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    This was a hard book for me to write as it touched on a lot of my own triggers and fears. However, I found that it was also healing in a way, looking at that extreme evil and how it can try to destroy everything. 
I dedicate this book to the human spirit and the strength that is contually seen standing against that evil.
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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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LUKE

“Is that my chocolate?” I demanded.

“What chocolate?” Lysander turned from where he was standing in front of my office desk to smile at me, chocolate smeared at the corner of his mouth.

I just entered my office after finishing with a patient, hoping to get some paperwork filled out before the end of my shift. And now, apparently, I was going to have to deal with Lysander. I sighed, moving around the desk to slump down in my chair. 

Lysander, the bane of my existence, the one person I couldn’t seem to force myself to forget. The tall, lean man with long blond hair was dressed in a pair of navy dress pants and blue dress shirt covered with a navy vest. The clothing accentuated his attractive build and brought out the blue in his striped white and blue eyes. 

His face was beautiful in its length with the sharp jawline that led down to his pointed chin. This was only made more beautiful with the distinctively high cheek bones he boasted. I swear the man lived to torture me.

“Other than raiding my chocolate why are you here, Lysander?” I rubbed my hands tiredly over my face, wincing at the tight pull of the scarred burns on my torso, shoulder, and neck. 

With Zara Hastings, one of my fellow doctors and sister of my heart, out on maternity leave, and John James, another doctor, working on site at the Ranch, I was working double shifts and was covering triple my usual case load. 

The Ranch was a recent historic discovery that was turning out to be very intrinsic to humanity. Now we were working together with other bases to investigate the area and the megalith that was found buried in the ground. 

Needless to say, with only three doctors, including me, working in Medical, I was exhausted. 

“You look like shit.” Lysander, the empathetic individual he was, commented. 

“Somehow, you always know what to say to make everything all better.” I stated sarcastically, shooting him a glare. “Seriously, get to it. I have a fuck ton of paperwork to finish before I can go crash in my bed for four hours. Then I have to be back here in order to relieve Stand.”

“Doctors Available.” Lysander ignored my sarcasm and sat in the chair across the desk from me, swinging his crossed ankles up onto the corner of my desk.

“Doctors Available?” I asked, far too tired to follow Lysander’s thought crumbs.

“Something we are setting up with the other bases. Most bases, like ours, cannot afford to have doctors away for long lengths of time. This is another way for all of us to help each other out medically. Especially when something like the Ranch pops up and medical teams are needed on site and away from bases. Doctors can sign up for it and are added to a list of doctors available for shift rotations outside of their home bases.” Lysander explained far too lengthily for my overworked brain.

“What exactly does this mean for us?” I questioned, wondering how this would pertain to me.

“Well, as one of the Medical Department heads, you are not eligible for it, neither is Zara. But it means that John is currently on his way home. He is being covered by a volunteer doctor from another base. Someone who already signed up for Doctors Available. Although, this is temporary, only until Zara is back, as John has stated he likes to be out at the Ranch.” Lysander stated helpfully. 

“Thank God.” I groaned, dropping my head to the back of my head rest. “When the fuck can I get him back on the schedule?”

“He hasn’t had much to deal with out there. It’s been fairly quiet on the medical front. He explained it as being on a mini vacation and he’s ready to take on a shift tonight.” Lysander watched my actions with a keen eye. “You can now stop killing yourself trying to keep this Base alive.”

“Did you do this just because you think I am over worked?” I straightened in my chair to study him, my eyes narrowing at him.

“In a word, yes.” Lysander nodded. “I am tired of seeing you exhaust yourself trying to cover the work of three people.”

“It’s not just me, you know.” I pointed out, raising an eyebrow at him.

“I realize that. And as much as Stand and Ciaron help cover, they aren’t taking on half of what you are.” Lysander pointed out, his mouth tensing.

“Fuck.” I scrubbed my fingers through my hair in frustration. “I want to be mad at you for this, I really fucking do, Lysander. But I am too damned tired.”

