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    To my mom, my Angel. 
To my son, my Angel. 
To my daughter, my Angel.
To my sister, my Angel.
To my love, my Angel.
To ALL of my Angel's, whether you walk by my side in this world or are watching over me from the next. My love for you knows no bounds.
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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 Drako’s 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 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.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

PROLOGUE


[image: ]


“You actually think she’s safe!” The gorgeous, dark-haired woman cackled while the giant of a man swung the mallet again. 

Pain ricocheted through me, and I felt my ribs break under the pressure of the heavy strike. The man crowed in delight. My heart broke at the sound. This was a man I once considered to be a brother, a man I gave up everything for just so I could protect him and the others. 

When they chose to descend, I felt as if it was my duty to follow them. The emotions that came with that descension were so overwhelming for a being like me. They beat at me, taking me over until I found myself sinking into those delicious mortal delights, relishing in them as much as my brothers.

The evil, dark-haired woman before me was one of those delights. In fact, I had been so blinded by her that when my love, my soulmate finally found me, I was barely able to acknowledge her. I betrayed my love, used and abused her for entertainment. Mine and the woman’s. Fortunately, that didn’t last long before my vision cleared, and my emotions stabilized. 

Unfortunately, I found out that my love, my Angel, ended up having to make some pretty harsh sacrifices in order to be with me on this plane. Her soul split so that she could join me in the mortal world, save me from the darkness perpetually surrounding me and pulling me under.

Additionally, because of my choices and actions, I was now trapped under the thumb of the dark-haired woman while I was doing everything I could to protect my Angel from the constant threats I was getting from all of those around me. They didn’t like the fact that they were losing control over me and that I was choosing her over them. 

That evening, I received news from a trusted source that they were planning to attack and kill my Angel, so I sent her away under the protection of four of my most trusted people. 

I was captured before I could follow them.

“What the fuck does that mean?” I gasped out around the agonizing pain my body was being inundated with.

“I own them.” The woman snarled, grabbing my hair and yanking my head back. “They act only on MY orders. Let’s just say that, at this very moment, your little plaything is really regretting her choice of following you. And when she is dying, broken and abused, in your arms, you will finally return to my side where you belong.”

Rage filled my body. 

The pain disappeared under that fury and my hand shot out. The man was on the floor before any of them could react, every bone in his body broken. The woman’s arm was squeezed tightly in the grip of my hand.

“Tell me you lie.” I rasped, my voice low and deadly.

The stupid woman laughed again. “You know I don’t. Right now, they are each taking their own long moments with her, getting to know every inch of her for themselves.”

Coldness settled over me and I pulled the woman closer to me, my hand gripped her jaw and slowly twisted it. The woman began shrieking in pain, trying to fight my grip. But it was too late, I was too far gone. Her jaw cracked to the side, broken, slowly ripping free from the skin and muscles still holding it in place. 

Blood splattered and the jawbone dropped to the floor. Her head was next. My fingers closed around her upper teeth and more bones cracked, more blood spilled. The woman’s body dropped to the floor, her head was thrown over the balcony.

Desperate urgency rushed through my veins and sent me racing through the rain, along the dark, rocky streets. Wooden and rock buildings flashed past my reddened vision. All I could think of was getting to her. My Angel.

But it was too late. The naked, blood-streaked men that were gathered around her prone body, the ones that I had trusted with the most precious thing to me, they died. Their screams echoed through the pounding rain. Blood and tissue covered the walls of the buildings closest to us. 

Hands shaking, covered in blood and death, I fell to my knees beside my Angel’s naked and broken body. My soul screamed in agony at the sight of the tiny six-month-old fetus that should have still been protected within his mother’s body. He was lying motionless in her arms. Our child was dead, his mother dying. The rain was slowly washing away the blood that covered her body. 

I was sobbing when I carefully lifted her, them, into my lap, my hands smoothing her blood smeared hair from her swollen and bruised face. Her eyes were mostly swollen shut, her nose and lips cracked and broken. Blood was seeping from her mouth around her strained and stuttered breathing.

“Angel.” I whispered, my voice broken. “I am so sorry, my love. I failed.”

I leaned over her, desperately pressing my lips to hers, praying that my touch would heal her, keep her with me. 

“Forgive...love...always...love.” She gasped out, her trembling hand rising to touch my jaw. 

