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Blurb 
 

Kal watches Charlie fly off on a mission, again. 

As Kander's ruler, Kal must continue her duties while she 

waits for Charlie's return. Her first priority is handling the 

rebel faction known as Alpha Prime. But, her focus begins 

to flounder for the first time since she became Kal. 

Frustrated in every way, Kal seeks guidance and comes to 

terms with the Alpha in her that Charlie triggered. 

I, Alpha is a 14,000-word third-person sci-fi F/F romance 

Omegaverse short story. It is the first short story set near 

the end of Book 2 in The Alpha God series. It contains g!p 

material* as well as intimate scenes not suitable for any 

reader under the age of eighteen.  

*G!p is an abbreviation for "girl penis." Check the author's 

blog to learn more about the F/F version of Omegaverse 

and related terms like g!p and fempreg. 

https://lexaluthor.com/blog/
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Prologue 

 
Kal hooked her hands in front of herself and stood 

rigidly as she watched the exchange between Charlie and 

the other alien she assumed was Magnar. She had expected 

the alien to be a human, but Magnar was black as the night 

and muscular with two pairs of arms. The comfort between 

Charlie and Magnar was palpable and stirred a low rumble 

deep in Kal's gut. As Charlie and Magnar approached her, 

she curled her hand into a fist and waited for introductions. 

"Magnar, this is the High Commander of Kander, 

Kal." 

As Magnar neared, Kal inhaled enough of Magnar's 

scent to get a mixture of pungent fuel on the surface 

followed by an underlying musk. She listened to Charlie's 

continued introduction while she and Magnar locked arms.  

"The High Commander that carries a god's spirit." 

Magnar grinned. "I always thought the High Commander 

was a man." 

After the ignorant assumption about her people and 

her position as the planet's ruler, Kal increased her grip, 

and her lips curled at one side. Few aliens visited Kander, 

other than space merchants, and little was known about her 

world. She caught Charlie's whisper to Magnar, but then 

Charlie's brief touch against her side helped ease her 

annoyance. After a huff, Kal released Magnar's arm and 

withheld a smirk when Magnar started to flex her hand. 

While Charlie introduced Dorlon, Kal further 

assessed Magnar and sensed a self-centered note about the 

alien. She already didn't trust Magnar to look after Charlie's 

well-being, not with full devotion at least. Her successful 

plan to send Andren with Charlie was her only assurance 

that Charlie would survive the mission.  

"We should go, Galaxy Master. It's a long flight to 

Serrato, and we need to stop on Moore Rock to fuel up." 



"Right," Charlie murmured and looked to Raine and 

Andren. "Let's grab our bags." 

"Galaxy Master?" Raine echoed and smirked. "I 

thought that was just a joke." She laughed and said, "I'll get 

yours," then limped off with determination. 

"Tah, Raine." 

Kal stood at least a phir taller than Magnar and 

imposed her height, daring Magnar to challenge her. 

"What kind of mercenary work do you do?" Dorlon 

asked. 

Kal could pick out the low disdain under her 

commander's voice. Earlier she had noticed Dorlon's own 

displeasure toward Magnar. Like Kal, Dorlon was sensing 

Magnar's shallow loyalty to Charlie. 

Magnar held Kal's cold stare but replied to Dorlon. 

"The most dangerous kind"—she then looked at Dorlon and 

smirked—"assassination." 

Dorlon folded her arms and rumbled low. "As 

Earthlings say, it takes all kinds to make the galaxy go 

'round." 

With a glance at Charlie, Kal saw her lover rubbing 

her brow, and it brought a slight frown to Kal's lips. But 

she cut her attention back to Magnar, who looked far too 

amused. She felt a strange heat boiling in her veins the 

longer Magnar stood there. 

Magnar chuckled at Dorlon's joke, but her smile 

grew smug. "It pays infinitely more than frivolous rescue 

missions." She then gave a leering gaze to Charlie and 

whispered, "But sometimes the prizes for rescue missions 

are worth it." 

After a growl, Kal lunged at Magnar until Charlie 

blocked her attempt. She grumbled and snared Charlie's 

shoulder, intent on moving her, but a sharp hit to her gut 

caused her to grunt. The unexpected warning from her 

lover cut Kal's ire in half, and she gazed down at Charlie in 

front of her. 



"You should go prep the shuttle," Charlie told 

Magnar, who she shoved away. "I'll be there in a tick." 

Magnar shrugged but added, "It was nice to meet 

you both. Great first impression of Kander." She spun on 

her feet and hurried to the shuttle, climbing into the pilot's 

seat. 

As soon as she was out of earshot, Charlie snapped, 

"Get a grip, the both of you! I need Magnar's help to get 

Starr back." 

"She smells off," Dorlon argued, echoing Kal's 

exact assessment. 

"Maybe like hyperfuel," Charlie said, hissing at 

them again. She sighed, shook her head. "I have to go."  

Dorlon grabbed Charlie's wrist, halting her escape. 

"I'm sorry, but I'm still your friend that gives a damn." She 

hesitated after a glanced at the shuttle, then said, "Just be 

careful out there." 

"I will." Charlie traded a quick hug with Dorlon, 

who then left with the three soldiers to the truck.  

Kal had her hands hooked in front of her body 

again, features indifferent, and her full attention on her 

lover. She watched the frown develop on Charlie's face, 

which awakened a measure of guilt.  

"I don't know what just happened a moment ago." 

Charlie narrowed her eyes and blew out a huge breath.  

"She insulted me first, then was demeaning to you." 

Somehow Kal ended up gripping her sword's hilt, wishing 

it was Magnar's neck. She towered over Charlie and bared 

her teeth, holding her ground and melting into the returned 

fire under her skin.  

"She was joking around," Charlie said. "Even if she 

wasn't, you let her get to you."  

Kal sneered at the idea that Magnar was being 

playful with her and Dorlon. She was quite familiar with 

the smell of mockery and contempt, and she wanted to 



remove it from Magnar, who seemed more concerned about 

stills than loyalty. 

"That is not like a Kal."  

Charlie's honest words sliced through Kal's primal 

need for dominance over Magnar. First, her taut shoulders 

fell, then she dropped her hand from the sword handle. 

Blowing out a deep breath, she released her puffed up 

chest. 

"I have to go." Charlie was leaving without another 

word or glance, ending their last interaction on a sour 

memory. 

"Charlie," Kal called, a thin line of need under the 

name. She sighed when Charlie hesitated and turned toward 

her. "You are right."  

Charlie dragged her fingers through her hair, then 

came back to Kal. "Tah for trying to protect my honor." 

She offered a hesitant smile and promised, "I'll be back as 

soon as I can." 

Kal nodded and folded her hands in front of her, 

feeling more like a ruler. "I will be waiting." She held 

Charlie's eyes for another tick and reined in the desires that 

Charlie had stirred in her the first day they met. She and 

Charlie had already shared a final kiss goodbye, and it had 

to be enough until they met again.  

When Charlie tore away and marched to the shuttle, 

Kal forced herself to stay in place and watch Charlie leave 

Kander, again. She remained there until her lover was in 

the shuttle and flying away into the sky. After a sigh, she 

turned and went to the hover truck that waited for her.  

Once loaded in the truck bed, Dorlon slapped the 

vehicle's hood and signaled the soldier to drive them back 

to Tarrak. From across the truck, she sat there and stared at 

Kal, who ignored the inquisitive gaze. Her earlier reaction 

to Magnar didn't go unnoticed, but Kal refused to 

acknowledge it in front of Dorlon.  



Staring past Dorlon, Kal focused on her connection 

with the planet and sensed Magnar's shuttle cutting through 

the atmosphere. Then the shuttle pierced the highest layer 

of Kander and vanished into the darkness of outer space. 

Kal rumbled low now that Charlie was indeed gone and had 

started another mission, more dangerous than the last one. 

However, she was confident that her lover would return.  

She will return, Kal reminded herself. 



Chapter 1 

 
Kal sighed after rereading the first half of 

Commander Gaveston's message on the tablet about affairs 

in the other capital, Barrik. She rubbed her chin while 

reading his disconcerting news of the rebellious faction, 

Alpha Prime, which was attempting to penetrate the city 

and corrupt the people's minds. So far Gaveston was using 

an iron fist against the few rebels, seizing them late in the 

night under sleeping ears.  

From her first day as Kal, Alpha Prime was a 

festering sore and earned much of Kal's attention because 

they fought to upend Kander. They had once preached that 

Earthlings were a disease on the planet and should be 

burned to ashes, eradicating their existence. But Alpha 

Prime had faded away after the civil war ended; at least Kal 

had thought so until news of their survival caught her ear. 

So far, Alpha Prime's renewed movements had been 

minor and quiet, seeming to only recruit more members 

rather than actually fight back. During the civil war, they 

had been a volatile group, but now they were smarter and 

made it difficult to pinpoint their game plan. Kal was 

certain they still wished to wipe Earthlings off Kander, but 

she had no idea at what cost or how far they were willing to 

go. 

Their leader, the High Alpha, was a mockery of the 

High Commander's role. His face and name remained a 

mystery, but Kal was determined to fish him out, somehow. 

So far her and Dorlon's attempts to bring him forward had 

failed, and she was tiring of the game. She just needed a 

good opening to encourage him to come out of the 

shadows.  