I knew he was trying to show he cared in his own way. I just didn’t need him to take care of me. I was a grown ass man. During the pandemic I pushed myself much harder and I survived. I would survive this. 

“I assumed you would see this as me overstepping.” Lysander dropped his feet to the floor. “I do care.”

“I know.” I clenched my jaw and tried to hide the upset I was feeling. He did care, just not enough. I wasn’t enough. I wanted to tell him to take his caring and shove it up his ass.

“Your shoulder is paining you.” Lysander jerked his chin at said shoulder. 

“It’s just tight. Some cream will help.” I grunted. “I will stop by Zara’s on my way to my suite, get her to work on it for me while I check on the twins.”

Lysander looked down at the desk and nodded slowly. I could see his mind working. 

“Leave it.” I ordered, standing abruptly from the desk. “We both have made our decisions. There is no point in rehashing this shit over and over again.”

We? We made the decision? No. He made the decision. I could do nothing but follow that decision. As much as it broke something inside me.

That day. The day that he told me we would never be anything but physical. The connection, bond, whatever they called it, just wasn’t there and he wasn’t willing to take a chance on anything more. His heart was for his other half. Not for me.

Needless to say, I was extremely glad I didn’t give him what I truly wanted to give him. As attracted as I was to him, half in love with the damned man already, in the end, I needed to walk away, not willing to give him anymore of myself. Especially when he simply wanted to use me to scratch an itch. I really wasn’t into emotional pain.

“There is a something between us.” Lysander’s eyes darkened, following my movements. “You know there is, you feel it just as much as I do.”

“It’s physical, Lysander.” I scoffed derisively. “You said it yourself. Go jack off if you need release that bad.”

“Not for you.” The damned man was far too aware. 

“Who the fuck cares what I want?” The painful stretch of my smile was a parody.

“I do.” Lysander’s forehead scrunched, his striped eyes darkening with anger. 

“Yeah? And what happens to me when that person comes along? You know, the one that actually completes you?” I sneered and slammed my hands on the desk in front of me. “I am not willing to allow you to fuck me over like that because you have a fucking twitch between your legs. Go get your dick wet with someone else and stop fucking with my head.”

Lysander’s chair slammed against the wall behind him, one of his hands found my neck, the other yanked my head back by my hair. 

His voice growled in my ear, lips brushing the sensitive lobe. “One of these days, Luke, you are going to push me too damned far and I will forget every one of your pathetic little arguments. You drive me crazy. You make me want to forget everything.” 

With that I was released, and Lysander was gone from the office. I slumped back into my chair, running a palm down the throbbing erection that was pressing painfully against the zipper of my jeans. Fucking Lysander. 

He was the only one in the whole universe that was able to get me so emotionally and physically riled up that I wanted to punch myself in the dick. Fuck my life. 

Growling, I booted up my computer and started on my reports. 

It was late that evening by the time I crashed into the queen-sized bed of my single sized bachelor suite. The room boasted a small kitchenette to one side, a living room area to the other side, and a bedroom area along the back wall with a small, attached bathroom. I didn’t go by Zara’s. By the time I finished my reports and debriefed John, it was midnight. 

Falling into a fitful sleep for the next two hours did absolutely nothing for my depleted brain. When the alarm went off signaling an emergency surgery, I was still exhausted. 

I pushed myself up from the bed only to fall back to it, groaning in pain. My shoulder seized. The muscles locking up tight, spasming. 

Gritting my teeth, I reached out for my wrist communicator, preparing to do the one thing I truly didn’t want to do. 

“Luke?” Lysander’s sleep husky voice sounding over the coms sent every ounce of blood my body contained straight down into my cock. 

I had no idea how I could get this hard when I was in so much pain. Apparently, Lysander was a miracle worker on my sex. 

“Got a surgery.” I grunted out painfully. “Shoulder’s seized.”

The coms shut down. 

