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Kal may be Charlie's true mate, but she was the High 

Commander first. 

Another but fonder memory from Kal's old life returns to 

her. However, her duties as the High Commander take 

priority especially with the Sworne in the galaxy. Kal takes 

steps toward finding alliances that could help save Kander.  
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Prologue 

The High Commander filled the doorway to the 

warm home that had been opened for her. In front of her was 

an Omega with blood-shot eyes and exhausted features. 

Without even touching the Omega, Kal felt her suffering and 

silently promised her that the pain would ease soon. Once 

she was welcomed into the house, she stomped the snow off 

her boots on the front landing, as the rest melted into her 

clothes and hair. 

"Tah for coming, High Commander." 

Kal heard the front door close behind her, then the 

Omega stood near Kal's side. She kept her head down in 

respect toward Kal but having her serve Kal wasn't why she 

was there; in fact, it was the other way round. From her 

mental list, she recalled the name of the last victim of the 

attack on Tarrak. "Tah for seeing me, Jenda." 

With stricken features, Jenda peered up at her ruler 

and a faint whine parted her lips. Something was on her 

mind, and it took her a moment to gather her strength to 

voice it. "I heard from neighbors that you have been visiting 

all of those in mourning." 

Inclining her head, Kal rumbled in confirmation. 

Since her return to Tarrak, she had gone from home to home 

and spoke to each family harmed by Serrato Corps's attack 

on the city. Jenda was the last victim. The Serrato Corps's 

airstrike had taken Jenda's mate, left her with an empty home 

and a round belly without someone to care for her. 

"May I sit with you?" Kal asked and folded her hands 

in front of her body. 

"Perka gi. Of course. My manners are—" 

"I understand," Kal insisted. She expected nothing 

from Jenda, who was trying to heal from her losses. "I also 

do not have to stay." A few times, she had to return to a home 

to speak to a victim; her presence was often welcomed. 



Jenda shook her head and held out her hand to the 

right. "I wish for you to stay." She indicated the living room 

to their left, which was warm from the burning fireplace. 

"Krafka sit with me." 

Kal followed Jenda into the living room and took a 

seat in a wingchair near the fire. She watched how Jenda sat 

on the edge of the seat, as if unsure how to present herself in 

front of her ruler. Similar to the other families she’d visited, 

Kal wanted to assess Jenda's needs and to ensure she was 

cared for and not forgotten. "How far along are you?" 

Jenda broke her distant stare and studied her 

protruding belly. "About four noreds now." Her eyes 

brimmed with unshed tears. "We already chose a name." She 

inhaled a shaky breath and whispered, "We were naming our 

pup after my sire. He taught my mate how to thatch and roof 

homes." 

For a beat, Kal envisioned her mate, Charlie, facing 

a horrible situation like Jenda was. Her heart ached at the 

thought of Charlie being pregnant and left alone to raise their 

pup if Kal suddenly passed. She tried to withhold a soft 

growl; only a slight rumble rolled in her chest. "What name 

have you chosen?" she asked in a hoarse voice. 

"My sire's name is Rinn. My mate and I chose Jesrinn 

in his honor." Jenda wiped her damp cheeks and whined low. 

"He won't be here to see her born." More tears slipped free, 

then she curled forward and clutched her stomach. 

Kal scooted to the edge of the chair and said, "May I 

see your hands?" The chaotic Omega pheromones were 

dizzying and rallied Kal's Alpha. As the High Commander, 

she was the supreme Alpha on the planet and could soothe 

any Omega or Alpha with a natural ability. She was grateful 

when two delicate hands slid into her palms. "You and your 

mate have chosen a fine name." She tightened her grip 

around Jenda's hands. "Jesrinn's birth will not replace your 

mate, but I am certain she will make it easier to move 

forward." 



Jenda bobbed her head and raised it toward Kal. Her 

brown eyes were ensnared with grief and agony after what 

Serrato Corps stole from her. For the countless time, Kal 

considered why she even considered allying with Serrato 

Corps after what they had done to her people. Kander may 

have kidnapped a single Serrato Corps soldier, but they had 

slaughtered almost a hundred citizens without regard. On top 

of it, they had enslaved and sold off people from New Earth. 

But the Spirit of Kalatas saw a usefulness to Serrato Corps, 

and vengeance would have to wait. 

Focusing inward, Kal allowed the Spirit of Kalatas to 

seep into Jenda and smooth out the sharp edges of her pain. 

She couldn't take away Jenda's suffering, but she could make 

it bearable, especially when such distress could harm an 

unborn pup. The last thing Jenda needed was an early birth, 

much less a miscarriage. 

Jenda slouched against the chair and released an 

incoherent murmur. She gazed upon Kal with fondness and 

smiled at her. "Tah, High Commander." Her eyes were 

heavy as the weight of the past nineths slid off her shoulders. 

"Krafka, call me Kal." After Jenda relaxed in the 

chair, Kal withdrew her touch and observed how the Spirit 

of Kalatas calmed the woman. "Do your mother and sire live 

in Tarrak?" 

"Outside of Tarrak," Jenda replied. 

"Good." Kal crossed her legs and considered what 

aid the government could provide to Jenda. "Priest Eran will 

be visiting you in the coming days. She will be assigning an 

annasker to assist you." Every annasker was well versed in 

their duties as a caregiver for citizens who needed aid after 

unplanned events; often times it was due to natural events 

like failed crops, sickness spreading through livestock, 

horrific weather, or an unexpected death. Omegas were the 

most vulnerable when losing their mates. However, the score 

was changing as the role of Omegas was growing and many 

were now working, joining the military, and becoming more 



independent. However, Jenda was a widowed Omega with a 

pup on the way. 

"Tah, Kal. My parents have assured me that they will 

provide for me and the pup," Jenda said. She continued to 

hold her large belly. 

"Ja, I am pleased by this news. But an annasker will 

still be assigned to you." Kal folded her hands in her lap and 

said, "I must be assured that you recover as best as possible 

from this tragedy." She swallowed at the alluring warmth 

that hummed from Jenda. Like other victims, Jenda's Omega 

nature was responding to Kal's care as an Alpha, especially 

since Kal was the highest Alpha on the planet. It was normal, 

but Kal always treaded lightly around Omegas who were 

hurting for a mate and looking for the security an Alphas 

provided. Kal had her true mate and refused to mislead an 

Omega. 

"Tah, Kal." Jenda straightened in the seat and asked, 

"Can I offer you a warm drink?" 

Kal shook her head and replied, "I will not stay much 

longer." She and Jenda spoke for a while longer before Jenda 

walked her to the front and thanked her several more times 

for coming to her home. Again, Kal promised Jenda that she 

would have support from Tarrak. 

Once outside, Kal inhaled the sharp cold air and 

allowed it to fill her lungs. She shoved her bare hands into 

her jacket pockets and went down the stone steps to the 

sidewalk. Night had already descended on the city, but the 

overhead lamps flickered with enough light to guide her 

back to the Great Tower. She suspected that Charlie, Andren, 

and Raine were in their suite for the night after their first day 

of training. She planned to join them for dinner. On the walk 

back, she had time to consider the upcoming plans to fly to 

Serrato. There was much preparation to do in order for her 

to be gone from Kander for a nineth. 

Several soldiers patrolled the city and greeted their 

ruler. Kal returned the greetings and noted that Commander 



Akron had increased the number of patrols. She suspected it 

was due to Serrato Corps's airstrike and the upcoming 

festival. In a few days, there would be a nineth of mourning 

for those who had died from the enemy airstrike. Then the 

last nineth of the year would pass in quietness, other than the 

final alping. At the end of the alping, it would mark the 

beginning of a new year along with the Kaldr Festival. Tas’ 

most recent report indicated that everything was on schedule 

for the festival. Kal looked forward to sharing it with 

Charlie. 

The Great Tower's tall stature flickered in the night 

sky and welcomed Kal back. She traded nods with the 

guards, who had already opened the gates for her. The 

tower's warmth was welcoming and Kal hesitated when she 

entered the lift. She needed to see Charlie, but she had to 

check her desk after being gone for most of the day. With a 

grumble, she hit the button for the fifty-second floor for her 

office and rode up the lift. 

Tomorrow, Kal was making the exchange with Vaal-

da for Melissa Hoyt. She expected it to go well as Vaal-da 

had so far been cooperative. Kander's darakar was a resource 

that seemed to have garnered the Sworne's attention. She 

prayed it wasn't her planet's undoing. There was only so 

much darakar that the planet could produce without severe 

repercussions to life on Kander. 

Kal flicked on the overhead light in her office and 

noticed that there were a few new scrolls. She picked them 

up and recognized the neat handwriting scrolled along the 

edge. There were a handful of older officers in the army who 

preferred to use paper and graphite to communicate. Kal had 

required all the commanders to switch to tablets, which had 

made the army more responsive and efficient. The next stage 

was to require and teach the lower ranking officers. 

One scroll was the monthly inventory of armaments 

from a province located southwest of Kardos. Lennox was 

in charge of reconciling all armament inventory with their 



digital system. The second scroll was a general update about 

a fio in another province. The last scroll was a citizen request 

for the next alping. The request would require a response, 

which could wait until tomorrow. 