My eyes squeezed shut and my hand pressed her ice-cold palm to my lips. Her hand went devastatingly heavy, limp in my grip and I felt her soul leave her body. My head fell back, and I screamed out my pain to the heavens. 

I rocked over her body, praying for her soul, screaming for them to help her to no avail. We both had made our choices and now, now we would pay for them. 

“Where will she go?” I asked, my voice hoarse and ripped.

“Into the mortal cycle.” A voice answered from above me. “That is the price she chose to pay when she made the deal to be with you.”

“I never wanted this.” I sobbed, gathering my dead family even closer, trying one last time to keep them with me. “I couldn’t leave my brothers and all I ever wanted to do was love her, protect her. None of this should have happened.”

“I know.” A winged male nodded from his perch on top of a nearby railing.

“How do I fix this?” I demanded, needing to fix it, make it better.

“You are dark.” Another voice mentioned, this one leaning against the wall to my left.

“Yes.” I agreed, feeling that freezing darkness staining my soul, deepening with my loss. 

“The descension is too far gone.” A fourth voice noted accurately.

“I couldn’t handle it, it was so overwhelming. I betrayed her, I deserve this, but not her, all she ever did was love. She was, is, love.” I raised my head and yelled at the one crouched a couple of feet in front of us.

“Do you really think we don’t know that? You survive right now because of her and her continued love for you.” The male tilted his head coldly at me.

“How do I fix this?” I asked again, practically begging.

“The same way she tried to fix it.” The sixth male had one knee kneeling on the low roof to my right.

“Split myself. One piece goes into the mortal cycle. Not that it really matters but where does the other go?” I asked softly, tilting my head down to look at my Angel. 

“Since it can’t go home, it will wander the mortal planes at will. Unfortunately, because you voluntarily left, we have no say in that part of you. Not any longer. The mortal piece, however, that’s a different story.” The seventh one noted, stepping forward to kneel down right beside me.

“Then what?” I pressed, confused at how that would help my Angel.

“That depends on both of you. Things must come to pass, and it has been decided that she will be the one to implement those things.” The one crouched in front of me explained.

“I will do anything if it will help her get back home.” I whispered, nodding slowly. “How do we do it? Split me?” 

“We don’t. You do.” The one leaning against the wall stepped forward, pulling a gleaming knife from the sheath at his thigh and handing it to me. 

I took the knife from the angry looking man. 

“I know you all hate me right now, but I will do everything in my power to protect her and make it so she can return home.” I promised, my hoarse voice determined.

“You can do that by staying away from her. Let her live free.” The one on the railing advised. 

With a nod in agreement to the males around me, I drew the wickedly sharp blade across my neck. I felt the warmth of my own blood spurting, draining down my body. My life force slowly left me and with my last breath I felt my soul literally rip in two. One piece was just gone, the other was watching the flesh that used to contain me fall limply over the family that left before me. 

The winged males around my dead body disappeared, one by one, until there was only one left. He retrieved his knife and, after wiping it off, he re-sheathed it.

“Remember what you said. Protect but stay away.” He growled before he too disappeared. 

I took one last glance at the bodies on the ground. The rain was still falling, blood mixing together and trailing along the rivers of rainwater that ran down the street. 

Turning, like the fool I was, I started the long, never-ending journey now set in front of me.
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MADRON

I carefully examined the smooth rocks of the cave around me. Light from the various large construction lights set up around the cavern brightened parts of the area up. Drawings and carvings were drawn all over the walls, adding to the ominous shadows of the room. The air was stifling, almost dead but for the slight breeze coming in from the tunnel entrance. 

My brother, Catro, and I were touring the Ranch with Guardians Coren and Callden. Once known as the Skinwalker Ranch, it was taken over by the Andromadan Alliance and freed of the harnessed dark energies that had been buried under the property for centuries. 

The Alliance immediately initiated an investigation into the property and its convoluted past. 

My youngest brother, surprisingly, asked if he could come with me. Catro was a curious man, but very quiet and shy. Unfortunately, he didn’t have any of the gifts the rest of us carried. In fact, he had no discernable gifts at all. 

As part of the advanced Andromadan race we were born with mental abilities, gifts. The older the family, the more powerful the abilities were. The Guardians were the most powerful of our race with my family, the Ancient’s and rulers of Andromada, coming in second.

