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Blurb 
 

Kal's past life as Sumner is being triggered by Charlie! 

Since meeting Charlie, Kal's old flashbacks as Sumner 

continue to bubble up to the surface but this time it's a 

memory triggered after meeting Raine Ramos. Others begin 

to notice Kal's changes including Lennox, who confronts 

her. Now Kal must make a choice that will affect her and 

Charlie's future. 

I, Finna is a 20,000-word third-person sci-fi F/F romance 

Omegaverse short story. It is the second short story set 

during Book 3 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 combed her damp hair with her long fingers and 

left the bathroom after a cold shower that had soothed her 

fiery skin. The rut's heat still hummed in her veins, and 

Charlie's sweet scent was etched in her memory. She could 

almost taste Charlie, even though her lover was gone from 

the city. It was only this morning that they'd woken up in the 

cabin together and fucked several times before they left for 

Tarrak. Dorlon would have preferred she stay in Tarrak for 

the full duration of the rut, but the people of Kander needed 

their ruler to lead and guide them always. 

Kal grumbled and went to the dresser near the bed. 

She retrieved a pair of loose black pants. As she pulled them 

up to her waist, she forced her stiff cock into her pants and 

groaned from the returning hardness. The cold shower had 

done little to rid her of the rut, but the blockers were making 

it manageable. She was clearer minded, even while constant 

fantasies of fucking Charlie betrayed her. This afternoon she 

and Charlie had discussed a kidnapping mission to capture 

Victor. However, Kal had been distracted by images of 

bending Charlie over the desk and fucking her until her rut 

was satisfied.  

Growling low, Kal slammed the drawer back into the 

dresser, then opened the top one. She grabbed a tank top and 

pulled it over her bare upper body. Her muscles were tense 

and wired, ready to fuck or fight. At some point soon she 

needed to work her muscles and drain the aggression 

crawling under her skin. With a huff, Kal started to shut the 

drawer when an old object shoved in the left corner caught 

her eye. She rumbled and touched the cloth-wrapped item, 

but a knock at the door distracted her from opening it.  

"My apologies, Kal, for disturbing you," Lennox, her 

head advisor, bowed deeply upon greeting. 



Kal weighed Lennox's visit, which was strange and 

questionable. They held most of their discussions at her 

office or his, rarely at her quarters unless it was urgent. She'd 

assumed that he'd already left for the day, going to his house 

in the city. There had to be something on his mind, as 

hesitation lingered in his scent. "Come inside."  

Lennox straightened and was slightly taller than Kal. 

He tucked his hands into the sleeves of his dark robe and 

glided over to the sitting area. He took a seat on the divan 

and waited until Kal sank into the wingchair. "Did Charlie 

accept the mission to kidnap Victor?" 

Tilting her head, Kal fixed Lennox with a hard stare. 

His question and her response weren't imperative, not in the 

least worthy of having to discuss tonight, so she would 

engage and wait while he built up to whatever concern he 

had. "Ja." She folded her hands in her lap, covering the bulge 

in her pants. The blockers aided in hiding her rutting scent 

and tempering her aggression, but it didn't stop her constant 

hard-ons. "Charlie will purchase a new ship, and she has 

agreed to the mission. It'll take no more than a nineth to get 

a ship." 

Lennox rumbled low as he rubbed his chin. "Does 

she believe she can kidnap him?" 

"Ja. Her tentative plan is to lure him from Serrato 

planet using her crewmember Starr." Kal sniffed out his 

pleased scent, but under it she sensed his hint of concern. 

"Why have you come tonight?" It was unnecessary to point 

out that their discussion could have waited until tomorrow. 

For a moment Lennox remained silent and matched 

Kal's curious gaze. He was breathing deeply, searching her 

scent for clues. But Kal remained indifferent rather than 

giving into his hunt. With a decisive nod, he pursed his lips 

and said, "You are not the same Kal." 

Kal's lips curled into a wolfish smile. He knows me 

well after so many years. Too well. The falsehood—that she 

could hide her change from him—could harm her. Lennox 



had been her mentor and taught her about politics, relations, 

and finding solutions to impossible problems. In recent 

years, however, they were a silent team with equal voices 

behind closed doors. Kander was governed better by their 

acting together rather than Kal's acting alone. She respected 

him for his patience and intellect. To lie to him now would 

insult him and bring dishonor to herself… but her secret was 

as heavy as it was delicate.  

"Ja, I am not the same Kal who ascended many years 

ago." Kal doubted her response would appease him. It was a 

weak shot at delaying the conversation, but she needed 

another minute to find a true resolution.  Based on his frown, 

she had lost the first round. 

"There is a difference between growth and change," 

Lennox said, his eyes harder now. His words were an old 

lesson from Kal's early years. Beings could grow and 

develop over time, but a change was a distinct redirection at 

one's core.  

He knew. 

For a long minute, Kal weighed her options and how 

to manage Lennox's perceptive findings. If she lied, he 

would catch it; but he would not press her, as their 

relationship would be damaged by any aggression. Yet the 

truth was equally necessary and dangerous. Time was 

essential to calculate and plan for his possible reactions. 

Could Charlie's nightmare about Lennox shooting them 

come true? 

After a sigh, Kal dipped her head and said, "Ja, I have 

changed." She watched his initial relief shift to concern, and 

she held up her hand when he parted his lips. "I require more 

time before we can discuss this further." He released a soft 

huff, a silent acceptance. "But do not be alarmed by the 

change." 

Lennox nodded, then said, "You may have changed, 

but you are my Kal." His words were a silent declaration that 



his loyalty was unwavering, and it eased Kal. He rose, 

ending their conversation. "Tah, Kal."  

Kal stood and clasped his shoulder. "Tah for 

speaking to me." She guided him to the door and bade him 

goodnight, smelling his calmer mood. Once he was gone, 

Kal stared at the closed door and wondered about the future 

of her relationship with him. She needed counsel before she 

could disclose the truth to Lennox.  

Returning to the bedroom, the dresser beckoned her. 

Kal peered into the drawer and studied the cloth-wrapped 

item that had called to her earlier. She picked it up, unfolding 

it and exposing a sheathed blade. 

The dagger was crude and basic but also an effective 

weapon for piercing between armor with its round-like 

profile. After her ascension years ago, Kal woke to find the 

round dagger hooked to her hip. She had no memory of it, 

but assumed it held significance from her old life. Kal had 

received the Sword of Kalatas upon her ascension, so the 

dagger served no purpose, yet Kal had hidden it instead of 

giving it away.  

Kal turned the long-forgotten blade in her hands and 

studied it as she walked to the balcony, slipped past the 

heavy drape and stood in front of the handrail. Beyond the 

balcony was the busy capital, and it called to Kal's spirit. Her 

people's voices carried on the winds up to her ears.  

In the distance, the quieting market was darkening 

under the setting suns. For a moment, Kal thought back to 

her introduction to Raine Ramos in the market. It was the 

first time she'd met the woman after Charlie had mentioned 

Raine on several occasions. At least that was what she 

believed, until Raine's scent stirred a strange familiarity deep 

in Kal. For the rest of the day, Kal had mentally chased the 

ghost in her mind, sensing Raine was tied to her old life. 

Now with the dagger staring back at her, the memory broke 

free from a cage and flooded her mind.  



Kal raised the dagger to her lips and whispered, "Our 

spirits have crossed again, my friend." 



Chapter 1 

 
Dorlon ducked under the swing, then latched onto 

Sumner's extended arm and tossed her to the ground, using 

Sumner's own weight against her. With Sumner's face 

planted in the snow, Dorlon drove her knee into the center of 

Sumner's back and pinned her to the frozen ground. "How 

many times must I tell you to never overreach?" 

Sumner gritted her teeth after twisting her head out 

of the snow; then a low growl rolled in her chest.  

"This is the seventh time you've made the same 

mistake," Dorlon hissed before releasing her student, often 

called a second among their people. The disappointment in 

her voice clawed at Sumner. "Get up."  

Sumner pressed her hands into the cold ground and 

stood up, panting and glaring at her mentor. She was bare of 

any clothing except tight shorts, a breast band, and a 

necklace. Her feet had long ago numbed in the ankle-deep 

snow. She breathed in the thick and heavy pheromones 

roiling off Dorlon, but she didn't look away in shame. With 

her hands raised, she was prepared to try again, but the next 

practice didn't seem to be coming. 

Dorlon glanced toward the overhead suns and pushed 

her dark hair back. "It's getting late." She frowned in dismay 

and said, "We'll continue this discussion later." 

With a sigh, Sumner relaxed her stance and ignored 

the chilly breeze that brushed her blistered skin.  

"We still need supplies from Gaular." Dorlon walked 

over to the horse that was tucked inside the cave's mouth. 

"Get dressed, then we'll be on our way." 

"Ja, kenna." Sumner went to the nearby boulder, 

climbed it, and collected her clothes from the lowest branch. 

She put on her shirt first followed by the heavy, canvas 

pants. The boots sat in the snow, but she slipped on one sock 

first. Her movements were calculated and slow despite the 



cold. Getting ready was never a chore for Sumner, rather a 

moment of control and peace. Once dressed, she approached 

her mentor, who mounted the horse.  

Dorlon adjusted the reins in her hands and waited 

until Sumner freed the quarterstaff from the saddlebag. The 

only other weapons they carried were Dorlon's sword, a bow, 

and filled quiver that they both used, especially for hunting. 

She tapped the horse's side and started the long walk to 

Gaular after a morning of training.  

Sumner fell behind while she adjusted the weapon in 

her hands, then she widened her gait to catch up with Dorlon. 

Over the top of the saddlebags, Sumner's jacket was lashed 

down in case the winds grew stronger. From her first day 

with Dorlon, she was trained to withstand the elements, 

whether it was freezing cold or boiling hot. Just being 

allowed to wear boots now was a step up from her previous 

position. For the first six noreds with Dorlon, Sumner had 

walked around Kardos with bare feet until she reached a 

certain level of achievement in her training. To this day 

much of Sumner's physical training was done in minimal 

attire, whether it was rain or shine, cold or hot. 

Today was their second nineth in Kardos after 

spending the past two and half years touring Kander. Dorlon 

felt it necessary for Sumner to see most of the planet and to 

learn about its diverse people, lands, and resources, hoping 

her second would better grasp the future sacrifice she was 

making for their people. Now back in Kardos, Sumner had a 

slight uptick in her step, even though she wouldn't be going 

home to her family. She tried to ignore the tightness in her 

chest the longer they were in Kardos. Her twin sister Fairlee 

was so close, but Sumner pierced that sentiment with one of 

Dorlon's lessons. All Kalmar are family, she reminded 

herself. But I still miss Fairlee. 

Even with the reminder, Sumner considered how far 

they were from her family. This coming spring it would be 

three years since she'd seen them. They perhaps would still 



recognize her, but she had grown taller and heavier in mass, 

and her hair had darkened. By next year, she would tower 

over her mentor and match other young Alphas. The years 

of traveling by foot and practicing combat had left her lean 

with developing layers of muscle, especially in her legs.  

Now back in Kardos, they had traveled north to the 

region that bordered the Snowlands. The Snowlands were a 

death sentence, at least long term. Many still hunted or 

foraged there in the summer months, but no one could live 

there more than a nored during the winter. But at the 

moment, Kardos was just as dangerous as the Snowlands due 

to the wars between the Kalmar and the Earthlings.  

Sumner noticed they were headed toward the blood-

stained lands. She huffed at the thought of seeing humans 

and said, "Kenna, Gaular is one of the towns near the human 

settlement." 

"Ja." Dorlon steered her horse onto the snowy road 

and headed east. "Do you fear the humans, finna?" She 

paused the horse, reached behind, and worked Sumner's 

jacket free. 

"Joh." Sumner stood beside her mentor and caught 

the jacket she'd tossed.  

"Have you met a human?" Dorlon asked, dark eyes 

burning into Sumner. 

"Joh." Sumner shrugged on the coat and buttoned it 

while they continued their trek. "Have you met one, kenna?" 

A light note lifted her voice, and she studied Dorlon's stoic 

profile. She and Dorlon were both from Kardos and shared 

more than just familiar locales.  

"I have met some in my time," Dorlon replied after a 

quiet minute. 

"They have brought much war and death to our 

planet," Sumner murmured, gaze lost in the past years. Even 

in the remote ends of the planet, Kalmar argued and fought 

over the Earthlings' being on Kander. Those farther removed 

from the war were more inclined to peace rather than 



extermination of the humans. For her part, Sumner was 

undecided because she held little knowledge about the 

humans. If she met one, then perhaps she could determine 

whether they were spawns of death and destruction or if they 

were simply a lost species looking for a home. 

"I don't place all the blame on the humans," Dorlon 

said, her firm tone cutting through Sumner's thoughts. She 

pursed her lips and said, "One day soon you will be Kal." 

Her gaze remained ahead of them, but her features were 

distant and forlorn. "How will you handle the humans when 

your day comes, finna?" 

Sumner rumbled and digested her mentor's serious 

question that left her deep in thought for the rest of the 

journey to Gaular. The town's existence behind the snowy 

wilderness caught her nose first, then the dark structures 

jutted out of the white landscape for her to see. Spirals of 

smoke twirled upward from chimneys and forges. The town 

had a temple, which stood the tallest among the cluster of 

civilization. Gaular was a decent-sized town of about three 

thousand and was a trading hub for the eastern portion of the 

province.  

It was midday by the time they arrived at the main 

entrance, and the town buzzed with activity, especially at the 

market. Dorlon remained astride her brown horse, and the 

crowds of people on the street parted as they passed. Once 

near the edge of the market, they sought out a stable and for 

a small fee hitched their horse. 