With a sigh Kal sat down, retrieved her tablet, and 

typed a quick message to Lennox, who was most likely home 

after a long day. She then checked her new messages and 

opened a confirmation message from Dorlon, that the 

darakar was ready for the trade with the Sworne. Content 

with her day's work, Kal put her tablet on standby, folded it, 

and pocketed it inside of her jacket. Her day as the High 

Commander had ended, at least she hoped there wouldn’t be 

any emergencies that night. She was about to depart but 

hesitated, reached into a desk drawer and retrieved her 

sketchbook. For several nineths, she hadn't touched it, too 

busy with the planet's barrage of issues. She grazed the 

leather cover and considered her strange need to draw at 

times. It was, in fact, a need rather than a desire. Similar to 

how she needed to be with and in Charlie, she was hardwired 

to draw and record what might be on her mind at certain 

points in her life. Kal was convinced her drawing habit came 

from her former self. 

Opening the black leather book, Kal studied the first 

drawing, which she must have drawn when she was Sumner. 

She had no memory of sketching it as Kal, but the style was 

the same as her current ones. She brushed her fingers over 

the beautiful landscape that she had drawn on the first page. 

It was landscape common for the southern provinces like 

Siggi. 

With a sigh, Kal flipped through the pages until she 

was a third of the way through the journal. She slowed until 

she found the sketch she’d drawn after Charlie's first rescue 

mission. Kal had sketched the image in haste the night 

Charlie returned with Kal's sister. As she stared at the 

drawing of Fairlee, the same stormy thoughts reignited in 

Kal again. 



Charlie had returned from the rescue mission with 

Fairlee, who’d been escorted to a room and remained inside 

the Great Tower for the night. It had been impossible for her 

to work that evening, as two important beings were under 

her roof and under her protection. She had both her true mate 

and her twin sister within a short walk from her. Deep 

within, she warred with the strange urges to either hold her 

sister or fuck Charlie senseless. In the end, she had barred 

herself in her quarters until it was time for Fairlee to return 

home and for Charlie to return to the stars. Her sketch journal 

was her only companion that night. 

Kal licked her lips and stared at her profile sketch of 

Fairlee. On the next page was the image of the Pacifica 

shuttle tangled in the forest beyond Tarrak. Kal didn't need 

to look at it to remember what she saw that day. She should 

hate the memory, but it was an event that ignited her fiery 

bond with Charlie. 

Fairlee's delicate profile made Kal's heart drum a bit 

louder. Kal had refused to speak to her sister that night, as if 

it were illegal. As the High Commander, she could do nearly 

anything she wished, but no finna could claim any blood 

family. All Kalmar were her family and her responsibility, 

whether or not Fairlee was her actual sister didn't change her 

duties. And yet, Kal noticed a recent pang of regret for 

failing to speak to Fairlee. It had been perhaps her one and 

only chance. Even when she and Charlie went to Pirra, the 

Celestial Fates saw it fit to forbid her with the Sworne’s 

unexpected attack on Kander. 

After a soft growl, Kal started to close the journal, 

but she hesitated. She ran her thumb across Fairlee's cheek, 

as if she could feel her sister's skin. Then a forgotten memory 

jerked loud inside of her mind. Kal's eyes rolled upward as 

she was swept into her former self’s past, again. 



Chapter 1 

 
Sumner collected her sketchbook that Fairlee had 

given to her on her last birthday. She turned to her left where 

a leather satchel rested on her bed. The bed next to hers 

belonged to her sister. They had shared the bedroom all their 

lives along with nearly everything else. Before she could 

tuck the leather book into the satchel, a firm grip encircled 

her wrist. 

"No personal effects," Dorlon ordered her younger 

cousin. 

Sumner hesitated and stared at Dorlon, then peered 

down at her sketchbook. "But I love to draw. It's the one 

thing I can do well." 

"Soon you will be able to do many tasks well," 

Dorlon argued and released Sumner. Her eyes held warning 

that Sumner needed to listen to her. 

Swallowing, Sumner glanced over her cousin's 

imposing form and most especially her sword. Even though 

Dorlon was an Omega, they were the same height right now. 

But unlike Sumner, Dorlon was dressed to fight and kill. 

Sumner wished her Alpha pheromones were enough to cloak 

her weariness around Dorlon. However, she suspected that 

Dorlon was already well aware how intimidating she was 

and seemed to use that power over Sumner. 

Rumbling, Dorlon said, "No personal effects." 

Sumner bit her lip and flexed her grip on the 

sketchbook as it was special to her. It held memories that 

would stave off the bleeding in her heart for leaving her 

family. She parted her lips and wanted to argue again, but 

the movement by the bedroom door caught her attention. 

Dorlon turned her head toward the newcomer and 

folded her arms. 

"Fairlee," Sumner whispered and clutched the book 

to her chest. She wondered how much of the conversation 



her sister had heard. From the heat in Fairlee's eyes, Sumner 

was certain she’d heard all of it. 

Fairlee turned her fiery glare onto Dorlon, who didn't 

surrender or break under it. Her pheromones filled the shared 

bedroom and caused a few beads of sweat to form on 

Sumner's brow. Without a single word, she whirled back 

around and stormed through the house. 

"Fairlee!" Sumner stepped around Dorlon in hopes to 

pursue her sister, but Dorlon grabbed her arm. 

"Leave her," Dorlon ordered. "She will come to 

understand one day." Her scent was thick and it overpowered 

Sumner, almost. 

"Joh." Sumner shoved off both Dorlon's hold and her 

pheromones. She glared at her cousin, leaned in, and 

whispered, "If you want me to leave with you, then I need 

my sister's blessing." A slight sting formed behind her eyes, 

but she blinked it away. "Or I will never be the finna." She 

searched Dorlon's features and prayed that family ties still 

meant something to her, even though last night was the first 

time she’d met her cousin. They were blood to each other, 

and so was Fairlee. At supper the previous evening, 

Sumner's parents mentioned Dorlon's brother and had asked 

about him. Sumner needed Dorlon to bend a little and to 

remember the bond between siblings. 

Dorlon's lips twitched once before her eyes narrowed 

and her scent softened a small measure. Her only approval 

was a slight incline of her head. 

Sumner released a shaky breath and hurried off 

before her cousin changed her mind, but then paused in the 

doorway when Dorlon spoke to her again. 

"You already are the finna, little cousin," Dorlon 

said, as if her declaration was Kalatas's own. The certainty 

and confidence that surrounded Dorlon was too much for 

Sumner. She hastened to leave and gave chase for her twin, 

who had left their home. The house was empty since it was 

still mid-morning; their parents would be working in the 



field or gardens, prepping for winter. Yesterday, Sumner had 

been helping them, and today she was packing to start a new 

life as a finna. 

Sumner shoved aside her pending future, left the 

house, and stomped down the porch steps. She broke into a 

run and followed the wagon-worn path that went to Pirra. 

Fairlee had particular habits in certain situations. For 

upsetting events, Fairlee preferred to hideaway in a nook 

above Pirra, watch the village, and think. Even if she 

changed her habit now, Sumner would have little trouble 

finding Fairlee; their special bond as twins had allowed them 

that advantage. During their childhood, everyone in the 

village had been leery of the identical twins. At the time, they 

were the same height, same stature, and had duplicate 

appearances. With no recent history of twins in the 

community, she and Fairlee had been an oddity and people 

had steered away from them. However, in recent years the 

townspeople grew friendlier. Fairlee insisted it was because 

Sumner was growing bigger, taller, and smelled more like an 

Alpha. They were still only teens, but their mother insisted 

their bodies would go through drastic changes in the coming 

years. 

Whatever the reason for the villagers' recent 

goodwill, it helped their father's business at the market. He 

was selling more produce and hay while building a 

reputation as a reputable farmer. For the past few years, 

Sumner helped him take their goods to the market and sell 

them. On occasion her mother or Fairlee would join them, 

but it was mostly Sumner and her father. She cherished her 

days with him. With such thoughts, Sumner whimpered at 

the realization that those days were coming to an end. In fact, 

they were already over, along with everything she shared 

with her family. 

Once up the slight hill, Sumner saw the village of 

Pirra stretched out before her, but she turned off the path and 

jogged around the village. She weaved her way past trees 



and brush that dotted the rolling landscape, and followed the 

main road that led into Pirra. The giant tree at the entrance 

of the town stood tall, its brown and yellow leaves already 

cloaked the ground. Autumn was a short season in Kardos 

and soon, winter would blanket the region for several long 

noreds. 

Sumner often appreciated the tree, but there was no 

time to waste. She sprinted past it and went to the mountain 

path that was several hundred varkatas beyond the road. The 

path was wide enough for two people or a small herd of 

livestock. Winding her way around and up through the 

mountains that overlooked the village, the path was steep 

enough to slow Sumner, but she pressed on without any 

trouble. After a few minutes, she detected her sister's 

familiar scent. 

Arriving at an overlook area, Sumner faced the 

cliffside on her right and prepared to climb up to the secret 

alcove she shared with her sister. With her arms up, she 

stared at the sketchbook still in her hand and frowned, not 

having realized she left home with it until now. After a sigh, 

she tucked the leather book into the front of her pants and 

reached for the first rock that jutted out. The climb was easy, 

and Fairlee's scent drew her. Pulling herself up and over the 

ledge, Sumner bounced on her boots and dusted her hands 

off. 

Fairlee was seated cross-legged inside the nook that 

they’d found several years ago. She gazed out at the village 

nestled at the base of the mountains. For a brief instant, she 

glanced at Sumner, then patted the empty spot next to her. 