Standing from the desk, Kal walked over to the 

fireplace and loaded more wood into it from the pile. She 

stood in front of the warmth for a moment, watching the 



reborn flames consume the fresh fuel. Reaching into her 

jacket's inner breast pocket, she retrieved the item that 

Charlie had asked her to care for. She turned the metal item 

in her hands and studied it. Several times, she traced her 

thumb over its face and felt the faint crack in the glass. Did 

Charlie ever use it? Or was it just hidden away so that 

Charlie could forget about her time on Earth? 

A firm knock at the sealed doors disrupted her 

thoughts. She called for the person to enter while she 

tucked the item back into her jacket. 

Dorlon shut the door and hesitated, sniffing the air. 

"You're troubled." 

Kal remained by the fireplace and allowed her 

commander to join her. She folded her arms and grumbled 

after Dorlon took her side. "Gaveston reported that he 

captured a few members of Alpha Prime in Barrik." 

Dorlon nodded but remained silent, seeming to 

process the news. 

"I may have to go to Barrik soon." 

"Gaveston can handle it," Dorlon argued, looking 

up at her ruler. "You're needed here, to keep the bastards 

out of this city. If they taint Tarrak, then Kalatas help us 

all." 

Kal frowned, which deepened the more she thought 

about the rebel faction. They were a slippery organization 

that preyed on anger and fear to bolster their cause.  

"Your influence here is what keeps Alpha Prime 

from trying to come anywhere near." Dorlon touched Kal's 

arm and whispered, "I think they're targeting Barrik just to 

bait you so that you will leave Tarrak. Why else would they 

travel from Kardos to Drakko?" 

Kal sighed, realizing Dorlon's point. The distance 

from the Kardos province to Barrik, which was at the 

center of the Drakko province, would require days' worth 

of traveling. There were no reports of rebel activity in the 

towns or cities between those two locations.  



"If they bring their cause here to Tarrak, then they 

bring it home… to the heart of Kander." Dorlon squeezed 

Kal's arm before dropping her hand. "Don't be foolish and 

leave your heart unprotected." 

"Akron is capable of running Tarrak until my 

return," Kal whispered. 

Dorlon shook her head and argued, "You know 

what respect I hold for Akron, but he is not you. Ja, he will 

be fine for a nineth or two, but I suspect your arrival in 

Barrik will only stir the nest. Alpha Prime will attempt to 

keep your attention there while they slip into Tarrak when 

you're not here." 

Kal rubbed her sweaty brow, then a low, heavy 

rumble vibrated through her chest. "Ja." She accepted 

Dorlon's keen awareness of Alpha Prime's plans, then 

grumbled at her inability to see it herself. Closing her eyes, 

she sensed the humming under her skin increasing another 

fraction. 

Dorlon released a low breath and said, "I should 

return to Kardos soon. I've been gone too long." 

"When do you wish to leave?" 

"In the next day or two. My strength has almost 

returned," Dorlon whispered, peering up at Kal. Her 

features tightened the longer she stared at her ruler. "You 

don't seem yourself, Kal." 

Kal met Dorlon's gaze and replied, "I am still 

recovering from calling you back." She ignored Dorlon's 

suspicious stare and went to the desk.  

Dorlon left the sitting area and paused several steps 

away from the desk that Kal stood behind. "Are you sure it 

doesn't have to do with Charlie?" 

Huffing once, Kal locked gazes and countered, 

"What are you really asking me?" She watched her 

commander and searched for any indication that Dorlon 

might know something about her affair with Charlie. 



"Because I suggest you speak carefully if you mean to infer 

something about me and the merc." 

For a long moment, Dorlon remained motionless 

and didn't crumble under the challenge from her ruler. 

After a beat, she opened her mouth but grew tenser each 

passing tick. 

Kal gritted her teeth and prepared for Dorlon to be 

blunt, something that was normal between them. However, 

this time Dorlon's heightened awareness about Kal was a 

serious threat. Kal sensed dark anger coiling tight in her 

chest, prepared to leap out if Dorlon shined any light on her 

affair with Charlie.  

Dorlon exhaled and worked her jaw twice before 

saying, "If there is something troubling you, perhaps there 

is another you can speak with other than me." She went to 

the door but looked sidelong at her ruler. "Kander doesn't 

need another troubled Kal after the last one." Without 

waiting for a response, she slipped out of the office. 

Kal grunted after Dorlon left and stared down at the 

tablet's dark screen. She recalled the previous Kal's 

unstable and crazed state toward the end of his reign. Such 

a notion that she could turn into a similar ruler was 

unsettling and made her sink into the chair. Dorlon was 

correct; she wasn't herself, at least the version of herself 

that was born when she looked into Kalatas's light.  

From the moment she met Charlie, old emotions 

from another life were dusted off in the back of her mind. 

The first one had been hunger, which had boiled over and 

consumed her until she had Charlie in her bed. The instant 

she had Charlie under her and her cock pushing into 

Charlie, it had been perfect, but not enough after it was 

done. What had started as simple desire turned into need. 

She told herself it would be only one night, but after 

Charlie's crash landing, she gave in a second and then a 

third time.  



As she sat at her desk, she admitted to herself that if 

Charlie were here right now, she would fuck her senseless. 

But Charlie had left Kander two days ago and left Kal with 

a brutal hard-on that was draining her mind. Kal had done 

her best to ignore the constant, battering hunger, but it was 

swelling more each day. Already her tight pants were a 

serious hindrance against her hard length, yet she scoffed at 

the idea of doing anything about it.  

That is not like a Kal, a voice whispered in her 

head. 

* * * 

The Temple of Kalatas grew taller the closer Kal 

came to it. The afternoon sunlight reflected off its pale 

exterior, which was accented by soft ivy vines. Lush green 

grass surrounded the structure, and a trail of stones led to 

its entrance from the street. Unlike the fading plant life and 

dying grasses surrounding the city, the temple's greenery 

was alive and flourishing, never submitting to Kander's 

brutal winters.  

Kal left the street, climbed the few steps, and 

crossed the distance to the open mouth of the temple. She 

passed the doors and hesitated at the top of the steps, 

staring at the single person seated in the middle of the 

sanctum.  

The building was a round structure made from 

white stone and had a bell tower that was once used to call 

upon the city's people. The interior was simple yet held a 

wealth of secrets in its old walls. Several pillars wrapped 

around the upper level and nine steps led down to the 

central section, which was open but darker now from the 

low suns. At suns high, the light streamed through the bell 

tower and poured over the open area.  

After Kal descended, her boots sank into the soft 

grass, which made up the sanctum's natural flooring. Her 

presence stirred the lone figure, who sat cross-legged with 

her open palms facing downward. Kal paused, clasped her 



hands, and waited until being acknowledged—by the only 

person who could disregard her. She struggled to remain 

still until her counterpart greeted her. 

"Turen, Kal."  

Kal released a strained breath after warm brown 

eyes opened up and gazed upon her. "Turen, Tas." 

"I expected you sooner." 

Kal blew out a breath and said, "Today has been 

challenging." 

With a tilt of her head, Tas patted the empty space 

in front of her. "Join me." 

For a moment, Kal struggled with whether she was 

capable of communing with Tas because of her unfocused 

mind After a sigh, she went over, sat, and mirrored the 

High Priest's position except she held her open palms 

upward. Their knees were pressed together and fingertips 

brushed each other's. 

"I hear Alpha Prime has returned." Tas held her 

ruler's gaze, reading into her green eyes. 

Kal tilted her head and suspected Tas had earlier 

communion with their god, Kalatas, to learn such 

information. "Ja, they are rebuilding." 

Tas rumbled low and whispered, "But that's not 

why you came to me." She smiled when Kal broke their 

eye contact. "The High Commander has never needed the 

High Priest for advice about warfare." 

After a grunt, Kal sighed and said, "I hope it will 

not come to warfare." 

"Blood will be spilled, again." Tas closed her eyes 

and allowed the silence to fill the space. 

Kal attempted to follow Tas's example, but she was 

unfocused and antsy from the growing heat under her skin. 

She groused and whispered, "I need your counsel, Tas."  

Keeping her eyes closed, Tas said, "I am listening." 

"I am changing." Kal's defining words pulled at Tas, 

who opened her eyes again. 



Tas gave a slight smile. "I am aware." 

Narrowing her eyes, Kal considered how much Tas 

knew about Kal's changes and what the ramifications could 

be for the planet. She growled and said, "I need truths." 

"I have always given you truths." Tas reached and 

hooked her fingers around Kal's hands. "When you have 

given me your secrets." She canted her head and whispered, 

"You are Kalatas's voice, and I am Kalatas's ears." 

Kal clenched her jaw, holding back her secrets. If 

she spoke them aloud, then she would reveal her dishonor 

as the planet's ruler. In her past, her few secrets had been 

tiny and even worthless compared to what she was hiding 

now. Bowing her head, she stared at Tas's smaller hands 

curled around her own.  

"Tell me about her," Tas whispered, voice delicate 

yet strong. 

After a faint whimper, Kal peered up and 

whispered, "Her name is Charlie." For a moment, her 

shoulders fell, and she could breathe again after revealing 

her affair to someone. But then her heart slammed against 

her chest, and she struggled with the strange weakness 

inside herself. As Kal, she was strength, and what had once 

ailed her in her old life was gone, until she met Charlie. 

The forgotten books that had now been dusted off in the 

back of her mind held her past—a past life that she 

preferred to keep closed up in their worn pages. However, 

Charlie disoriented her present life, and her future felt like 

it was being rewritten.  

"I am destroying my honor as Kal," she said, voice 

filled with conviction until Tas smiled at her. 

"Do not be so harsh." Tas's smile shifted into a 

playful grin. "Tell me about Charlie." 