Trying to push the pain aside, I slowly stood and made my way to the cupboards lining the wall so I could get some clean scrubs. Pain flashed with each movement. Needing a moment, I leaned against the cupboards and just breathed. The forearm of my good arm rested against the cupboard, forehead pressed into said arm, face pointed downward. My other arm hung painfully at my side. 

It didn’t take long. Before I knew it, familiar hands found my back and shoulder. Strong, thick fingers that smelled like medical ointment pressed into the muscles there. I was immediately hard. Again. 

“Fuck.” I gasped in a mix of shuddering pain and trembling arousal.

Lysander’s talented fingers painfully massaged the muscles there until I finally felt them easing. My shoulder and arm finally loosened, giving me the mobility I needed. 

Knowing me and my damaged scar tissue, Lysander moved his fingers up to work on my neck. Helping to ease the sudden pounding headache that came with the muscle tension.

“Better.” Lysander’s voice sounded, his fingers still working their magic.

“Thank you.” I nodded slowly against my forearm.

“I thought you were going to Zara’s.” He stated and I could hear the frustration in his voice. 

“It was too late.” I groaned when he hit another tender spot.

“How much sleep did you get, Luke?” Lysander really sounded angry now.

I felt that spot finally loosen. The seizing and pain gone, leaving just the feeling of Lysander’s fingers moving over my flesh. That and the arousal beating in my pants. I definitely felt that. His hands smoothed firmly over the scar tissue that travelled up my left arm, over the upper left side of my torso and up my neck. 

Now I didn’t even have the pain anymore to divert my mind from my aroused state. I could literally feel my heartbeat pulsing in my oversized dick. Yeah, I was that hard, just from Lysander’s hands on my shoulder. And apparently, I was very much into pain. 

“Couple of hours.” I grated out through clenched teeth and shifted my shoulder, signaling for him to take his hands off me.

“Damn it, Luke.” Lysander exclaimed, his hands finally falling from me. 

“What the fuck do you want me to do, Lysander?” I yanked open the cupboard and pulled out a pair of navy scrubs. “Someone needs surgery.”

I pushed my sleep pants from my hips and yanked the scrub bottoms on. The matching top quickly followed. Swinging my lab coat over my shoulders, I slammed the cupboard and turned to grab my coms off the end table, attaching it to my wrist. 

“I am going with you.” Lysander stated, opening my cupboard up and pulling out another pair of scrubs. 

“What do you mean, you are coming with me?” I hissed at him, turning away from him to head to the washroom and brush my teeth. 

“Just what I said.” He followed me, now dressed in a pair of dark grey scrubs. 

“Fine.” I spat and rinsed. “If you insist on being there, then you will be listening to me. No ifs, ands, or buts, Lysander. My surgery, my rules.”

“Very well.” He scooped up my recently used toothbrush and helped himself. 

“You do realize that was just in my mouth?” I couldn’t decide if I was disgusted or turned on. 

“You do realize that I have had your tongue in my mouth.” He rinsed and spat. 

“That’s different.” I shook my head and swiped on some deodorant. 

“How so?” Lysander stole my deodorant next. 

“Boundaries, man.” I stomped out of the bathroom. 

“You won’t be talking to me about boundaries when I have my cock buried in your ass.” Lysander stated bluntly, following me out of the room. 

“I think you have that backwards.” I raised an eyebrow at him while slipping my feet in my shoes. “There is no way I will ever allow you to top me.”

“It doesn’t matter if you let me. The giant hard on you are currently hiding in your pants tells me that it will eventually happen. Even if I have to wrestle you down.” Lysander’s eyes caught the jump my cock performed at the sound of his words. “Please make me wrestle you.”

“That’s the only way you would ever get in there, even if I was willing to go there with you.” I slammed out of my suite and down the hall with Lysander on my heels.

“Thank God.” Lysander actually smiled, purposefully ignoring my denial. 

“I think you have a screw loose or something.” I narrowed my eyes in disbelief and shook my head at him. 

“I currently have nothing ‘loose’. Everything is all tight.” Lysander winked playfully.

“Your seduction technique needs serious work.” I advised, reaching the doors to Medical. 

