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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.

AVIANS: An ancient race of humanoid birds who are technologically advanced enough to see the future and manipulate time. They built the Ranch Pyramid as a gift to humanity and their future carnations. 

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.

PROTECTIVE ELECTROENERGY FIELD: A net like Electro-Energy protective shield that encircles Earth, powered by ancient pyramids and monoliths built by Avians.

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 wide Blaze, was able to release the Ley line from the harness and return to its original position. As a gift, Mother Earth now gives anyone who stays at the Ranch advanced healing abilities. 

RANCH PYRAMID: Buried under the rim of the bowl, inside of a huge cavern. Made out of smooth, golden rock with columns at the front and staircases on the sides that lead up to a rectangular temple at the top. It 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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ASTORIA

I looked up from my desk, my eyes automatically moving over the incoming students only to pause. 

My heart dropped, squeezing down tight, the old scar tissue ripping wide open and flooding the stuttering organ with agony. Black hair, pale blue grey eyes, a disturbing mixture of familiar features. 

The fourteen-year-old newcomer to my language arts class had her books clutched to her chest as she made her way to one of the empty seats, sitting close to the back of the class. 

My mind stuttered, struggling to overcome the dizziness that was inundating it. My face felt strangely cold and numb. I forced myself to breathe, my eyes dropping from the teenager as I desperately did everything I could to hold myself together. 

Waves of panic and anxiety rolled over me, the echo of a decade old grunting resounding in my ears. Residual pain stabbed my lower abdomen, my hips, my chest, and other places. My jaw clenched tightly at the rising burn of tears, my very being doing everything it could to shove those tears back. 

My head slowly cleared enough that I was able to think, my heart still racing erratically, skipping. My eyes came up and I pasted a smile on my face, welcoming my students. I was purely working on autopilot as I went through the lesson plan I made for that day. 

Before I knew it, the bell was ringing, and the students were gathering their materials up and heading to the door. My eyes automatically moved to the girl, watching as she smiled and joked with some of the other students. 

As soon as the class emptied, I reached for my coms, the all-in-one communicator that went around the wrist. My fingers were trembling so hard that I wasn’t really sure what words, if any, I was able to successfully type out before my finger desperately jabbed the send button. 

My fisted hand pressed into my chest as my legs collapsed, the rage of emotions that I successfully held back during the class flooding me. The pain was debilitating, my lungs feeling tight, strained, my heart racing so fast that the world around me was spinning. 

“Astoria?” A strong yet gentle hand cupped my jaw, forcing my burning eyes up to a pair of icy blue eyes. 

“He’s here.” I gasped out, my whole body trembling, my stomach churning nauseously. 

Victor’s pitch-black eyebrows darted straight upwards, his jaw tightening with fury. 

“Explain.” He demanded in a sharp tone. 

“I saw...” I was forced to pause in order to swallow down the vomit that threatened my esophagus. “Her.”

“Seriously?” Angry disbelief filled the room as Victor’s hands rubbed up and down my arms in a vain attempt to calm me. 

“Sh-she is in my class.” I stammered, my body shaking so hard that my teeth were clacking. 

“Fucking hell.” Victor’s snarl whipped out. 

His fingers flashed over his coms before he turned his eyes back to me. “We need to move.” 

“I, uh, ok.” I breathed, my body stumbling weakly to my unsteady feet. Victor rose with me, his hands held out as if to catch me, brace me. 

He walked beside me as I slowly lurched from the classroom and School section of the Base, entering into the main section and its maze of halls. I blindly followed his lead, my mind churning, memories nudging, pushing, trying to take control and suck me under. 

The wide, squared off walls had been carved right out of the rock of the mountain that housed the Rocky Mountain Base. The halls were populated with metal doors sided with control panels, lights, and cameras. The Base took their security seriously. 

It took us a bit, but we eventually reached Victor’s suite, a small bachelor suite similar to my own, and he used his palm on the control panel to unlock the door. 

The bachelor suite had a queen-sized bed and nightstands set against the back wall. Built-in shelves and cupboards ran along one of the side walls with an opening that led to the bathroom. The bathroom was tiny with a toilet, a sink, and a small, glass doored shower. A kitchenette was set against the other wall with a small round table and three chairs in the corner by the door. The living room area with its couch, two chairs, and coffee table sat facing the entertainment system that was set into the built-in shelves.

Victor directed me to one of the chairs and I collapsed into it, my arms protectively crossing my chest as my body bent to lay my head on my knees. 