Kal took a deep breath and nodded once before 

revealing every detail about her dangerous affair with an 

Earthling. By the time she had spoken all her truths, she 

was more exhausted than when she first entered the temple. 



Yet Tas's open ear helped soothe the slow-building strain in 

Kal's body. After a few minutes of whispers, Kal fell silent 

and waited for the High Priest to speak. 

"And do you know what Charlie feels for you?" Tas 

asked, her question forcing Kal to pause in consideration. 

"We have not spoken about such things." Kal had 

refrained from discussing it with her lover. But in recent 

days, she smelled Charlie's confusing emotions like an 

angry undercurrent. Calling Charlie back after the crash 

landing had changed everything for them. As Kal, she had 

never faced the new feelings that were lurking deep in her. 

They were ties to her old life as Sumner, and she had left 

that person behind at Kalatas's calling. At least, she had 

believed her old life was stripped away before Charlie 

showed her the door to Sumner.  

"She lives among the stars," Tas said, brow drawn 

together. "A place you can't live." 

Kal stared across at Tas, who was her chosen 

spiritual guide since their first meeting.  

"She will have to remain here on Kander." Tas tilted 

her head and continued to search Kal's eyes, reading them 

unlike others. "If she were to remain here, will you pursue 

each other?" 

"It will be too difficult to ignore her," Kal replied, 

honesty sharp in her voice.  

Tas nodded a few times, then released a low 

rumble. "She was raised here. How does she feel about the 

Kalmar?"  

For a moment, Kal considered Charlie's history with 

Kander, its people, and the conversations they'd had in 

private. She rumbled and sighed before she said, "As a 

child, Charlie was close to Commander Dorlon. But I can 

tell Charlie is leery of Alphas." 

"And of you?" 

Several times Kal and Charlie had argued and 

battled, including in the bedroom. Charlie's temper tended 



to burn brighter than most humans, but they had found 

understanding the longer they spent time together. 

Regardless, Kal was unsure how much Charlie accepted her 

Alpha nature, which was resurfacing for some reason. If 

Kal didn't have the Spirit of Kalatas as a control, would 

Charlie still be interested in her as Sumner, a true Alpha? 

"Ja, she may be." Kal smirked and whispered, "But 

not in the bedroom." 

Tas snorted and huffed at Kal's remark and shook 

her head. "I don't require details." She canted her head and 

nodded once, as if deciding something. "There are many 

obstructions in front of you both. But you know why this 

has happened to you."  

Unable to sit any longer, Kal broke their mutual 

communion, stood, and walked away while yanking the 

tight pants away from her strained erection. "Ja." She 

turned and faced Tas, who was standing too. "How is this 

possible? She is a human, not an Omega." 

"You know it is not the body, but the spirit." Tas 

paused, stood up, and said, "If you deny yourself or even 

her, it will worsen for you both." She drifted past her ruler 

and ascended the steps. She picked up a clay container and 

poured its contents into a metal trough that followed the 

entire length of the temple. 

"Then I will follow the same path as my 

predecessor." Kal clenched her hands and watched Tas 

strike two stones together, creating sparks that landed in the 

trough. Flames roared and raced along the length of the 

trough around the temple, lighting up the sanctum.  

After returning the stones, Tas revealed her frown 

and closed the distance between them, her calming scent 

halting Kal's ire. "You are different from Yukon." 

After a grunt, Kal sidestepped the High Priest and 

went to the far wall where Tas had lit the trough for light. 

She climbed the steps and stood in front of the wall, fixing 

her attention on the long list of names that started at the top 



where the wall met the dome. "Soon my old name will be 

upon this wall." She stared at the last Kal's old name that 

was at the end of the list. He may have scarred the planet, 

but he was still honored for his early deeds. 

"Not any time soon," Tas said from her position 

behind Kal.  

Rumbling low, Kal returned to Tas and said, "I 

remember my old name. I remember fragments of my old 

life and more return to me the longer I am with her." 

"Kalatas is powerful, but even Kalatas must kneel to 

the Celestial Fates." Tas canted her head and watched Kal's 

worried features. 

"If I allow myself to go down this path, I fear I will 

dishonor my place as Kal just as Yukon did before me." 

Kal clenched her teeth, but the darkness came anyway and 

she growled at the possible future. "I am weak when she is 

near." 

"Even when she is far, you are now weak for her," 

Tas whispered. 

Kal opened and closed her mouth, shoulders 

deflating after the truth tore open a wound in her. She 

grabbed her sword's handle and strangled it, snarling at 

herself. "I'm unable to think clearly." She marched over to 

the center of the temple, spun around, and snapped like an 

Alpha. "I can only think about fucking her and mating her 

so that no one else can claim her."  

"You are about to rut any day," Tas whispered, 

chuckling at Kal's infuriated look. She joined Kal in the 

center and stood before her ruler. 

Kal puffed up her chest while she dug her nails into 

the hilt, because Tas was right. Every sign was there, but 

she had ignored them, refusing to believe she could rut 

again—that the High Commander could go into a rut. Her 

last one had been before she was Kal, and she expected to 

never feel again the natural, raw need to knot and breed 

another. She thought the spirit of Kalatas shielded her from 



such base instincts, but Charlie had awakened Kal's 

sleeping Alpha and triggered a rut. 

It's too late for suppressants, she told herself. Her 

future was sealed and soon she would revert back to a 

hungry, feral Alpha, whose single need was to knot the one 

person she saw worthy of her. Kal's only upper hand was 

the fact that Charlie was off-world, and it gave her a chance 

to get a grip on her situation. But the reality was that 

Charlie would return and so would Kal's natural cycle as an 

Alpha. 

Growling at herself, Kal focused on Tas and 

whispered, "Sallow, tell me what I must do." Rarely did she 

use Tas's real name, but she needed guidance more than 

ever. 

"When it is time, you can take her." Tas gathered 

Kal's free hand into both of hers and squeezed it with 

conviction. "There have been others before you who have 

had both." 

"But none took a human," Kal said and wrapped her 

fingers around Tas's wrist. "This is different and could—" 

"Kalatas chose you for a reason, and maybe this is 

the reason." 

Kal tilted her head back and gazed upon the 

glowing light up in the dome where the bell hung above 

them. "And if you're wrong?" 

Tas pursed her lips and had a thoughtful expression 

when Kal looked at her again. "Ja, I could be wrong." She 

tucked her hands into the robe's sleeves. "But it is you who 

must follow your instincts. You are the only one who 

carries Kalatas in you and understands Kalatas's will." 

From the moment the ascension was completed, Kal 

was guided by Kalatas's spirit and never faltered when 

making decisions for her people. But when Charlie arrived, 

she started to see shades of colors in a black and white 

world. Her recent decisions also included personal ones 

that benefited her, not only her people. 



For the past few days, Kal's connection to Kalatas's 

spirit slipped into the background, going from a roaring 

waterfall to a trickle of water. It was still within her, but the 

upcoming rut's noise started a war of needs in her body and 

blinded her to the spirit. After her rut ended, the spirit 

would reassert itself and help her refocus on her people; at 

least she hoped it would return. 

"You do not have much time left before your rut 

truly starts." 

Peering down at Tas, Kal nodded and accepted her 

pending future. She didn't have a lot of time to prepare, but 

she had enough time, especially if she could corner Dorlon. 

After a deep breath, she gave a slight smile to Tas and said, 

"I should go, then."  

Tas nodded and withdrew from the High 

Commander, who headed to the entrance. "I suggest you 

seek isolation outside the city." 

Kal pivoted from her spot on top of the steps and 

considered Tas's idea. After a faint nod, she smiled and 

said, "Tah, Sallow." Then she hurried down the 

entranceway but not without hearing Tas's final words. 

"Motah, Kal." 



Chapter 2 

 
Kal rubbed her brow while she read the agenda for 

tomorrow's alping, a long and tiring session of cases from 

her people. An alping was held once or twice a nineth, 

depending on the city, province, and planet's needs. If 

nothing else, she was grateful she could sit at her throne, 

unlike the old days when the leader was required to stand 

during the sessions.  At least my rut won't be on full display 

for the alping, she decided and grunted. Reaching down, 

she yanked the tight pants that constricted her.  

After a sigh, she focused on the tablet's screen and 

scrolled down the list that Commander Akron sent to her 

this afternoon. The parties in each case would select an 

overseer such as Kal, Lennox, or Commander Akron. For 

tomorrow's alping, Kal seemed to be favored as the 

overseer for most of the cases. The lengthy agenda of cases 

would require two days, but Kal didn't have that much 

time. Her approaching rut was nipping at her heels, and she 

was losing focus more each hour.  

A sharp knock at the door jarred Kal from her 

thoughts, and she called in the Omega to her quarters. She 

stood up from the wingchair and loaded wood onto the 

dying fire while the Omega brought her a hot dinner.  

"Anything else, Kal?" The Omega, Lurain, was soft 

spoken and shy, but she had a persistent nature about her. 

So far, Kal was pleased with Lurain's skills when it came to 

cleaning, cooking, and being discreet.  

"Joh." Kal brushed her hands clean, but then she 

hesitated and called, "Lurain." 

Lurain paused by the open door and turned toward 

her ruler. "Ja, Kal?" 

"Has the third guestroom been repaired?" It had 

been Charlie's original guestroom and also where Morris 

had died after he attempted to murder Charlie. Kal had 



ordered a carpenter to fix the wall; then it was to be 

thoroughly cleaned by Lurain and a crew.  