When he was a child and teenager Catro delt with issues pertaining to depression. Around the age of ten, he told me that he didn’t understand why he was here, alive. When he was fifteen, he told me that he felt like he was only alive for one reason, but he didn’t know what that reason was. However, he knew he needed to wait. 

When he was eighteen, he told me that he was tired, all the time, and that living, for him, was hard. Not because of any sort of trauma or anything like that, but because, according to him, his soul was weary, like he already lived far too long.

Hearing my baby brother speak that way scared me. I was at a complete loss of how to make things better for him. 

Now, as an adult, Catro seemed to have conquered those feelings, at least that’s what I hoped. However, I had a bad feeling that all he had really done was accept them as part of himself. He stopped speaking of them altogether and moved through life slowly and silently, extremely introspective. Although, to be honest, he did only speak of them a few times and those times were with me. Catro spent a lot of his time alone, studying, learning everything he could about any subject that sparked his interest. 

Needless to say, Catro requesting to go to the Ranch like he did was out of the ordinary for him. 

“You returned the Ley lines back to their natural flows.” I stated, turning to raise an eyebrow at Coren.

“I did. This place is now completely benign.” Coren affirmed. 

“That’s heavy work.” I noted with a slightly empathic wince. 

While the Andromadan Guardians were extremely powerful, changing the energy veins of an entire planet was almost Godlike. 

“I had help. Mother Earth.” Coren shared helpfully.

“I would expect she was quite angry that someone hurt her like that in the first place.” I ran my hand along one of the drawings, studying the painted hieroglyphs.

“Extremely. She was very happy when I helped her heal. She even accepted me as one of her own.” Coren crossed his chest with his arms and his bright blue eyes stared at the ground, probably remembering the moment in question.

Catro, despite him wanting to come with me to examine the area, barely paid attention to the extraordinary cavern we were in. Instead, he approached a grouping of broken rocks in the middle of the cave. Kicking them aside, Catro crouched down by an opening in the earth to examine it with a disturbing intensity. 

“That’s where the energy was flowing from.” Coren, following my eyes to my brother, gestured to the spot with his chin. “Now that it has been returned to its proper position, the hole is now simply an empty hole in the earth.”

Catro frowned right before something flashed up from the hole. It was thick and black. That’s all I was able to catch before it slammed into Catro’s chest, disappearing inside him. The blow sent Catro flying into the air, all the way across the cavern and into the wall with bone breaking force.

“Catro.” I yelled and ran to my brother’s limp body that was now sprawled on the ground. 

Coren, having already been on the move, beat me there. Unfortunately, Catro’s body didn’t stay limp. As soon as Coren’s fingers touched him, Catro began to convulse. It was so violent that I could hear the loud clacking of his stiffened limbs bouncing along the rock floor. Coren pushed his hand under Catro’s head to stop it from being cracked open on the hard floor. 

Not knowing what to do, I reached out and cupped Catro’s tense face gently. At my touch, Catro’s body relaxed, going limp once again.

“Catro?” Coren ran his hands over my brother, checking him over gently, before laying Catro’s head down on the floor.

“Is he ok?” I demanded, my voice hard with concern.

“I don’t know.” Coren shook his head, staring down at Catro with fear in his eyes.

Following Coren’s gaze, my eyes connected with my brother’s. But those were not Catro’s eyes. These were fully black, matte, otherworldly. There was no light reflected there at all, nothing but freezing black. I felt a fission of fear run through my body at the power in that gaze. 

Catro’s voice snarled out in a language that I didn’t understand, but it literally hurt my ears and head to hear it. Coren and I cried out in pain and covered our ears at the sound. 

Power slashed out and Coren was thrown across the room, his body sliding across the dirt floor of the cavern. Catro’s hand flashed out and encircled my neck. I clawed at his wrist, trying to get him to release his unbreakable grip. I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think. My brother was killing me.

My third eye flickered open but all I could see was darkness, slithering, smoky blackness staining everything around it. Extending my gift out, I tried to grab a hold of him, of his soul. Only to have my gift recoil at the icy death I touched.

Wrong! Wrong! Wrong!

It felt wrong, he felt wrong. 