Sumner stepped over the protruding rocks between 

them and crawled into the opening next to her sister. She 

retrieved the sketchbook from her waistband and settled into 

her favorite spot. 

"Perka gi for running off," Fairlee whispered and 

plucked at the dirt in her pants. Earlier this morning she had 

been helping their mother harvest the fall produce in their 



garden. They were trying to pretend like everything was 

normal, even knowing that Sumner had to leave that 

afternoon with Dorlon. 

"It's okay." Sumner crossed her legs, which forced 

her thigh against Fairlee's outstretched legs. She was unsure 

what to say next or how to make her sister feel better. Her 

sister's scent was sour and made Sumner's skin crawl. 

"I don't think you should go," Fairlee said in a firm 

tone. She looked at Sumner and asked, "What if she's really 

not our cousin? What if she's a maniac who's going to murder 

you?" 

Snorting, Sumner fought against a laugh, but it broke 

free. 

Fairlee growled and shoved her hard enough for 

Sumner to topple to her side. "Why are you laughing? She 

has a damn sword!" 

"She's wearing a military ring," Sumner said after 

another chuckle. She straightened up and watched her sister's 

shoulders fall. 

"Maybe she stole it," Fairlee muttered and glared 

down at Pirra as if it was Dorlon. "There's no such thing as 

Omegas in the army." She turned her darkened features onto 

Sumner. Her eyes were a grey-blue and reflected the deeper 

conflict inside of her. 

"Fairlee, she showed us the letter from the rikar." 

"Ja, but can you read it?" Fairlee asked as she held 

out her hands, waiting for the answer they both already 

knew. "None of us can read it." Her point was true, but it 

wasn't enough to poke a hole into Dorlon's orders. 

"It has the rikar's seal on it," Sumner replied. 

"Besides, Mother said that Dorlon looks just like our aunt." 

She tensed when Fairlee turned her ire onto her. 

"You want to leave!" Fairlee accused. Her 

pheromones increased and whipped around in the space 

between them. "You want to go on adventures, become the 

High Commander, and forget about us!" 



"Joh!" Sumner snapped and snarled in reaction 

without consideration for her sister. Her rare display of 

dominance overwhelmed Fairlee, who shrunk away from 

her. After Fairlee's soft whine, Sumner wrangled in her 

Alpha nature that had started to rear its head this past year. 

She rubbed her brow and leaned forward against her knees 

in hopes it made her smaller next to Fairlee. "Perka gi." She 

released a strand of breath and whispered, "I want to grow 

old with you." She peered over at her sister. "Raise our pups 

together." 

Fairlee shifted until she was pressed against Sumner. 

She hooked one arm across Sumner's back and rested her 

head on Sumner's shoulder. "I want that too." Closing her 

eyes, she gave a soft sound of discontent. "We were going to 

run our own tavern together." Fairlee was a horrible cook, 

but she was an excellent baker and the more sociable of the 

pair. They dreamed about starting the first tavern in Pirra, 

and Sumner would cook while Fairlee handled their 

customers. 

Sumner wiped the tears from her cheeks and sniffed 

a few times. Her heart thrummed hard against her chest 

while she pictured them running a tavern together. It would 

be so much fun! But now Kalatas's calling changed 

everything. Sumner was foretold to be the next High 

Commander of Kander. "I-I don't understand why it's me." 

"What?" Fairlee lifted her head and peered over at 

her twin. 

"Why did Kalatas choose me?" Sumner asked and 

looked at her sister for help, as if she were Kalatas herself. 

There was nothing special about her that qualified her to 

become the High Commander. "I'm a Carnec Alpha. I-I'm a 

by-product… a mistake." She stiffened from Fairlee's 

menacing growl near her face. 

"Don't be stupid," Fairlee said with razor edge. She 

hooked the back of Sumner's neck and squeezed until 

Sumner flinched from the pain. "Don't ever call yourself a 



mistake or a by-product or a freak or whatever other idiotic 

lie you think up." With her arm around Sumner again, she 

squeezed her sister tighter against her. "You're my little 

sister. I love you, and I think you're perfect." 

Sumner bit her bottom lip that trembled after 

Fairlee's harsh affection. She swallowed against the lump in 

her throat and looked toward Pirra. "But why me?" she 

murmured and slouched forward, nearly balling herself up. 

"Why are any High Commanders chosen the way 

they are?" Fairlee whispered and swept back Sumner's dark, 

wavy hair that matched hers. "It could be a number of 

different things." When Sumner turned to her, Fairlee smiled 

and said, "Or maybe it's just one, simple thing." She caressed 

Sumner's cheek and tilted her head. "I know why I would 

choose you to be the next High Commander." 

Sumner shook her head and considered what possible 

reason her sister would think that Sumner was good enough 

to rule a planet. The idea that she would one day be 

responsible for every last Kalmar caused her heart to gallop 

in her chest. She wasn't a leader, she was uneducated, and as 

graceful as a pooren. Nothing about her was remarkable. It 

was impossible for her to measure up to the past High 

Commanders. 

"I would choose you for your heart." Fairlee snuck a 

hand past the opening in Sumner's shirt and pressed her palm 

against Sumner's warm chest. "Right there." 

Sumner snorted and said, "You've heard the stories 

that the High Commander has none." 

Fairlee rolled her eyes, withdrew her hand, and 

patted her sister's cheek. "You have a big heart, but no one 

ever said you were smart." Sumner growled at her, but she 

laughed and hugged her sister from the side. 

With a rumble, Sumner nuzzled into her sister's hair 

and inhaled her rich scent that eased her wild thoughts about 

her future. After a minute, Fairlee rested her head against 

Sumner's shoulder and released a low breath. They sat in 



silence for a while and listened to the familiar sounds coming 

from the village. 

"Do you want to go?" Fairlee asked in a delicate 

voice. 

"I don't have a choice." 

"But you do," Fairlee argued and snuck a glance at 

her sister's profile. "You can stay home. Raise our families 

together and grow old with me and your future mate." 

Sumner pursed her lips and considered such a 

wonderful life. She wanted to spend her life with her true 

mate more than anything, but the chances of meeting her true 

mate were slim. Her father had remarked that the baker's 

daughter would be an excellent prospect. Now that Sumner 

stood to inherit her father's farm one day, she could attract 

more suitors even though she was a Carnec Alpha. 

However, it was not meant to be, for Dorlon's arrival 

at their doorstep last night had changed her life. Sumner was 

a finna, which meant she was chosen by Kalatas. At first, 

Sumner thought she was supposed to become the High 

Commander in the next nored or so. But Dorlon explained to 

everyone that she was Sumner's chosen kenna and would 

train Sumner until it was time for Sumner's day of ascension. 

Her ascension could be at any moment. However, Dorlon 

suggested it would be in the far future. 

Like all Kalmar, Sumner was well aware what a gift 

it was to be a finna. No one strived to be the next High 

Commander, but everyone waited for the possible calling. 

The personal sacrifices were extraordinary, and yet brought 

great honor to one's spirit and even their family upon their 

passing. Kalatas had called upon Sumner to make those 

sacrifices. As the High Commander, she would represent 

Kalatas in living, breathing form and do everything possible 

to help her planet. 

"I was chosen for a reason," Sumner said after a few 

quiet minutes. "Maybe I don't understand why, but our god 

is asking me to help our people." 



"Kalatas can choose another," Fairlee said and shook 

her head after she pulled away from Sumner. "There are 

millions of others on this planet. Surely there is another to 

pick besides my sister." 

"Someone else's sister perhaps?" Sumner asked in a 

sullen tone, then lowered her attention to the sketchbook in 

her lap. "I'm scared and I want to stay home, Fairlee." 

Whining, Fairlee gathered Sumner's hand into hers 

and squeezed it. Her palm was sweaty despite the cooler 

weather. She shook her head again and again until another 

whimper broke free. "But I know you. You will go with 

Dorlon." She peered up at her twin and revealed the 

glistening in her eyes. "You are so loving and willing to help 

everyone else before yourself." 

Sumner bowed her head and dragged her fingers 

through her hair. "Perka gi." She screwed her eyes shut and 

refused to look upon her sister, who would be disappointed 

in her decision. Perhaps Kalatas would change its mind once 

it realized how unqualified Sumner was to rule. Then she 

could come home, choose her mate, have pups, and start the 

tavern with Fairlee. They would die together as grey-haired 

grandparents. 

"Sumner?" Fairlee turned her sister's head until they 

were facing each other. "Look at me, krafka." She waited 

until Sumner focused on her, then she smiled enough to 

break the grim lines in her features. "You are my twin. The 

loving, Alpha half of me that no one can resist. Everyone 

thinks the Carnec is the leftover pieces, but they're wrong. I 

am the test pup, and you are the perfect pup. You are 

everything I wish I could be." She pulled Sumner's head 

closer until their foreheads met. "If you feel the urge to 

follow Kalatas's calling, then you must follow it." 

"But I don't want to leave you," Sumner said, her 

voice cracking at the end. Tears fell and burned down her 

cheeks. "I don't want to lose you." She dropped the 



sketchbook to the rocky ground underneath her and grabbed 

her sister. 

Fairlee followed the demand and crawled into her 

twin's larger lap. She wrapped her arms and legs around 

Sumner's shuddering form. "Nothing can truly separate us." 

Sumner buried her face into Fairlee's neck and started to sob. 