"Ja, the carpenter finished today." Lurain placed her 

hands behind her back and remained poised in the doorway. 

"Tomorrow Zaria and I will clean it." 

Kal nodded, then went to the low table that had the 

waiting meal. "If Charlie stays with us again, see that she is 

in the nineth room." 

"Ja, Kal." Lurain remained still, patient for more 

orders. 

Kal nodded at her once, then said, "I will be fine for 

the rest of the night. Tah."  

"Motah. Goodnight, Kal." Lurain bowed before 

leaving and closing the door behind her. 

Kal returned to her seat and stared at the large 

portion of food that looked delicious, but her appetite was 

gone. She picked up the spork, pushed the items around, 

and attempted to eat a few mouthfuls. Her stomach churned 

in reaction, and she sighed at her body's changes.  

"Vuk," she cursed and tossed the tablet onto the 

table next to the plate of food. Her appetite was one of the 

fiercest ones in the city due to her muscles' energy needs, 

but it was being curbed by the pending rut. "I don't have 

much time," she muttered and calculated that by tomorrow 

afternoon she would be in a full rut.  

Sitting back in the chair, she stared across the room 

at the blank stone wall and considered what she could 

manage to do before having to leave the city. She could 

handle most of the alping, but some of the requests would 

have to wait until the next one. Then she could speak to 

Dorlon, who needed to remain in Tarrak while Kal went 

through her rut. Dorlon wouldn't be pleased, but they had 

no other options with such little time to prepare.  

Right now, all of Kal's energy and focus was 

shifting to what her rut demanded her to do. By tomorrow 

evening, her one and only need would be to knot, mark, and 



breed Charlie. Even now, she groaned just at the idea of 

taking and having Charlie, for however long her rut deemed 

it necessary.  

That is not like a Kal, she reminded herself and 

bitterness settled in her throat. She pushed off the chair and 

tried to busy herself for the night rather than wallow in her 

weakness as her Alpha started to rise. She spent the rest of 

her night preparing for the alping, reading over the cases 

and hoping she could go through them quickly tomorrow.  

By the time she went to bed, her mind was spent but 

her body was too alert. She attempted to rest under the 

warm blankets, but her dreams were relentless. Several 

times she woke up from sexual dreams and ground her 

teeth when she woke up to reality and an empty bed. Each 

dream had ended with her finally mating and claiming 

Charlie for her own, defying hundreds of years of tradition 

as a High Commander.  

Kal wrestled with the blankets for the fourth time 

before slipping into another dream that was different from 

the others. She was still in her room but naked from the 

heat of her fresh rut.… 

She took a blanket from the bed and went outside to 

the balcony, seeking the night's coolness. But then her 

senses prickled and a familiar tightness entered her chest. 

Kal gazed over her shoulder and stared at her lover, who 

was golden under the moons' light. Unlike the other dream 

versions of Charlie, this was familiar. 

She welcomed Charlie under her fur, and they 

spoke about Charlie's rescue mission to save Starr. Charlie 

had also learned that the Sworne were returning to the 

Milky Way galaxy. The idea that the colonizing, 

warmongering Sworne could return sent a shudder through 

Kal. But it would have to wait until her rut was over for her 

to think through the implications.  



Charlie twisted around in Kal's arms, tilted her head 

back, and narrowed her eyes. "You sent Andren to stop me 

from killing Victor. How could you—" 

Stirring her Alpha, Kal straightened her back and 

towered over Charlie, who ignored Kal inflating herself. "I 

sent Andren to protect you."  

"I can protect myself," Charlie snapped, ruffling 

Kal's Alpha even more. 

"Not from what I've seen." Kal bared her teeth and 

clutched Charlie's hips more, asserting herself when 

Charlie didn't heed her. 

Instead, Charlie tried to shove Kal and snarled at 

her failure to separate them. "I don't need protection after 

taking care of myself for nearly twenty years! You both 

betrayed me! Betrayed my trust!" 

Kal grunted and said, "Better that than dead. I didn't 

bring you back just to watch you recklessly throw away 

your life." Charlie's lifeless body beside the crash site was 

still fresh in her mind, and she had sacrificed her safety to 

call Charlie back. Thankfully the crash happened near 

Tarrak instead of marches away where she could have been 

more exposed to the rebel faction's watchful eye.  

"I didn't ask you to fucking save me!" Charlie 

pushed against Kal, who jerked them closer together again. 

She placed one hand against Kal's bare shoulder and asked, 

"Why do you keep protecting me?" 

Lowering her head, Kal held her lover's fiery stare 

and whispered, "You know exactly why." She inhaled 

Charlie's sweet scent, which was marred by hyperfuel. But 

still, she could feel the effect it had on her, and her body 

pulsed with a base need.  

"If I do, then why haven't you said it aloud?" 

Charlie searched Kal's hollow features, then closed her 

eyes. "Maybe it's something I still need to hear from you." 

For a moment, Kal's mind skipped back to today's 

conversation with Tas in the temple. She felt a piece of 



herself still fighting against what she believed was 

forbidden. "Because I am Kal," she said on a sigh. Her 

heart clenched when a glisten formed in Charlie's bright 

blue eyes, and she cursed her own weakness.  

But then Charlie pressed her hand against Kal's 

thundering heart, reading it for what was really inside. She 

trailed her hand lower and traced a few abs until she jerked 

her head up. "Are you sick?" With frantic movements, she 

tried to search Kal's naked body. "Are you hurt?" 

Kal hooked Charlie's wrist and shook her head. "I'm 

not sick or hurt." 

Charlie wiped her hand across Kal's damp stomach, 

lifted her hand, and ran her fingers together. Looking up, 

the panic was etched across her features. "Sumner?" 

Bending over, Kal nuzzled her lover's cheek and 

whispered the truth she'd been hiding for too many days. 

"I'm changing, Charlie."  

As the dream crumbled, she felt Charlie stiffen 

against her, then disappear from her arms. Opening her 

eyes, she gazed about the cold emptiness of her quarters in 

the Great Tower. Sitting up onto her elbows, she groaned 

from the heat radiating throughout her body. It's getting 

stronger.  

Kal tossed the furs off her scorching skin and 

growled at the tenting in her pants between her thighs. 

Even if it had been a dream, Charlie's scent was real under 

her nose and had aroused her again. She climbed out of bed 

and chose to go for an early morning run. Maybe it would 

help hold off her rut for a bit longer so she could finish 

preparing for her isolation. Her most important task was to 

speak to Dorlon, who would be floored about Kal's 

situation. Regardless, her most trusted commander would 

see that Tarrak remained safe during her brief absence. 

After changing into a black bra wrap and tight 

shorts, Kal laced up a pair of low cut boots and left the 

room. Once outside, she should have been chilled by the 



onset of winter, but it was refreshing to her fiery skin. She 

told the two door guards that she would return soon, then 

started on her run through the city, taking her usual route.  

At such early hours, it was easy for Kal to blend 

into the darkness and not run into her people. Occasionally 

she passed soldiers who patrolled the city at regular 

intervals and none bothered her, far too used to their ruler's 

morning routine. Over half an hour later, she returned to the 

Great Tower and scented the guards' antsy manners.  

"What is it?" 

One guard shuffled his feet, then replied, 

"Commander Dorlon waits for you, Kal." In the soft red 

and purple light, he shouldered the door open and waited 

for Kal to pass before closing it. 

Kal combed her winded hair and went up to her 

quarters, assuming that Dorlon waited for her there. She 

huffed upon finding her commander seated in a wingchair, 

staying warm by the rekindled fireplace. "You wish to 

speak?" 

Kal watched Dorlon lift an eyebrow and stare at her 

glistening form. She shook her head after Kal snarled. "Our 

sources confirmed that Morris was working with Alpha 

Prime." She rested both arms on the chair and crossed her 

legs. "I think Morris was the one that killed the Gyr that 

Charlie brought us." 

"But why would he kill Barr?" Kal stood next to the 

fireplace and folded her arms, enjoying the heat against her 

damp skin. "How does that benefit him or Alpha Prime?" 

Dorlon folded her hands in her lap and stared into 

the distance. "We're missing something." 

"Including who helped Morris." Kal's lips curled for 

a tick, then she released a low rumble. "I do not like 

missing things."  

"Why target Charlie?" Dorlon chewed on her 

bottom lip and sighed after a moment. "Because she's an 

Earthling? There are plenty of them to attack in Kardos." 



Kal hoped it wasn't because someone learned that 

she was having sex with Charlie. She had put her trust into 

select people such as Andren and Lurain. "It's possible 

because she is an Earthling, and it was a way to send a 

message." 

"Then why not go after Raine?" Dorlon shook her 

head and peered over at Kal. "She's an easier target than 

Charlie. She's in the market, in the same stall every single 

day." She mirrored Kal's frown. "Why go through the extra 

trouble to attack Charlie, who is secured in the Great 

Tower?" 

"Not that secured," Kal muttered and pushed away 

from the fireplace. "Everyone knows Raine can carry." 

Years ago, she and Dorlon had worked out an arrangement 

for Raine to carry a laser gun in the market. By law, 

citizens were allowed to carry and use melee weapons such 

as swords, daggers, bows, arrows, axes, staffs, and such for 

protection. Only warriors and soldiers of the planet were 

authorized to carry advanced weaponry like laser guns. But 

Raine was a rare exception, due to fact she was one of the 

few Earthlings with a stand in Tarrak. 

"It would send a bigger message to kill Charlie 

inside the Great Tower." Dorlon watched her ruler sit down 

on the divan.  