I yelled in pain when he pulled me closer to him, his lips brushing over my ear as he spoke in that voice again. My eardrums burst, blood sliding out of my ears and down the sides of my face. Then I felt the weightlessness of air as I too was thrown backwards. 

Fortunately, before I could hit anything, Coren’s energy surrounded me, catching me in midair and setting me gently on my feet. 

Rubbing my bruised neck, I struggled to get my breath. Looking up, I saw Catro on his feet, staring out darkly with an evil grin crossing his lips. His black eyes were centered on Coren, who was wrapping his energy around my brother, struggling to contain him. 

That voice slid out once again, lower now but no less painful. 

Two shots rang out and small darts hit Catro in his chest. Catro looked down at his chest before cocking his head and lifting those black eyes up to me. I stared back at him, watching his blackened eyes blinking back to a familiar green right before his body went unconsciously limp.

Coren’s energy slowly lowered Catro to the floor. 

“What the fuck was that?” Grayson breathed, lowering his rifle from his shoulder. His voice was echoing in a tunnel like way due to my burst eardrums, almost as if I was hearing him from underwater.

“I thought you said the dark energy was gone.” I turned with cold anger to Coren.

Coren was collapsed on the floor, his face pale, his energy drained. 

“It is. That wasn’t from the Ley Lines. That was something else. Something powerful. I was barely able to contain him.” Coren gasped, exhausted.

“I don’t care how powerful it is. I want to know what the hell is in my baby brother.” I demanded loudly, my voice echoing through the chamber.

——————————————————————————————————
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FOUR YEARS EARLIER

“Get them out, sister. Get them out and keep them safe. Please. For me.” I cried, grasping my sister’s hands tightly in mine, looking around the empty garage frantically.

I knew they were coming, I could sense them. When the glass door to my cage slid open all by itself, I knew that I would only have moments. Far too short of a time to get my loved ones free. 

“No. I am not leaving without you.” My sister argued fiercely, angry tears running down her face. 

“You don’t have a choice. My sister. I love you. I will find you again.” I shook her hands harshly, trying to get her to move. “I will hold them back, but you have to get to safety.”

She sobbed with quiet hopelessness, watching me drop to my knees and gather my son and daughter into my arms. 

“I love you so much. Remember that. I will always be with you, in your hearts. But now, you need to go with Aunty. Listen to her. Stay safe.” I whispered, kissing their beloved heads, squeezing my eyes shut in agony before pushing them into the vehicle.

“Go, sister. Take them and go. Hurry.” I cried, turning a glance towards the incoming rumble of running feet. “Go!”

She paused slightly, shooting me one last look before jumping into the military truck and driving away. 

Slowly turning to the approaching armed men, I felt a calm settle over me. A banging metallic shriek signaled my sister, finally free, crashing through the main gate and heading straight towards the ones that were already in place to help. 

I tilted my head, examining the thirty armed men that were surrounding me. I wouldn’t be able to do much, my body still pained me from this morning’s lab entertainment. I fought anyway.

Twisting and sliding along the floor at a blurring speed, I rose up beside one of the men and gripped the top of his gun. One quick jerk sent the butt slamming violently into the holder’s head. I flipped the gun, shouldering it, opening fire on the others. 

Something tore in my abused torso when the speed of my movements caused a broken rib to find my lung. This caused blood to choke up my throat. I ignored it and kept moving, gliding among the men at eye blinking speed, rifle barking. 

Unfortunately, the rifle didn’t have an unlimited supply of bullets. Fortunately, it was still a hard, metal weapon. Men fell around me from their own misplaced fire or from the expert swings of the weapon in my own hand. Heads broke, windpipes crushed, chests concaved. 

I could feel more blood rising in my chest to be coughed violently out of my mouth. The pain in my chest was becoming debilitating. I knew I wouldn’t be able to continue much longer. 

Luckily, I succeeded in what I set out to do. I freed my children and my sister, got them safely away from this evil place. That was all that mattered.

Struggling to gasp in breath, I felt my body stumble. My vision shuttered, narrowed. My limbs stopped listening to the demands of my brain. The rifle fell from my ineffective fingers. Darkness descended just as quickly as my body did. Beloved, pain free darkness.

——————————————————————————————————
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BANE

“Shit.” Dr. John James growled, standing from his desk and pointing to the curtained off areas housing the exam beds. “Get them on the cots.” 