Fairlee leaned her head into Sumner's own and tangled her 

fingers into Sumner's thick hair. "Besides, we're twins. We're 

always with each other." Their rare bond was strong and 

always allowed them to feel the other. 

Sumner managed a weak nod and continued to cling 

to her Omega sister, who fit so well against her. She was 

growing faster than Fairlee in the past year as puberty started 

to change them. As pups, they had cuddled each other a lot. 

But lately, they only snuggled if one of them was upset, and 

Sumner noticed Fairlee seemed smaller these days. 

However, right now, Fairlee was perfect, and all Sumner 

needed to regain control of her fears. Fairlee was right that 

they were twins and were able to sense each other. They had 

a rare bond that others didn't understand, which made them 

closer. 

"I love you so much," Sumner whispered between 

pained whimpers. She willed her heart to calm down, but it 

was difficult. By this afternoon, she would be leaving with 

Dorlon and possibly never see Fairlee or her parents again. 

Her home would become a faint memory. 

Fairlee cracked under the pressure and started to 

tremble too. "I love you too, little sister." She tightened her 

arms to the point that it was painful, but it grounded them 

both. "We'll see each other again. I know it." 

Sumner nodded, needing to believe it with her heart. 

No one could replace Fairlee in her heart or in her spirit. 

They would find each other again, somehow. She had to 

believe that family returned to each other, time and time 

again. After a deep breath, she whispered, "Will you hold 



onto my sketchbook until we meet again?" She lifted her 

head and reached underneath her right leg. 

"Ja." Fairlee straightened up to receive back the 

birthday gift she had given Sumner. She had saved enough 

coins over a year before she could buy it and the graphite for 

Sumner. "I'll practice in it too." 

Sumner laughed and wiped her eyes. "Your drawings 

are terrible." She held onto the bottom of the sketchbook 

while Fairlee clutched the upper half. 

"I don't think they are drawings," Fairlee murmured 

and also swiped at her cheeks. She regarded the sketchbook, 

which had a mountain stamped into the green leather cover. 

"I promise to take care of it." 

Sumner nodded and released the sketchbook to her 

sister. "I promise to return for it." She would hold herself to 

the promise, somehow. She and Fairlee would be reunited 

one day. Yet she worried it would be upon her death, like all 

other past High Commanders. She shoved aside the horrible 

fate and pulled Fairlee into her arms again. Fairlee returned 

the fierceness of their hug and whispered her last promise. 

"You will be the greatest High Commander ever." 

* * * 

"You want more," Kal murmured and nudged her 

hips against Charlie's bare ass. Her mate had calmed after 

breaking apart earlier today witnessing Melissa's death. The 

unexpected, horrific execution was a warning and even a 

taunt. The Sworne had cut open Melissa's belly, implanted a 

bomb, and used her as a weapon against them. Her cruel 

murder had blown a hole in Charlie's faith that they could 

beat the Sworne. Charlie's fear of losing Kal was a constant 

background noise in their bond. Earlier, Kal had promised to 

remain at Charlie's side, but she had no idea for how long. 

Her calling as the High Commander could take her life at 

any moment, whether it was tomorrow or many years from 

now. The Sworne were a trial she must pass, with or without 

her life. 



Charlie turned her head toward Kal, whimpered, and 

said, "My entire body is sore, and I'm exhausted, but I still 

need you inside of me a little longer." 

Adjusting their positions on the bed, Kal placed 

Charlie's leg over Kal's hip and spread Charlie open. She 

pressed her lips to Charlie's temple before whispering, 

"Anything for my mate." With tenderness, she began to rock 

her hips against Charlie's ass and encouraged them both. Her 

cock's hardness returned within a minute, making her thrusts 

more intense. Charlie's needy pussy tightened around Kal's 

length. "Faster?" she asked. 

"Joh." Charlie was breathing heavier with each 

pump. "Not yet." 

"Mmm." Kal dipped her head and nipped at Charlie's 

exposed neck. "You are already so tight around me." 

Charlie groaned, reached behind, and hooked a hand 

on Kal's shoulder. "Remember when I couldn't take your full 

length?" Her slight embarrassment was laced around her 

scent. 

"I remember." Kal scraped her teeth along Charlie's 

flushed neck and nibbled on a perfect ear. "Is my dick that 

much bigger than humans'?" She pushed in deeper with the 

next drive, almost buried to the hilt, and paused as she 

breathed in Charlie's wonderful, sweet scent that was 

thickened with arousal. She ground her pelvis against 

Charlie's ass. 

Clawing at the sheets, Charlie gasped and whined 

from how deep Kal was inside of her. Kal kept her pinned in 

place with one arm. After a gulp of air, she replied, "I-It's not 

so much your length. I-I mean you are probably longer than 

average. It's your girth." 

"I see." After a rumble, Kal withdrew her hips and 

dragged her full length through the warm silkiness that 

tightened against her. She stroked the head of her cock 

against Charlie's sensitive little G-spot. Charlie's keening 

sounds grew louder and excited Kal's Alpha even more; her 



scent indicated she was pliable and completely owned by 

Kal. She grazed her hands along Charlie's stomach and 

cupped Charlie's breast. "You seem to enjoy my girth." 

Then, proving her point, she pushed in at an agonizing rate. 

Charlie was gasping and clung harder to Kal. "J-Ja. 

I love it." She moaned when Kal was finally buried to the 

hilt inside of her. Her pussy was wrapped around Kal's 

throbbing cock and fluttered when Kal started to draw out 

again. 

"Faster?" Kal asked again and switched to massaging 

Charlie's other breast. 

"A little," Charlie replied in a breathy voice. It was 

clear from their bond that Charlie wanted slow lovemaking 

this time. A sweet caress and affection that could wipe away 

today's events, at least for the night. 

A gentle thrum started deep in Kal's chest. She urged 

the pace on but kept the strokes gentle and tender. Bowing 

her head, Kal kissed Charlie's ear and murmured, "You are 

mine, Charlie. I will protect you and care for you." 

"Don't forget fucking me," Charlie said and started 

grinding down when Kal pushed back inside of her. "I love 

how you feel inside of me." She melted deeper into Kal's 

embrace and moaned louder. 

"Ja." Kal released a soft growl and whispered, "I will 

take care of all your needs." She reached lower until she 

found the golden mound between Charlie's legs. Her 

fingertips brushed over the swollen pearl that strained 

beyond the pretty, pink lips. Kal rumbled at how Charlie's 

entire body jolted from the light touch. "Do you want me to 

touch your clit?" 

Charlie only nodded and groaned in relief when Kal 

circled her clit with one finger. She continued to rock against 

every one of Kal’s thrusts. They were coming undone, one 

heartbeat after another. 

"Your slick is all over," Kal said, "but you smell like 

me." Her Alpha ego had expanded. She loved when her scent 



covered Charlie and she wished it was permanent. For now, 

their mixed scents at night had to be enough. She breathed 

in Charlie's rich honey scent that she could almost taste on 

her tongue. The desire to drive her hips faster was 

unbearable, but she’d promised to take Charlie slow and 

tender. With a growly rumble, she concentrated on the 

throbbing bud under her fingertips. She applied a hint of 

pressure and massaged Charlie's clit from side to side. 

"Just like that," Charlie murmured and snaked a hand 

down between her thighs. With two fingers, she spread open 

her pussy and offered all of herself to her Alpha. "Take me, 

Sum-mner. Krafka!" 

Kal growled and clamped her one arm across 

Charlie's chest to hold her in place. She plunged deeper into 

Charlie and felt how much tighter Charlie's pussy was 

around her cock. It was the most exquisite sensation, and she 

wished it could last forever. Whenever they fucked or made 

love, their bond was stronger and less restricted. Kal wasn't 

a ruler but simply Charlie's mate. She moved her fingers 

faster when Charlie's breathy whines called to her. 

"So close. Don't stop!" Charlie clamped her thigh 

over Kal's waist even harder. She was spread wide open for 

her Alpha, ready to come, and screaming for her. Her hips 

bucked several times, then Charlie’s pussy fluttered and 

clenched around Kal's full length. She inhaled sharply, then 

cried out, "Sumner!" 

Howling in response, Kal followed after Charlie, and 

slick poured from the tip of her cock. The rush of wet heat 

filled Charlie and chased off any tiny void of separation 

between them. Kal jerked her hips against Charlie's ass and 

sent another intense wave through them. They both fought 

for air and held onto each other. The euphoric satisfaction of 

making love was warm and tangible within their bond. For a 

brief instant, Kal was no longer the High Commander; 

instead, Sumner sat on the surface and all around her was 

Charlie, her true mate. 



"Charlie," Kal whispered with a breathy urge. "You 

are all I need." 

Charlie moved her hand and threaded her fingers 

through Kal's longer ones. "You have me. I swear it." She 

twisted her head toward her lover and her urgency was met 

with Kal's lips. They kissed until they stole each other's 

breaths. 

Kal wanted Charlie under her, covering her, and 

hiding her from the world. Her desire echoed through their 

bond and Charlie responded with understanding. Kal pulled 

out her cock, which slid through all the wonderful arousal 

smeared between their bodies. She could smell it. Once free 

of Charlie, they both groaned in protest with the absence, but 

it would only be for a few heartbeats. 

