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DAGNY TÄREINAR IS ON her way to Earth to start her new life. Not that she knows what that’ll be like –a long-time widow with grown children, she hardly knows who she is anymore.

Being forced into retirement is turning him bitter. Niall sidKalvr knows it, but he can’t help it, either. He’s ending his long career in the Fenrir Army to become a farmer, of all things.

Neither of them expect to be saviors, the leaders of a small rebellion. But when enemy soldiers invade their pack ship, Niall and Dagny are forced to work together to protect and care for their shipmates and themselves, despite the distracting life-scent trying to draw them together. A scent that indicates they’re meant to be together for the rest of their lives. However long – or short – that may be.
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BY THE YEAR 2225, HUMANS have come a long way – and in colonizing a habitable planet in the Cygnus constellation, they’ve finally drawn the attention of the intelligent alien life they’d been looking for. Broadening Earth’s frontiers into the galaxy means taking a crash course in inter-alien relations. The people of Earth are no longer startled at the sight of a wide variety of life forms, like the Fenrir. 

New neighbors bring innumerable benefits to humanity, but also a few problems. Earth was drawn into conflict with the Cancri Axis, and though the Axis was defeated after a long war, they haven’t entirely given up the fight. The Strathori, part of the defeated Axis, have begun a series of terrorist attacks on the Earth and its Allies. 

Humans and Fenrir need to maintain their united front to face this new enemy threat. But some feel the time has come for the alliance to end.
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NIALL SIDKALVR STRUGGLED to hide his limp as he strode down the passageway of the massive ship. He was doomed to suffer humiliations. His left leg had been blown off above the knee a few years back in battle, and this morning he had pulled the muscle supporting his prosthesis by slipping on spilled juice in the mess hall. With his luck, he’d die while sitting on the head.

Well, he sure as Hel wasn’t dying aboard the SufRudel pack ship. Retirement, they called it. He knew when he was being tossed out with the garbage. After more than twenty-eight years of active duty with the Fenrir military, he was too old to be of service anymore.

Fine. Not a problem. He had plans. In two days he’d be on the transport shuttle, leaving the pack ship behind as he made his way back to his home planet of Fenrir. Where he could die on the toilet in his sister’s house, probably of boredom.

The package tucked under his arm crinkled in its wrapping. He didn’t want anyone to see the old clothes inside as he walked past his trainees. Bad enough they knew the old man was crippled. Gods knew what they’d think if they saw the worn fabric, but it was the only civilian clothing he had.

His sister and brother-in-law were farmers. No need for nano-suits or dress blacks when you were plowing fields, or whatever they did. The shirt and trousers were a relic of ages past, when he’d first signed on as a recruit. He was pretty sure they wouldn’t even fit him anymore. Almost three decades of training and exercise had given him bulk and muscles he couldn’t have dreamed of as a young pup. But his old clothes would have to do until he got back to Fenrir and could find something that fit him better.

Unfortunately, they had accumulated a couple of minor tears through all the years of packing and unpacking, so he was off to the tailor to see what could be done to fix them.

Turning the corner into the short passageway, he looked around to see if anyone had a line of sight on him, and let himself grimace. He’d pulled the Hel out of his left quad, and the thigh muscle was barely holding the weight of the prosthetic.

When he got back to his quarters, he’d take off the false limb and give the muscle a good rubdown with the last of the liniment he’d been given by one of his former trainees.

Then he’d take the leg and use it to beat the shit out of whatever recruit spilled juice on the floor. But until then, he was just going to have to suck it up.

Niall straightened. He needed to take his own advice and regrow his balls. He didn’t tolerate whining in his recruits, and he damn sure wouldn’t put up with it in himself. So he was old. It was better than dead. So he was in pain. Big fandene deal. He had shit to do and people to see.

Determined to move on, he shoved open the door of the alteration shop without paying attention, then jumped back at the feminine yelp he encountered.

A flash of dark eyes and the whip of a thick braid assaulted him as they tangled in the doorway. The package under his arm slid away, and they both reached for it. He felt the pressure of her foot on his, but it didn’t hurt. His body continued to twist and his already abused thigh muscle decided to give up the fight, but not before nailing him with the extra agony he needed to make his day complete.

“Skitsfander!” he bellowed, the foul word grating out before he could pull it back.

Flaming pain seared a path from his thigh, through his groin, and straight up his spine, burning up his pelt stripe along the way.

“I’m so sorry,” she gasped. The words were deafening to his oversensitive ears, but he couldn’t apologize. He could barely breathe. It was all he could do just to keep down the scream that rose in his throat.

And he would go to his grave before he admitted that what finally escaped sounded like the most unmanly of whimpers.

Warm arms wrapped around his chest, and caught him before his leg collapsed beneath him.

“Oof,” she grunted as she took his weight.

He allowed his eyes to open when he was sure he wasn’t going to cry like a cub, and looked down at the woman holding him. She was shorter than most Fenrir females, but she was still a good height for him to grab her shoulder helplessly as another fiery wave of pain passed through him.

He breathed through it, leaning on her more than he wanted to. Godsdamned weakness.

“I’m fine, ma’am,” he said when he finally got his voice back.

“Tell me another one, soldier.” She snorted, a faint, not very feminine sound. On any other day, he might have been amused. Today was not that day, and he was not going to let some tiny civilian prop him up and be entertained by his pain.

Niall straightened, blinking through the agony, and pushed away from her. His muscles were too strained to give him the control he needed to put any weight on the leg without buckling, and he was forced to catch himself against the edge of the counter.

The electrical impulses that connected the living flesh to the metal misfired in rapid, random twitches, but he knew that the nanites – minuscule computers that formed the basis of their technology – were already working on repairing any damage that might have been done to the prosthesis. It was his truncated muscle that was the problem.

He was the problem. Old, weak, injured, useless. He clenched his palm, needing the little bite of claws digging into his skin to get a grip on his flailing thoughts. But all he could think was that she had laughed at him.

Holding his weight on one side, he glared down at her.

Petite, only six feet tall, and very likely around his age, the woman was no warrior. Her cheeks were plump, and pretty jewelry adorned her slender wrists and throat. Her breasts and hips curved lusciously under a simple civilian vest, tunic and trousers made of something soft and flowy, and she wore strappy, impractical shoes that showed off her toes.

He looked more closely. Baldr’s balls. Toe rings. She wore two sparkling toe rings, each around the second toe of her slender, soft feet. He shifted uncomfortably, a lick of fiery pain from his thigh reminding him of his anger.

“I said, I’m fine. Now, why don’t you see if you can finish your business without stepping on someone else’s toes?”

The expression on her face went from warm concern to shock to icy indifference in the time it took him to totter to the bench that lined the wall.

He didn’t want to watch her, but he couldn’t help himself. Without looking at him, she bent at the knees, all poise and elegance, and picked up the package he’d dropped. The wrapping had come undone, and his clothes, threadbare and torn, spilled out. She ran a finger over
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