“I need you to breathe, Astoria.” Victor ordered as an ice-cold cloth was laid across the back of my neck. “I need you present for this.” 

“I...” I gulped. “Sick.” 

My warning came just in time. My stomach heaved a mere second after a garbage can was shoved into my hands. My chest strained and my ribs creaked as my stomach expelled every ounce of its contents. Tears burned down my face, my body violently bowing over and over until it had nothing left.

Exhausted, dizzy, my body aching painfully, my head hurting, my fingers easily released the can into Victor’s waiting grip. 

I used the cold cloth to wipe the sweat and vomit from my face before handing that over as well. 

“I don’t know if I can do this, Victor.” I whispered in a choked voice. 

“I know.” He sighed, his concerned eyes meeting mine from his crouched position in front of me. 

His eyes rose at the dinging sound of his doorbell, his body straightening to its full height and moving to the door. He opened the door to emit Madron, one of the dark-haired, dark-complexioned Andromadans. The Andromadans were exotically attractive in an otherworldly way. 

As an Ancient, the heir to Andromada and leader of the Andromadan Alliance, Madron carried the familial bright green eyes. 

“Victor.” He greeted, stepping into the suite. 

Madron’s eyes moved to me while Victor shut the door. 

“We have a problem.” Victor stated bluntly, his arms crossing. 

“I assumed as much.” Madron’s brow furrowed with concern as he stepped around to sit down on the couch. 

“You have a new pair of guests.” Victor stepped around to lean against the side of my chair, his positioning protective, defensive.

“Yes.” Madron nodded slowly, his eyes taking on a confused look. 

“A blue grey eyed Nordic mercenary by the name of Deagle and his black-haired daughter.” Victor described with an accuracy that had Madron’s face falling in surprise and shock. 

“I should’ve seen it. The eyes.” Madron gestured to his eyes. “I am guessing that you have come across Deagle before.” 

“Not me.” Victor slowly shook his head, his eyes practically glowing with his fury. “If I had, he wouldn’t be here right now.”

“I have to ask.” Madron sighed, his eyes running over my pale face and shaking body. 

I wanted to scream out my denial, my heart seizing for a long, worrying moment. My head shook, my hands slapping up to grip my ears. My eyes blinked, the world greying around me. 

“I have given them permission to release the reports. You should be getting them soon.” Victor’s voice sounded strange, wobbly, his hand on my neck directing my head down to my lap. “In the meantime, I am going to have to insist that you do everything to keep him away from us. Both of us.” 

“Fuck.” Madron hissed out. “I knew he was wanted by various systems but...his immunity here is irrevocable.”

“We know.” Victor fully acknowledged. “But his safety is another issue.”

“He has brothers.” Madron’s stated tightly. 

“I honestly don’t give a fuck.” Victor’s laugh was dark. 

“Victor, both you and Astoria have been Godsends to both Earth and the Alliance, but I cannot have you threatening someone who the Alliance has granted immunity to.” Madron sighed. 

“Then keep him locked down.” Victor advised. “And be prepared. They are going to do everything they can to fight you on it. We want him bad.” 

“That bad?” Madron questioned in a low tone. 

“Look at her.” Victor hissed. “She is seconds from losing herself to not just flashbacks.” 

“I need to review those reports.” Madron determined. 

“You really do.” Victor clipped out. 

Everything fell silent and I heard the door open and close, Madron leaving. I hated this, I hated having everything brought to light again, I hated the fact that I was being forced to share the most traumatic moment of my life with someone I barely knew. 

All because the asshole who stole my baby and abandoned me to his enemies showed up in my life again. 

Fourteen years later. 
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ASTORIA

I looked up from my desk to see the horrifying sight of a blond-haired Nordic male with pale blue grey eyes standing in my empty classroom doorway. 

My worst nightmare come true. 

Deagle had his head bowed, the thick length of his blond hair falling over his forehead. Hair that I keenly remembered being long, almost down to the middle of his back. Now it was just barely brushing his shoulders. 

Thick lashes covered his eyes, his square jaw was clenched so hard that a muscle was ticking in the sharp indent of his cheek. His sharp, pointed nose sat above a pair of wide lips. His sharp build with its wide shoulders and slim waist was covered in a long-sleeved shirt and a pair of trousers.

One of his hands was tucked into a pocket while the other arm, the replacement arm, was dangling down the side of his replacement leg. That was something not many knew unless they felt the barely there connection scars that circled just below his elbow and knee, both on the same side, the fact that he was missing limbs. 