Rolling underneath, Charlie was on her back and 

pulled down on Kal's hips to hurry her. She raised her bent 

legs and gave her Alpha easy access, then craned her neck 

back when the blunt head of Kal's cock pushed back inside 

of her. With open arms, she welcomed Kal back against her 

body. 

"And you have me," Kal whispered as she sank back 

inside of her mate. They were reconnected and joined 

together on several levels. All that was left was for her to 

mark Charlie, then no one could contest them. Nudging her 

cock a little deeper inside of Charlie, she settled against her 

mate. She placed enough weight on Charlie so that she knew 

Kal was there to protect her. Her Alpha loved to have Charlie 

tucked underneath her and was grateful Charlie indulged her 

urges. 

Charlie snuck a hand behind Kal's neck and started 

to rub the sensitive spot. She grinned when Kal began to purr 

in response. "I love that sound." 

"I only do it for you," Kal confessed and rested her 

head next to Charlie's on the pillow. They would remain in 

this position until Kal's Alpha protective needs were sated. 

Then they would separate, and Kal would remove the damp 



cover blanket from the bed. Over the course of their sexual 

relationship, they had developed a few habits, which 

included Kal handling the blanket they fucked on that 

absorbed their slick. 

Turning her head, Charlie yawned but never stopped 

from scratching the back of Kal's neck. "Tah for distracting 

me tonight." 

Kal chuckled and brushed her lips across the shell of 

Charlie's ear. "I hope you will be able to rest." 

"I will." Charlie scraped her nails up and down Kal's 

back with her other hand. She had tangled her legs around 

her Alpha's thighs. "I hurt in all the right places now." She 

grinned when Kal chuckled, but it was short-lived. "What's 

wrong?" 

For a beat, Kal considered how to reply to the loaded 

question. Charlie was more sensitive to Kal's hidden 

emotions now that their bond was fully realized between 

them. She could easily cut the conversation short by insisting 

it was her concerns about Melissa's death. But it wasn't just 

the Sworne's deceit today. Her forgotten memories as 

Sumner continued to bubble to the top one by one. Her prior 

memory had been about Raine, Sallow, and Dorlon. This 

time, she had returned home for a few minutes and faced her 

final hours before leaving her twin. 

"What is it?" Charlie asked again and squeezed Kal's 

shoulder. "What's on your mind?" 

With a sigh, Kal drew her head back, opened her 

eyes, and found a blue gaze directed up at her. "I had another 

memory return this evening." 

"You did?" Charlie regarded Kal with a smile and 

cupped Kal's flushed cheek. "What was it about?" Her smile 

fractured when their connection remained jittery from Kal's 

lack of enthusiasm about the new memory. 

"It was about Fairlee." Kal clenched and rolled her 

jaw before she sighed. "It was from the day I left home." 



"Oh." Charlie moved her arm behind Kal's head, 

threaded her fingers through long strands, and framed Kal's 

face with her arm. "Perka gi. That must have been hard." She 

craned her neck and stretched her body upward, which 

caused Kal's cock to pull out slightly. But Charlie managed 

to press their foreheads together. "Do you want to talk about 

it?" 

Kal considered the request and parted her lips to deny 

the need to discuss it. She wanted to write it off—it was a 

meaningless memory that served no purpose. But it had in 

fact rattled her after it ended. Perhaps if she told Charlie 

about the events, then she could shake some of the mounting 

guilt in her chest. She should have spoken to Fairlee after the 

rescue mission rather than squander her chance to reconnect 

with her sister. 

"Ja, krafka. But I wish to clean up first." 

Charlie nodded and squeezed the back of her Alpha's 

neck. "Okay. You'll feel better after you talk about it." Her 

confident smile returned. Affectionate notes swirled deep in 

their bond and helped ease Kal's uncertainty about the recent 

memory. "I promise." 

Kal believed her mate, wholly. 



Chapter 2 

 
"Don't we get at least one day off?" Charlie muttered 

into Kal's neck from her position on top. She and Kal were 

in bed together while a faint amount of twilight crept into the 

room from the window near the balcony's door. Dawn wasn't 

far off. They would have to rise and start their day. 

Kal nuzzled into Charlie's exposed neck and purred 

into her ear. Before she met Charlie, she never lingered in 

bed, and often started her day before first light. But now, her 

morning rituals had changed as she attempted to delay her 

duties as the High Commander. The tender minutes alone 

with Charlie were perfect and chased off the dullness of her 

days. "Joh," she replied in an even tone. She gently dragged 

her nails up and down Charlie's back, then clenched one ass 

cheek. "You will have time to rest on the mission to Serrato." 

Charlie's grouse made Kal grin. 

Charlie sighed with exaggeration into the pillow 

under Kal's head. "My muscles are so sore." 

Chuckling, Kal continued to graze her nails across 

her lover's back. Last night she had massaged Charlie after 

training ended. This morning was the start of Charlie's sixth 

day in a row. She hoped that Charlie's body adapted soon or 

else the complaining would proceed for days. On top of it, 

Charlie was too spent after training to be able to fool around 

in bed, or anywhere for that matter. Kal was pushing the 

training and withholding her sexual needs. However, she 

was uncertain how much longer Charlie could last without 

intimacy between them. 

"You must think I'm whinier than a pup," Charlie 

murmured and shifted her arms around Kal's body. She 

continued to rub one foot against Kal's thigh and seemed 

content to stay draped over Kal. But they both needed to 

prepare for their day. 



"Do you wish to stop training?" Kal asked and waited 

for her mate's honest reply. The training was reshaping 

Charlie into a better fighter. In time, it would alleviate a 

measure of Kal's worry about Charlie protecting herself. But 

it would take several noreds of dedicated, hard work. She 

was grateful that Andren was willing to train her mate, but it 

was only worth it if Charlie wanted it. 

With a heavy sigh, Charlie shook her head and 

murmured, "Joh." She curled her fingers around Kal's 

shoulder and turned her head toward Kal. "I'm just not great 

at it." 

"No one is great at it in the beginning. You must be 

patient with yourself." Kal placed both hands flat against 

Charlie's shoulders and started to rub them. "In a nored, you 

will see progress. Then in another nored, you will see more." 

"I know it'll build on itself," Charlie said. "And 

Andren is being patient. Maybe too patient." 

Kal grunted and nuzzled into Charlie's temple again. 

"You must remember, too, that the training was designed for 

Kalmar. Andren is learning as much as you are." Her 

explanation silenced Charlie for a beat, but she could sense 

Charlie's understanding. 

"Will you train with us during the flight to Serrato?" 

"Do you wish for me to train with you?" Kal asked 

and lowered her hands, still massaging tense muscles. 

"Ja." Charlie released a soft sigh and snuggled into 

Kal's neck. "Maybe there'll be something you'll show me 

differently than Andren." She pulled back and studied Kal's 

profile in the faint light. "I wish you could remember your 

training from before you were Kal." 

"It is not that I do not recall it." Kal hesitated as her 

lips downturned. "It is more that my body remembers the 

training. 

"Muscle memory," Charlie said. "You were probably 

a natural with fighting and weapons." 



Kal didn't agree or disagree. She was unsure what her 

natural abilities had been back then. However, she had 

recalled her shortcoming from her recent memory in Gaular. 

Dorlon had dropped her to the ground and was rather 

frustrated with her at the time. 

"Do you think you were always this muscular?" 

Charlie asked and poked Kal's nearest bicep. 

With a huff, Kal raised the prodded muscle until the 

blanket fell away and revealed it. She flexed her bicep with 

ease and smirked at Charlie's obvious stare. Arousal 

hummed in their bond. "Joh." She lowered her arm over 

Charlie's blanket-covered back. "From the memory about 

Raine, I was athletic and lean. I did not start to focus on 

building my muscles until after my ascension." The fact that 

she had access to a gym and equipment made it easier for her 

to work her body. At thoughts of the gym, she planned to 

follow her usual morning routine, lifting, a shower, then a 

visit to Tas. 

"Maybe I should start weightlifting," Charlie 

whispered, then hummed and scraped her fingertips over 

Kal's bicep. 

"I can teach you how to use the equipment," Kal said. 

She pictured spending time in the gym with Charlie and 

coaching her on how to use the equipment to build muscles. 

Charlie would probably become leaner over time from the 

training and produce more muscle mass later. Being a space 

mercenary didn't seem to lend to a lot of muscle. 

"Wait. I could use the equipment in your gym?" 

Charlie pulled her head back until their gazes somewhat met 

at an odd angle. "Seriously?" 

"Ja. Why can you not?" 

"Well, I'm not like a Kalmar." Charlie stiffened from 

Kal's low, warning growl. After Iceholde, all Earthlings on 

Kander were now considered Kalmar. She hastened to 

correct her mistake and said, "I meant not like a soldier or 



guard. I assume I can't just go using your weapons, 

equipment, hover cars, and whatever else." 

Kal huffed and reined in her Alpha's natural response 

to Charlie discrediting herself. "You are allowed to use 

whatever I authorize." She broke their stare and gazed up at 

the dark ceiling. "If I authorize you to have a rover, then you 

take it. If I say you can sit on my throne, then you will." Kal 

was the High Commander, and no one would deny her mate. 

If anyone attempted to, she would put them under her boot. 

For all that she sacrificed for her people, the least she could 

ask of them was to respect her mate. 

Charlie snorted, but she leaned in and kissed Kal on 

the cheek. "You know, I'm so glad you showed me how 

wrong I was about Alphas." 

