher beings. Which was correct, mostly. 

My race in particular tended to take an interest in up-and-coming worlds to see how they would affect the universe as a whole. We were well learned in the fact that even the smallest world could carry the biggest impacts on the future. Thus, whenever we come across a planet with developing intelligent life, we studied it, returning every once and awhile to make sure everything was advancing as it was intended. 

In this particular case, my sisters and I were the jury, the investigators, and Kal was our wrangler. He was the one that gave us our assignments, oversaw the investigations, and submitted everything. The decisions we made based on the evidence we gathered during our investigations were submitted to the Judge. The Judge was the one who made the ultimate verdict. Once a judgement was made, it was up to the Judge to execute those verdicts.

With a planet like Earth, instead of allowing it to destroy itself, the judgement would have been made to wipe it clean of all intelligent life and start over. If the planet itself wasn’t salvageable then it was up to the Judge to make sure it was safely destroyed. 

It was also up to the Judge to make split second decisions when it came to the benefit of the universe as a whole, like diverting accidents that could be detrimental to life. 

I knew that our Judge had seeded planets, moved planets, destroyed whole civilizations and races, all for the good of the universe. In fact, he carried a bit of an issue with one of the Andromadan Guardian’s, Callden to be specific. Mostly because the man blew up a planet without thinking of the consequences to the solar system, galaxy, and even universe around it. Thusly, the whole solar system itself exploded. If our Judge didn’t show up in time to contain the explosion, that specific arm of the galaxy would have been completely gone.

Even as advanced as we are, it’s still a feat to save a whole arm of a galaxy. It was very taxing for the Judge in question. None of us were really happy about that.

Deciding to investigate that specific male, I floated around until I found the blue eyed, dark complexioned Andromadan. The big male was sitting at a desk in what looked like an office. Not his office. I could feel Madron’s residual energy here. 

“Fucking hell.” Callden snarled and furiously crossed out the sentence he wrote out on the notebook that was set to his side. “How the fuck does he expect me to make any sense of this shit?”

Floating over, I looked down to see what he was working on and froze. The slashing shapes and lines that covered the page were so chillingly familiar. 

How in the hell did they get their hands on this language? My language?

Not knowing what else to do, I flashed away, moving over the Earth, I searched for my brother. I found him investigating a volcano of all places. 

“Just because she is a virgin doesn’t mean that she was sacrificed.” I noted, dropping down into my physical form beside him. 

“Asp.” Kal chuckled softly. “I am not worried that she was sacrificed.”

“You think she tripped and fell into the fucking volcano!” I claimed in an astonished voice.

“Would you be surprised?” Kal questioned with a set of raised eyebrows.

“Good point.” I couldn’t deny it, Ela was very, very clumsy. “Where is Ech?” I demanded. “We need her here for this.” Kal frowned for a moment, his eyes studying me intently, before he tipped his head back. His forehead glowed and his fingers reached out as if to grasp something and yank it back in. 

The orange energy of my triplet, Echis, Ech for short, came flashing through the sky towards us. It paused for a moment before an orange haired, orange eyed woman who looked almost exactly like me dropped down into physical form. 

The main physical difference between us was that I had blue hair and eyes. That and where I had a more of flexible, contortionists build hers was more muscular. We both carried the same face, the same metallic birth tattoos, the same height, the same bubbly ass and perky c-cup breasts. 

Then there was our other triplet, Elapidae, Ela for short. Basically, the same as Ech and I, except that she had a softer build which brought her breasts and ass up another size and Ela’s color was indigo. Indigo hair and indigo eyes. 

“You have got to check out these divergents I found. They are absolutely fascinating.” Ech exclaimed, hopping up and down on her heels. 

“Right now, we have bigger issues. Much bigger than even a missing triplet.” I shot my open and adventurous sister a serious look. 

“What?” Kal growled, rising from his crouch at the edge of the smoking volcano. 

“The Andromadans have the language.” My words brought everything to a stop as my siblings stared at me in stunned silence. “It’s only a page and they haven’t figured it out just yet, but they have it. I saw the oldest Guardian working on it.”

“Callden? He’s here?” Kal hissed. 

“All of them are. The male Ancients are here as well.” I shared with a wince, knowing what was coming. 

“I knew the Alliance was a part of this, but I honestly thought it was still just the Nordics.” Kal groaned as if in pain. “This is just getting better and better. What was on the sheet?”

I cringed and rubbed my neck, giving Kal a silent clue that it was about to get so much worse. “Instructions to a containment field specific to our race.”

“Ela.” Ech gasped in understanding, her hands coming up to cover her mouth.

“Ok. Ok. Ok.” Kal began to pace back and forth, his fingers rubbing at his temple. “Before we contact him, we need a plan and evidence. He gave us, what, three days, right?”

“Wait, if the Andromadans are still trying to read it then they couldn’t have been the ones to build it. We need to know where they got the instructions.” Ech pointed out. 

“My guess is the Drako.” I shrugged helplessly. “Although, since the Alliance now has the instructions, I am pretty sure they will also have information on the previous owners.” 

“We need to know for sure.” Kal stated decisively. “We need to get that information. And if one of you talks to him, make no fucking mention of that fucking Guardian because that will bring him running. None of us wants that.” 

Ech gave her head a hard shake. “No. He’s already got too much on his plate as it is. We can handle this.” 

“Exactly.” I completely concurred with my sister. 

“Ok. Let’s split up.” Kal spun to us, his red eyes gleaming with a plan. “Ech, pick an Ancient and follow it. Asp, stay on your human. I am going to keep an eye on the Guardian.” 

With that we all spun into our energy forms and flew back to the Base. I floated into the suite in order to find my man only to enter a room filled with steam. Scope was standing in a glass fronted shower with heated water streaming over his bowed head. 

His palms were pressed to the tiled wall in front of him, the leg closest to me was cocked up, turning the front of his body just slightly away from me.

My eyes caught on the rivers of water streaming over
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