Standing from John’s desk that I was sitting in front of, I moved to help Madron with his unconscious brother. Grayson held the muscular arm of an ashen-faced Coren over his shoulder. Madron, Catro, and Coren are Andromadans. Coren was a Guardian, one of three family members whose main purpose was to protect and guard the Andromadan race. Madron and Catro were part of the ruling family, Ancients. In fact, Madron was the heir apparent to the whole of Andromada.  

“What happened?” I asked, helping Madron lay Catro gently on one of the cots. 

I could hear John rushing around, grabbing things out of locked doors or cabinets. 

“I have no fucking clue.” Madron stated, his green eyes filled with scared confusion. “We were in the main cavern and something dark came shooting out of that fucking hole. It hit him, took him over, possessed him.”

“Something dark?” I asked, confused. 

“I don’t fucking know, Bane. Dark!” Madron snarled angrily. “You fucking look.”

Swallowing, I braced myself and reached out to touch Catro, opening myself up to him. 

Everything went black, cold, dark. My heart stuttered in agony. I could feel the very marrow of my bones freezing. My ears were ringing loudly, blocking out all other noises. Moving pictures, snapshots of a life now long passed flashed across my blinded vision. 

A little dark-haired girl with the most beautiful smile standing before me. Her head was tilted almost mischievously, her little hand holding something out to me. A number of tall, deadly looking faces stood in the background behind the child. 

A large tree bending softly in the winds, the yellow blossoms falling gently around me. The flowering scent soft yet mysterious. 

More pictures flashed by too fast for me to see. Another scene.

Rain falling around me. Bright red blood flowing in rivers around dark shadows. Shining, bloodshot eyes staring up into mine. Lifeless. Dead. 

More snapshots of blood, death. More people, faces. So many. Countless. 

The pictures slowed, ending with another set of eyes. Flowered brown eyes surrounded by a ring of grey staring up at mine. Stubborn. Determined. Glazing. Falling. 

“BANE!” Harper’s voice screaming in my ear jerked me out of the pictures and back into real life. 

The ringing in my ears turned out to be me yelling. I was on the floor, shaking with that bone deep freeze. Harper was underneath my collapsed body, my back in her lap, her arms around my shoulders and neck. 

My hands automatically came up to grasp at hers while I tried to get my strained breathing back under control. 

“Bane!” Harper sounded so relieved, her forehead dropping weakly down to mine. “Jesus. Fuck. You scared the shit out of me. What the fuck happened?”

“I... uh, I don’t know.” I stuttered out, still trying to get my brain working again. “I don’t know. Pictures. Scenes. I don’t know. I touched him and...”

Looking around I finally noticed the others watching us. Madron was even kneeling beside Harper and I, his hand on my arm, a confused, concerned look on his face. 

“Madron?” A voice coming from above us caused us all to look up. 

Madron jumped to his feet and leaned over his brother’s cot. With Harper’s help I was able to rise as well. Catro was awake. His bright green eyes were looking lost and bewildered. Madron was leaning over him, asking him questions about how he was feeling.

“Madron.” Catro brought his hands up and caught the hands his brother was running over him. “I am fine. I swear it. Whatever happened, it’s over now. It’s ok. I am ok.”

Madron cupped his brother’s face and stared down into his eyes for a long moment before he nodded and dropped his forehead down to Catro’s. “You scared me.”

“I am sorry.” Catro apologized, moving his hands to grip the back of his older brother’s head, holding their foreheads together.

I watched as they slowly drew apart. Madron, by way of clasping hands, helped Catro to his feet.

Catro truly did look fine. 

“Now that the current emergency is over, unfortunately we need to go over the new developments Malachi sent me.” Grayson, who was standing beside the cot that Coren was now lying on, brought up. “That’s why I came to find you all in the first place.”

Grayson was looking down at the communication device on his wrist, cringing at what he was reading. 

“We have a green light on one of the Drako strongholds they found listed in the hacked data.” He explained.

A couple of months ago the Rocky Mountain Base’s head of Operations, Marko, and his wife, River, were able to hack into the Drako systems and steal a whole bunch of information. To this day, the Base was still going through all of that information. 

The Drako was a faction of aliens that were trying to take over Earth. After using a deadly virus to wipe out almost 80% of humanity they finally revealed themselves. That’s when the real horrors began. They began attacking the surviving humans, killing and enslaving them. 