The replacements weren’t Nordic. In fact, I wasn’t even sure what type of tech they were, but I did know that they were highly advanced. So advanced that it was hard to tell the difference between the replacement limbs and the real limbs. 

My eyes blinked as my mind travelled back to a different time and place. 

Fifteen years earlier when I met the charming if somewhat gruff male. 

Unlike him, I knew. 

I knew the second I laid eyes on him that he was mine, my soulmate. He didn’t recognize the connection, not like I did. He did, however, find me attractive enough to seduce me into his bed and keep me there for six very interesting weeks. 

It was passionate and stupid. I was so naïve, gullible, and I loved him. He was after all, the other half of my soul.

When I found out that I was pregnant, he changed. The passion and romance disappeared and was replaced by responsibility. At least it did on his part. I still did everything I could to keep it alive.

At the time, I didn’t notice how much he was drawing away from me. I thought things were perfect. 

He was protective and gentle, caring for me, watching over me. He seemed so sweet, the way he watched over me and our growing child. He was also stressed and quiet. He never shared much with me beyond his race and employment. I knew he was a mercenary, I knew he had enemies. He shared that much with me at least. 

Fortunately, the world we were on was a little-known back world planet. I was there for work, he was there for a vacation. Or, I should say, he was hiding from his enemies while lying through his teeth to me. 

I went into labor and there were complications. I was forced to have a C-section. Thankfully, our daughter was born healthy, if somewhat angry. A full head of black hair and uptilted eyes. Just like mine. She was beautiful and the second I heard her first cry, I fell so deeply in love with her that I couldn’t imagine my life without her. 

After the C-section, I was groggy and out of it due to the high amount of painkillers that had been forced upon me. By the time I came out of it, my daughter was gone. And so was Deagle. 

The ones looking for Deagle arrived while the medical staff were busy searching for my missing child. They kidnapped me. I barely survived the week of hell they put me through, torturing me, breaking my bones, beating me constantly, raping me over and over again. All of it was done while they demanded to know where Deagle was. 

I was so far gone that by the time I woke up safe on one of my home world ships, I was completely broken. Body, mind, and soul. I had nothing left but pain. 

Deagle had used me, taken everything from me, and left me to the hands of the monsters searching for him. 

I was depressed, consistently having flashbacks. The trauma caused extreme anxiety and panic attacks. The pain, both mental and physical, of what had been done to me was so bad that I tried to end it all. 

It took years and some very supportive friends to bring me back from brink, to help me heal. Not that it ever really healed. No, I was just biding my time, waiting for the perfect moment. 

Victor was one of those people. He forced me to keep going, to keep living, then he dragged me all the way across the galaxy to a small planet named Earth. Both him and I have been here for almost eight years. We made a home for ourselves, a life, while also doing the jobs we were set to. 

And now it was all crashing down around me. 

That familiar depression and self-depreciation was back, strangling me. Those old wounds torn open once again. My heart twisted painfully, and my mind screamed at me to run as fast and as far away from him and the danger he represented as I could. And yet, my soul cried at the sight of him, so thirsty just for this little glimpse of him. It felt like I had been in the desert for so long, famished for water, for him. 

“Can I help you?” My voice came out strangely smooth, calm, neutral. I had to admit, I was fairly proud of myself for that. 

“My daughter is in your class. She started about three months ago.” His lashes lifted and his eyes met mine. 

Yes, it had been around three months since I had first laid eyes on the girl. That first week was very long, filled with anxiety and nightly panic attacks. It was also a week that I was thankfully able to keep my cool and ignore her presence, at least until the school day was done and I was free to return to my suite. 

I slowly grew to like the open, friendly, if somewhat arrrogant, girl. She was very intelligent and reminded me a lot of her father. She also seemed to enjoy my classes, always participating, smiling and polite whenever she saw me.

My anxiety diminished and my depression stabilized. While I didn’t go out of my way to seek her, I did enjoy what little time I got to spend with her. It was a small light in the darkness that had been my life.

“Tielle...” Yes, that was her name. A name that I wasn’t given an opinion on. “Really enjoys your class. She has been talking a lot about the colorful teacher who teaches Language Arts.” 

His gesture to my hair and the rainbow-colored dye that masked the natural black color. 

“From her descriptions of you, I found myself really wanting to meet you.” He continued speaking even though I hadn’t uttered a single word of acknowledgment. “I do have to say, I am surprised to find a Sirian this far from home.”