“Nope.” Lysander shook his head in disagreement. 

We walked into medical, around the half wall that had waiting area seating and passed the large round nursing desk that was in the center of the main front section. This section boasted eight exam rooms down the side walls as well as bathrooms and storage rooms and a wide hallway in the back wall. 

We kept moving, hitting the hallway to the back section. Another large nursing desk in the middle of another large main room that was surrounded by even more rooms. Two surgery rooms, a DNA analysis room, a testing room, more storage rooms, and the doctors’ offices that ran along the back wall. Reaching the second main room, we both slammed to a stop. 

A purple haired woman was standing beside a gurney, holding the hand of a tiny blond-haired boy. John was taking the boy’s vitals while Daniel got him hooked up to an IV. Colleen, my dedicated nurse, was already in one of the surgery rooms, preparing. 

The woman though. She was beautiful. Breathtaking. 

Mine. 

Medium height. C-cup breasts, ass for days. Dressed in a pair of cotton shorts and a tight t-shirt. Neither one left much to the imagination, except for the type of bra she preferred. That was distinctly missing. Now, I was hard for a completely different reason. 

“Fuck.” Lysander’s breathed word had me turning to him. 

And just like that my hard on was gone. The look of beautiful awe on his face while his bright eyes ran over the woman before us showed me that he finally found his other half. I wanted to look away from the look on his face, I really wanted to, but I couldn’t. I felt my heart twist violently in my chest and my breathing compressed until I felt lightheaded. The pain was worse than when I was in that explosion and was burned severely over a quarter of my torso and half my neck. 

This was going to be fun.

Lysander’s eyes shot to mine. His eyes now filled with shock, confusion, frustration, anger. It looked like he was almost blaming me for bringing him into Medical. With that one look, I finally felt acceptance. Acceptance that it truly was my lot on life to be alone. 

Lysander, usually so contained and in control, spun around and stomped back into the front section where the slam of the Medical doors signaled his full departure. I sighed and turned back to the patient to see the woman looking down the hall with a mixture of confusion, shock, attraction. I knew she felt the connection just as much as Lysander did.

“John?” I pushed away my feelings, determined to do my duty as a doctor. 

My eyes expertly assessed the pale boy on the cot, looking over the vitals John was taking. 

“Appendix.” John explained. “It hasn’t burst yet, but it’s close.”

“Very well.” I nodded and started scrubbing up with Daniel’s help. 

Into surgery the child and I went. 

A couple of hours later, Colleen and I pushed the boy into one of the exam rooms for John and Daniel to take over. By this time, it was around six in the morning, an hour until my regular shift was to start. 

“Ms. Powell.” I approached the worried looking woman who was now waiting at the nursing station to go over the surgery and after surgery care.

“Guard made it through just fine. He is still under but should wake up soon. He will be in some pain for a bit but should be able to go home later this afternoon. Once we have him settled in the room you will be able to go sit with him.”

“I, uh, thank you doctor...” The woman smiled thankfully, her soft eyes studying me intently. She stood and held her hand out to me. 

Knowing Nordic jealousies from watching Zara with her husbands, twins Rashnia and Krishnia, and knowing that she was Lysander’s, I simply nodded and walked away.

“Did I offend him?” I heard the woman ask John, her lyrical voice concerned and slightly hurt.

I rubbed my chest at the pain her injured feelings brought. Fortunately, that wasn’t my problem, she wasn’t my problem. She was Lysanders. Fortunately, right? 

Thankfully I was out of earshot and in my office before I could hear John’s answer.
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LUKE

“What was that last night?” Lysander asked, barging into my office.

It was about an hour after I talked to the woman about Guard. Nova Powell. According to the little boy, Guard’s records she was his aunt and guardian. 

I was currently bleary eyed, struggling to make sense of the report I was trying to type into the system.

“I thought you left.” I leaned back in my chair and eyed him.

“I did.” He clipped out, pacing back and forth in front of my desk, his body was tense and practically vibrating.