"I'm not convinced that was the purpose," Kal 

whispered, eyeing Dorlon. She bent forward and rested her 

elbows on her knees.  

"Charlie is an Earthling," Dorlon said, "But she left 

this planet a long time ago. So who cares if a merc gets 

killed?" 

Kal rubbed her chin and stared into the fire, trying 

to think through Dorlon's observations. "The only 

connection between Charlie and the Gyr is Fairlee's 

kidnapping." 

Dorlon rumbled low in agreement and sank into the 

wingchair. "We still don't have the answer." 



"And I'm afraid we won't have the answer until it's 

too late." Kal stood up and said, "I must get ready for the 

alping. Will you be joining?" 

Dorlon stood from the wingchair and replied, "I 

would like to join, but then I must depart for Kardos." 

"I'm afraid your stay in Tarrak will have to be 

extended," Kal said. Just as Dorlon opened her mouth, she 

raised a hand and waited until Dorlon held her tongue. "We 

can discuss it later. Right now, I must get ready." 

Dorlon frowned, went to the door, and muttered, 

"The ice is coming to Kardos." She then left with only a 

creak of the door. 

Kal entered the bedroom and started the shower, 

allowing it to warm while she stripped away her clothes. As 

soon as she removed the tight shorts, she groaned at freeing 

her hardened penis that was both aching and distracting. As 

steam drifted from the shower, Kal thought about her lover, 

who was so far away that it was beyond her 

comprehension. But even with that amount of distance 

between them, they still managed to come together again 

and again.  

Sighing, Kal slipped into the stone shower and 

allowed the water to run over her body while she stared at 

the bars for cleaning her hair and body. She was expected 

in the alping room soon, where her people were probably 

pacing a path in the stone floor. Peering down, Kal 

glowered at her erect cock, which was caused by Charlie. 

At the base of her penis, a soft bump had started to form 

that wasn't there under normal circumstances. Soon the 

slight ring would turn into a full knot that would allow her 

to lock herself within another, ensuring the best probability 

at conceiving a baby. But none of those things were 

allowed for her, neither the mating nor having offspring. 

Kal snarled and slapped the damp wall, wishing 

Charlie was with her even though it could bring their 

demise. She would ignore the consequences and shove her 



lover against the wall, lift her, and thrust her cock inside 

over and over until they both screamed. But it wouldn't be 

enough for Kal, not with her rut so close. They would 

stumble toward the bedroom after fucking on a few other 

surfaces along the way.  

That is not like a Kal, the familiar voice murmured 

to her. 

Kal grimaced at the warning, but she remembered 

what else Charlie had once told her and whispered, "More 

than just a god." She was an Alpha, and one that was about 

to go into a rut triggered by her lover. She shifted until her 

back was under the falling water and pressed a hand into 

the stone wall. After a deep breath, she clutched the middle 

of her cock and massaged it for awhile. 

"Vuk," she whispered and clawed against the stone, 

wanting it to be Charlie's skin. She spread her legs wider 

and yanked her cock a few times, experimenting with it. 

She had watched Charlie use her hands, but it was different 

to do it herself. Only one other time had she attempted to 

masturbate, but it ended in pure frustration. She hadn't been 

hard or even aroused; she had been experimenting and 

failed to create any real pleasure. It was her god spirit that 

blocked such distractions like desire, passion, and 

satisfaction. 

Even now, Kal was struggling to find the same 

amount of pleasure from touching herself compared to 

when Charlie did it. But it was there, and it was enough for 

her to keep tugging harder on her cock. Shutting her eyes, 

she pictured her lover here with her and Charlie's hand 

teasing her. Her heartbeat skipped once before drumming 

harder. 

"Charlie," she called, rough and rasped. Kal 

lowered her forehead against the cold, wet stone and 

continued to fantasize her lover's calculated touches. 

Charlie's smirk would be playful and dark, teasing Kal's 



Alpha. Charlie might even ask what Kal wanted next, and 

this time Kal would voice her desires.  

She would tell Charlie to kneel before her, then Kal 

would guide the red, swollen tip of her cock to Charlie's 

soft lips. This time, Kal wouldn't feel shame for wanting it 

or for taking it. She was an Alpha, and Charlie encouraged 

it, at least in the bedroom. 

Sliding her hand to the angry-looking head, she 

positioned her thumb over the tip where Charlie's lips were 

a few nights ago. She whimpered as she rubbed her thumb 

and massaged the head, trying to mimic her lover. If it were 

Charlie's lips, Kal would rock her hips and caress the head 

inside her lover's warm, soft mouth. Her cock's head was so 

sensitive and each swipe of Charlie's tongue sent jolts 

through her body.  

Growling, she wished her lover's mouth and tongue 

were wrapped around her needy cock, sucking and licking 

her without restraint. Rubbing her thumb faster over the tip, 

she pictured Charlie's tongue flicking over the same spot. 

Kal squeezed and jerked on her cock between each swipe 

of the wet tip. She could hear Charlie's sucking and smell 

her sweet scent that pulled against Kal's senses.  

Kal moved her hand faster, matching her fantasy. 

She gasped and grunted as she worked her cock's sensitive 

head. Her chest tightened each time the bolts of pleasure 

raced up her stomach, giving her a bit of what she needed. 

Working faster, Kal felt the tension coil deep in her gut, 

and she opened her eyes again. All of her stomach muscles 

were taut and defined, ready to release a measure of 

satisfaction. She gritted her teeth and added just enough 

pressure to the head as her thumb massaged the tip. Her 

orgasm tore through her, and she cried out in the shower, 

wishing Charlie could hear her. 

Gently pulling on her cock's full length, Kal drew 

out the orgasm that could help her get through a few more 

hours in the city. As her hand slid up and down, she noticed 



the white droplets seeping out of the tip. She had never 

seen her own quima, at least that she remembered since 

becoming Kal. A sign of her quima was another indication 

that her rut was imminent. For a moment, Kal imagined 

knotting Charlie, then getting her pregnant and sharing a 

child together. As an Alpha, it brought her pride to think of 

producing a child with Charlie, knowing a daughter or son 

would have midnight hair and blue eyes. However, as Kal, 

it was a forbidden sin that would end in the child being 

murdered or sent away.  

Kal let her hand fall, then she pushed both palms 

against the stone. With her eyes shut, she clenched her teeth 

against the new madness of her life. The High Priest's 

hopeful words rang in her ears, but there was no logic to 

any of it. She had no idea how it was possible to have both 

her god spirit and Charlie.  

Slapping the wall hard, she pushed off and 

straightened up. If she delayed any longer, then Dorlon 

would return and find her still jerking off in the shower. 

Not that she cared if Dorlon saw her, but it would stir more 

questions and arguments than necessary. With the hair soap 

in hand, she started to prepare for the alping. 

Hurrying, Kal left the shower and toweled off in 

record time. She returned to the bedroom and dressed in her 

formal attire. As she pulled up her skintight pants, she 

found her cock was already hard and ready again. She 

swore if Charlie were here that she would make her lover 

pay for her situation.  

Then the random idea that Charlie might be fucking 

Magnar right now popped into her mind. Her Alpha flared 

to life and made her snarl at the idea that they could be 

having sex. Charlie had asked Kal if she would take 

another to bed. After denying it, she had almost asked 

Charlie the same, but hearing the possibility that Charlie 

might fuck someone else didn't interest her. And now Kal 

was feeling her Alpha's full jealousy at the sheer thought of 



Charlie naked under Magnar. She swore she'd find out for 

herself if they fucked each other. Until then, she needed to 

be Kal just a little longer before she could vanish and hide 

her Alpha from everyone.  

Focusing on her current issue, Kal grabbed her hard 

length and forced it into her pants, grousing at the small 

confines. Within minutes, she was fully dressed and 

grabbed her sheathed sword, hooking it to her side on the 

way out of the double doors.  

Kander was calling for its ruler. 

* * * 

Kal shifted on the stone throne for the eighth time in 

hopes to ease the strain between her legs, finding it difficult 

to focus on the alping. She drummed her fingers a few 

times against the throne's arm and listened to Commander 

Akron introduce the next case.  

The room was plenty warm between the twin 

fireplaces burning and the number of people who occupied 

the space. Kal estimated that there were at least a hundred 

people, if not a hundred twenty. Most of them were citizens 

who came to listen to new laws, changes in other ones, and 

what cases were at hand. Select citizens were part of the 

cases, coming to the alping to settle their differences or pay 

a fine. Otherwise, there were a handful of guards peppered 

throughout the room while Commander Akron, 

Commander Dorlon, and Lennox flanked the dais.  

"Pogar wishes to hire Ater as his shoemaker and 

pay her a fair wage. But she is mated to Damir, who refuses 

to allow Ater to work for Pogar. He further claims that 

Pogar has mated Ater and poisoned her mind," Akron 

announced. "Pogar denies that he and Ater have mated." 

Akron was a few steps in front of the throne, reciting the 

case for everyone to hear. "Damir believes that Pogar is 

attempting to steal away Ater so he can ruin Damir's 

business." After he finished, he returned to his spot beside 

Dorlon and hooked his hands behind his back. 



Kal took her cue as overseer of the case and 

centered her attention on the two warring Alphas who stood 

in the center of the open circle. But Ater was missing or at 

least not standing before her. Around the alping room, she 

heard the people's whispers about Pogar and Damir's feud. 

She suspected everyone was familiar with the pair's battle 

as both Alphas ran businesses in the city's market.   

"Pogar, what is your livelihood?" Kal asked. 