"What supplies do we need, kenna?" Sumner waited 

for the shopping list. As Dorlon rattled off the items, they 

walked into the market with empty satchels slung across 

their shoulders. Sumner contained the bubbly excitement in 

her gut, now that she was in a busy town. Even though her 

face was sharp, the light in her eyes gave her away and 

earned her a huff from Dorlon. 

"We're not staying here tonight," Dorlon announced 

after a local sidestepped her.  



Sumner frowned but hid her displeasure before her 

mentor saw it. "Ja, kenna." She sighed and dug her blunt 

nails into the quarterstaff's wood, just above the leather 

wrap.  

"But we'll make camp not far from here."  

Sumner parted her lips, but her mentor broke away 

and went to a stand that had various fruits and vegetables. 

For a moment, Sumner stood in the middle of the busy street 

and considered the implications of their staying outside of 

town. Was her mentor giving her an opportunity to enjoy her 

afternoon rather than train? It happened once or twice a year, 

if she was lucky. With a slight smile, she considered 

tentative plans, like a hearty meal, a drink or two, and maybe 

even a pretty Omega to quell other hungers. 

But Sumner's daydream was knocked out of her by a 

hard shoulder that slammed into her side. She growled in 

reaction; however, the street was tight and Sumner was 

disturbing the natural flow of traffic by standing there. Still, 

the person had been rude and didn't offer an apology. 

Sumner bared her teeth and lost track of the hooded person 

among all the others. Taking a deep breath, she considered 

the stranger; the person had been small, perhaps petite, 

making Sumner conclude it had been an Omega. There was 

a foreign scent that tickled her nose that was peculiar and 

strange— not familiar like that of an Omega but not 

offensive. With a frown, she scanned the people again but 

failed to pinpoint who'd bumped into her. After a shake of 

her head, she weaved her way through the traffic and took 

her mentor's side.  

Together, they filled their satchels with the necessary 

items for their travels. Dorlon was in charge of their money, 

always paying for the supplies. They returned to the stable 

with heavy bags, and Dorlon distributed the items among the 

saddlebags, then tucked away the satchels. Sumner was 

prepared to leave the town, losing hope that they were 



staying in Gaular for the afternoon. She released a sigh when 

Dorlon mounted the horse.  

"Here." Dorlon tossed a small pouch in Sumner's 

direction. 

Sumner grabbed the purse and heard the clank of 

metal. With large eyes, she jerked her gaze up toward her 

mentor and parted her lips, but she was at a loss. 

"Don't spend it on an Omega," Dorlon ordered, eyes 

slotted in warning. It was against army law to participate in 

prostitution. Even though Dorlon held no rank in the army, 

she always adhered to its regulations, training and discipline 

that were engraved in her mind. As a mentor, she was 

passing on the same strict upbringing with Sumner. "You 

have till dusk to meet me at camp." Dorlon twisted to her 

right and pointed at the main street that fed in and out of 

Gaular. "Go one click out of town. At the windmill, turn 

right, then travel another click. You'll find a fallen down 

home. I'll be there." 

"Ja, kenna." Sumner bit down on her smile, but the 

excitement filled her voice. "Tah." 

Dorlon dipped her head, tapped the horse's side, and 

pulled on the right rein. Her last glance at Sumner held a 

silent warning to not be late. The freedom she gave Sumner 

was rare and even dangerous. Sumner was the planet's 

future, and to leave her alone, especially so near human 

territory, was a risky decision. However, Dorlon's blessing 

to explore Gaular was also a compliment about Sumner's 

skill level. Dorlon trusted and believed in her second to be 

alone and safe for a few hours.  

Sumner stood by the stable for another minute and 

waited to see if Dorlon would come back, telling her it was 

all a test. From astride the horse, Dorlon eventually faded 

away and left Sumner on her own. Peering down, she 

fingered the purse and counted four coins. One was a 

temunar and the other three were tems. There was plenty for 

food and drink, maybe even a sweet treat. In the back of her 



mind, she already knew that tomorrow she would have to 

work extra hard at training to make up for an afternoon off. 

Not wanting to waste any more free time, Sumner hurried 

back into the market. 

With renewed enthusiasm, Sumner studied the 

merchants with keen eyes after being focused on food, whet 

stones, oils, soaps, and leather on the earlier trip with Dorlon. 

The distant tapping of metal wooed her after a few minutes. 

The forge was run by an Alpha, who greeted Sumner with a 

firm nod and continued working on a long blade.  

Sumner drifted to a table on the side where many of 

his finished pieces were for sale. A few times she touched 

daggers or swords, and she hoped to one day have her own. 

Toward the end of the table were smaller items like rings, 

bracelets, necklaces, dice, kitchen knives, buckets of nails, 

and bolts for doors. Leaning her head against the staff, she 

considered whether to forgo a meal and purchase a weapon. 

The quarterstaff in her hand was Dorlon's weapon, but 

Sumner had been training with it for the past two years. She 

was close to mastering it and would soon move onto a 

wooden sword for practice. One day she would carry a real 

sword, a very special one, but not until it was bestowed upon 

her along with great responsibilities.  

"Can I help you?" the blacksmith asked, wiping his 

hands on his leather apron. Even though it was cold, he was 

sweaty and seemed relieved to step away from the burning 

forge.  

Sumner straightened up and indicated the daggers at 

the end of the table. "How much are these?" 

"Depends on which one," the blacksmith replied and 

picked up a well-polished dagger that had a gem in the cross 

guard. "This one is forty." He selected another one and held 

it up next to the nicer one. The second dagger was plain but 

long with four edges on the blade coming to a fine point, 

making it perfect for stabbing. The handle had a circular 

pommel and guard rather than a cross style. "This is ten." He 



sniffed out Sumner's continued interest and held out the 

rounded weapon. 

Stepping closer, Sumner took the dagger and 

rumbled from the weight in her hand. She balanced it in her 

palm, finding its center. The blacksmith narrowed his gaze 

at her and folded his muscular arms. He knows I understand 

blades, Sumner concluded and quickly closed her fingers 

around the handle. "It's different." Not wanting to lead him 

on with a sale, she returned it to him and started to withdraw 

from the table.  

"How much coin do you have on you, Alpha?"  

Sumner was half turned and faltered after being 

called an Alpha. There was no insult or challenge in his tone 

but acknowledgement that they were the same. She gripped 

the staff harder and peered over her shoulder at him. "Not 

enough." It was a lie, but she had been trained to control her 

pheromones with an iron grip. He wouldn't be able to pick 

out the lie from her scent.  

The blacksmith rubbed his stubbly chin and seemed 

prepared to end the conversation until he flipped the dagger. 

He caught the blade, then held out the handle to her. "Take 

it, then." 

Stiffening, Sumner shook her head and said, "I can't 

pay for it." 

"It's a gift," the blacksmith argued and stretched out 

his arm farther.  

"I can't accept it." Sumner eyed the blade with 

remorse and cut her attention to the blacksmith. "And you 

can't earn a living off charity." 

The blacksmith smiled and continued to offer the 

round dagger. "I made it from scrap metal left over from 

other projects with customers. Projects that were paid for." 

He dipped his head and held Sumner's stubborn gaze. "Go 

on and take it, Alpha." 

Shifting from foot to foot, Sumner warred with 

herself, then offered, "I can spare some coin." 



The blacksmith had a slight smile as he sensed 

Sumner's barriers breaking. "It's a gift," he insisted again and 

continued to will her to accept the dagger. His scent was a 

blend of wood, fire, and warm musk. 

Sumner came closer and fingered the pommel, which 

was cold yet welcoming. She checked his face again, 

confirming his certainty. With a sigh, she closed her hand 

around the weapon and the weight filled her grip. "Tah." 

"Keep it sharp for me." The blacksmith offered a 

final smile, then returned to his forge and picked up a 

hammer.  

For a tick, Sumner stared at the weapon and glanced 

back at the blacksmith, who continued his work. She bit her 

lip and wondered about his kindness. The dagger would be 

well cared for, she would see to it. Returning to the market, 

she tucked the blade between her belt inside her jacket. At 

some point, she would need to make a leather sheath for it.  

Pausing in the street, she regained her bearings and 

recalled that there were three taverns to her right. Sumner 

started in that direction until distant yells caught her 

attention. They were growing louder and closer, causing 

people to scatter. Ahead of Sumner, someone was sprinting 

down the street and using the people as cover. Four soldiers 

hollered and continued their pursuit, swords at the ready. 

They were gaining on their target, who struggled to get 

through the crowds. 

Sumner heard Dorlon's voice in her head, willing her 

to get away from trouble. But the Alpha in her was stubborn, 

too damn stubborn. She was also curious and prepared to 

assist the soldiers with their fugitive. The criminal was 

coming closer to Sumner, so she readied her staff as the 

people between them hollered, snarled, and tried grabbing 

the person. For a tick, Sumner thought the fugitive was 

buried in the mass of people.  

Then a loud snap of energy like a bolt zipped through 

the air and went straight up into the cloudy sky. It caused 



everyone to scream in protest and fear, backing off from the 

hooded fugitive. No one was hurt, but the criminal popped 

up from the parting wave of bodies.  

"Back off!" The criminal's voice was light but firm, 

confirming she was an Omega. She pointed a strange item at 

several people, pushing them back with it. Her eyes were 

desperate and untamed, lips pulled back in a snarl. "I don't 

want to hurt anyone." The soldiers' nearing yells caused her 

to spin around, her back now to Sumner. "I said back off." 

She pointed the bizarre object toward the soldiers, then more 

bolts launched from its tip.  

Sumner flinched from the piercing noise that sliced 

through her trained defenses. She sucked in a breath and 

steadied her trembling hands even as the bolts continued 

cutting through the air. Unlike the people scrambling to get 

away, Sumner held her ground and prepared to take on the 

hooded criminal, who was backing up toward her. Every bolt 

flew over the ducking soldiers and several bolts went into 

the air, but one struck a building, then bounced off.  

A sharp pain lanced Sumner's stomach and took her 

to her knees on the frozen street. She gasped and clung onto 

the quarterstaff, the only thing keeping her upright. What hit 

me? Clutching her stomach, she whimpered and looked up 

as the fugitive turned toward her.  

The fugitive only made it a few steps before she 

skidded to a stop in front of Sumner. Her eyes widened as 

her attention dropped to Sumner's side. She stood frozen and 

gasping for breath, then rasped, "You're hurt." She hastened 

to Sumner and muttered, "N-n-no." Her words were strange 

and Sumner was confused by the foreign sounds. "Get up," 

the criminal ordered in Kalmarese. "Come on." She grabbed 

Sumner's good side and pulled her up. "You have to stand." 

A few times, she peered over her shoulder as she forced 

Sumner onto her feet. "Hold onto me." 

Sumner grunted and adjusted her arm across the 

Omega's shoulders, then used the staff to support more of her 



weight. Grunting and clenching her teeth, still dazed by the 

burning wound in her side, she stumbled a few steps but 

gathered her strength and followed the fugitive through the 

streets. Nothing was familiar to her as they departed the 

market area and weaved between buildings and then the 

criminal propped her up against a home inside an alleyway. 

Nimble hands were grabbing at her jacket, and she growled 

in response. "Joh." 

"Let me see where it—" 

"Joh," Sumner snapped and shoved away the 

fugitive's touch. She stared at the slight person and took a 

deep breath, hating how much it hurt her. Not only were the 

criminal's features odd but so was her scent, except Sumner 

remembered it from earlier. She's the one that ran into me in 

the market, she realized and stiffened. With a furrowed 

brow, she scanned the criminal's partially hidden face, short 

stature, and unusual attire peeking through the cloak. She 

sucked in a breath, taking in her alien scent that was 

unnatural to Kander. "You're a human." 

The criminal reached up and removed the hood, 

revealing her entire face; it was tan, like people from the 

lower provinces. But her hair was very different and never 

seen among Kalmar. Her dark hair was full and coiled like 

springs. Sumner felt the desire to touch a coil just to prove it 

was real.  

"I am." With the dangerous weapon still in hand, she 

poked her head out of the alleyway and confirmed they 

weren't followed… yet. She turned back to Sumner and said, 

"My name is Raine." 

Sumner straightened, adding to her imposing height. 

But the white heat lanced through her side, forcing her to 

fold over.  

"Shit." Raine hurried forward and said, "We need to 

take care of that laser hit." She was closer and held her hand 

out, but hesitated to touch Sumner.  

"Lasser?" Sumner attempted the foreign word. 



"Laser," Raine repeated in English. "It came from 

this." She held up the weapon, but tucked it inside her cloak. 

"It burned through your clothes and skin. It could get 

infected and burn deeper if we don't do something soon."  

Sumner was bent forward and clutched her stomach 

with her arm. "How do you know my people's language?" 

Raine bit her lip, then cut her eyes toward the street 

when people rushed by. "I learned it," she said, a slight 

hesitation in her voice. 

Sumner breathed in Raine's rising tension, but she 

couldn't discern if it was because of the soldiers hunting for 

her or something else. She gritted her teeth, leaned back 

against the house, and said, "You should go." 

Raine shifted on her boots, looking between the 

street and Sumner.  

"Before I stop you myself," Sumner said and reached 

into her jacket, fingering the new dagger. It would be so easy 

to stab Raine in the chest and end all the chaos caused by the 

human. However, her fingers slipped away from the handle 

as they traded warring stares for a moment.  

Raine huffed and shook her head, seeming more 

determined than earlier. "Joh. You need medical attention." 