“You shouldn’t be. There are many of us here.” I stated, my eyes moving passed him to the wall behind him. 

“I guess.” His voice sounded but my mind was stuck on the wall and whether I should change up the artwork I drew on the chalkboard there. “It honestly astounds me that I somehow find myself here, working for the Alliance, in the very same Base as my daughter’s mother.” 

My eyes snapped to his, my mind staying calm, centered, almost numb. “Your daughter doesn’t have a mother. You made sure of that.”

“They were coming for me. They knew about the pregnancy. I had to take her, protect her, otherwise they would’ve killed her.” My eyes wanted to roll at his excuses. “The last time they caught up with me, I lost two limbs. I wasn’t about to lose more.” 

“Hmmm.” I hummed, nodding slowly. “I see. You refused to lose your child, so you stole her and left. And I didn’t factor into that at all. The woman who carried her for nine months, the woman who gave birth to her. The woman you left behind.” 

“Look, I know that you loved me, but the fact is, Tielle is my daughter. I am sorry to be blunt, but you were only something to fill the time while I was hiding out. It wasn’t supposed to be anything more. But then you ended up pregnant and I was forced to stick around in order to protect her. The second she was free of you, I was free to get her away to safety.” He explained in a frankly painful way. 

I knew he never truly cared for me but hearing those words from the horse’s mouth stabbed deep into my chest. 

“Why are you here?” I questioned, my eyes burning with that pain.

“I told her that you were her mother.” His words had my eyebrows rising in surprise. “She noticed how similar you two look.” 

“And?” I questioned. 

“I just wanted to let you know.” He shrugged. “You are, after all, her teacher.” 

“I will take that into consideration.” My eyes moved to the door in a silent signal that I was done with this conversation. 

“You will be nice to her.” Deagle narrowed his eyes at me, his arms crossing his chest. 

“I am nice to all of my students.” I informed him. “No matter what their parentage is.” 

With a harsh grunt, he spun around and left the room. 

That night was bad. 

It wasn’t until the next week started that it became truly prevalent to me exactly what Deagle telling his daughter about me meant. The girl absolutely hated me. She walked into class with a sneer, speaking out of turn, making derogatory and degrading comments about my teaching skills. 

As the week went on, her behavior got more and more horrendous. And what was worse, so did all of the other students. It got to the point that I had lost all control over my class, the students no longer listening, throwing things at me. 

It all came to a head one day when I was cleaning up after class. The very angry girl snuck up behind me while I was washing one of the whiteboards and proceeded to violently attack me. 

She grabbed my hair and slammed my head into the whiteboard, punching me in the side of the head while screaming obscenities at me. I felt my nose break, my forehead connecting over and over again.

“I hate you, you fucking bitch. You are nothing. Stupid fucking slut. You deserve to fucking die. You should just save the universe and fucking kill yourself. You are so fucking worthless...” It went on and on. 

My head was bursting in pain, blood dripping down my forehead. Tielle was surprisingly strong as she threw me over the desk to land on the floor. I tried to get up, but my head was spinning too much. 

That’s when the girl utilized her feet, kicking into my side and ribs with hard, bone breaking strikes. I struggled to push the pain aside so that I could get a signal out, my fingers scabbling over my coms. 

I lost all time as the girl turned from kicking to stomping. I felt a number of my fingers break under the hard pressure of her heel.  

Then it all stopped. 

Tielle was still screaming right along with a couple of furiously yelling male voices, familiar voices. 

I couldn’t move, my brain glitching wildly, fireworks bursting in my unfocused gaze. 

Gentle hands moved over me before something bit my neck. That was when the world disappeared. 
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DEAGLE

“TAKE YOUR HANDS OFF MY DAUGHTER!” I roared, launching myself at the black-haired man pinning my fourteen-year-old daughter to the desk. 

She was shrieking loudly, doing everything she could to fight against the man holding her there. The man with black hair and uptilted eyes. 

I successfully pinned the man to the ground underneath me, my fists furiously landing into his face when everything inside of me began to freeze. My body stopped moving, the burn of ice filling my blood stream. 

The man smirked, his hand pushing my frozen body off of him. I rolled to the floor, my heart struggling to keep pumping, my breath coming out in frozen steam. Small icicles began to cover my flesh, like thousands of little needles. 

The man rose to his feet just as more people came racing into the room. Tielle was once again screaming as men converged on her. My burning eyes watched as one of them pinned her to the ground and locked a set of shackles onto her wrists. 