Pogar stepped forward and replied, "I'm a cobbler, 

Kal." 

After a rumble, Kal cut her eyes to Damir and asked 

him the same question.  

"A wares merchant, Kal."  

Kal canted her head and studied the two Alphas, 

who both reeked of hatred for each other. She suspected 

they had been feuding for more years than Akron disclosed 

earlier. Somehow one of them stepped on the other's toes, 

which triggered a long-term fight, and now it was turning 

personal. Pogar was a cobbler and repaired shoes, but 

cobblers often lacked the refined skill to make shoes and 

boots. If he could steal Ater from Damir, then he wouldn't 

just hurt Damir's pride as an Alpha but also his merchant 

business. 

"You stand to do well, Pogar, if you can add a 

shoemaker to your business." Kal watched Pogar's subtle 

movements and sniffed out his fears. "Have you bedded 

Ater?" 

"Joh!" Pogar looked at Damir, who growled at him. 

He stepped forward and added, "I swear it on my honor, 

Kal. I have not touched Damir's mate."  

"But you offered her a wage," Kal said, leaning 

back in the throne. "For her to work for you rather than 

with her mate." 

Pogar flinched, but he straightened his back and 

said, "I did offer her a job." When Damir snarled at him, he 



barked back. "He takes advantage of her gift as a 

shoemaker without compensating her for her work!" 

"She is my mate!" Damir approached Pogar, fists at 

the ready until Commander Akron stepped forward with his 

sword half unsheathed in warning. Damir huffed and 

growled at Pogar.  

"Who you fail to share your wealth with," Pogar 

hissed. 

Damir sneered and pointed at Pogar. "You have put 

wild ideas into her head when you bed her at night." He 

jerked his attention to Kal and demanded, "Pogar should be 

outlawed for what he's done! To take another's mate is one 

of the greatest marks on our honor!" 

Kal agreed that it was a major disgrace to one's 

existence as a Kalmar, but she didn't have the entire story. 

She searched the crowd until she located an onlooker with 

concern written over her features. "Ater, come forward." 

She watched the same Omega break away from the crowd 

and entered the circle.  

Ater passed the two Alphas and stood before her 

ruler. "Ja, Kal?" 

Leaning forward, Kal eyed Ater from head to toe, 

then asked, "Have you had sex with Pogar?" 

"J-joh, Kal!" Ater jumped when Damir growled 

behind her, and she shrank away from him. But Damir's 

power struggle with Ater was cut off when Kal rose. 

Kal remained poised at the top and allowed 

everyone's attention to center on her. She rested her hand 

on the sword hilt, then descended the nine steps until she 

was on the same floor as her people. She stood in front of 

Ater and searched for signs of deception. 

Ater bowed and turned her head, exposing her neck 

and revealing an aged mating mark. Her body trembled the 

longer she remained there.  

Kal shifted closer and sniffed Ater's soft scent that 

was growing stronger by the tick. She could pick out the 



deceit hidden under the pheromones, and she revealed a 

wolfish smile. With a final step, she entered Ater's personal 

space and overwhelmed her with her dominating 

pheromones as Kal. She suspected her oncoming rut laced 

them with extra aggression, and she took it to her 

advantage. "Then it was another that you had sex with." 

Damir sucked in a breath and growled low, about to 

speak until Kal glanced at him. 

Focusing on Ater again, Kal whispered, "Tell me." 

She hooked a finger under Ater's chin and tilted her head 

back until they made eye contact. "Speak true to me." Her 

question was answered when Ater shut her eyes, tears 

seeping out of the corners. 

"I slept with another," Ater murmured.  

Kal continued to hold Ater's chin while the people's 

chatter crescendoed and rocked the very floor. She ran her 

thumb across Ater's jaw and coaxed all of Ater's truths to 

the surface. She could feel the unhappiness humming off 

Ater—until the day she met another. Pogar may have 

sparked the idea that Ater was worthy of honor, but another 

had gone so far to worship her, unlike Damir and his 

abusive nature. As Kal gazed deeper into Ater's spirit, she 

was startled to learn that Ater's new mate wasn't an Alpha, 

but an Omega.  

Yanking her hand free, Kal broke the connection 

between them, then the brief image of Ater's new mate 

faded away. For a moment, she stared at Ater and tried to 

grasp what she had learned about Ater's rare relationship. 

Kal was unsure she had ever known of two Omega mates.  

"Krafka, Kal," Ater whispered, "Don't banish her 

too. This is my doing and my dishonor for leaving my mate 

for another." 

Kal parted her lips, then gazed about the room 

roaring with conversation. Nobody could hear Ater and her 

speaking. Lowering her gaze, she said, "I suspect your new 

mate will follow you." Earlier when she peered into Ater's 



spirit, she felt the bond between Ater and the other Omega. 

It was new and growing, but it was stronger than the one 

Ater had with Damir. "Better to live banished together than 

to live in constant dishonor alone." 

Ater attempted to speak, but Kal walked away and 

climbed the dais to her seat. Once she sat down, the room 

fell into silence. Everyone held their breaths as they waited 

for their ruler's final word.  

"Damir, I am in agreement that outlawing is the best 

course of action."  

Damir had a confused look until it dawned on him 

what his ruler meant. He opened his mouth but was held 

back by a single raised finger.  

Kal lowered her hand after Damir snapped his jaw 

shut. Taking a deep breath, she lowered her attention to 

Ater and said, "Ater, from this day forward, you will be 

semi-outlawed for your great dishonor to your mate."  

"Semi-outlawed?" Damir argued, puffing up his 

chest. "She—" 

"She has wronged and been wronged by her first 

mate." Kal snarled low at Damir's weak challenge, prepared 

to shred him if he argued again. "If you ever claim another 

mate, I suggest you do better by that one."  

Akron then ordered the guards to remove the three 

citizens, closing the case with finality.  

Pogar and Damir were already departing the circle 

and heading to the open double-doors. However, Ater 

remained rooted in front of the dais and held her ruler's 

stare. 

Kal laced her hands together in her lap and 

deciphered what Ater was trying to tell her in silence. Ater 

was grateful for Kal's understanding and lenience with her 

dishonor. As a semi-outlaw, Ater would be banished from 

her possessions, her home, her city, and her province 

forever. She would be allowed to relocate to another 

province and start over again, but it would take time to 



reestablish herself. However, Kal knew that Ater's new 

mate, an Omega, would join her in whichever new place 

she decided. They would start a life together, one that 

would be wrought with hardship because they were both 

Omegas.  

When a guard clasped Ater's shoulder and pulled 

her away, Kal nodded once and willed Ater to go, to find 

and live her happiness. As the High Commander, she had 

no knowledge until today that two Omegas could bind 

themselves to each other. She was reminded of Tas's words 

that it wasn't about one's body, but their spirit.  

After a soft silence fell over the alping room, Akron 

bellowed out the details of the next case, which made Kal 

sigh. So far, two hours had passed, and they still had 

several cases to go, despite the fact she'd postponed seven.  

It was suns high when they came to the last case, 

which was about a dispute between two farmers outside the 

city. One farmer claimed the other slaughtered his cattle 

after a fence broke and their two herds mixed. The second 

farmer admitted he killed the first farmer's cattle and 

offered an unfair compensation. He argued that the first 

farmer's cattle were of poor quality, unlike his own. Their 

dispute had escalated over the past two nineths until the 

first farmer requested they settle their differences in an 

alping. They requested that Lennox be their mediator in the 

case; his track record for fairness was indisputable. 

Kal was all too happy to sit out the last case, 

allowing Lennox to lead. She listened to the arguments 

from both sides and focused on how Lennox handled the 

mediation between the two angry farmers. After becoming 

Kal, she had learned much from watching Lennox, who had 

an uncanny way of curbing his natural Alpha tendencies. 

His skills of negotiation were revered in the city, and it 

often led to his handling numerous cases in the alping 

room.  



But halfway through the case, Kal noticed Akron 

and Dorlon were being drawn away from the dais by a 

guard. Both commanders slipped out of the open doors; 

then Dorlon returned several minutes later. Kal held 

Dorlon's gaze from across the room and tried to decipher 

the new concern wafting off her. 

Coming around the open circle of people, Dorlon 

approached the dais, ascended the steps, and stood beside 

her ruler. Bending over, she whispered, "A representative 

from Alpha Prime has arrived at the Great Tower. His 

name is Jarl, and he is requesting an audience now." 

Kal pursed her lips and stared at the current 

proceedings. She leaned toward her commander and said, 

"No doubt his timing was for the alping." 

"Ja." Dorlon scanned the room full of citizens, who 

would stay once it was announced that an ambassador from 

Alpha Prime was here. "I can escort him to your office." 

Kal shook her head after a tick. "He wishes an 

audience, then he can have one." 

"Why give him a chance to broadcast his message 

to our people?" 

Kal peered up at her commander with a toothy 

smile. "I would rather let him accomplish what he thinks is 

a good plan than have him try something more reckless." 

She ignored Dorlon's sigh and ordered, "Send him in after 

Lennox finishes the last case." She watched Dorlon leave 

her side, then continued to observe Lennox finalizing the 

new arrangement between the two farmers. 

For a few moments, she had a chance to consider 

what Jarl and even Alpha Prime were planning to do. It was 

the first time any representative from Alpha Prime had the 

courage or nerve to come to Tarrak and demand an 

audience. Jarl's timing was perfect, as everyone knew the 

alping was held on the eighth day of the nineth in the city. 