"I can take care of myself." Sumner tried to ward off 

Raine with a dangerous snarl. She was taken aback when 

Raine didn't run off much less flinch.  

"Joh offense, but your people can't treat laser shots." 

Raine stepped closer and said, "Come on. We have to find a 

safer spot." She hooked her arm across Sumner's back.  

Sumner grunted and should have refused the help. 

There was no reason for her to go with Raine, even if it was 

true that the wound needed special care. But something in 

her nagged at her to go, to learn more, and to decide later 

whether to capture the human. With enough support, she 

moved her feet and ignored the strain it caused her body. 

Instead of going out on the street, they continued down the 



alleyway then paused before stepping out onto another street 

behind the houses.  

Raine was leading the way, seeming to have a 

destination in mind. "What's your name?" 

Grinding her teeth, Sumner weighed telling the truth 

or ignoring the request altogether. After all, Raine was a 

criminal and had broken some law if the soldiers were 

hunting her. But Raine was concerned with Sumner's well-

being after the accidental laser shot. Because this was 

Sumner's first and possibly only encounter with a human, 

she needed to learn about them and decided a measure of 

trust went a long way. "Sumner." At Raine's curious glances, 

she explained, "My name is Sumner." 

"Sumner," Raine echoed and revealed a faint smile. 

"I like that." She rounded a corner and grumbled at the group 

of locals, who turned their attention to them. "Shit," she 

muttered in English. 

Sumner assumed it was a swear word and understood 

why, because several Kalmar neared them. They were 

Alphas, who didn't shy away from fights. Freeing her arm, 

she placed more weight against her quarterstaff and used her 

pheromones to push back the Alphas. Baring her teeth, she 

instinctively protected Raine from trouble. The three Alphas 

reversed as Sumner's powerful scent rolled over them.  

"Damn," Raine muttered, then touched Sumner's 

forearm. "Come on." She offered support, but Sumner 

refused it, at least in front of the other Alphas. Once clear of 

the street, Raine hooked her arm across Sumner's hips again 

and said, "We have to go this way." 

Sumner grumbled and rested her arm on Raine's 

shoulders. "Where are we going?" Her sense of direction was 

scrambled by the rush to escape from the marketplace.  

"To a healer," Raine replied, but an uncertain note 

was in her voice. "He's just up here." She turned down 

another street but yelped when Sumner jerked her back and 



shoved her against an inn's rough wooden side. "What are—

" 

"Ssssh." Sumner covered Raine with her larger 

frame, hiding her between her body and the building. Her 

pheromones blocked Raine's unique scent as four soldiers 

sprinted by them.  

Raine was trembling and released a shaky breath 

after the soldiers went past them. "Tah," she murmured and 

peered up. "You're pretty big for an Omega." She was forced 

to lean her head back against the inn, meeting Sumner's gaze. 

"So that probably makes you an Alpha." 

Sumner's lips curled up until her canines revealed 

themselves. "You know much about my people." 

"For a human," Raine added, grinning and 

straightening up. "Come on. We're not far from the healer." 

She slipped under Sumner's arm, then peeked around the 

corner at the street. "Just a few more blocks." But a strong 

hand snared her wrist, drawing her back. 

"Wait." Sumner sagged against the quarterstaff and 

beads of sweat formed across her brow. "I know a safer 

place." She released Raine and pointed at the temple to the 

right. 

Raine's eyes cut from the temple then to Sumner with 

a frown. "We need medical supplies, not prayer." 

Sumner lifted an eyebrow. "Priests are often healers 

too." 

"You need real medical attention, not spiritual 

healing." Raine turned, but Sumner held onto her and reeled 

her in closer again.  

"They are real healers," Sumner said. She watched 

the storm of emotions on Raine's face. Even Raine's scent 

twisted and went bitter for a moment before it calmed again.  

"All right." Raine pulled the hood over her head and 

said, "Let's go." She hooked her arm across Sumner's back, 

bore some weight, and started toward the temple. They 

moved slowly at first until they found a rhythm.  



Sumner grunted several times but pressed on and 

forced her weakened body to keep moving. Over the years, 

her pain tolerance had increased from her training and 

combat trials. However, the burn to her side was different 

from anything she'd experienced in the past. It felt as if a red-

hot blade was meticulously carving out her insides. The 

temple wasn't that far, but each step closer felt like three 

steps backward. She slumped heavier against Raine, who 

struggled to handle more weight. 

Raine gritted her teeth and adjusted their bodies, 

hooking Sumner's left arm over her shoulders. "All you 

Kalmar are so huge." She groused again but pushed harder 

to get to the temple. "It must be something you eat." 

Sumner blinked several times, clearing her blurry 

vision. "Just hearty."  

Raine huffed and started to pant but said, "We're 

almost there."  

Sumner glanced at the human under her left arm and 

smiled to herself. "Are all humans so determined?" 

"More like stubborn as fuck." Raine made a turn, 

coming to the street in front of the temple. "It's my fault you 

were hurt." She sucked in a breath and hurried Sumner 

across the street, ignoring several onlookers. "I should have 

been more careful." Together, they climbed the stairs and 

entered the open mouth of the temple. It was dark, but their 

eyes adjusted to the firelight that guided them deeper into the 

peaceful sanctuary.  

"Turen," Raine called when they entered the round, 

central room. "Turen?" She spun and scanned the interior for 

life. "Krafka! We need help."  

"Someone is coming," Sumner murmured and 

pointed to the hallway to their left, behind the altar.  

A priest in a soft emerald robe hurried out, passed the 

altar, and paused on the single step between the two levels. 

She scanned the two strangers in the sanctuary, and for a 

moment she stood in awe as her breath caught in her throat. 



Sweet Omega pheromones surrounded her, but they 

sharpened with worry.  

"We need help, krafka," Raine implored, drawing 

Sumner closer to the priest. "My friend is wounded on her 

side." She tore the hoodie off and revealed her human nature, 

which caused the priest's eyes to grow. 

Sumner leaned heavily against the quarterstaff and 

beads of sweat trailed down her temple, but she strained to 

give the priest a reassuring smile. It was her weakened Alpha 

scent that alerted the priest more than anything. 

"Of course." The priest hurried forward, took the 

staff, and supported Sumner's remaining weight. "This way." 

She guided them up the steps, past the altar, and down the 

hallway. "The second room on the left."  

Raine grunted, then reached for the handle to the 

room and shoved it open.  

"Over here." The priest and Raine assisted Sumner 

onto the wooden table that was just long enough to 

accommodate Sumner's height. "Where is she injured?" she 

asked after setting the staff on the floor. 

"Right side," Raine replied, already grabbing 

Sumner's jacket. She startled when Sumner latched onto her 

wrist and growled at her, but she hardened her expression. "I 

need to see the wound." 

Sumner continued to clutch Raine, and they locked 

eyes in a brief stalemate. Only the three members of her 

family had ever attended to her wounds. Raine was not only 

a stranger and a human, but also the person who had injured 

her. What if this is all a plot to kill me? Could the humans 

know I'm the future Kal? From the first day, Dorlon had 

instilled in her to never give trust freely and to question 

everyone's true motives.  

The humans were known to be cunning and 

unpredictable in battle. They had destroyed their home 

planet in a rash decision to win the war against the Sworne. 

Such a destructive nature made Earthlings monsters and 



undeserving of Kander. At least, those were the tales that 

Sumner was told from childhood when the Earthlings first 

landed in Kardos. 

"I know I hurt you," Raine whispered, "but let me fix 

this." There was no malice in Raine's scent, and her eyes 

were filled with iron determination to help. A cloud of guilt 

and worry lingered around her. In the market Raine had fired 

the laser shots into the air as a means to scare off the soldiers 

and the people. The only reason Sumner was on the table 

was because one stray laser shot had bounced off a surface 

and struck her. Softening a fraction, Raine leaned over 

Sumner and said, "The laser burn is spreading and will affect 

your internal organs if you don't let me help you." 

"Tell me one thing," Sumner demanded between 

gritted teeth. "Why are you in Gaular alone?" She watched 

Raine's resolve crumble, then their eye contact broke. 

"Speak true," she urged, leaving no room for lies.  

Raine's face was grave, but she met Sumner's stare. 

"A severe illness has hit my people this winter. The medical 

supplies we have from our ship are dwindling, but we 

learned that reyten is a fever reducer." For a beat, she 

glanced at the priest, who remained on the other side of table, 

quiet and listening. "One of my friends has had a high fever 

for two days now. I snuck into Gaular to buy reyten from the 

local healer." 

Sumner loosened her grip as Raine continued the 

story. She smelled honesty in every word, and it eased her 

tense body. The special herb reyten was an ancient remedy 

among her people that acted as a fever reducer, cough 

suppressant, and minor pain reliever. 

"The healer sold the reyten to me, but when I left his 

store he came outside and yelled that I had stolen the herb." 

Raine brushed back her dark hair, blew out a breath and 

slumped her shoulders. "That's when the chase started." 

The priest was frowning and huffed in displeasure, 

then remarked, "I know the healer you speak of."  



Raine opened her mouth but made a soft sound of 

frustration before she met Sumner's cold stare. "If you won't 

let me help, at least allow the priest to care for you. I can tell 

her what to do."  

Sumner worked her jaw a few times and weighed her 

options. The safest route was to have the priest handle her 

care, but Raine wanted to mend Sumner and be absolved of 

her mistake. The childhood stories about the evil Earthlings 

echoed in the back of her mind, but they clashed against 

Raine's personality. Nothing about the human screamed dark 

and hateful; she was genuine and distressed about Sumner's 

health. With a faint nod, she squeezed Raine's wrist, then 

released her. "I trust you, Raine." 

Blowing out a harsh breath, Raine flashed a small 

smile and said, "We need to get your jacket and shirt off. 

Okay?"  

"Ja." Sumner sat up and started removing her attire, 

but she had help from both women. When she removed her 

shirt, she was left with only her breast wrap and necklace. 

She groaned from the movements and the white heat that 

lanced through her torso. "Vuk," she muttered but flushed at 

cursing in front of the priest. "Perka gi, my priest."  

The priest brushed off the apology, then looked to 

Raine. "What do we need?" 

"Warm water and a few cloths," Raine replied and 

reached into her coat. "I need to mix a powder so I can apply 

it to the wound." After the priest left, she bent down until she 

was eye level with the wound and hissed at the damage. 

"Fuck me," she whispered in English.  

Sumner twisted to her right and tried to see it, but 

pain rolled over her. She growled and fell onto her back 

again. 

"Just stay still." Raine pressed her hand against 

Sumner's broad shoulder. "You'll aggravate it more." She 

gently pushed on the untouched skin and inspected the 



wound. "Some of the burning is through your skin and 

getting into your muscle."  

Sumner blinked away the sting in her eyes and 

concentrated on Raine's voice. Laser shots were foreign to 

Kalmar, even though the humans had landed years ago. Not 

only were laser weapons a threat, but the humans had 

brought range weapons that fired small metal projectiles. 

Both advanced weapons gave the small population of 

humans a clear advantage over the Kalmar. Her people used 

swords, axes, maces, bows, arrows, and other minor 

weapons to battle the humans. They were insignificant 

against the laser and bullet guns. 

The priest returned with a bowl of warm water and 

two hand towels. She gave the linens to Raine but held onto 

the bowl with both hands.  

Raine pulled open a pouch that she'd retrieved from 

her coat earlier. She shook much of the contents into the 

bowl, then stirred it with the crude wooden spoon. Once 

satisfied, she soaked one towel in the cloudy water and 

sniffed it after wringing out the excess. With a faint nod, she 

knelt beside Sumner and said, "This will hurt, but it'll cool 

off the burn and stop it from spreading farther." She pressed 

it against the fleshy, bright red skin that was mangled and 

bloody.  

Sumner howled and clawed the underside of the 

table, dragging her boot heels across the table. Every fiber of 

her wanted to lash out at Raine, the source of her anguish. 

But she gritted her teeth and remained in control of her 

natural instincts. As promised, the searing heat dampened 

and gradually cooled off. She wiped the sweat from her 

forehead and groaned while Raine cleaned the cloth in the 

bowl. 

"I can take this." Raine took over the bowl. "I'll need 

something to wrap her side and any—" She faltered and 

chewed on her bottom lip. "—anything I can put on her 

wound to keep it clean from dirt."  



The priest had a thin smile and supplied the 

Kalmarese word for ointment. She left again, in search of the 

requested items. 

Raine wrung out the towel in the bowl and red water 

dripped into it. "I'm going to press and hold this against your 

wound for a short time." She folded the cloth a few times, 

then covered the laser wound and kept it there. "It's going to 

take awhile to heal." She had a sad gaze and whispered, 

"You'll probably have a permanent scar though."  

Sumner turned her head toward Raine and gazed 

down at her. "Are you a healer?" 

Raine shook her head and whispered, "I'm better at 

tech repair than body repair but…" She cut her attention to 

the wound, peeling back some of the cloth. "You learn some 

things when you've been at war for years." Darkness clouded 

her features and her eyes reflected old anger. The war had 

affected both sides and left gaping holes in the communities. 

Kalmar soldiers had fought and died against the Earthlings, 

who suffered casualties too.  

Sumner's hometown was far enough away from the 

battle zone that they were less affected by it. But there were 

others who spoke of it and told stories of the blood, rage, and 

heartache. The Kalmar army fought against the advanced 

invaders in the first year, but Kal had ordered the fios to pull 

back, and a stalemate had been in place since then. In recent 

noreds, the tensions were reheating as the Earthlings claimed 

more land. Lately, occasional skirmishes occurred between 

Kalmar soldiers and the humans.  