“She’s yours, is she not?” I raised an eyebrow at Lysander.

“Yes.” He grated out angrily. 

“Then you should be with her right now instead of me.” I sighed wearily, running a hand violently through my hair, extremely tired of dealing with Lysander and his confusing bullshit.

“How the fuck did you come to that asinine conclusion?” He yelled and slammed his hands down on the desk in front of me.

“You just confirmed that she is yours, that means I am not. She just suffered one hell of scare and could probably use your support. Pull your head out of your ass. Get the fuck out of my office and go be with your fucking soulmate. She needs you, I don’t.” I snarled back and stood up from my chair angrily. 

Which turned out to be a mistake. The world spun. And not just a little. I reached out to grasp the edge of the desk as my face and body went ice cold and my legs collapsed. 

“Luke, dammit.” Lysander’s hands reached out to catch me.

He slowed my descent but couldn’t stop my ass from meeting the floor. 

“Fuck.” I gasped, my head spinning, my stomach rebelling. 

I reached out to grab the garbage can just in time for my stomach to cleanse itself.

“I am calling Ciaron in. You need to sleep.” He growled out.

“I am fine. I just need some food.” I pushed him away weakly, spitting the last of my stomach into the can.

Wiping my mouth with my sleeve, I collapsed back against the wall behind me. Lysander was sitting on the floor in front of me, one leg bent up in front of him. His face filled with worry.

“The fuck you are fine.” Lysander hissed, his voice shaking with his anger. “You are killing yourself.”

“I told you, I am all good.” I shook my head listlessly at him. “Can you ask Colleen to bring me a sandwich on your way out?” 

Lysander looked stunned at my dismissal of him, but I was so done. 

“Are you serious?” He whispered, his eyes hurt and anxious.

“She’s yours. What else is there to say?” I sighed, tired, too fucking tired.

“Everything.” He hissed, his voice sounding desperate. He reached out to grip the side of my head. “She’s not the only one.”

“What are you talking about?” I blinked at him, trying to focus on his confusing words.

“The connection, Luke. It wasn’t missing, it was just incomplete.” He leaned forward to press his forehead to mine. “I felt the connection snap into place. For both of you. The moment we were all together. You both are mine.” 

“Bullshit.” I mumbled, trying to fight off my exhaustion.

“Reality.” Lysander argued. “Get used to the idea right now, Luke. Because when you wake up, it is on.”

“I am fine, don’t need sleep.” I slurred, the black of unconsciousness starting to seep in. 

“Yes, you do.” Lysander’s eyes took on a mesmerizing quality, the white and blue started to slowly rotate around his pupil. “And you are going to listen to me now and go to sleep.” 

Lysander’s gift was his ability to calm people. Not that he ever used it on me, not before. Now I knew how he did it. Those eyes.

“Fucker.” I blinked at his hypnotic eyes, feeling my body go completely lax and my vision go dark.

——————————————————————————————————
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NOVA

“IS HE OK?” I SOFTLY asked the man, Lysander, one of the heads of the Base. 

He was sitting on the floor, his big hand gently cupping the side of the unconscious doctor’s face.

Dr. Luke Graden was an extremely attractive man. As my giant crush on the man could attest to. It was so bad that my eyes automatically searched him out everywhere I went. 

I really wasn’t expecting to see him last night so when he came charging in, I was surprised. Dr. Graden was a tall man for a human with wide shoulders and slim hips. Dark hair, grey eyes. A strong jaw covered in a light layer of what I could only call scruff. He also seemed extremely exhausted, with deeply bruised looking eyes and a pale white face. Eyeing the unconscious man, I couldn’t stop the worry from rising up. 

The doctor provided a fine foil to the man on the floor with him. Tall, taller than the doctor, and lean, with wideset striped eyes and long blond hair. His face, while masculine, also seemed delicate in its beauty. Lysander carried an air of command about him that was tempered with exotic beauty. 

“He will be.” Lysander’s deep, smooth, cold, voice reassured me. 