If he was attempting to test the city's people, then Kal was 

willing to allow it. She was rather curious herself to see if 



his message would fall flat or gather support. At least then 

she would be certain what strength Alpha Prime had 

outside of Kardos. 

Lennox stepped aside after the two farmers shook 

arms in agreement. He looked to Kal, who nodded. Lennox 

had worked out an arrangement in which the first farmer 

would receive replacement cattle from the second farmer, 

rather than monetary compensation. The first farmer was 

thrilled by the idea because the second farmer indeed had 

better quality cattle, thus allowing him to improve his herd 

and earn better coin over a long period.  

Kal gave a slight smile as she watched the two 

farmers depart, wondering if perhaps they would turn into 

friends after Lennox's mediation. She hummed low, then 

heard the people's chatter.  

Citizens were talking amongst each other and 

preparing to leave, until Dorlon and Akron entered with a 

newcomer between them. Kalmar backed up and spoke 

louder as the commanders escorted the ambassador to the 

High Commander. Lennox seemed aware of who was 

coming into the alping room, and he peered over his 

shoulder at Kal. 

After a nod at Lennox, Kal straightened up taller in 

the throne and waited for the introductions. She hoped Jarl 

would get to the point rather than drag out the alping any 

longer. Her rut was shadowing her by a few hours, if that.  

Dorlon broke away from the pair and stood in her 

usual spot by the dais.  

Akron indicated the ambassador and announced, 

"This is Ambassador Jarl, a representative from Alpha 

Prime."  

A chorus of shouts and displeasure rang throughout 

the room, intriguing Kal. She considered Tarrak and Barrik 

both progressive cities compared to the small towns and 

village in places like Kardos. The people's displeasure 



about a representative of Alpha Prime coming to Tarrak 

was growing louder by the tick. 

"Silence!" Akron's deep voice carried over the din, 

encouraging people to speak in a whisper; however, the 

silence didn't settle until the High Commander gave the 

hand signal.  

After a deep breath to settle her Alpha, Kal said, 

"Welcome to Tarrak, Ambassador Jarl." She gave him a 

wide smile, reminding him that he was in the den of the 

wolf.  

Ambassador Jarl ignored the protocol for respect 

and instead hooked his hands in front of his body, a sign of 

disrespect among the Kalmar. All Kalmar carried their 

hands behind their backs as a symbol of openness and 

respect to their ruler. The High Commander was the only 

being on Kander who held the right to have hands forward, 

showing the sacrifice made to hold their people in their 

hands. 

Kal was fascinated by Jarl's brazen display and 

asked, "What brings Alpha Prime to Tarrak?" 

"Alpha Prime has sent me to begin an open dialogue 

about the future of Kardos and even Kander itself." Jarl 

smiled when the citizens muttered. "We are growing and 

expanding our reach, High Commander." 

Gritting her teeth, Kal wrestled with the fire under 

her skin the longer Jarl stood in front of her. She refused to 

be baited by him, even if her rut was making it more 

difficult.  

"Kal," Dorlon corrected Jarl, growling at him. 

Jarl glanced once at Dorlon, seeming to ignore her 

warning. He gazed back at Kal and said, "We have noticed 

that patrols in Kardos have increased in the last nored. 

Alpha Prime demands that these patrols be reduced by the 

start of the first ice," he said, in a stern tone. He was every 

bit of an Alpha but not from the rebel faction's military 

division, according to his attire. He was sent by Alpha 



Prime's leader, the so-called High Alpha, who remained 

both faceless and nameless to Kal. 

"Demands?" Dorlon asked, hissing at the end.  

Again Jarl ignored Dorlon and kept his full attention 

on the High Commander. 

Kal suspected Jarl didn't recognize Dorlon's status 

as a commander due to her being an Omega. It was nothing 

new to Dorlon, who fought bigotry at every turn as the first 

Omega commander in the planet's history. "Commander 

Dorlon has a point." She watched Jarl's eyes flick toward 

Dorlon for a tick, then back to her. "Alpha Prime or their 

leader is not in any position to make demands. Your 

journey here is wasted." 

"If our demand is not met, then Alpha Prime will 

retaliate. We will begin taking a Beta for every day our 

demand is not met." Jarl tilted his head and said, "We all 

know how your soldiers feel about patrolling the Betas' 

lands." He had a strong point about Kalmar soldiers not 

patrolling the Earthlings' towns and villages as often as 

they do the Kalmar ones. "After all, they are not citizens of 

Kander." 

Kal was breathing harder the more Jarl spewed ugly 

truths. She saw Lennox move forward to give her time to 

recover from her building rage. 

"You seek war, then," Lennox remarked, his words 

causing the citizens to growl and clamor. His features were 

thoughtful, and a calm scent lingered around him. At the 

start of Kal's reign, Lennox had earned her respect because 

of his ability to not react and stay objective during difficult 

times.  

"We seek freedom from your ruler's oppression," 

Jarl said, a soft sneer at the end of the statement. 

Dorlon snorted and argued, "Kal is your ruler as 

well. Alpha Prime only seeks to corrupt people's minds and 

start another genocide against the Earthlings." 



Jarl huffed and looked at Dorlon for once. "We do 

not recognize the High Commander as our leader." He 

smirked at Kal and whispered, "Especially a Carnec 

Alpha." He reeked of aversion to the High Commander, 

and his belief in Alpha Prime's cause was etched in his 

face. 

Kal cut her nails against the throne's arms, 

strangling her Alpha's desire to make Jarl kneel under her 

boot. She needed more information from him, and taking 

his bait wasn't in her favor. However, her nearing rut made 

it a hundred times harder than normal. 

But Dorlon's scraping sword caught everyone's 

attention. She made it three steps toward Jarl before Kal 

held up her hand in silent command. Gritting her teeth, 

Dorlon growled with both threat and promise for his death 

soon. She slammed the hilt against the sheath and went to 

her previous spot. 

"And what ties does your leader have to Kalatas?" 

Lennox asked and canted his head. He was attempting to 

poke falsehoods into Jarl's beliefs. "Surely he must have 

something to be so worthy of following him into such 

madness." 

Jarl smiled condescendingly and replied, "He 

requires no ties to Kalatas. To be tied to a god is to be blind 

to our people's needs." His declaration stirred the citizens in 

the alping room, but he kept his eyes locked on Kal. "You 

sit in this Great Tower, ruling in the sky like a god that you 

are not, while your people's minds and blood are being 

diluted by Betas."  

Kal warred with her Alpha's bubbling rage, willing 

her god spirit to guide her. After a deep breath, she figured 

out how to turn the table on Jarl rather than let him take 

control of the alping. She revealed a toothy smile and said, 

"Then you must be inviting me to come to Kardos." Her 

words silenced the entire alping room. She smelled 

Dorlon's rising tension, but it was Jarl's smug look falling 



away that excited her. "Perhaps you are right. I should 

come down from my tower"—she lifted up from the throne 

and stood to her full height—"and visit Kardos, where your 

leader is fighting for the purity of Kander." 

The citizens rumbled and thundered as their ruler 

towered over them. They then began to cheer when Kal 

descended the nine steps, one by one. Once Kal stood on 

the floor, the rowdy citizens softened to hushes and 

murmurs. Kal neared the squirming ambassador and said, 

"At that point, your leader and I can speak face to face." 

She narrowed her eyes at Jarl, feeling her god spirit surge 

to life in her veins. "Alpha to Alpha."  

Jarl was breathing harder, and his scent was sharp. 

"I-I-I would have to speak with the High Alpha." 

"Ja." Kal clasped her hands in front of her body and 

held Jarl's distraught gaze. "You will speak to him." She 

leaned into his space, breathing in his scent. "You will 

instruct him to meet me. If he refuses, then I will keep 

increasing patrol… until I have him." 

Swallowing, Jarl cleared his throat and nodded but 

stiffened when Kal's lips breathed on his ear. 

"And don't think I don't know what Alpha Prime is 

trying to accomplish by going into Barrik." Kal's low 

rumble grew heavier the longer she thought about the rebel 

group's plans. Even if she was leaving Tarrak for an 

extended time, it could end the feuding with Alpha Prime 

faster. 

Jarl sucked in a breath when Kal broke away and 

stood in front of the steps to the throne.  

"I look forward to your leader's invitation within a 

nineth." Kal flashed a wolfish smile again and said, "You 

may go before I change my decision." 

Working his jaw, Jarl buttoned his fur jacket and 

said, "Hail Alpha Prime."  

Kal fisted her hands as her lip curled up, fighting 

her Alpha's hunger. She resisted her original plan to free 



her sword and bury it into Jarl's stomach. "Escort 

Ambassador Jarl out of the tower," she ordered the guards, 

who hurried over to Jarl and grabbed him. 

The people growled and hissed at the ambassador, 

hurling words of threat. Jarl's attempt to broadcast a 

message to them was lost by Kal's swift thinking and 

ability to adjust to his surprise visit. Several citizens filed 

out after Jarl was escorted from the alping room.  

Dorlon snarled several times after Jarl was taken 

away and paced halfway across the alping room, then 

turned and looked at Kal.  

"Let's return to my office," Kal ordered, not wanting 

to hold any private conversations in the alping room. 

Together, she, Lennox, and the two commanders retreated 

to the office on the next floor below them. Once inside, she 

sealed the twin doors and waited for Dorlon's eruption. 

"You can't leave Tarrak exposed!" Dorlon stood to 

the left, next to Akron. 

Lennox went over to the sitting area and took it 

upon himself to start a fire.  