The priest arrived with a basket of items and helped 

Raine bandage Sumner. Several times Sumner growled from 

the pain, but she allowed them to wrap her. She settled back 

on the table and gulped in air, sweating again. The priest then 

showed Raine to a washroom so she could clean up. When 

the priest returned, she touched Sumner's shoulder and 

whispered, "I must hide you, finna, from the human." 



Sumner grabbed the priest's hand and ordered, "Joh." 

She caught the priest's eyes flickering to the medallion 

around her neck. The silver medallion bore a special symbol 

that marked her status as the future High Commander of 

Kander. All Kalmar recognized its importance and were 

required to honor Sumner's status.  

The priest had a scowl and argued, "It is not safe for 

you, finna. You must—" 

"Joh," Sumner growled, forcing the Omega priest to 

submit. She sighed, then capped her dominating pheromones 

that were starting to flood the room. Even if Raine wouldn't 

notice them upon her return, she would surely pick up on the 

priest's submissive demeanor. "Joh," she repeated more 

softly. "I will be fine. I wish to speak more with Raine." 

The priest bowed her head, then revealed a slight 

smile. "I understand, finna." She peered over her shoulder 

when Raine entered the room. 

"What is your name, my priest?" Sumner asked and 

grasped the petite hand in hers. 

The priest was young compared to many priests, but 

she was still several years older than Sumner. Her honey-

brown eyes glowed in the sunlight that streamed through the 

windows, and her smile was welcoming. She glanced at 

Raine before she replied, "My name is Sallow." 

"Sallow?" Raine repeated, then smiled and said, "Tah 

for the help. I'm Raine and…" She hesitated and frowned at 

Sumner, who dipped her head in agreement. "This is 

Sumner," she finished and edged closer to the table. "How 

does it feel now?" 

"It doesn't burn anymore," Sumner answered.  

"It's going to be tender and sore for a while," Raine 

said, then touched Sumner's shoulder until her fingers slid 

off. "I should go now that you're okay." She adjusted the 

cloak, preparing herself, but Sumner halted her. 



"It's unwise to leave now." Sumner glanced at 

Sallow, who was listening to them. "The soldiers will still be 

searching for you." 

Raine worried her bottom lip and shook her head. "I 

have to return to my people. They'll search for me if I don't 

show up by sunset." 

The mention of sunset reminded Sumner that she was 

on a clock too. If she didn't arrive at the fallen house outside 

of town, then Dorlon would hunt her down. She didn't wish 

to endure such a hefty lecture from her mentor, who would 

deny any future outings. At some point, they had to go their 

separate ways. Sumner glanced at the windows and 

murmured, "It's best to wait about an hour." 

"I will start a fire in here," Sallow offered, going to 

the fireplace. 

Raine rubbed her brow and scanned the room, then 

said, "Do you wish to sit?"  

"Ja." Sumner sat up, then used Raine's body for 

support. Together, they eased their way across the room to 

the sitting area in front of the fireplace. The room appeared 

to be private quarters, most likely Sallow's bedroom. She 

was grateful that Sallow was gracious and hospitable to 

them. Sallow may have wanted to protect Sumner from 

Raine, but she was also open minded toward a human. A 

Kalmar's natural desire was to shield a future High 

Commander at any cost.  

Once in a wooden chair, Sumner groaned and rested 

her head against it. In her travels she had handled a few fights 

with unscrupulous individuals. But this was the first serious 

injury she had suffered during her training. The only other 

injury in her life that had been this bad was a broken arm 

when she was horseplaying with Fairlee.  

Raine helped Sallow with the fire and took a seat on 

the hearth. She sighed and played with her thick, black hair.  

Sallow took a step back and looked between the two 

guests. "Do you need food or water?" 



Raine shook her head and continued staring into the 

growing fire. 

"Water, krafka," Sumner responded. 

"Of course, finna." Sallow flushed at her mistake, 

then hurried out of the room.  

"Finna?" Raine peered over her shoulder at Sumner 

and lifted an eyebrow. "What does that mean?" 

Sumner shrugged and withheld the urge to rub the 

medallion on her chest. "It's similar to student," she loosely 

translated, not wanting to explain the deeper meaning of the 

title. Overall Raine's Kalmarese was strong, which meant 

another Kalmar had taught her. Sumner wondered who 

would have possibly taught an Earthling to speak in their 

native tongue. Such a gift meant that Raine was cared for by 

a Kalmar, and that alone gave Sumner pause. "I'm a warrior's 

second." 

Raine had a thoughtful expression, then whispered, 

"That's why you have a staff." 

"Ja." Sumner folded her hands in her lap and studied 

Raine's for a moment. "Do you mind retrieving my shirt?" 

Shaking her head, Raine went to the pallet where 

Sallow had placed Sumner's belongings. She returned with 

the stained shirt and helped Sumner wiggle into it. Backing 

up to the hearth, she whispered, "Perka gi for hurting you."  

"Have you not hurt other Kalmar?" Sumner posed, 

then straightened up when Sallow gave her a mug of water. 

Raine's features tightened and a furrow creased her 

brow. "I only ever defend myself when Kalmar attack first." 

She narrowed her eyes at Sumner before she looked at the 

fire again. "I'd rather not fight." 

Sallow took a seat on a cushioned stool and tucked 

her hands in her robe's sleeves. "Who taught you to speak 

our language?" 

Sumner waited to see if Raine would share any more 

details than last time. The gulps of water cooled her heated 

body and eased the strain from her taut muscles. 



"An old friend," Raine muttered, then she stood and 

paced the room. "I should go." 

"You should stay," Sallow insisted, standing again. 

"It is not safe yet. I had a look outside the temple earlier and 

soldiers are still hunting for you." 

Raine grumbled and paused near Sumner's chair. 

"I'm needed back at New Earth." 

Sumner peered up at Raine and asked, "Is that the 

name of your settlement?" 

"Ja." Raine continued her fretting movements and 

pulled at her hair a few times. "My friend could be dying 

from the fever." 

"You won't help your friend if you're captured by the 

soldiers," Sumner said. "If you're patient, they will return to 

their posts, thinking you've already left the town." Raine's 

scent was wired with fear and made Sumner clench her teeth. 

She needed Raine to calm down rather than agitate Sumner's 

Alpha.  

Sallow seemed to sense this and stood up, going to 

Raine. Her own pheromones strengthened and affected 

Raine within a few ticks. "You must relax." She guided 

Raine to a chair next to Sumner and said, "This will pass 

soon." 

Raine exhaled and nodded, relaxing into the chair. 

"Perka gi. I'm just concerned for my friend." She peered 

down at her clasped hands and muttered, "I don't have many 

left these days." 

Sumner breathed in Raine's soured scent and 

frowned at the soft words that were loud enough for her. Like 

any Kalmar, she had a strong sense of hearing and smell. 

With a frown, she realized that the war not only affected the 

Kalmar but also the humans. With so much death on both 

sides, no one was a winner. "How many have you lost?" she 

asked and studied Raine's distant stare. 

"I stopped counting," Raine murmured, then peered 

over at Sumner. "Have you lost any to the war?" 



Sumner shifted, then shook her head. "My home is 

farther west from here." Her village was only a short ride 

from here, but Dorlon wouldn't go there. Once Sumner was 

taken from her family, she wasn't to return—ever. One day 

she would serve as Kal, die in battle, and then be burned and 

buried with the past High Commanders. She missed her 

family greatly, but soon she would take on a great calling to 

serve her people. But here and now, she had an opportunity 

to learn more about the humans. If Raine was a small sample 

of Earthlings, then Sumner felt her people had it wrong. How 

did all the horrific lies even start? Is it just propaganda to 

kill the humans?  

"You should return there," Raine whispered and 

stared at her lap.  

Sumner opened her mouth but paused when voices 

echoed in the sanctuary.  

Sallow hurried to the jarred-open door of the quarters 

and listened to them. She looked over at her guests and said, 

"They sound like soldiers." 

Raine cursed, stood, and reached for her laser gun 

before Sumner grabbed her arm. "They'll probably search the 

temple for me."  

"I know." Sumner relinquished her hold and eased up 

from the chair. "We need to hide," she said and gazed over 

at Sallow for help. 

Sallow was anxious and curled her nails into the 

doorframe, then pointed at the wooden pallet that had a 

lumpy mattress on it. "At the foot of the bed, there are loose 

floorboards and a hiding spot in there." She cracked the door 

wider and softly added, "I'll delay them long enough for you 

both to hide." Gliding out of the room, she left to distract the 

soldiers in the sanctuary. 

With Sumner's arm across her shoulders, Raine 

guided them to the pallet and waited until Sumner was seated 

on the edge of it. She fingered the loose floorboards and 

pulled three of them away, finding a dark hole waiting for 



them. Carefully, she helped Sumner slide down into it before 

she climbed in next. With the boards back in place, Raine 

knelt down beside Sumner and listened for any voices or 

movements.  

Sumner stared up while her eyes adjusted to the 

darkness in the tiny space that was comprised of dirt. To her 

left were two shelves with a few items that were probably 

special artifacts to the temple. Sallow and prior priests most 

likely hid the valuables here, especially if they left the 

premises. Taking a deep breath, she scented the air and 

frowned at Raine's increased scent that might attract the 

soldiers. "Raine, come closer."  

Raine touched Sumner's shoulder and forearm, then 

stumbled in the tight space. She squealed then abruptly 

stopped, the voices in the quarters making her go still and 

silent.  

Sumner rumbled low but carefully drew Raine into 

her lap and whispered, "Take deep breaths." She needed 

Raine to calm down before the soldiers smelled her dread 

wafting up from the floorboards. "Or they'll scent your fear." 

She hoped her own pheromones could mask Raine's panic, 

especially as she enveloped the petite body in her lap. Her 

protective Alpha nature was in full force. The need to protect 

Raine, a human, was a strange state for Sumner, but she 

didn't stop it.  

Raine leaned her forehead against Sumner's shoulder 

and took long breaths that eased her heart rate. Her left hand 

clutched at something on her chest, perhaps a necklace or a 

charm.  

Sumner tilted her head back, glaring at the streams of 

light cutting between the boards. She listened to the soldiers' 

movements around the quarters, one of them nearing the 

pallet. Baring her teeth, she listened to the soldier above 

them. If they were found, Sumner could use her status as 

finna to persuade the soldiers to go. However, even a finna 



who hid a criminal and fought a soldier would have to pay a 

price. Worse yet would be facing Dorlon's wrath. 

"I don't see anything," the soldier reported.  

"As I said, the human left an hour's half ago," Sallow 

said.  

"Did she have another with her?" a different soldier 

asked. 

Sumner felt Raine stiffen against her, but she 

remained focused on the conversation. The soldiers were 

asking things that they already knew from the different 

scents in the room. She hoped Sallow was honest enough or 

the soldiers would press her harder. Thankfully priests, like 

the temples, were often protected by the laws.  

"Ja. There was a Carnec Alpha with her," Sallow 

replied.  

"Was she a hostage?" 

Sallow's footsteps were softer, returning to the door. 

"I don't believe so, but I'm not sure why she was with the 

human." A few rumbles echoed in the room, then the voices 

started to drift away toward the sanctuary.  

Raine released a strained breath, then Sumner 

noticed Raine's trembling body. She withdrew from Sumner, 

nearly falling on her ass before Sumner grabbed her.  

"Take it easy," Sumner ordered, still holding Raine's 

forearms.  

"That was too close," Raine murmured. After a deep 

breath, she rose and pushed the boards out of the way. Light 

poured into the tiny, musty space and welcomed them. She 

climbed out first, then helped Sumner, who groaned and 

hissed from the brief strain to her side. They went to the 

sitting area and took a few quiet minutes to collect 

themselves after the near capture. If Raine had been found 

and arrested, she would have faced cruelty and possible 

death. At the very least, the human would have been a 

bargaining coin for the Kalmar. 



Sumner rubbed her brow and considered Raine's fate 

if the soldiers had caught her. In a short period, she'd already 

formed a tentative bond with Raine and didn't wish for her 

to be captured. She cursed the healer from the city, who was 

hateful of the humans.  

"Tah for protecting me," Raine whispered after a 

quiet moment, then peered over at Sumner. "I hurt you, and 

it would have been easier to turn me in." 

Sumner's chest rolled and vibrated as she considered 

her own actions. "It was an accident." She stretched out her 

legs. "And everyone deserves a chance." 

Raine canted her head and studied Sumner before 

sighing. "You're not like most Kalmar. And the Alphas are 

total dickheads." 

Sumner curled a hand into a fist. Raine's assessment 

of Alphas wasn't unwarranted, and it wasn't directed at her 

personally. Yet her skin bristled in reaction. They're still my 

people. There were good examples of Kalmar, like Sallow. 

Deep down, Sumner understood why Alphas warred against 

the Earthlings. "I doubt that your people are perfect." 

After a low snort, Raine grinned and said, "About as 

perfect as yours." Her lips turned down, though, then she 

shook her head. "But the fighting seems endless even if it 

has slowed down." She stared at the fire and murmured, 

"We're always on the cusp of another war." 

"Kal has been heavy handed," Sumner admitted 

aloud for the first time. Her assessment earned a snort from 

Raine.  

"To put it kindly." Raine narrowed her eyes at 

Sumner. "I get it that we're the alien invaders here. But we 

have nowhere else to go." 

Sumner lifted her chin and remained silent, allowing 

Raine to confess the Earthling's secrets.  

"We lost our home planet to protect the rest of the 

galaxy." Raine sunk in the chair and gritted her teeth. "Don't 

we deserve the chance to survive after what we've sacrificed 



for everyone else?" She shook her head, then shoved a few 

coils of hair from her face. "We just want to live in peace," 

she murmured. 