Lifting an eyebrow, Kal turned her head toward 

Charlie, who glowed in the soft streams of early dawn. For a 

beat, her heart stuttered from Charlie's beauty, and she 

wanted nothing more than to make love to her mate. For 

eight years, she had felt little to nothing stirring inside of her. 

But Charlie's arrival had called to Kal's spirit, the sleeping 

parts of her that were Sumner. Every day after first meeting 

Charlie, Kal tasted more of her old self and fragments from 

her previous life bubbled to the surface. At first, she had 

struggled with what the changes meant, but Tas had 

reassured her that they were not wrong. Kal was not wrong. 

"You are caring, protective, and sweet," Charlie 

whispered and smiled, but it cracked after a beat. "I was 

stupid to believe the bullshit about Alphas." 

After a soft chuff, Kal considered what the humans 

once faced when they first landed on Kander. Charlie had 

been a child and the war bloodied her view of the Kalmar, 

especially Alphas. At that time, Omegas wouldn't have been 

battling against the humans. Kal was certain Dorlon's 

friendship with Charlie was a saving grace. Perhaps Charlie 

would have never returned to Kander if it weren't for Dorlon. 

With a frown, a twinge of uncertainty flickered deep inside 



of her. Did she owe Dorlon for prompting Charlie to return 

to Kander so that they could meet? 

"Hey," Charlie whispered and touched Kal's opposite 

cheek. "Where did I lose you? Perka gi if I offended you." 

A hint of her panic bled over into their bond. 

"Joh." 

"You got really distant." Charlie lifted her upper 

body and used her hands to hold herself up. She tilted her 

head some and swept her hair behind her right ear. "And 

bothered by something." 

Kal grumbled at their connection that could 

broadcast her rare emotions so easily. Their bond was 

teaching her a lot about Charlie's emotions, her own were 

fewer but loud when they did surface. Charlie was rather 

attuned to them now. After a sigh, she decided on honesty 

rather than brushing it aside. "You left Kander with a 

negative opinion of it. If it wasn't for your relationship with 

Dorlon, would you have ever returned to Kander?" 

"You mean had I not met Dorlon?" Charlie asked and 

pursed her lips when Kal nodded in answer. She echoed 

Kal's earlier sigh before a sad smile creased her mouth. 

"Your message offering me the rescue job came at a strange 

point in my life. My crew and I had just failed two missions. 

I had been booted out of the merc coalition before that. The 

ship needed repairs. We were low on stills." Kal considered 

why Charlie was smiling at all considering the situation. "I 

mean low enough that I wasn't sure I could fill the Pacifica's 

tanks or our bellies." 

"You were desperate for a job," Kal said. 

"Ja, but that's not what I'm getting at." Charlie 

chuckled but went somber and said, "I was reaching bottom 

with my merc business. It was going to take a lot of effort to 

get out of it. I was already weighing whether I wanted to 

keep going with it or do something else." She dragged her 

fingers through her messy hair and whispered, "I hadn't 

thought of Kander, Dorlon, Raine, the Marshalls, or New 



Earth since I’d left. But I did, right before I received your 

message." 

Kal studied Charlie's features in the growing light. 

She wanted to pull Charlie down, kiss and bite her. But the 

conversation wasn't done. 

"I didn't take the job because of Dorlon. I didn't even 

know she was behind it." Charlie lowered her head and 

brushed her nose along Kal's cheek until their lips touched. 

"I took the job because I was thinking a lot about Kander." 

She pressed her lips together but withdrew a little. "I was 

born on Earth, I survived on the Liberator, and I was raised 

on Kander." 

"Charlie," Kal murmured and tangled her hands into 

golden strands. The thread of uneasiness unraveled in her 

chest after Charlie discredited the notion that she might 

never have returned to Kander. Or that Dorlon was 

responsible for Kal's good fortune. 

"Kander was a home to me," Charlie whispered 

before she sealed their lips, but it was brief. Kal latched onto 

Charlie's hips and rolled them so that she was on top. Charlie 

whimpered after she settled underneath Kal. "Besides, you're 

the one that said Kander would pull me back." She tilted her 

head to the side and grinned at Kal. "I guess you were right." 

Kal grunted, then dipped lower until she found 

Charlie's neck. She tasted Charlie on her tongue and dragged 

her canines over delicate flesh. Her Alpha wanted to claim 

Charlie and make it known to all of Kander that Charlie was 

hers. As she traced the slight vein under Charlie's skin, she 

sensed her cock rising to the occasion. If she didn't back off 

now, they weren't leaving the room for a while. 

Moaning, Charlie craned her neck to the side and 

gave Kal even better access. Her nails curled into Kal's 

shoulder muscles. "Y-You're getting hard." 

Kal clamped her teeth around the outside of Charlie's 

ear and rumbled. She let go and said, "We have to stop." 



"What's the worst that can happen?" Charlie lifted a 

leg and pressed her knees against the underside of Kal's ass. 

"I run late to training?" 

"Joh. Andren will come here and break down the 

door." Kal was confident that her guard would do so, 

regardless of their mating session. It wouldn't stop Kal from 

chasing Andren away, but it would teach Charlie that 

indifference toward training was okay. She needed Charlie 

to remain focused on training. 

"You think so?" 

"You know Andren," Kal replied and lifted her head. 

Charlie's intoxicating scent was going to shred Kal's self-

control if she didn't leave the bed. "Time to start our day." 

And with swift movements, she vanished from the bed. 

Charlie pouted like a pup for a minute, then grumbled 

and rolled out of bed after Kal. She snared her techbit from 

the nightstand and tapped the screen while she walked over 

to the bench where her clothes sat. 

Kal was watching her mate while she dressed in her 

workout attire. Her hungry stare memorized Charlie's naked 

form and a slight groan worked its way into her chest when 

Charlie started to dress. She wanted to begin her day with 

fucking rather than weightlifting, but they both had 

obligations. As she pulled up her shorts to her waist, she 

forced her cock to fit into the small space. 

"You're going to burn a hole through my back," 

Charlie said, peered over her shoulder at her Alpha. Kal had 

already pulled on a pair of underwear and chest support. "I 

heard from Sres," Charlie said as she set her techbit down 

before getting dressed. "The new ship is supposed to arrive 

here today, but he's having the pilot bring it to Kardos." 

"Why?" Kal asked and made a mental note to inform 

Blade Perras about the incoming arrival. The new ship would 

be part of their mission to Serrato. The ship was smaller than 

the Betty May but faster. They planned to have two humans 



from New Earth pilot it, while a handful of Kalmar soldiers 

were assigned to it for the journey. 

"I think he prefers to give us the tour of the ship 

personally." Charlie pulled on a shirt and pants but didn't 

bother with her socks or boots. "It's his sales pitch." She 

grinned at Kal and was about to say more when Kaden 

entered the bedroom. 

Their locke stretched in the space between them and 

yawned before hanging out her tongue at Charlie. 

"Good morning, too, Kaden," Charlie teased and 

approached her. "Are you ready to run with us again?" 

Kal shook her head and padded into the bathroom but 

sensed Charlie on her heels. Somehow, they had grown 

comfortable enough around each other to use the bathroom 

at the same time. After they were both done preparing, they 

headed for the front door, but Kal pulled Charlie into her 

arms. "How are you feeling since Melissa's death?" 

Charlie leaned into her Alpha as her features became 

grim. "I try not to think about it a lot." Last night they had 

spent the evening in the suite that Charlie, Raine, and Andren 

shared together. Kal had arrived at dinnertime and found 

Charlie curled up on the sofa with Raine. It wasn't the first 

time she had seen them snuggled together. The sisters' recent 

closeness told Kal that they were comforting each other over 

Melissa's death. 

"But I keep replaying it in my head. I keep thinking 

about what I could have done differently to help her." 

Charlie leaned her temple against Kal's chest. "We just 

weren't expecting them to do something like that." 

"Joh." Kal placed her head against the top of Charlie 

and snuck a hand under Charlie's top. "We will avenge her." 

Charlie nodded and pulled away, reaching for her 

jacket hanging on the hook near the doors. "Tah for asking." 

She slung the jacket over her shoulder and smiled at Kal. "I 

guess I'll see you for dinner tonight?" she asked while 



opening the door. Her eyes roamed over Kal's muscular body 

that was left on display, thanks to the workout attire. 

"Ja." Kal traded a brief kiss with her mate once they 

stepped into the hallway. She went one way toward the 

stairwell while Charlie and Kaden went the opposite way to 

the elevator. Before she slipped into the stairwell, she stole 

a final glance at Charlie and rumbled at the possibility that 

today was another day without making love to Charlie. Her 

inner Alpha wanted nothing more than to mate with Charlie 

every day, asserting their bond. But it would have to wait 

awhile longer. 

* * * 

Kal yanked the heavy, creaky door of the temple until 

it was shut, blocking out the winter bite from outside. She 

brushed the snow out of her hair and stomped off most of the 

white dust from her black boots before she headed deeper 

into the temple. Today's harsh weather would drain Charlie 

faster in training. Kal hoped that Andren spent half their day 

in the barracks, utilizing a practice room. 

The sanctuary was empty, but Tas's faint scent 

lingered in the air. Following her nose, Kal entered the 

nearby hallway and knocked on the sealed office door. She 

heard Tas call to her, so she pushed her way into the warm 

room. 

"Turen, Kal." Eran smiled at her ruler and stood from 

her seat in front of Tas's desk. "How are you?" 