Not all of them though. That’s how bases like the Rocky Mountain Base were formed, by humans running, hiding, trying to survive the deadly onslaught of Drakos. Luckily, humans found out that they weren’t alone in their fight. The Andromadan Alliance stepped in to help and with it came the Nordics and the Andromadans themselves.

“Why are you telling us this?” I frowned at the man. 

I was in charge of the Ranch and its investigation, I really had nothing to do with military Ops. 

“Since we need some extra men on this one, the team made some suggestions on who they trust to help them.” Grayson grinned slyly at the people around him. 

“You have other teams.” Harper accurately pointed out from her spot glued to my side, under my arm. 

“We do, but we can’t use them for this one. If the first team fails, we need the others in place for Base and Ranch security. The backlash on this one could be painful.” Grayson gave a slight grimace. 

“Who are you thinking?” Harper narrowed her eyes at the man. 

I rolled my eyes, already knowing the answer myself. 

“Bane. Bailor. John. Luke. Krishnia is already on board. Harper, we need another pilot.” Grayson shared with a smile. “Marko was also mentioned but River said no.”

“I am in.” I agreed then frowned at my own surprisingly quick agreement.

It sounded like a dangerous Op, and I really didn’t even think it through. Yet here I was, agreeing and I didn’t really understand why.

“Bane?” Harper looked up at me with worried eyes. 

I shrugged down at her helplessly, my confusion at my own quick agreement clear on my face. Harper studied my face for a long moment before nodding. “I am in, too.”

Love flooded my being. My strong, beloved woman always had my back. 

“I am in.” Catro voiced to my surprise.

“No, Catro.” Grayson shook his head, denying the man. 

“Not your choice.” Catro informed Grayson. “It’s mine.”

“Catro.” Coren joined the conversation, leaning up on his elbow to look the man over. 

“Coren.” Catro said softly, meeting the Guardian’s eyes. “I am virtually unknown. Talentless. My choice.”

“I am sorry, Catro, I just can’t allow this.” Madron sighed, reaching out to grip his brother’s shoulder.

“That’s ok, Madron.” Catro turned to Madron, nodding slowly in understanding. “You don’t have to allow it.”

“Catro.” Madron’s low voice warned to no avail, Catro was already walking out of the medical tent. 

“Grayson.” Madron turned to Grayson, his voice firm.

“We got him.” Grayson told the Ancient, reassuring him. 

“You better.” Madron growled menacingly, turning to look at Coren. “Let’s get home, you need sleep.”
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MALACHI

I looked over the large group of people that were gathered in the Bay of the Rocky Mountain Base. Each and every one of them were dressed completely in black clothing that was specifically made for dangerous operations such as the one we were about to undertake. 

The Drako stronghold that we found was a big one. The difficulty level was astronomical. High walls, high security. A simple school like building on the outskirts of Tacoma. It was an old institution that was in use for decades. It masqueraded as one sort of private business or another over the years. Even before the Drako started their takeover.

What no one knew until now was that the building was not what it purported to be. It was actually a lot larger than it appeared, extending, down. Floor after floor. Going deep into the earth by at least twenty levels. It currently housed over two hundred security men but only forty imprisoned humans. There was also a surprising number of doctors, scientists, and lab technicians that worked there.

All of this was listed in the extensive file that Operations decoded and confirmed by River, whose hacking abilities were legendary. She was able to get into the building’s main security systems.

It was a large, dangerous Op, but because there were forty innocent people waiting to be freed, we were going in after them. Besides my own personal team of Reaper AKA Grayson, Giggles AKA Rashnia, Wings, Scope, Candle, Bear, and Woody, we were joined by a number of others. Glint AKA Krishnia. Hades AKA Bane. Stallion AKA Bailor. Doctor AKA Luke. The newly christened Valkyrie AKA Harper. Last but certainly not least, Silence AKA Catro. 

All together there were fourteen of us. Fourteen people up against two hundred, if not more. A suicide mission for anyone else. For us it was just another Op. Dangerous but doable. My people were that good.

“Line up!” I yelled, strutting out in front of the group of people. 

“You heard Boss! Fall in, Maggots!” Reaper, my second, yelled from his stance behind my moving form.