Sumner stored Raine's short monologue away in her 

memory to mull over later. Nothing about Raine's demeanor 

or scent told her that it was a demand, but rather a request 

for help. A need for one species to offer a hand to another 

one who was suffering. Had Sumner's people chosen to act 

out of fear instead of logic when the Earthlings landed on 

Kander? The answer was lost on Sumner's young mind, but 

she held onto it for later. 

"They are gone," Sallow announced on her way into 

the room. She went to the fireplace and stoked it. "It also 

sounds like their search is coming to an end soon. They 

already think you may have left the town." 

"Good," Raine muttered, then she glanced at the 

windows.  

Sumner mimicked Raine's motions. The sunlight was 

growing dull, indicating that sunset was in the near future. 

With a frown, she whispered, "I need to get back to my 

kenna." If she failed to arrive on time, Dorlon would return 

to Gaular, search for her, and prompt the soldiers to tear the 

town apart. Upon rejoining her mentor, Sumner would have 

to find a way to hide her wound, at least long enough for it 

to go unnoticed by her kenna. 

"Who's Kenna?" Raine asked. 

Sumner ignored Sallow's worried stare, but she 

remained neutral and calm. "My cousin," she replied. It's not 

a lie, she reminded herself. But she allowed Raine to assume 

the Kalmarese word was a name. From her first day of 

training, she was taught to be cautious about her name, 

Dorlon's, and their purpose. Even though most respected the 

finna and her kenna, there were groups that might want to 

shatter Kander's future. Earthlings were no exception. 

"Do you have to go far?" Raine asked. 



"Joh." Sumner shifted and groaned, attempting to 

reach the water on the table. 

Sallow handed it to Sumner and said, "You mustn't 

strain the wound." 

"Tah." Sumner drank the cool water that continued 

to ease her heated body. 

"Perhaps I can escort you both to the edge of town." 

Sallow had a thoughtful expression, then added, "We 

could—" 

"Joh," Raine cut off. "I should go alone." She rubbed 

her wrinkled brow. "I don't want to get anyone else hurt." 

When Sallow opened her mouth, she said, "Krafka. I'll be 

fine." 

Sumner rumbled and her lips pulled into a thin line. 

She admired Raine for her determination and concern. "You 

should wait until sunset," she suggested. 

Raine sighed and grumbled a few times before she 

whispered, "I know I should but—" 

"You're welcome to stay here until it's dark enough." 

Sallow offered a smile, which cracked Raine's stubbornness. 

"I will not rush you." 

With a soft smile, Raine dipped her head and said, 

"Tah." Her features sobered when she looked at Sumner. 

"Will you leave soon?" 

"I must." Sumner dragged her fingers through her 

raven hair and weighed her walk out to Dorlon's camp. Since 

her pace would be slower, she needed more time. With a 

decision made, she pushed up from the chair and clutched 

her side.  

"Let me help you," Sallow insisted, following 

Sumner toward the pallet. 

Raine was on her feet and attempted to slide an arm 

around Sumner, who brushed her off. She revealed her wary 

features but didn't press Sumner.  

"I will be fine." Sumner softened her voice, easing 

Raine's concern. She put on her jacket without any help and 



held back the pained moans in her chest. The quarterstaff 

was propped against the wall, and she collected it.  

"I can walk you to your camp," Raine said, her voice 

trembled with uncertainty. Her scent was laced with worry 

as she shifted from foot to foot.  

"I'll be fine," Sumner repeated and neared the 

concerned pair. "The pain is manageable." Sallow seemed 

assured, but Raine was another matter. Sumner didn't have a 

choice if she was going to make it to camp before Dorlon 

combusted. "Can you give us a moment, my priest?" 

Sallow bowed and said, "I'll be in the sanctuary." She 

departed the room. 

Raine folded her arms and leaned her hip against the 

table that Sumner had occupied only an hour ago. "I'm sorry 

again for what happened." 

"Ja, I believe you." Sumner leaned against the 

quarterstaff. "You took a great risk to come to Gaular. You 

took a greater risk by staying to help me." 

"My people are dying from the disease, so I didn't 

have a choice." Raine lowered her eyes and sighed. Her scent 

was a little sour from her churning emotions, and a shadow 

lingered across her features. "But I couldn't leave you to die 

slowly."  

"How did you know I wouldn't turn you in?" Sumner 

asked. 

"I didn't," Raine admitted. "I just couldn't let you pay 

for my mistake."  

Sumner released a soft rumble and nodded. I like her, 

she concluded. "You're the first human I've met." 

Raine huffed and raised an eyebrow. "Great first 

impression, huh?" But she lowered her stiff shoulders when 

Sumner flashed her a small grin. 

"The ending outweighed the beginning," she said, 

echoing her mentor's teachings about Sumner's training over 

the years. Sumner often failed when she first learned a new 

topic, but she always mastered it by the end.  



Chuckling, Raine nodded and said, "Earthlings 

always say that it's not how you start, but how you finish that 

matters." She mirrored Sumner's smile, but it fell after a beat. 

"You should be going." 

Sumner nodded and started for the open door, but 

paused after passing Raine. She turned and held out her arm 

in offer, wondering if she was the first Kalmar to give her 

arm to an Earthling. In a short period, Raine had redefined 

who humans were in Sumner's mind. Where they had been 

blurry creatures of destruction, they were now beings with a 

face, a voice, and honor. After a tick, Raine clasped her arm 

and held with matching strength. "Until our spirits cross 

again, my friend." 

Raine tightened her grip and smiled at the friendship 

forged between them. "Until then," she promised and 

hesitated to release Sumner, worry still lingering in her eyes. 

But she let go and allowed their separation. Her gaze 

followed Sumner out of the room until the temple's walls 

divided them. 

The short walk to the sanctuary was strenuous, but 

Sumner pushed her damaged body. She was greeted by 

Sallow, who bowed her head.  

"Krafka be careful, finna. No harm must come to 

you."  

Sumner straightened, feeling her inner Alpha 

strengthen her resolve. "Tah for your hospitality, my priest."  

Sallow walked Sumner to the entrance. "The finna is 

always welcomed to Kalatas's temples." She paused by the 

doorway and turned to Sumner.  

Sumner hesitated and turned her gaze away from the 

late sunlight pouring through the opening. "How much 

longer?" Her stomach twisted and pitched with news about 

her future as the next High Commander. 

"Soon," Sallow whispered, "very soon, finna."  

Sumner bowed her head, tapped her staff once, and 

rumbled at the soft warning. One day in the near future, Kal 



would whisper his old name to the world, then release 

Kalatas's spirit. As the next finna, Sumner would ascend and 

claim the god spirit, becoming the High Commander of 

Kander. After her ascension, she would seek out the next 

High Priest, who would be her spiritual guide during her 

reign. Glancing at the priest, she considered whether or not 

it might be Sallow, who would be chosen by Kalatas. 

Sallow placed a hand against Sumner's shoulder and 

broke the spell. "Until our spirits cross again, finna." She 

urged Sumner forward. 

Sumner nodded, then passed through the doorway 

and entered the sunlight. The knowledge that she would soon 

be Kal was heavy. It could be days or noreds from now or 

perhaps years. But each day was closer to her calling as the 

High Commander. After limping down the street, she paused 

and gazed back at the temple. Today had turned out to be a 

lesson, even without her kenna. After meeting an Earthling 

for the first time, Sumner promised Raine that she would be 

a different Kal than the current one.  

We will rise above hatred. Together. 



Chapter 2 

 
Kal traced her fingertips down Charlie's bare thigh, 

memorizing the pale yet flushed skin. A thin layer of sweat 

lightly coated the tantalizing flesh after their earlier session. 

For the moment, Charlie was resting in Kal's lap while they 

sat on the throne in the alping room. The roaring fireplaces 

offered them warm comfort in the gigantic circular space.  

Charlie was nestled in her lover's larger body and had 

closed her eyes a while ago. Her shallow breathing indicated 

that she had drifted off for a few minutes. Kal had come to 

enjoy the quiet minutes whenever her lover dozed off before 

they fucked again. In the short window of time, she took the 

chance to commit Charlie's naked body to memory, as if 

Kalatas might steal it from her. One day soon she would 

draw Charlie, bare and vulnerable.  

With a soft rumble, Kal grazed her fingers up until 

she came to a delicate hip bone. She rested her hand there 

and canted her head, studying the soft patch of hair between 

Charlie's thighs. A slight glisten showed between the puffy 

lips that had been spread over Kal's cock earlier. A hungry 

growl rolled in Kal's chest at the thought of slipping back 

inside Charlie, fitting them together so perfectly.  

The other day they had agreed that Charlie's payment 

for kidnapping Victor was fucking in the alping room. The 

agreement seemed to be far more than just a payment but 

also a fantasy of Charlie's. Kal realized it after they made the 

agreement and further confirmed it when Charlie's arousal 

permeated the alping room earlier. If it was Charlie's only 

price for the job, Kal was willing to pay it even though 

Charlie deserved stills. A business couldn't survive on sexual 

favors, but Kal had taken it upon herself to personally 

purchase the ship for Charlie and disguise it as a purchase by 

Kander.  



At the thought of Charlie's price being sex, Kal 

smiled to herself and pride inflated her chest. Her human 

lover was full of small surprises. Most mercenaries wanted 

stills and supplies, while sex was inconsequential. Charlie's 

and her arrangement went much deeper than a good fuck. 

One day their sexual relationship wouldn't have any fake 

pretext such as payments, bonuses, or agreements. Charlie 

would accept that they could make love simply because they 

wanted it and it was safe to do. 

Kal was stroking her thumb over Charlie's hip bone, 

remembering its exact curve and length. She inhaled deeper 

and drew in Charlie's slight arousal that clung to their bodies. 

It caused Kal's mouth to water and her cockhead to pulse. A 

few droplets of slick beaded from the tip of her cock and 

smeared against Charlie's ass. Kal was ready to have her 

lover again.  

Charlie stirred a little but didn't wake up. Her hand 

curled around Kal's left wrist, then she muttered something 

in her sleep. 

Kal spread her legs wider on the throne and brought 

Charlie's thighs with her. She was hit by Charlie's beautiful 

scent and snarled at the strength of it. With restraint, Kal 

contained her initial desires and dug her nails into the stone 

arm of the throne, then slid her hand past Charlie's hip. As 

soon as her fingertips met the warm wetness, she groaned 

and tilted her head back. Even in her sleep, Charlie was still 

slick and ready for Kal. 

"S-Sumner," Charlie muttered in a groggy and husky 

tone. 

Kal circled Charlie's clit and growled at hearing her 

old name, warning her lover. "You've slept long enough." 

For an instant, Charlie stiffened at the coldness in Kal's voice 

but relaxed again, seeming to remember their fantasy. "I'm 

going to give you more." 



"Ja, Kal." Charlie's breathing was increasing already. 

She shifted in Kal's lap in an attempt to get Kal's fingertips 

to touch her clit. 

"Is your pussy sore?" Kal asked, having recently 

learned the English slang from her human lover. She raised 

her arm from the throne and hooked the crook of her arm 

under Charlie's chin. She forced Charlie's head to the side 

and earned a sharp gasp from her lover. 

"J-Joh." Charlie reached up and clawed the coiled 

muscle in Kal's forearm.  

Kal snarled in Charlie's ear and whispered, "Then I'm 

going to fuck you so hard on this throne that the soreness 

will remind you how well I paid you."  

Charlie moaned and curled her back, causing Kal to 

finally touch her clit. "Krafka, Kal." Her body trembled 

against Kal, and she gyrated her hips. "Tell me what you 

want me to do." When Charlie opened her eyes, they were 

blown out, full of passion and need, making Kal's cock ache 

to fill Charlie. But Charlie was going to have to beg for it. 

"Turn," Kal ordered and helped Charlie rotate until 

she was across Kal's lap. "Good." She adjusted one arm 

behind Charlie, bracing and supporting her weight. "Now 

open your legs." Once Charlie obeyed, Kal revealed a 

wolfish smile and breathed in the fresh arousal. "Does it 

excite you to be controlled by an Alpha?" She spotted the 

frantic pulse point near Charlie's collarbone.  

"Ja, Kal, especially the Alpha of Alphas." Charlie 

was shaking again, and her wetness seeped onto Kal's thigh. 

"There is no Alpha above you." She gasped when Kal's 

finger slid between her wet folds and brushed her clit. "And 

you want to fuck me." 

Kal smelled a hint of insecurity marring Charlie's 

enticing scent, which encouraged an annoyed growl from 

her. "Only you." She bared her teeth and continued playing 

with Charlie's clit. "You're the only one who satisfies me." 

The slight sourness faded from the air and was replaced with 



Charlie's hot need. "I will have you again and again." Her 

two fingertips rubbed and teased Charlie's clit, which had 

hardened and swelled past its hood. Kal was fascinated by 

the rosy bud that craved so much attention and produced 

strong reactions from her lover. Charlie's clit was similar to 

the head of Kal's cock — sensitive and needy.  

Charlie arched her back and clawed her lover's bicep. 

"Vuk. That feels so good." She dug her heel between Kal's 

thigh and the throne while her other leg tangled around Kal's 

calf.  

Kal rumbled and watched her lover's features tighten 

with passion. Her fingers gleamed with Charlie's slick and 

left Kal hungry for more. The Alpha inside of her snapped 

its teeth and growled with demand to take what was hers. 

Charlie was hers, only hers. This time, she slid her fingers 

lower and pushed against the tight entrance. 