Surprisingly, Lysander reached down and hauled the doctor up and over his shoulder. The tall, lean, Base head didn’t look strong enough to lug the wide shouldered doctor around. Thus, I was frankly surprised when Lysander carried the big doctor easily. He didn’t look strained at all.

“Do you need help?” I asked, backing away from the door so that Lysander could carry his burden from the room.

“No, thank you, Nova.” Lysander stated, his tone still icy, while he grunted under the doctor’s weight. 

Well, he knew my name. That was also surprising. The sound of it coming from his lips, despite the cold tone, was strangely gratifying and almost erotic.

Concerned, I followed them back to the first main room and into one of the empty exam rooms. Automatically, I reached out to help lower the doctor’s head softly to the bed when Lysander lowered the doctor from his shoulder.

My fingers tingled at the feel of the doctor’s warm skin and soft hair under my hands. My body shivered at the thought that I was actually touching him. My crush.

I watched while Lysander fussed over the sleeping doctor. Pulling his shoes from his feet and tucking a blanket around him. 

“You care for him.” I noted softly, feeling the warmth of affection wash over me. 

I really didn’t know that much about Lysander, but his feelings for the doctor were plain to see. While I saw the Base head before, usually in passing or at assemblies, he never affected me like this before. When Lysander first entered Medical last night, drawing my gaze, I felt something flash through my mind. It was jarring yet soothing all at the same time. Like I already knew him. 

Then my eyes glanced to the man beside him, the doctor, my heart stuttered. I couldn’t stop staring between the two of them, mesmerized. Then Lysander violently slammed his way out of Medical, causing my body to jolt in surprise and my heart to feel, well, pained. I didn’t know why, didn’t understand. None of it. I just knew that I didn’t like seeing him upset. But then, I had a hard time seeing anyone upset. 

I had issues with that, and I consistently found myself trying to make things better for the people around me.

Still, considering the stress of the last twenty-four hours, I didn’t know what to do with everything happening around me. I was still very confused at the feelings banging around in my chest. 

The time of my life that would’ve normally been spent on dating and experimenting with my adolescent sexuality was spent fighting to survive a deadly pandemic. This turned to taking care of my nephew after his mother died giving birth to him and fighting to keep us alive and hidden from the invading Drako.

Once we made it safely to the Rocky Mountain Base, I concentrated on raising Guard and working. Fortunately, I worked as an apprentice to a glass blower from a young age. Something I loved to do, and the Base sorely needed. That knowledge was advanced once I reached the Base. 

Now I worked with all glass elements. Creating windows, dishware, medical supplies. Basically, anything the Base needed that was made from glass, I created. 

“Yes, I do.” Lysander straightened from the prone doctor and typed something into his coms, the all-in-one communication device that was assigned to all Base residents, before turning to me. “Very much.”

“It shows.” I smiled at him in understanding. 

I spent the last two years crushing hard on the doctor and now I was feeling very attracted to Lysander. But there was no way I would be getting in the middle of two men who cared for each other the way Lysander seemed to care for the doctor. Especially with the cold way one of those men was treating me. I was pretty sure Lysander really didn’t like me. That bothered me, no one ever treated me this coldly before.

“Hmmm.” He hummed and studied me with shuttered eyes.

“I, uh, I should go.” I said awkwardly, nervousness setting in, and gestured to the door behind me with my thumb. 

“If you feel you must.” Lysander nodded.

“Well, goodbye.” Hearing someone coming into Medical I glanced behind me to see another doctor coming in. 

Turning back, my eyes widened at the sight of Lysander right in front of me. I quickly attempted a step back only to be stopped by his big hand on the side of my face. Stunned, I stared up at him, my breathing stalled at the feel of his touch. 

A touch that was so at odds with his icy attitude that it sent my head spinning with confusion. Then there were the shivers that began racing through my body when his thumb gently brushed along my cheek. 

“Until next time, Nova.” The frozen determination in his voice told me that I would most likely be seeing him again, soon. And not just in passing.