"Tarrak will be safe for a short period with Akron 

and Lennox." Kal scented the worry under Dorlon's fury 

and said, "You and I could have a chance at ending this 

finally." 

Akron hooked his hands behind his back and 

responded to the concern in Dorlon's features. "Lennox and 

I will be fine." 

"Kal is right." Lennox finished starting the fire and 

rejoined the group. "We could end this more peacefully." 

Dorlon shook her head and said, "This could turn 

into a trap." She eyed Kal and placed her hands on her hips. 

"A fatal trap." 

"And I expect you to minimize that threat," Kal 

said, chuckling at Dorlon's perturbed look.  



"Then I should return to Kardos now." Dorlon 

wanted to leave this afternoon and ready for the pending 

meeting between her ruler and the rebel faction. 

"Joh."  

Dorlon huffed at the denial and opened her mouth 

until Kal silenced her with a look. 

"You both will have to excuse Dorlon and me. We 

have other affairs to discuss." Kal traded a goodbye with 

Lennox and Akron, promising to discuss their plans later. 

Once alone in the room, she started to pace between the 

desk and sitting space, trying to gather her thoughts. 

"You smell off," Dorlon said first.  

Kal halted and turned to her commander, trying to 

remain calm. "I need you to stay in Tarrak for a nineth." 

"I am due in Kardos. I have delayed my return 

multiple times," Dorlon grumbled and went closer to her 

ruler. "You're not telling me why." 

"I have to make a short trip but will return in a few 

days." 

Dorlon shook her head and asked, "What trip?" She 

edged closer and huffed when Kal put space between them, 

not allowing them to trade scents. "I have known you the 

longest, yet you are hiding something." She took a deep 

breath and growled after a tick. "Your scent is getting 

stronger by the minute." 

Kal groused at the onset of her rut, which would 

make her scent more distinctive and give away her secret. 

Before she was Kal, she had trained for years with Dorlon, 

who knew her scent more than anyone. It wouldn't take 

long for Dorlon to determine that Kal was going into a rut. 

Right now, she needed Dorlon's help, not a fight. 

"I am going into a rut." 

"What!" Dorlon gasped and touched her forehead, 

staring in awe at her ruler. "How is that possible?" Her eyes 

remained wide as she tried to accept the news. 



"I don't have much time left, Dorlon. I need to leave 

the city before anyone notices a change in my 

pheromones." 

Dorlon refocused on the issue at hand and frowned 

before shaking her head. "My uncle's cabin outside the city 

is the closest and safest place." She folded her arms and 

asked, "You still have a key?" 

"Ja." Kal went to the desk and located the key that 

Dorlon had given her years ago. "I need you to remain in 

Tarrak and tell people I went to Barrik to handle Alpha 

Prime infiltrating the city." She picked up her tablet from 

the desk, waking it up and altering the security on it so that 

Dorlon could use it. "Nobody must know why or where I've 

gone." Except Charlie, her Alpha howled, but she held it 

back. 

Dorlon opened her mouth but then remained silent 

and held out her hand when Kal gave her the tablet. She 

swallowed and whispered, "Take a horse and enough 

supplies." She and Kal both held the tablet. "We have a lot 

to talk about when you return." 

Kal released the tablet and gave a rueful smile at 

Dorlon's unwavering loyalty. "Thank you, my friend."  



Epilogue 

 
Kal was wearing a black breast wrap and skintight, 

low-cut shorts. Due to the initial phase of her rut yesterday 

afternoon, her body was coated with a sheen of sweat. She 

had arrived at Dorlon's secluded cabin within an hour of 

her rut's crashing wave of need and arousal. The one 

constant thought nailing into her very being was Charlie.  

After she'd stabled the horse and entered the cabin, 

the pain in her gut started and heat radiated throughout her 

body. Several times last night she attempted to masturbate, 

but what tiny bit of relief she had was pointless. The rut's 

piercing demands could only be quelled by the one person 

who had triggered it.  

Sleep evaded Kal all night, and she remained curled 

up on her side in the center of the bed. She whispered for 

her lover, who never arrived. At first light, she forced 

herself to heat water and drink a few mugs of kello, which 

eased a measure of the pain. But the burning sensation in 

her body was left untamed, and Kal pushed herself to fill 

the bath tub with cold water. 

After pouring the last bucket of water, she went into 

the kitchen and grabbed the steaming mug along with 

Charlie's valuable item. She returned to the washroom, 

deposited the items on the tub, stripped away the two 

pieces of clothing, and climbed into the tub. She groaned as 

the chilly water cooled her searing skin.  

Kal continued to sip the kello and was relieved to 

have a fraction of clarity. If she could maintain a slight 

level of control, then the rut would end without ruining her 

mind. Cupping the mug with both hands, she stared across 

the room and out the window to the yellow and orange 

leaves of the woodland.  

It had been a couple of years since she last visited 

Dorlon's cabin, and she'd forgotten its beauty and peace. 



Dorlon stole away to the cabin once or twice a year and 

took care of any necessary maintenance. Otherwise the 

cabin, outbuilding, and property were left untouched by the 

outside world.  

Sighing, Kal's mind ultimately drifted to Charlie, 

who was still on her rescue mission to save Starr. She 

picked up her only tangible piece of Charlie. Again, she 

rubbed her thumb over its cracked face and wondered what 

Earthlings called it. It was small, at least in her hand, but it 

appeared intricate and beautiful. Under the glass, it had 

Earthling numbers etched into it, then three lines pointed at 

the numbers. Kal knew it was a useful tool, meant to tell 

time. At least, it had once told time but appeared to be 

broken now. 

The twelve numbers on the face reminded her that 

Earth had once turned on its axis for twenty-four hours per 

day, unlike Kander. One of her earliest impressions from 

Earthlings was their constant fixation to keep track of time. 

However, she discovered they seemed to let go of time the 

longer they remained on Kander. 

Charlie didn't appear to be keeping the time teller 

for its intended purpose. Somehow the item held deeper 

meaning for her. A soft smile played on Kal's lips at the 

fact that her lover trusted her with the precious item. For 

now, the time teller offered Kal a physical connection to 

Charlie.  

Closing her hand over the item, Kal was able to 

think about Charlie without zeroing in on fucking her. But 

her cock was hard and throbbed for attention. Kal did her 

best to ignore it for awhile longer and focused on the 

pending future. 

It was possible that Charlie could return any day 

from her mission. She would then attempt to corner Dorlon 

for information about Kal's whereabouts. Kal trusted 

Dorlon to push back and deny Charlie, who was as 

persistent and stubborn as an Alpha. 



Drinking the last of the kello, Kal set the mug on the 

tub's side, sank lower in the water, and spread her legs 

wider. She smirked and pictured Charlie's eruptive nature 

when Dorlon explained that Kal was away in Barrik. She 

hoped that Charlie would take the bait rather than see 

through the lie. However, the Alpha in Kal wanted Charlie 

to figure out the deception, fight for her, and come to the 

cabin. A low, hungry rumble vibrated in her chest at the 

thought of being able to knot Charlie. 

Kal lowered her hand under the water and grabbed 

her cock near the head. She played with the tip while her 

Alpha feasted on the idea of knotting Charlie. She would 

mark Charlie too, taking her lover's pulse point between her 

teeth, biting down, and finally breaking the skin. After 

claiming Charlie, nobody would dare attempt to touch her 

lover again, including aliens like Magnar. A bite mark was 

a visible and permanent show of mating between two.  

Her people, though, might be outraged by their ruler 

taking a human mate. But as an Alpha, it was within her 

right to have a mate and share in raising offspring, if they 

so chose. Why such natural, basic rights were withheld 

from a High Commander was infuriating to Kal's 

reawakened Alpha.  

Taking a deep breath, Kal released her cock and 

frowned at her weakened state from the rut. Long ago, she 

had accepted and was honored by her calling as the High 

Commander and understood what sacrifices she was 

making for her people. She was proud to be a Kal and bring 

happiness to the Kalmar. But why did it now feel so heavy 

and constricting after years of ease? 

Kal knew the answer and was afraid what it meant 

for her, Charlie, and the planet. The High Priest's idea that 

she could be both Kal to her people and a mate to Charlie 

was a fairytale. But Kal was willing to take the risk, even 

toe the line and test what could happen, if Charlie agreed to 



it. Otherwise, Charlie would return to outer space and take 

Kal's heart with her. 

Setting aside her jumbled ideas, Kal rose from the 

water and went in search of a linen to dry herself off. She 

put on clean, loose fitting pants and a different breast wrap 

to keep her cool. Her best option was to spend time 

splitting firewood while there was daylight. She had an 

entire nineth at the cabin before she could return to the 

capital. If nothing else, the exercise would burn the excess 

energy from the rut and take away the edge while being out 

in the cold weather. 

The autumn temperatures were welcoming against 

Kal's bare skin, and the neighboring creek's running waters 

soothed Kal's foggy mind. She brought the axe from the 

outbuilding to the chopping block between the cabin and 

creek, then started to split wood. Once in a rhythm, she 

went faster and harder with each chunk of wood.  

As she approached a full hour of chopping, a sharp 

jerk inside her forced her to drive the axe through the next 

chunk of wood and into the block. She released the handle 

and peered up at the sky as her disjointed bond with 

Kalatas alerted her to an arrival within the planet's 

atmosphere. Her instincts told her who was coming to 

Kander.  

After a growl, she fought against the force in her 

that demanded her to go, hunt, and claim what was hers. 

But her Alpha howled anyway until Kal couldn't hold back 

calling out for her lover. "Charlie!"  

 

The End 
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