Andromadans. 

Not humans. 

The freeze inundating my body stopped, leaving me to slowly thaw out. 

Madron knelt down in front of me, his hands resting on his knees. “You were warned.” 

“He was attacking my daughter.” My voice croaked out. 

“For good reason.” Madron shifted to the side and my eyes landed on the horrifying sight of a limp body. Colorful hair was painted in blood, brown eyes were glazed, sightless. 

Astoria was heavily bruised and covered in blood. She was struggling to breathe, her chest rising and falling in a jerking fashion. The fingers on one of her hands were twisted, obviously broken. 

“I am unsure of what brought this on, but the reports speak loudly.” Madron tisked softly. “Both you and your daughter are now under arrest. Our deal has been revoked and the Sirians are coming for you.” 

“What the fuck do the Sirians have to do with this?” I demanded, my limbs starting to unfreeze and move. 

“You don’t know?” Madron smirked, his head cocking to the side. “The Sirians want your head, and they don’t care how they get it.” 

“Why?” I glared at the Andromadan that stepped forward and locked a set of shackles around my wrists before sitting me up. 

Madron turned his head to the woman that Dr. Luke Graden was now bent over. “Kidnapping is the least of your crimes when it comes to them. You didn’t just steal her child, one of theirs, but you also left her to the hands of your enemies.” 

My already strained heart froze, my mind screaming in disbelief. 

No way, they were after me. 

Not her.

“Oh yes.” Madron nodded, his eyes stabbing into mine. “They tracked you straight to her. She was still in the medical center, a day out from the c-section, when they found her. They took her right out of the medical center and held her on their ship for a week. Long enough for her to suffer unimaginable horrors. She was barely alive when the Sirians were finally able to track down their missing agent.”

I didn’t have the words, my throat closing tightly at the reality of what I had done. 

“What did you tell her?” The icy-eyed Sirian demanded from his cross armed lean against one of the desks. 

“Who?” I sneered at the man who put his hands on my daughter, hating the sight of the bastard. 

“Your daughter, you useless piece of shit. What did you tell your daughter to make her attack an innocent woman? What the fuck lies did you feed her?” Reminded of my daughter, my eyes moved around the room, trying to find her only to no avail. 

“Where is my daughter?” I demanded, my arms straining against the shackles holding me. 

“She is safe.” Madron shrugged. 

“She is being taken to a containment room where she will no longer be allowed to hurt people. She will be held there until decisions are made.” Callden, one of the blue-eyed Andromadan Guardians, stated.

“What is she being charged with?” I snarled, feeling helpless anger vibrating through me. 

“Assault.” Callden informed me. “By both the Base and the Sirians. The same charges that are currently being added to the long list you already hold.” 

“She’s just a child...” I started only for the very angry Sirian to cut me off. 

“I don’t care! Just like you didn’t fucking care about her mother. The woman who gifted her to you.” He spat. “You didn’t care because she wasn’t yours. Mind you, from the information I have read, you don’t give a damned about anyone but that precious little daughter of yours. Now, tell me what the fuck you told her!”

“Fuck. You.” I hissed at him. “I did whatever I fucking had to in order to keep my daughter safe.

“Get him out of here.” Madron stated in a cold voice. “I am done with him. Good luck with the Sirians. I am sure you have heard how bad they treat criminals.” 

My whole body tensed, rock-hard, when a set of hard hands gripped my forearms and lifted me up to my feet. My eyes stared deep into icy blue as the other man stepped right in, his face pushing into mine. “Now you get to deal with me. And so does she. But see, Deagle, the difference between you and me is that I don’t lie. I am going to tell that child the truth. Every single little piece of it. I wonder how much she will love her father after that.” 

“You bastard.” I snarled, fighting against the hold on my arms, trying to throw myself at the man currently backing away from me. 

I was right about to remove that smirk from the bastard’s face, with my fist. 

“Come on, mercenary.” Callden’s voice sounded in my ear as he practically carried my struggling form out the room. I had to admit, the man was strong. 

I was hauled through the halls and through a set of security doors. I knew these doors. Highly secure and set beyond the recreation area. This was for the security personnel, the teams. This was definitely not going to be fun. 

I was directed into a small room with a table and three chairs. It was into one of those chairs that I was shoved into, my shackles shifted around to be locked to the top of the table. 

“Just so you know, I deal with shadows all the time.” Callden hissed in my ear. “I know exactly how to light them up.” His hand appeared in front of me, bursting into flame. 