His hand dropped from my face, and he was gone. Sliding by me and out the door to speak to the other doctor. 

Turning, I glanced back at the doctor in the bed. Luke. His white face still seemed hard, even in sleep. As if he was still fighting, even there. Lines of stress bracketed his eyes and lips. 

Before I knew it, I was standing beside the bed, smoothing my fingers along those lines. Trying in vain to remove them. To make him feel better. Sliding up to push away the longish shock of hair that fell forward to brush over his closed eyes. The warmth of his steady breathing brushed my fingers, causing them to pause over his hard mouth. 

What was I doing? I yanked my hand back from the unconscious man and hurried from the room. 

Guard was just waking up when I entered his room. My four-year-old nephew blinked groggily at me and smiled. 

“Hey, baby. How are you feeling?” I gently soothed my fingers through his hair. 

“Sore, tired.” His beloved little voice answered me.

He gave me one hell of a scare when he bent over with stomach pain and vomited all over the suite floor. I immediately brought him to Medical to get checked out, only to have Dr. James tell me that Guard had appendicitis and required surgery. 

In that moment, I was so scared and worried for my boy. His beautiful soul was the reason I fought so hard to keep happiness alive. When I was having a bad day, I would simply look over at him and he would remind me of all the good still left in the world.

“Yeah, you probably will be for a bit, baby.” I told my little guy. “Why don’t you go back to sleep and get some rest for a bit?”

“Ok, Aunty Nova.” He yawned and did just that, his tired eyes blinking shut once again.

I smiled and placed a gentle kiss on his forehead. I found myself praying that the doctor would be alright. If not for the doctor’s sake, then for the cold man who loved him. 
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​CHAPTER 3

[image: ]


NOVA

Later that day I was just returning from grabbing some lunch in the Cafeteria when I paused in surprise at the sight of a man sitting on the bed beside Guard. 

“Right here.” The dark-haired doctor, Luke, smiled and pointed at a spot on Guard’s lower stomach. “I put a little camera called a scope in through your bellybutton. Searched for it and cut it out.”

Moving silently, I approached the room and leaned against the frame so that I could watch and listen.

“Really?” Guard asked, wide eyed. “Will I miss it?”

I found myself truly enjoying watching the two of them associate with each other. The patience and attention the doctor was giving to my curious baby was heartwarming. 

“Nope.” Luke shook his head. “Once you heal up you won’t even notice it is gone.”

“And Aunty Nova wasn’t upset that you took it?” Guard made a disbelieving face at the man. 

“Nope. She was happy.” Luke told Guard. “Because she knew that it was bad and making you sick. The only way for you to get better was to take it out.”

“Ok.” Guard nodded solemnly. “I just don’t want her upset at you. She hardly ever gets upset and I don’t like it when she does. It’s not right. She always says that even if the bad is really bad, there is always good, we just have to look for it. As long as we can find the good then the bad doesn’t seem so bad.”

“Yeah?” Luke studied the boy curiously, his head tilted, his eyes narrowed. “That’s a great way of looking at things. Beautiful in fact. I wish I could be more like that. I tend to get upset a lot and then I say bad words.”

“She doesn’t like it when I say the bad words.” Guard frowned in consternation.

“I bet.” Luke laughed, reaching out to tousle Guard’s blond hair. “It’s not appropriate for little ones like you to use bad words. Especially if you don’t know what the words mean. Until you understand a word’s true meaning and how it should be used, you shouldn’t use it. It’s like playing with something that you don’t recognize. You don’t know if it can hurt you or not and until you know that you shouldn’t touch it.”

“Huh. That makes sense.” Guard studied the doctor, tilting his head in understanding.

“Of course, it does. Didn’t you know? I know everything. I am a doctor after all.” Luke grinned and winked at Guard, showing the boy that he was joking.

Seeing Guard giggling with the big man was absolutely beautiful. I frowned to myself when my heart jerked and that crush I carried for the doctor deepened by a concerning degree. 

I couldn’t help but be happy for my boy that he was getting to experience this moment and that a man
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