"Well," Kal replied and approached the two priests, 

who were conversing before Kal's arrival. "Are you staying 

warm, Eran?" 

Chuckling, Eran tucked her hands into the sleeves of 

her robe. "That is debatable, but we have managed to stay 

warm in here at least." 

"Are you both having trouble with your quarters?" 

Kal asked and looked between them both. 

Tas waved off Kal's concern and replied, "Eran is 

merely soft after being born in Siggi." 



Eran rolled her eyes at Tas and argued, "I believe I 

heard your teeth chattering last night." She gave Tas a 

pointed look. 

"Then I should send a mason," Kal stated and ignored 

the start of Tas's protest. "The temple is old and requires 

attention." She was displeased with both priests for not 

speaking up sooner about the temple's inability to retain heat. 

It was common practice for the temple to receive regular 

maintenance, but the priests were in charge of relaying the 

building's needs to Kal. 

Tas lowered her tablet onto the desk and argued, "It 

is far too cold for a mason to perform any work." She shook 

her head, folded her arms on the desk, and held Kal's steady 

gaze. "It will have to wait until spring." 

"Your quarters can be warmed enough that any 

masonry work can be completed," Kal said and waited for 

either of them to fight with her further. Eran was silent and 

exchanged a glance with Tas, who gave a soft rumble. 

"As you wish, Kal," Tas said. 

"I wish to keep you both comfortable," Kal 

responded as she smelled their pheromones submitting to 

her. She made a mental note to send out a guard from the 

Great Tower to retrieve a mason. She wanted it scheduled 

before they departed Kander with Charlie and the rest of the 

team. 

"Tah, Kal." Eran offered a smile that defused the last 

of the conversation. "I must be on my way," she said to Tas 

first, then looked at Kal. "I have been working with Jarl. He 

has been coming to the temple nearly every day, but with 

this weather he seems less inclined to come." 

"Sometimes our faith doesn't run as deep as our 

snow," Tas jested and grinned when Eran gave her a glare. 

"But I am pleased you're able to connect with him." She 

shifted her attention to Kal and explained, "He and I did not." 

Kal grunted and sympathized with Tas. She was 

grateful that Eran was making headway with Jarl, which 



gave her a better impression of him. He was in drastic need 

of help to find a new path in life other than Alpha Prime. The 

last alping of the year was quickly approaching, and Jarl 

would have to make his decision. "Tah for guiding him, 

Eran." 

Eran dipped her head in acceptance. "Of course, 

Kal." She straightened, slipped around the wooden chairs, 

and went behind her desk. She put on a heavier coat and 

picked up a text after putting on her gloves. "I will see you 

after lunch, Tas." 

"Until then," Tas agreed and watched her subordinate 

depart the office. 

Kal went over to the fireplace and loaded wood into 

it before it died on them. She pushed a few half-burned logs 

with a poker and watched the flames. From the corner of her 

eye, she noted Tas coming to her side. 

"You must be planning to stay a while." Tas 

indicated the rekindled fireplace before drifting to a 

cushioned armchair nearby. She crossed her legs and tucked 

her hands into her robe. "Should I prepare drinks?" 

"Joh, but tah," Kal replied and took the other 

armchair. She allowed her body to relax into it, finding it 

easy to do so around Tas. "Charlie and I will be departing 

Kander for a mission." 

"Oh?" Tas canted her head and her pheromones 

piqued with interest. 

"We will be journeying to Serrato in an attempt to 

work out an alliance," Kal said. Her features were a bit grim 

at the idea of allying with those maniacs who’d enslaved 

beings and attacked Tarrak. Granted they had kidnapped 

Victor Petrov, but only after he destroyed Charlie's ship and 

killed Charlie. The history between Kander and Serrato was 

painted in blood and hatred for each other. In the end, they 

still had a common and deadly enemy. It would take a 

conjoined effort to thwart the Sworne. 



"That is understandable, but you must be wary of 

Serrato." Tas was a priest first. Politics were outside of her 

realm. However, her concern shining through was a fair 

warning to Kal. Kander's well-being came first, even if the 

Sworne were a mutual enemy. "You will lose focus once you 

leave Kander." 

"I know." Kal stared into the dancing flames and 

considered her departure from Kander. In all of the planet's 

history, there had never been a High Commander who’d left 

the planet, their people, and their gods. "But Charlie will be 

at my side." 

"Ja. That I am grateful for." Tas shifted and remained 

quiet, but her scent indicated that she had more to say. Her 

lips pursed, then she sighed and said, "Are you certain about 

venturing into outer space? Perhaps Charlie can handle the 

alliance without—" 

"Joh." Kal turned her hardened features onto Tas, but 

she softened a degree. Tas wasn't at Iceholde when she and 

Charlie had been separated by Alpha Prime. Kal had made 

promises to Charlie after she’d forced down Tarsiss's escape 

shuttle and saved Charlie. "I will no longer send out Charlie 

on missions for Kander on her own." 

Tas swallowed and nibbled on her bottom lip while 

she stared at her lap for a minute. She nodded once and 

peered up at Kal. "I understand. There is no difference 

whether she goes alone, or you join her. The results will be 

the same." 

Kal blew out a puff of air after Tas accepted the 

situation. Tas's conclusion was honest and logical, like Kal's 

own. If Charlie left on a mission without Kal and didn't 

survive it, then Kal would be driven mad by the loss of her 

true mate. But if Kal joined Charlie on the mission and they 

failed, then it all ended together rather than light-years a part. 

The Spirit of Kalatas could then move onto the next finna 

sooner, rather than wait for Kal to drive herself into madness. 



With the topic at a close, Kal switched to other 

concerns she had when it came to the Sworne and facing 

them. "While I am gone, I wish for you to research the 

ancient alliance between the gods in our region." 

"You speak of the Nine Gods Alliance," Tas 

murmured and rubbed her brow. "That was many ages ago, 

before Kalmar." 

"Are there texts about it?" Kal asked, but her hopes 

were already dashed from Tas's bemused expression. "In 

Kander's records." 

"Perhaps only references about the alliance," Tas 

replied. "It may at least tell us who the nine gods were at the 

time." 

Kal rumbled and folded her hands in her lap. "It is a 

matter of whether or not our gods have had any interactions 

with those nine." 

"That's assuming those nine are still in existence. 

They could have passed into Tyna." A deeper crease started 

across Tas's brow. Her eyes were glazed and distant. "I 

believe one of the gods from the United Solar Federation is 

still active." 

Kal pursed her lips and shifted inward after mention 

of the United Solar Federation. They were a federation of 

three planets that refused to open its doors to other planets 

or races. One of the planets was ruled by an older god while 

another planet had five gods, at least it was rumored to. The 

last planet's two gods had merged into one within the past 

century. Kalatas was aware of their existence in the region, 

but only the older one held a name that surfaced to her mind 

from a Kal long gone. 

"Artarr," Kal whispered and opened her eyes after 

recalling the old god's name. "It is the god of Ar'ros." She 

canted her head at Tas, who had a curious stare. "Artarr is 

hundreds of centuries older than Kalatas. Perhaps a god from 

the Nine Gods Alliance." 



"What of the others?" Tas asked. "There must be 

more under the United Solar Federation." 

"Ja, but Kalatas is unsure who they are." 

Tas tapped a finger against the armchair and rumbled 

low. "There are many under the federation, which is a 

positive sign. We have a chance to have several join us." 

"The United Solar Federation is somewhat 

promising, though I will not hold out hope." Kal sighed and 

decided later she would need to speak to Charlie about 

different nations in the galaxy that could help them. It would 

have to wait until they were done with Serrato Corps. Even 

though Serrato Corps was farther into the galaxy than the 

United Solar Federation, they had older bullet weapons and 

artillery that could behoove them in a war against the 

Sworne. Kal suspected the United Solar Federation had 

moved forward with more advanced technology. 

"Much time has passed since that alliance, Kal." Tas 

centered her gaze on her ruler. "But I will research and 

attempt to converse with Kalatas." 

"When I return, we must contact those gods who will 

listen," Kal said and caught Tas's stern features. The amount 

of energy it required to travel to another plane was taxing, 

even planes that were a part of Kander. But the 

circumstances demanded it. They needed help if they were 

going to defeat the Sworne. Vaal-da had already lied after 

promising peaceful terms and trade. Melissa Hoyt was dead, 

blown into nothingness. Melissa's death was the true promise 

that the Sworne would do the same to Kander. 

"Will Charlie be assisting us?" Tas asked, her voice 

breaking Kal's thoughts. 

For a beat, Kal sat quiet and considered Charlie's 

current connection with the Spirit of Kalatas. The first 

moment that Kal met Charlie had been at the alping, and they 

had been at a distance from each other. Before Charlie had 

even crossed the threshold into the alping, Kal detected 

whoever was on the other side of the alping's doors had a 



link to Kalatas, like her own. Once Charlie entered the alping 

and stood before the throne, Kal caught Charlie's unique 

scent, and it had registered with Kal's Alpha. Charlie was 

Kal's true mate, and therefore an extension of Sumner. 

Another vessel for the Spirit of Kalatas to spill over into, if 

Charlie opened herself. 

It had been noreds, but Charlie was finding a place in 

her heart and body for the Spirit of Kalatas. Kal spent years 

learning the god spirit and how to harness it. Charlie seemed 

to be learning faster, perhaps spurred on by their roles as true 

mates to each other. Some Kalmar may frown upon Charlie's 

race as a human, but they couldn't deny her importance when 

she wielded the Spirit of Kalatas. 