Charlie's breath hitched when Kal's fingertips paused 

from going inside her. Her shallow breaths turned into pants 

while her hips rocked down on Kal's hand. But she whined 

in protest when Kal denied her the pleasure she needed so 

bad. 

"You're going to come on my fingers when I tell 

you," Kal said, authority vibrating deep in her chest. "Not a 

tick sooner." 

Charlie gazed up at her Alpha lover and nodded. "Ja, 

Kal." She dragged her lip between her teeth and whimpered 

from the two fingers pushing into her. "Oh gods."  

Kal clenched her teeth and strangled her desire to 

sink deeper into Charlie. She wanted to start slow and savor 

every detail of Charlie's buildup. The sweet heat filled her 

nose, and she growled long and deep. It was difficult to not 

bury her face between Charlie's thighs and taste her. There'll 

be time for that later, she promised herself.  

Once past the entrance, Kal brushed the sensitive, 

spongy muscle that Charlie called her G-spot. Like Charlie, 

she loved stroking the head of her cock over Charlie's G-spot 



until they both came undone. But in this moment, she 

watched Charlie moan and rock her hips, wanting the 

pressure.  

"I need more," Charlie begged. "Krafka, Kal." She 

dragged her nails down Kal's bicep and left red trails. 

"Krafka," she repeated over and over. 

Kal snarled and gave a wolfish smile. Her Alpha 

swelled inside her chest, loving Charlie's desperate whine. 

"What do you need?" The hot wetness coated her fingers the 

longer she rubbed Charlie's G-spot. "Tell me." 

Charlie whimpered and rolled her head back. "I-I 

need you to fuck me!" She whipped her head up and flashed 

her clenched teeth. "Vuk! Krafka, Kal. Fuck me!" Her 

attempt to drive her hips down was halted by Kal's quick 

withdrawal. The demanding heat in Charlie's body left her 

face flushed and skin coated in sweat.  

Thunder rolled in Kal's chest, and her fingers sat at 

the edge of Charlie's entrance. She licked her lips, as if 

preparing to taste her prey. Her lover's rising passion fueled 

Kal and made her cock's hardness painful. But her focus was 

Charlie's pleasure first. "Very well," she whispered, low and 

gruff. She plunged her fingers inside Charlie but paused and 

basked in her lover's sharp cry.  

Charlie gasped, then lifted her head and awed at her 

lover's hand between her thighs. Two fingers were buried in 

her glistening pussy. But as Kal slid her fingers out, she 

collapsed back into Kal's waiting arm. "Vuuuk."  

Kal took a deep breath, filling her senses with 

Charlie's delicious arousal. For a moment, she memorized 

Charlie's naked, beautiful body that was bowed upward and 

flushed with raw passion. From Charlie's thin, pink lips to 

her pebbled nipples; from her taut stomach to her dripping 

pussy that was stretched over Kal's fingers, Kal knew no one 

else in the universe could match Charlie, not even the infinite 

beauty of the stars.  



"Sumner, I need…." Charlie was breathless and 

vibrating with want. Her voice had cracked at the end, 

perhaps with uncertainty about finishing her thought aloud.  

But Kal already knew and read the sentence's ending 

in her lover's unguarded gaze. She pushed in until she 

reached Charlie's limit, coaxing a sharp inhale and moan. 

This time, Kal withdrew her fingers to the entrance without 

any hesitation and drove in again. She started a steady pace, 

encouraging Charlie to roll her hips. With every one of 

Charlie's moans, she growled back in response. Her slick-

coated fingers glided in and out at an increasing pace. 

With each thrust, Charlie rode her lover's fingers 

harder. Her cries grew louder and satisfied Kal's Alpha in 

several ways. She kept her eyelids screwed shut and clung to 

Kal. But then Kal lifted her upper body and cradled her. 

"Watch me fuck you," Kal ordered, and her growly 

tone forced Charlie to open her eyes. Together, they admired 

how Kal's fingers pumped in and out of Charlie, over and 

over. "Tell me how it feels." 

Charlie whined before Kal surged back inside of her. 

"So fucking good, Kal." She clung to Kal's broad shoulder, 

but all her attention was locked on her lover pleasing her. 

"N-no one fucks me like thisss!" Charlie had obviously 

learned how to stroke an Alpha's ego and used the 

knowledge to steer her Alpha lover. 

Kal rumbled, then bowed her head closer and 

whispered, "I'm going to give you what you want now." With 

each thrust, she curled her fingers and smiled wider when 

she hit the perfect spot inside her human lover. Charlie's new 

cries were deeper, almost a scream. "You're going to come 

when I tell you." Charlie's nails cut into her skin, causing Kal 

to hiss.  

Charlie went still but tensed and trembled in Kal's 

arm. She continued to watch Kal's plunging fingers glide in 

and out of her glistening pussy. The soft pink folds were 



puffy and her swollen clit was exposed, seeking attention 

from Kal.  

With a predatory smile, Kal shifted her thumb on top 

of Charlie's clit and massaged it with soft pressure. Her inner 

Alpha howled at Charlie's sudden scream. Within a 

heartbeat, Charlie was crying out and begging her for 

release, to let her tip over into bliss.  

"Krafka, K-Kal!" Charlie repeated and again marked 

Kal's skin with her nails.  

Unable to wait any longer, Kal needed Charlie's 

release just as much. Her cock was swollen in pain and clear 

slick oozed from the tip, then smeared between their bodies. 

She growled and bent her head closer again. "Come for me, 

Charlie." She applied more pressure to her lover's straining 

clit.  

The permission freed Charlie from whatever thin 

control she had left. Kal's next thrust tipped her into the first 

orgasm. Her cry filled the room, outmatching Kal's howl. 

Kal relished the sudden clench around her fingers. 

She continued massaging the swollen bud, coaxing another 

orgasm from Charlie. In those gorgeous moments, her heart 

fluttered with wild joy and drove the god spirit to the 

background. Her Alpha was free from its chains as she 

claimed what was hers.  

For just a heartbeat, she was Sumner. 

When Charlie gasped for air, she went limp against 

her lover, who supported all her weight. Charlie shook from 

the aftershocks and leaned into Kal. 

"So beautiful," Kal murmured and studied the 

vulnerable human tucked against her body. "All mine." Her 

fingers remained buried inside Charlie, who still clenched 

her. The ripples from Charlie's walls were strong. Kal's cock 

pulsed in reaction, and she groaned at the thought of sinking 

into Charlie soon. But first she would care for Charlie. 

Gently, she withdrew her fingers and smirked at Charlie's 

sharp inhale. With her hand free, she slipped her arm under 



Charlie and lifted her higher. Kal groaned now that her stiff 

cock had room without Charlie's weight on top of her. 

Charlie snaked her arm behind her lover's muscular 

shoulders and leaned her damp forehead against Kal's 

temple. "Tah, Sumner." Her warm breath grazed Kal's 

flushed ear. In her voice, there was a slight strain and her 

scent carried an emerging sour note.  

After a deep rumble, Kal nuzzled Charlie back and 

wondered at the change in Charlie's scent. It wasn't until 

Charlie nipped behind her jaw that she understood the shift 

in mood. When will we finally be mates? She heard the plea 

in her mind through their fated connection. She turned her 

head and nibbled on Charlie's ear to distract her. She then 

whispered, "Soon." 

* * * 

Kal purred when Charlie snuggled deeper into her 

side. She'd awakened about half an hour ago and let Charlie 

sleep longer. The suns hadn't even risen yet. Charlie would 

need as much sleep as possible before the mission to kidnap 

Victor. Whatever information they learned from Victor 

could change everything for her planet and people. If Kander 

required protection from the Sworne, Kal would make any 

sacrifice to see that her people survive the Sworne. At such 

dark thoughts, Kal turned her head and studied Charlie 

tangled against her. 

Mine, her instincts told her without question. Just as 

Charlie was hers, she was bound to Charlie. She and Charlie 

were a rare but unique story. From the first day they met, Kal 

was drawn to Charlie and followed that line without 

hesitation. Now the Sworne might sever them, but Kal 

refused to dwell on it. Instead, she gazed upon the future as 

if it was theirs to hold. Right now their future could be 

affected by Lennox's sudden attention. With a sigh, Kal 

accepted she had to stir Charlie awake so they could have 

one last conversation. 



Charlie muttered something incoherent and tightened 

her arm across Kal's chest. She shifted her left leg and 

accidentally pressed her knee into Kal's crotch.  

Kal clenched her teeth and took a deep breath that 

soothed a combination of arousal and stinging. "Charlie," 

she whispered again while moving the offending knee. Her 

fingertips danced across Charlie's skin, which pebbled in 

response.  

Charlie grumbled and scrunched up her nose. "It's 

still dark," she said in a gruff voice. 

"We need to talk," Kal murmured near Charlie's ear, 

then nibbled on it. This time, she earned a whimper from 

Charlie.  

"Talk about?" Charlie stretched and turned her head 

toward her lover. "At this time?" 

"I didn't want to burden you, but it's important." Kal 

shifted their bodies so that Charlie was on her back while 

Kal rested on her side. "It's about Lennox." 

"Lennox?" Charlie squinted, then focused on Kal's 

features above her. "Ugh." She covered her face for a beat 

but pulled her hands away. "Let me go to the bathroom 

quickly."  

Kal withdrew her arm and waited until Charlie 

returned to the warm bed. She could hear water running and 

splashing. When Charlie crawled in, Kal gathered her lover 

into her body and chased off the chill. Charlie's face was a 

little damp, but she was more alert now. 

"Okay what's up with Lennox." Charlie touched 

Kal's jaw and grinned. "I hope you didn't give him a gun." 

"Joh." Kal had a stern look. She then combed her 

wild hair out of the way and said, "He approached me the 

other day about why I have changed." 

"Changed?" Charlie shrugged and spoke with a 

nonchalant tone. "Everyone changes." 

"People grow and develop in subtle ways. But a 

change is significant, and Lennox noticed it."  



Charlie frowned and lowered her eye contact. "So 

you're saying he's figured out or suspects something is going 

on with us." 

"I don't know if he's concluded the specifics, but he 

will soon." 

"Unless you tell him first," Charlie whispered and 

grumbled. She hooked her left arm under her head and 

started playing with Kal's hair with her other hand. "We kind 

of talked about him before." She watched Kal's features and 

asked, "What did you tell Lennox the other day when he said 

something?" 

"I asked him for time, which he respected." 

Charlie sighed and remained quiet for a moment, 

then asked, "If you tell him about us, how do you think he'll 

handle it?" She rubbed a spot at the back of Kal's head. 

Kal responded with a soft purr, unable to control it 

thanks to Charlie's touch. She huffed and replied, "I'm 

unsure." 

"You've been working with him for a pretty long 

time." Charlie chewed on her bottom lip and leaned her 

forehead against Kal's chest. "I think the biggest concern is 

whether or not he'll turn on you. If he does, can you take care 

of it?" 

"Ja." Kal saw the unspoken question in her lover's 

eyes. "I wouldn't kill him unless he threatened your life. I 

would excuse him from his position as my advisor and send 

him away." 

"I don't want your relationship to fall apart with him," 

Charlie said after a quiet minute. "I also think if you lie to 

him about us, then it'll make a bigger mess of things 

compared to telling him." A sweet note of arousal blossomed 

from Charlie suddenly and enticed Kal. "If we, you know, 

exchange mating bites, then he's obviously going to know 

we've been lying to him." 

Kal rumbled in agreement and response to Charlie's 

alluring scent. She cleared her mind, then said, "I was 



considering speaking to Tas tomorrow. She has known 

Lennox for some time and worked with him on occasion." 

"I think that's a good idea. I don't know Lennox very 

well so maybe Tas can help." Charlie held Kal's chin and 

brushed her thumb across Kal's cheek. "But tah for telling 

me about what's going on. I also trust you to do what's best 

for us." She lifted her head and caressed their lips together. 

"I know you'll make the best decision possible."  

Kal purred from the tender affection, but it was 

Charlie's trust that left her heart thrumming with life. "Tah, 

Charlie. That is what I needed to know." Their conversation 

had removed an unknown weight from her shoulders, 

making it easier to handle the situation with Lennox. I will 

do anything necessary to protect you, she swore silently to 

Charlie. 

Charlie turned and tangled herself around Kal, who 

rolled onto her back and brought Charlie with her. "You had 

my trust the first night we were together. I know you won't 

do anything to harm me, and you keep protecting me." She 

cupped Kal's face and grazed Kal's lips with her thumb. "I'll 

admit, if you do tell him, there's a part of me that really 

wishes I could be there to see the look on his face." 

Kal grunted and said, "You do have a wicked bone 

in you." 

Charlie chuckled and wiggled her eyebrows. "You 

have no idea." She glanced over to her left toward the picture 

window and whispered, "Still no suns."  

Kal heard the desire lurking in Charlie's voice. "We 

have enough time, if you're not too sore after last night." She 

was more than willing to indulge in Charlie's sexual appetite 

this morning.  

"Just go slow." 

"Or I can use my mouth," Kal offered and earned a 

smirk from Charlie. Her Alpha swelled with hunger in 

response. In the beginning, she hadn't expected Charlie to be 



eager to have sex so frequently, but they matched each 

other's needs at every turn.  

"I can't think of a better way to start my mission." 



Chapter 3 

 
Alone on the ground beyond the city, Kal remained 

still, her head held back and her eyes locked on the 

shrinking spaceship that cut through the planet's 

atmosphere. With a grumble, she sensed the Betty May 

pierce Kander's highest layer and leave the planet for its 

mission to kidnap Victor. She focused on the line that could 

extend, flex, or bend between Charlie and her. Not even the 

great distance of outer space could break their link to each 

other. With its constant hum, Kal knew that Charlie was 

alive and safe.  