“Fuck!” I yelped and ducked away from the blast of heated fire. 

“No need for that, Callden.” The blue-eyed male stated as he walked in with a piece of Sirian tech. It was a viewer, made of some sort of hard, smooth crystal from their home world. 

“What is this?” I demanded when he set the viewer on the table. 

“You get to watch how she paid for your sins.” His finger moved over the screen, lighting it up. “You get to see the full consequences of your actions.” 

“You have it?” Callden’s voice sound shocked. 

“Their security recorded all of it. We hacked their ship and took the visuals, making sure that all of the others were destroyed. We kept this one on hand for this very day. It is all a part of our case against him.” The Sirian described, his eyes shifting from Callden to me. “You might want to leave. This is not easy to take, even for one such as you.”

My eyes stayed on the Sirian’s as the door behind me closed with a distinctive click. “What about you?” 

“I have already seen it.” The Sirian stated, bending down to start the visual. “I was one of the ones who found her.” 

He stepped out of the room seconds before the screaming started.

Within the first ten minutes I was physically ill, my mind screaming, almost breaking, at the horror of what I was seeing. 
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CHAPTER 3
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TIELLE

“Tielle.” The male with the icy blue eyes, the one who pulled me off of the bitch, sat down in the chair across from the table from me. 

“Where is my dad?” I demanded. 

“He’s busy watching a movie.” The man’s voice was cold, like an icy breeze. “And while he is doing that, you and I are going to have a little talk.” 

“Fuck off, dickhead.” I sneered at the man. 

“I prefer Victor.” The man stated with an eerie calm, his intense and frankly cold eyes stabbing icicles at me. 

As much as I wanted to flinch away from him, I forced my spine to firm. 

“I don’t give a flying fuck what you prefer.” I spat at him, my eyes glaring as much fire as I could muster. 

“You might not now but you will when you hear what I have to tell you.” He slowly shook his head. 

“You are on the bitch’s side. I am not listening to anything you are here to spew, it’s all bullshit.” I snapped at him. 

“Your mother’s name is Astoria Bergan, an agent for the Sirian government. She was recovering from a difficult birth and an emergency C-section when the father you so love and adore stole you right out of her arms. He loaded you up onto his ship, abandoning the woman who just delivered his daughter, his flesh and blood. A woman who had given him her love, her heart. And what is worse, he left her mere hours before his enemies came looking for him. They didn’t find him, but they found her. Your mother was practically dead when I finally tracked her down. The things they did for to her will forever live in my nightmares.”

“Bullshit!” I yelled. 

“Not bullshit. If you want, I can show you the proof. We have all kinds of visuals of it. Visuals of him leaving the medical center with you. Visuals of his enemies arriving and subsequently leaving with her. Visuals of what happened to her on that ship. We even have visuals that have been taken over the years during her recovery process. None of them are good and will haunt you for the rest of your life, but if you insist, I will show them to you.” Victor’s sharp honesty had me pausing. 

My eyes burned with the onslaught of tears that rose in them, my mind swirling with disbelief. I didn’t want to believe a word out of his mouth. But he said he had proof. He could be bluffing. 

But if he wasn’t, then that would mean my father lied to me. I knew my father lied about a lot, but this...to me...

“Show me.” I found my lips whispering, needing to know the truth. 

Victor studied me for a long moment, before he rose from the chair and stepped out of the room. He returned about fifteen minutes later with what looked like a piece of glass on a stand. After setting it on the table, his fingers brushed over it and an image appeared in the glass. 

It was indeed of my father, a much younger version with long blond hair. He was rushing out the front doors of what did actually look to be a medical center, a bundle held protectively against his chest. You could tell from the way he was holding the bundle that it was indeed a baby. 

The visual glitched, the time at the bottom jumping and a group of five very rough looking humanoid males appeared, forcefully dragging a woman out. She had black hair like mine and her body was hunched with pain.

The visual paused right at that moment due to the man’s fingers brushing over it. 

“I am not letting you see the details.” His eyes turned to mine. “But I will give you a glimpse of what we found when we finally tracked her down.” 

“Ok.” I whispered, my head nodding numbly. 

So far, everything he told me had been true. 

The visual flashed through a number of images that went by too fast for me to catch only to stop on a darkened room. A naked figure was chained to the floor, covered in blood. It was just a flash of the far too pale black-haired woman and the empty look in her eyes before a group of darkly dressed people came rushing in, blocking the visual of
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