My team hid their smiles and lined up in front of me while I hid an eyeroll at Reaper’s choice of words.

“Seriously?” Doctor did roll his eyes but still stepped forward to join the line I was demanding they make.

“Oh.” Valkyrie watched Doctor and gasped. She nudged Stallion with her elbow to get him to pay attention before running over to line up beside Doctor.

Hades shook his head and stepped forward, his body military straight. Stallion joined him with a slow, gliding slide. Glint and Silence were already standing at the other end of the line. 

“Seriously?” Doctor asked again. 

I shot him a wink before continuing with my briefing. 

“This first part is for my newbies. You all have been fitted with an earpiece communicator. Touch it to activate or deactivate it. You will all listen to your elders.”

“You heard him. Silence is in charge!” Reaper yelled.

Silence didn’t even raise his head from his study of the ground in front of him when everyone suddenly turned to him, saluting him. Although, he did give his head a slow, amused shake.

“Now that we have the bullshit out of the way.” I growled, darting out a quick hand to smack my second in the back of the head. “Has everyone gone over the hand signals and the codes?” 

“Sir, yes, sir!” Valkyrie screamed, almost smacking herself in the forehead with her salute. 

Stallion choked on his attempt to hold in his laughter while Doctor grinned maniacally. At this point I was really wondering why I requested these people. 

Hades dropped his head to hide his own smile. Wings didn’t even try to stop himself from breaking down in loud guffaws.

Silence was still silently staring down at the ground. 

I truly didn’t want to ask my next question, but I needed to. “Do you all know who your buddies are?”

Yes, I assigned everyone a buddy for this one, especially considering that we had a number of new people joining us. 

“Can I trade buddies?” Giggles maddeningly raised his hand. 

I sighed and dropped my head down, rubbing the back of my neck. I totally called this. Even though I knew that Giggles was joking, I still had all the buddy reassignments already designed in my head.

“I would also like to request a buddy change?” Glint raised his hand as well, probably due to his own twin brother Rashnia, AKA Giggles, requesting a different buddy.

“Don’t worry, I got you.” I raised my head with a sly grin. “Glint, you are now with Bear. Giggles and Silence. Woody and Hades. Valkyrie and Wings. Candle and Stallion. Scope, you got Doctor.” 

They all turned to examine their new partners, moving over to stand beside them. Valkyrie giggled and nudged Wings, her friend and new buddy, with her shoulder. 

“All right. Follow my lead. Don’t do anything stupid and when the shit hits the fan, find cover and get your asses back to the transports.” I kept raising my voice until I was yelling. “Asses to asphalt!”

They all looked at each other before turning their gazes down to the obviously cement floor.

“Move out, you shitheads!” Reaper yelled, his voice shaking with laughter at the team’s antics. 

We all knew that the joking around was a way of relieving fears and tensions. I was fully faithful that once the mission got underway the jokes would be replaced with the needed seriousness.

The group chuckled and headed to the three aerodynamic vehicles that we were going to be using. One was a Drako ship that had been stolen by Valkyrie, she would be flying that one. The other two were large military helicopters designed to carry teams of men. These would be flown by Wings and Glint. 

Valkyrie, Scope, and Giggles were assigned to the Drako ship. The rest of us were split up into the helicopters. 

The flight to Tacoma with the high-speed military helicopters would be just over four hours from the Base. During that time, we all reviewed the area around the stronghold and the blueprints we got of the building itself. 

“Ok, people, as you can see, we have twenty known floors descending into the earth. Two of those floors, ten and sixteen, are dedicated to housing the forty prisoners. As far as I can see the enclosures are glass fronted with thickly tempered glass. The glowing areas show specialized venting systems running through that area, probably a pumping system for air distributed sedatives. I am working on shutting them down as we speak.” Marko’s voice came to us over our earpieces, the holographic screen in front of us lighting up in certain areas with each of his descriptions. 

“There are security doors in these areas. I am working on getting the codes to bypass the ones we need. River is working on the codes for the various enclosure locks. The system is old but interestingly complicated. The glowing green places are the areas along your route that Candle has confirmed are the best possible places to set the charges.”

“Woody has the other floor covered for that. The charges are already linked together and set to my coms so that I can blow them when we are clear.” Candle explained.

“The purple highlighted areas on each floor are the main lab
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