Kal reached in her breast pocket and retrieved the 

precious watch that Charlie asked her to guard again. The 

tiny mechanical device glinted in the sunlight and revealed 

the time that Earth was destroyed by humans. Even though 

the strange markings on the device's face were foreign to her, 

she imagined they were simple to Charlie. With a slight 

frown, she ran her thumb across the cracked glass. There 

were countless theories why Earthlings decided to annihilate 

their own planet rather than fight the Sworne. As a Kalmar, 

Kal was born with the innate capacity to fight and protect 

Kander and its people to her death. It was encoded in her 

blood by Kalatas. 

After a sigh, Kal tucked the watch into its temporary 

home. She had several meetings to attend today, but she had 

carved out time to visit the temple first. Charlie had agreed 

with Kal's suggestion this morning that she was sorely in 

need of Tas's counsel. With that in mind, she returned to 

Tarrak and traded a few nods with passing soldiers. As she 

wound through the streets, the view of the temple emerged 

from between the other buildings, and it greeted her with 

warmth. The temple was one of the few places she found 

relief from the pressures as Kal and the watchful eyes of her 

people.  



Inside the temple a young couple was speaking with 

the High Priest. Kal groused when her arrival interrupted 

them, so she departed to the hallway on the left, hoping the 

couple didn't feel pressured to leave. She traveled the hall to 

the end and entered the sunlit room. Before her was a stone 

table that had been stained with the lifeforms of the Kals 

before her. With her hands hooked in front of her, she studied 

the engravings on the top of the slab, then envisioned her 

own body resting upon it. Soon it will be my turn. 

Behind her, the High Priest's familiar scent rolled 

over her, and the memory triggered her former life before 

becoming Kal. Her lips curled, and she turned her head 

sidelong. "I remembered the day we first met." 

Tas hooked her hands behind her back and shifted to 

Kal's side. "Gaular seems so long ago." She canted her head 

and asked, "Then you remember Raine?" 

"Ja." Kal frowned; she had to weigh the best time to 

tell Charlie. She had wanted Charlie to remain focused on 

the mission to capture Victor. Upon her return, they would 

have time to talk. Or will we? They discussed many things 

while dancing around other topics that frightened Charlie—

such as their relationship. But at some point, Charlie's 

curious nature would win out. "Do you remember my old 

name?" 

Tas chewed on her bottom lip, then shook her head. 

"It still eludes me as it does many others." 

"Dorlon seemed to retain it," Kal said. 

"For now." Tas pivoted toward the door and said, "It 

is not your time to be in this room." Her words left no space 

for argument, and she escorted her ruler from the gray room. 

Side by side, they returned to the sanctuary.  

"How go the preparations for the festival?" Kal 

grinned at Tas's exasperated sigh.  

"Some of the merchants are being troublesome," Tas 

said. "But other than that, everything is going smoothly." 



She canted her head and asked, "Will you go to the Kaldr 

festival in Barrik this year?" 

"Perhaps." Kal didn't want to allude to any issues, 

still holding the arrival of the Sworne close to her heart. She 

had only shared the information with Lennox and Dorlon. 

She would tell Commander Akron next. "I have heard from 

the space merchants about the skyfire." 

Tas brightened at the news and descended the steps 

to the sanctuary. "I hope it is good news?" 

"Ja." Kal softened at Tas's excitement and said, "We 

can plan on them for the Kaldr festival. I have ordered two 

shows, one for the first day and the other for the last day of 

the festival." 

Tas's scent was bursting with sweet excitement, 

causing Kal to rumble. She nodded and said, "Tah, Kal. Our 

people will be thrilled with the new addition." 

Kal nodded, then said, "If I can help further, I have—

" 

"The Kaldr festival is the High Priest's 

responsibility." Tas was firm and held Kal's gaze. "You've 

done plenty by arranging the skyfire." 

Kal relented and bowed her head, a soft smile playing 

on her lips. "As you wish, my priest." It was an age-old 

tradition that the High Priest organized and hosted the Kaldr 

festival for the capitol. An entire nineth was dedicated to the 

festival that included games, food, competitions, military 

demonstrations, music, and merchants from all over. This 

year, Tas requested a skyfire show, upon recommendations 

from the Earthlings' ambassador.  

"Come sit with me," Tas said, going to the center if 

the sanctuary. The round room was lit up by the circular fire 

trough, and heat radiated from it. Sunlight streamed down 

from the ceiling and warmed the grass in the center of the 

sanctuary. 



Kal sat down facing the High Priest and crossed her 

legs. "I have come to forewarn you that I've received news 

that the Sworne may be returning to the galaxy." 

Tas's pleasant features fell, then she lowered her 

head. "If this is true…" 

"It is not certain," Kal said in a delicate tone, 

touching Tas's knee. "I have sent Charlie to retrieve more 

information to confirm the validity." 

"With Earth gone, who will be their new target?" Tas 

asked in a distant voice. Her eyes were lost and face 

contorted with concern. "If they arrive here, then you must 

act quickly." 

"Ja." Kal had a scowl and tension tightened in her 

muscles. "If they are to arrive here and we defeat them, then 

what is to stop them from returning?" She lifted her gaze to 

the wall listing all the dead High Commanders' names. "This 

may be bigger than Kalatas." 

Tas gripped Kal's hand and said, "First we must learn 

more. But I do share your concern."  

"It may soon be time to reawaken old alliances," Kal 

said. She took a deep breath and tasted Tas's sharp scent, 

which was tainted with distress.  

"It is too soon to tell." Tas closed her hands around 

Kal's larger one, then offered an assuring smile. "How does 

Charlie fare?" she asked after a sigh. 

Kal dipped her head and offered a smile. "Well." 

Tas mirrored the smile, then leaned closer and held 

out her hands. "I enjoyed meeting her, even if it was brief." 

Once Kal's hands were over hers, she closed her fingers 

around Kal's wrists. "She has a strong spirit." 

"Ja." Kal tilted her head and said, "She came to me 

during my rut." As she breathed, Tas's comforting 

pheromones eased her mind and made it easier to speak 

freely.  

Tas released a soft rumble and asked, "Did you…" 

She frowned when Kal shook her head. "I see." She lowered 



her gaze, staring at their linked wrists. "In time, then." She 

peered up and said, "I understand your caution." 

"My caution is one of the reasons I came by." Kal 

took a deep breath and stared off for a beat.  

"Tell me," Tas said, urgency in her tone. As the High 

Priest, it was her sworn duty to offer private counsel and 

guidance to the High Commander. But deep down, Kal 

sensed it was more than duty. Tas cared for Kal on a personal 

level. Now Kal wondered if it stemmed from their first 

interaction all those years ago. Tas had met the real person 

behind Kal—she knew Sumner.  

Kal sighed and refocused on Tas. "Lennox is aware 

of my changes." 

"But is he aware of why or who?" Tas asked.  

"Joh." 

Tas sat quietly and digested the new information. 

There were numerous times that Tas and Lennox had 

interacted on a professional level. They were both advisors 

to the High Commander but for very different reasons. 

"I cannot hide this from him," Kal said, a slight edge 

in her words. "I may withhold important information, but as 

Kal I have never lied." 

"Do you feel you must tell him? Can you not 

withhold this?" Tas bit her bottom lip and a slight furrow 

creased her brow. "Perhaps it is too soon to tell him." 

"I can withhold the truth," Kal said, "but I fear it will 

damage my relationship with him greatly." 

"But will the truth also damage your relationship 

with him?" 

Kal was silent and dropped her gaze as she tried to 

work out his reaction. She huffed and whispered, "It is hard 

to gauge how he will respond to the news." 

"You've been working together for many years," Tas 

argued, her statement echoing Charlie's own. "Surely you 

have some sense of how he will handle the information. Will 

he be angry? Will he be happy? Or perhaps confused by it?" 



"Lennox is a logical Alpha," Kal replied. "He often 

remains calm during strenuous situations."  

"What fault will he find in your relationship with 

Charlie?"  

Kal's lips twisted into a frown. "He will not agree for 

the fact she is human." 

"Does he not support the Earthlings in New Earth? 

Was he not the one who helped you put together the Treaty 

of Melitt?"  

Kal sighed and shook her head at Tas's thinking. "It 

is one thing to enter into political relations with the 

Earthlings. It is another thing to enter into sexual relations 

with a human." 

Tas shrugged and said, "A human in Kal's alping or 

a human in Kal's bed. They both sound political to me." 

Kal snorted and narrowed her eyes at Tas, then said, 

"My relationship with Charlie will become a political topic 

if it becomes public, but it is not." 

Tas was quiet again and had a thoughtful expression. 

She squeezed Kal's wrists and said, "Lennox will know your 

relationship with Charlie is crucial. He will know that you 

will not end the relationship. And he will know his only two 

options are to accept it or reject it. His rejection will end 

badly for all, especially him." She pursed her lips, then 

rumbled as she studied Kal's features. "But if he accepts it, 

he will become a great asset to you. Lennox will know how 

to sell the relationship on a political level."  

Kal huffed at the idea that her relationship with 

Charlie could turn into political propaganda. But it was 

undeniable if it became public. Once they exchanged bite 

marks, it would be official and nothing could undo it. But 

Tas's point was a strong one. If Lennox supported the 

relationship, he would assist Kal with how to promote it as a 

great union between the two races. That's if Charlie is ready 

for such a commitment. She cursed herself for not having the 



foresight to think of the larger impact it would have on 

Charlie, who steered away from such pressures. 

"Is there any part of you that feels he will ultimately 

reject your relationship with Charlie?" Tas asked. 

With her head bowed, Kal considered Lennox's 

personality, his intelligence, and his controlled emotions. In 

many respects, she and Lennox were similar beings and they 

both held strong commitments to the planet and their people. 

Lennox's final decision would be based on what was best for 

Kander. Deep inside of him, there were perhaps pieces of 

him that may care for Kal's well-being, but he also 

understood that there was always another Kal. Would her 

relationship with Charlie make her faulty in Lennox's eyes? 

Unlike Tas, Lennox had no personal connection to Kal from 

her old life. 

Tas sighed, tugged on Kal's arms, and leaned closer. 

"I think you must have more faith in your advisor." She freed 

her hand, then poked Kal's forehead. "You may be confused 

in here because you depend on the god spirit to think, to 

process, and to act." Then she pressed her palm against Kal's 

chest and whispered, "But in here, you remember how to 

read people." 

Kal stared at Tas's warm hand molded against her 

chest over her heart. Since her ascension, Kal followed the 

god spirit's will and was guided by her logic. The god spirit 

turned the world around her into a black and white 

landscape, which made it easy to rule—that was until Charlie 

arrived on Kander and awakened Sumner inside of her. Now 

her heart thrummed, forgotten colors dotted her vision, and 

she heard emotions in her people. But Kalatas has done 

nothing to halt this inside of me. She knew it was not without 

reason.  

"I understand now, " Kal whispered. "Tah, Sallow." 

Tas patted Kal's chest once, then rejoined their 

wrists. "You are one of the finest Kals to walk this planet. 

You should not doubt yourself." 



Kal sighed but agreed that of late she second-guessed 

a few of her recent decisions. "The finest Kals bring the 

greatest reigns, but they also have the shortest reigns." 

"Ja that is true." Tas's shoulders fell. "Their flame 

burns the brightest but also the shortest."  

From the memories of past High Commanders, Kal 

already accepted her path and her ending as the current Kal. 

At such thoughts of her future, she asked, "How does the 

next finna fare?" Like Tas, she held little knowledge about 

the finna's whereabouts, training, and mentor.  

"I have heard he fares well and grows quickly."  

A smiled tried to tug at Kal's lips, but the future 

chased off her positive thoughts. "Our time together will 

come to an end soon, Sallow." 

"But not too soon," Tas said. "Have faith in our gods, 

finna." Upon Kal's death and remembrance ceremony, Tas 

would orient the new Kal before she too was replaced by a 

new High Priest. Every new High Commander was given a 

chosen High Priest to be their guide through their reign. 

"I have faith that they will do everything in their 

power to protect our people." With the Sworne on the 

horizon, every sacrifice would be made to defeat them. The 

Kalmar needed their planet in order to survive. "And I am no 

longer the finna." 

Tas chuckled and shook her head. "You will always 

be finna, just as all the others before and after you." 

Kal's lips twitched with a small grin, but Tas was 

right. Even though she was the current High Commander, 

she would always be a finna, and it was why her old name 

would be remembered on the wall of the sanctuary. With a 

sigh, she said, "I'm expected at the Great Tower soon." 

Tas nodded, then separated from Kal and stood first.  

Once on her feet, Kal towered over Tas and offered 

a smile. "Tah for your guidance."  

Tas gathered Kal's larger hands into hers, squeezed 

hard, and released soothing pheromones. "It is supposed to 



be my duty to assist you. But it goes beyond that." Her brown 

eyes were shiny and bright, reflecting the stormy emotions 

in her. "Ever since that fated day we met in Gaular. I am 

grateful that you now remember it." 

"So am I," Kal said and rumbled softly. She imagined 

it was a burden for Tas to withhold the memory of their first 

meeting. Were Tas's memories from that day distorted by 

Kalatas? It was possible for their gods to play with 

memories, if necessary. However, that particular day in the 

temple held no damaging details other than Kal's old name.  

Tas released her grip and parted her lips, but she was 

cut off by Kal's unexpected question. 

"Will I continue to remember more?" 