After a deep breath, Kal said, "Ja. I have mentioned 

the plane of the gods to her. She was curious and seems open 

to accompanying us." 

Tas released a sigh and slouched a degree into the 

armchair. "That will be helpful for all of us." She folded her 

hands in her lap but turned her attention to the fireplace. "She 

is progressing well." 

"Ja. Faster than I was when I first learnt." Kal was 

filled with pride at her mate's ability to adapt and control the 

Spirit of Kalatas. 

"Will you teach her to heal soon?" 

"Perhaps in time," Kal replied. The ability to heal a 

living creature was complex, tiring, and difficult, but it was 

rewarding. She had first learned to heal simpler objects of 

nature, such as trees and plants before she attempted basic 

creatures like a worm or a fish. "But I will not push her. She 

must make these decisions on her own, from her own heart." 

"That is best," Tas agreed. In the past, she had guided 

Kal with the Spirit of Kalatas. Numerous times Kal grew 

frustrated with her inability to control the god spirit in a 

proper manner. A piece of Kal had expected that she would 

automatically know how to use the powers that had been 

passed on from the previous High Commanders. But they 



were memories, not abilities. Like every previous Kal, she 

had to master the Spirit of Kalatas, which had wrapped itself 

around her body, mind, and a piece of her soul that she 

shared with Charlie. Now, the Spirit of Kalatas had her 

complete soul with Charlie's return to Kander. 

"Her willingness to learn and make sacrifices must 

be organic," Tas said after another brief silence. 

Kal nodded at a topic she had become well aware of 

after ascending to her position. She was unsure what she’d 

given up from her old life, but she made the sacrifices 

necessary so she could become Kal and care for her planet. 

At a young age, she and Charlie had both lost their families, 

but Kal made the choice to leave home while Charlie was 

ripped from hers. Charlie might never achieve the same level 

of self-sacrificing, but Kal accepted that piece of her mate. 

In truth, Kal wanted Charlie to remain that way, because one 

of them needed to hold a selfish note in their life. Since their 

first meeting, Charlie had changed greatly and absorbed 

some of Kal's core values. 

"Perhaps I have taken on a fraction of my mate's 

selfishness," Kal murmured but looked to Tas, who raised an 

eyebrow at her. "I wish Charlie to remain unbound to the 

Spirit of Kalatas. To be free, unlike me." 

Tas shook her head and argued, "I'm afraid she is 

already bound." 



Epilogue 

 
"Welcome to outer space, Kal," Raine said in a 

cheery voice. 

Kal contained a groan and allowed her body to relax 

in the captain's chair after the whirlwind flight up to Kander's 

orbit. Her heartrate started to descend back to normal. 

Charlie and Raine were performing a check over the ship's 

systems, which gave both her and Andren a chance to 

breathe. 

Andren looked over her shoulder at Kal and 

whispered, "Are you all right, Kal?" 

"Never better," Kal murmured and wiped the sweat 

from her forehead. Her sarcasm hit the mark with her 

chuckling guard. 

"After being in space a few times, I don't mind it, but 

I hate the takeoff and landing parts." Andren shifted in the 

chair and pushed her hair back. "Especially if we're crashing 

instead of landing." 

Kal smirked and hoped that wasn't part of their 

pending adventure. If it was their fate, at least Charlie was 

well versed in landing under emergency situations. She 

shifted her attention to the cockpit screens below them and 

wondered at the view that the ship's eyes saw beyond 

Kander's orbit. There were dots of light, but it was mostly 

empty blackness. On the far-left viewing screen was a shell 

of a forgotten Sworne starship that once was the Liberator. 

One day Kal needed to hire scrappers to remove it rather than 

have it continue to loom over Kander like a bad omen. 

"All right. Let's break orbit and head for Lerto," 

Charlie ordered and started to touch the control panel. 

The Betty May's light vibration indicated the engines' 

higher output and the ship nosed forward toward the edge of 

Kander's orbit. Kal curled her fingers around the chair's arms 

and braced herself for what was to become of her. Even 



though Kander's reach into outer space was invisible, she 

sensed its limits creeping past the ship's nose, through the 

cockpit, and approaching the upper deck of the bridge. Then 

a burn tickled her fingertips; it was her final warning before 

the ship crossed the final reaches of Kander. 

Kal slammed her head into the chair when the 

scorching wave consumed her being. She howled in agony 

but held on as the Spirit of Kalatas was peeled back from her 

like several layers of skin. Her inner Alpha roared from the 

searing blade slicing through her head. Andren started to call 

for her, but her voice faded away along with the pain. 

Somehow, Kal was able to open her eyes, but she was 

in a different plane. In front of her, the Spirit of Kalatas was 

slithering away from her and rejoined a black flame that 

reshaped itself until it was someone familiar to her. 

"Turen, Sumner," Fairlee greeted her. 

Sumner smiled at seeing her sister, even though it 

was the Spirit of Kalatas assuming her form. She managed 

one step forward, but she was blocked from coming closer. 

Frowning, she looked to Fairlee for answers and raised a 

hand. 

"We have been separated," Fairlee explained and 

folded her hands in front of her body. She hummed with 

power and ancient greatness as she held Sumner's gaze. 

Everything about her called to Sumner's spirit. However, the 

barrier between them kept her from returning to the Spirit of 

Kalatas. 

Lowering her fist, Sumner nodded and said, "It was 

expected." She noticed that Fairlee was a little farther away 

than a moment ago. "Have I descended?" 

"Joh." Fairlee smiled in reassurance, her voice 

strong, and her black eyes locked on Sumner. "I will wait 

here for you and your true mate's return." 

Sumner tried to move closer again, but an unmovable 

weight was around her ankles. She glared at her legs, then 

gazed across at Fairlee. "Tah for trusting us to handle this 



mission." The Spirit of Kalatas could have kept her anchored 

to Kander, but instead her god gave her its blessing to seek 

an alliance with Serrato Corps. 

"You are no less strong without us," Fairlee said with 

a thunderous voice. She started to turn into thin whisps and 

drifted away one string at a time. "You are the High 

Commander and my finna," she whispered before vanishing 

into the blackness. 

"Joh," Sumner whispered after Fairlee left her. Her 

heart throbbed with despair even if it was the Spirit of 

Kalatas rather than her actual sister. The sharp wash of white 

light poured around her, blinding her. 

"Kal?" Charlie called and fear laced her voice. 

"Come on." 

Sumner followed her bond to her true mate. Her link 

to the Spirit of Kalatas was once the strongest bond she had 

ever known, until she met Charlie. As she gasped for air, her 

weakened body melted into the captain's chair, then she 

sensed two fingers pressed against her throat. 

"Kal?" Charlie repeated and held Sumner's cheek. 

"What the hell happened?" Raine demanded near 

Charlie. 

"I-I don't know," Charlie lied. She was well aware of 

what happened to Sumner, but Charlie was covering for her. 

Sumner silently thanked her mate for protecting her. 

"Krafka," she murmured to Sumner. 

With a moan, Sumner blinked against the bridge's 

blinding lights, but she regarded Charlie, who came into 

focus. She sat up from her slumped position and studied 

Charlie's gorgeous features that tugged at her spirit. Inside 

of her, their bond was flooding her after having it restricted 

by the Spirit of Kalatas. Without that barrier, Sumner and 

Charlie had an open line between them. "Charlie," she 

whispered in a rough voice. 

Charlie lowered to her knee and held Sumner's gaze 

during her steady decent. For a brief instant, they 



communicated on another level that few could understand, 

much less duplicate. Sumner breathed in until her chest 

started to hurt, but it also felt amazing to be free. The Spirit 

of Kalatas was gone and the entire world around her was 

beautiful. But the most captivating being in the universe was 

knelt before her. Sumner couldn't tear away from the 

richness of Charlie's sky-blue eyes, or how golden strands 

framed Charlie's rosy features. Charlie had a faint vertical 

scar curving up from the right side of her jaw? Perhaps she 

always had it, and Sumner could actually see it for the first 

time. 

Andren shifted next to Sumner's right side, which 

broke Charlie from her silent communication. 

"Can you both give us a few minutes alone?" Charlie 

asked her friends. 

"Ja," Andren replied as she went around Sumner's 

chair, snaring at Raine before she could protest. The bridge's 

door sealed behind them once they were gone. 

Charlie reached into her Alpha's lap and intertwined 

their hands. After a swallow, she whispered, "Sumner?" The 

tremble at the end of her voice confirmed that Charlie knew 

who was seated in front of her. 

Kal was gone. 

Charlie smelled of the sweetest tunj fruit with warm 

vanilla, laced with a touch of spice. Sumner was familiar 

with Charlie's unique scent, but it was powerful now and 

called to her. She wanted to hold Charlie, breathe her in, taste 

her, and etch Charlie's scent across her heart. But then she 

caught an acidic twist when Charlie's worry spiked in their 

bond. Sumner's Alpha rumbled with concern and the need to 

protect her mate. 

Gasping, Charlie clutched Sumner's hands harder 

and whispered, "You are Sumner." 

After the declaration, Sumner couldn't fight the smile 

that curled her lips back. Charlie was right. She was Sumner 

again in mind, body, and spirit. 



 

The End 
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