Tas sighed and dipped her head. Her scent became 

more pungent, signaling a mood change. "Ja, most likely. 

Now that you and Charlie have connected, Kalatas cannot 

undo the bond and what it brings along with it." 

"I don't feel as if the god spirit is fighting it either." 

Kal caught pleasant note to Tas's scent, easing them both.  

"Kalatas is young and learning," Tas murmured, her 

gaze distant for a moment. "I am grateful our gods wish to 

grow with us." 

Kal understood what Tas wasn't telling her. Perhaps 

Kalatas saw Kal's connection to Charlie as a chance to gain 

more knowledge about Kalmar, humans, and their spirits. 

She rumbled and said, "Tah again." 

"Stay strong, Kal."  

* * *  

Days after Charlie's farewell, Kal called a meeting 

with Akron and Lennox. First, she wanted to brief Akron on 

the impending arrival of the Sworne. Charlie was expected 

back any day with Victor in shackles. The preparation for the 

Sworne had to begin, but after they dealt with Alpha Prime.  

"It would be wise to dispatch them," Akron agreed 

with Lennox. "Alpha Prime has been a blade in our side for 

too long." 



"They will continue to test and push the boundaries 

of the treaty with the Earthlings." Lennox stared at Kal, who 

was standing next to the lit fireplace in her office. "We have 

worked too hard to allow them to destroy the treaty." 

"The Earthlings are limited when it comes to 

protecting themselves." Akron crossed his legs and leaned 

deeper into the sofa. "They are not fine warriors like our 

army."  

Kal was well aware of Earthlings' limited abilities as 

fighters. Without their advanced weapons, they were forced 

to use blades and arrows, but so few in the human territory 

had such skills.  

"The increased patrols will do little to slow Alpha 

Prime," Akron said, his voice growing in timber. "It is not to 

say my daughter is incompetent, but Alpha Prime is 

slippery." 

Kal shook her head and said, "No one is questioning 

her abilities." She turned toward them, then propped her boot 

on the edge of the hearth. "She has made things difficult for 

Alpha Prime, but this has gone on for too long." 

"The proposed meeting with them is an opportunity 

to learn more about their location, leadership, size, and 

intent. With winter now in Kardos, their movements will 

slow, and it'll make it easier to defeat them." Akron folded 

his arms and held Kal's gaze. Four years ago, he became the 

commander of the Kaelan province after being the 

commander of Kardos for twenty years. In a few years, he 

would retire from his post, leaving a large hole in Kander's 

army. Even though he trained many leaders, his experience 

was unmatched by the other commanders of the planet. "Fio 

Gurrett is adept at fighting in snow. I would suggest using 

them before the other fios." 

Kal nodded, then looked at Lennox and lifted an 

eyebrow at him in silent question.  



Lennox was in the wingchair to Kal's left. He gave a 

faint nod but waited for Kal to start the conversation with 

Akron. 

"There is another reason I requested your presence 

here, Akron." Kal dragged her foot off the hearth, then 

walked to the other side. "I have been made aware, through 

the space mercenary, that the Sworne are returning to the 

galaxy." At Akron's widened eyes, she said, "To here 

perhaps? But we're not sure." 

Akron opened and closed his mouth twice before he 

asked, "How did she come upon this information?" 

"On her most recent mission to Serrato," Lennox 

replied, "she overheard a conversation between an officer 

and soldier about the Sworne." 

"I have since sent Charlie on another mission to 

retrieve the officer so I can interrogate him," Kal said. 

Akron rumbled and his features became grave. "This 

is disheartening news, Kal." He refocused his attention on 

her. "When will the Sworne arrive?" 

"I do not know. We have little information to go on 

until Charlie returns." Kal folded her arms and breathed in 

the sour pheromones coming off both Alphas. "But we must 

begin to plan for the Sworne's arrival whether it is here or 

another part of the galaxy." 

"We are to assume they plan to take Kander?" 

"Ja." Kal sighed and went to the empty wingchair 

near Akron. "We do not know what their plans are, but I don't 

wish to be caught off guard." 

Akron nodded, then stared at nothing as his thoughts 

carried him away. He peered over at Kal and said, "It is 

imperative then that Alpha Prime be eliminated before the 

Sworne arrive here." 

"Ja." For another hour, Kal spoke to Akron and 

Lennox about the scenarios for Kander's future once the 

Sworne arrived in the galaxy. A slight pressure started 



behind Kal's temples after Akron departed the office, but she 

was determined to speak to Lennox alone.  

Lennox had left the office to use the bathroom in the 

workout room. He returned and frowned at Kal's disturbed 

features and asked, "Kal, what concerns you?" 

"The future of the Earthlings," Kal replied. She 

ended her pacing between the office and sitting areas, then 

signaled for Lennox to sit with her again. She settled at the 

edge of the sofa while Lennox returned to the wingchair on 

the right. "Alpha Prime's rising has forced me to consider the 

Earthling's place on Kander." 

"The Treaty of Melitt has held up for several years," 

Lennox said. "We worked extremely hard to design and 

maintain it over the years." 

"Ja." Kal leaned back in the sofa and considered the 

future once Alpha Prime was dealt with. "But it was only a 

stepping stone."  

"Then what is the next step toward our goal?" 

Lennox asked. True peace between Earthlings and Kalmar 

was the final goal, but it required time and careful planning. 

The politics in themselves were a nightmare.  

"Alpha Prime opened the door that Earthlings are not 

citizens of Kander." 

Lennox nodded and rubbed his chin, eyes distant. "It 

is an opening that can allow Earthlings to be harmed by 

Kalmar without repercussions." 

"It is a thin line that's easily crossed," Kal agreed. "I 

want to make it infinitely clear." 

Lennox lifted an eyebrow, causing a furrow on his 

brow. He grinned suddenly and said, "You wish to make the 

Earthlings citizens."  

"There will be no more Earthlings, only Kalmar." 

Kal waited for Lennox's opinion on her plan. After 

demolishing Alpha Prime, the Earthlings would become 

Kalmar and receive full protection and benefits as citizens. 

"We will be two species, but one race." 



Lennox's thoughtful features broke with a smile. "It 

will also give the humans an incentive to fight at our side 

against the Sworne. They know the Sworne well." 

"I don't doubt the humans would battle the Sworne 

regardless." Like other Kalmar, Kal was aware of the 

Earthlings' dark past with the Sworne and what it cost them. 

"They can't afford to lose another planet." 

After a minute, Lennox nodded and said, "There will 

be some backlash, but I think much less than had we 

attempted to do this when you signed the Treaty of Melitt. 

Our people's opinions and impressions of the Earthlings 

have improved over the years." Kardos had the lowest 

approval of the Earthlings, for obvious reasons. But Kardos 

was improving at a slow and steady rate. "If the Earthlings 

who have been kidnapped cannot be returned, then the 

citizenship may be enough to help ease the blow."  

Kal rumbled in agreement and continued mapping 

out her plan. She would need Lennox's help later to spread 

the positive influence that human citizenship would have on 

the planet. The Sworne's arrival would enforce it on another 

level. After a sigh, she drew her attention back to him and 

said, "I promised that I would discuss with you about my 

change." 

Lennox's back went ramrod straight in the chair and 

his gaze drilled into Kal, searching for answers that he 

wouldn't get without permission. He folded his hands in his 

lap and waited for her to speak. A sharp edge entered his 

scent, signaling his concern about the discussion, but his 

features were calmer than untouched waters. 

"Charlie is mine." 

The warm air in the office collapsed under Lennox's 

frozen pheromones that flowed out of him. He clenched his 

hands in his lap and worked his jaw, but a strangled growl 

remained in his chest. After a few heartbeats, ice shined in 

his murky eyes and remained locked on Kal. As the ticks 



passed, his Alpha nature reared up and attempted to 

overwhelm Kal with its power. 

Kal bared her teeth at Lennox. Her own growl 

thundered deep in her chest. His challenge incited her Alpha, 

who clawed its way up her throat. There was a snap between 

them, then she and Lennox bolted up from their seats. 

Lennox straightened taller, using his slight height advantage 

over Kal. But Kal rolled over him with a single step into his 

personal space, snarling and invading with strength and 

purpose. Her rage of pheromones struck him and pushed him 

backward. 

Lennox reversed one step, and his stony features 

cracked under her assault. He raised his hands, not to strike 

but to hold back Kal's tidal wave of Alpha. Realization raced 

across his face that he had challenged his ruler and his god. 

He grew more frazzled when Kal roared forward, demanding 

him to surrender to her. 

Kal was the ultimate Alpha between them. Her 

snarl's timber was unmatched and forced Lennox to heel to 

her. She encircled him with her powerful pheromones, 

demanding him to submit.  

With palms still out, Lennox lowered to one knee, 

then to the other. The dark robe spilled over the white stone 

floor. He bowed his head, closed his eyes, and tilted his neck 

to bare it to his god. 

For a long minute, Kal lorded over Lennox to 

reinforce his place as the lesser Alpha between them. She 

breathed in his stricken scent, then chuffed and wrangled in 

a measure of her Alpha. Her thick pheromones remained 

wrapped around Lennox, holding him in place. She rested a 

hand on his shaven, tattooed head and tipped it back until 

their eyes met. "You will listen well to me." 

Lennox remained silent, but his posture was open 

again as he hooked his hands behind his back. He swallowed 

hard and remained on his knees before the High 

Commander. 



Withdrawing, Kal walked around Lennox and 

paused behind him. "You will respect me and mine," she 

said. Her harsh tone made him flinch after being reminded 

of his earlier transgression. "But I will not force you to 

accept my relationship with Charlie if you cannot do so 

willingly." She hooked her hands in front of her body and 

stepped around him, halting by his left side. She peered 

down at him, watching his profile.  

With his head bowed, Lennox stared at the floor, but 

his face was contorted and lost.  

"If you can't accept this, you will be removed from 

your position as my advisor." Kal breathed in his scent and 

searched for hints of his thoughts, but it was filled with 

confusion. "I will not have a threat remain so close to me." 

His throat bobbed with his next swallow. "But…" She 

shifted to the front of him and willed his deep brown eyes to 

rise to her. Once they locked stares, she said, "It would 

please me greatly if you accept my relationship with Charlie. 

We have come too far to fail now." 

Lennox gave a faint rumble, then lowered his gaze 

when Kal broke away from him.  

Kal withdrew and pulled her crushing pheromones 

off Lennox, freeing him. She neared the desk and stood in 

front of it. Behind her, she listened to Lennox rise, and she 

rested her hand on her sword hilt. He might have been 

aggressive with his pheromones and body language, but he 

hadn't attacked her. Still, Charlie's fears from the nightmare 

lingered in the back of her mind.  

"Why?" Lennox asked with a strained roughness. 

Kal turned her head sidelong and flexed her grip on 

the sword hilt. There was unmeasurable bewilderment in his 

voice that tugged at something in her chest. Lennox had been 

at her side from the beginning of her reign. She credited him 

with making her a wise ruler. The news that she was with 

Charlie had shaken their foundation. 

"Why a human?" 



Pivoting, Kal dropped her hand and replied, 

"Because the Celestial Fates chose." Her answer appeared 

vague on the surface until Lennox had time to weigh it. She 

waited for him to read deeper into the meaning. When his 

shoulders fell, it was a signal that it all aligned with him now. 

Nothing could break her and Charlie. 

"As you required time to tell me, I require time to 

accept it." Lennox tucked his hands into his sleeves. It was 

an easy wish to grant. 

Kal approached and nodded at him. "Then there is a 

chance." 

Lennox took a deep breath, and his scent was more 

settled than earlier. He straightened himself, then bowed his 

head. "I did not speak untrue when I said you are my Kal." 

With a tilt of his head, he whispered, "You are Kalatas's 

finna, who has brought great honor to our people." 

"But have I greatly disgraced my people by lying 

with a human?" Kal asked with eerie calmness. An answer 

was pointless. No shame or dishonor lingered inside of Kal 

for taking Charlie.  

Standing in silence, Lennox held his ruler's stare. 

What he couldn't say aloud showed in his eyes and drew a 

rumble from Kal. He lowered his head and said, "If I may 

go, Kal?" 

With a hand gesture, Kal dismissed him and waited 

until he was gone before she growled. The last of her Alpha 

aggression drained from her veins and left her calmer. She 

breathed in and out a few times, then noticed the insistent 

tugging in her chest. Her heart rate alleviated after a minute. 

Following instinct, she took a seat in front of the burning 

fireplace. With her hands out, she held her palms up and 

started to perform fynil. Charlie was calling for her, using 

her old name like a beacon across the endless reaches of 

outer space. 

"Charlie," Kal murmured, envisioning her lover. 

Their connection snapped tight and enhanced the fynil, 



slashing away the distance between them. Opening her eyes, 

Kal watched the fireplace fade away until metal walls 

greeted her. "Charlie," she called again, pulling at Charlie's 

spirit. Now the distinct smell of oil and fuel tickled her nose, 

then soft skin pressed against her hands. Finally, Charlie's 

familiar sweet scent refilled Kal. She opened her eyes and 

smiled at her partially formed lover seated in front of her.  

Charlie sucked in a breath, then asked, "Sumner?" 

Her expression went from awe to unreal shock. 

Kal parted her lips to respond, but it was too late. The 

fynil crashed into millions of pieces when Charlie yanked her 

hands away. Kal shot out her arm and her nails raked through 

the stones on the hearth. They had been close to solidifying 

the fynil, but Charlie's unbelieving and untrained mind had 

broken it. With a growl, she blew out a defeated breath and 

murmured, "Charlie." 

 

The End 
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