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  Tia's life has been defined by avoiding the priesthood, so when she finds herself on a foreign world with seductively familiar males, she is  conflicted.  General  Jenner  Mathwin  is  striking  and  his  voice sends her body into a full-on riot. Can she trust him when it comes to offering her for sacrifice or will the Lassing priesthood tear her to pieces? She really hopes that her trust is earned because when she offers herself to the star's avatar, she will be tied hand and foot in a public forum. It may be a little late to change her mind once they bind her… 
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Chapter One 






The flaring lights and panicked beeping of the shuttle caused Oritia to  scramble at  the controls.  "Computer,  identify  the  problem  with the shuttle." 


The  crisp  voice  answered  her,  "Meteor strike  has disabled left engine.  A  course  has  been  plotted  to  the  nearest  planet  with habitable atmosphere." 


The  beeping  and  lights  swiftly  got  on  her  nerves.  "Computer, disable the  warning  indicators.  I  acknowledge  the  problem.  What planet are we heading for?" 


The  computer  paused  as  it  sent  probes  to  the  local  satellites. "Emicar  IV.  Colonized  in  3834.  Population—mixed  race  with seventy percent being Hashka or Hashka blends." 


Oritia  groaned and flexed her hands on the controls. Her body flared happily. It was pleased with the thought of being found out. 


Her  whole  flight  through  the  stars  had  been  to  get  away  from Hashka men. The supply of meds to suppress her mating scent was wearing thin, but she bolted some down as the com unit chirped with an incoming transmission. 


"Shuttle. This is Emicar IV spaceport. Our instruments indicate you are in distress." 


"Confirmed,  Emicar  IV.  My  shuttle  will  not  be  able  to  reach another port. I would like to request permission to land." 


"Shuttlecraft, with your engine damage, you will not be able to land. We are dispatching a rescue vessel from the orbital station." 


Shit! "Acknowledged. I will be prepared for a grapple." 


"Shuttlecraft, you will be extracted for safety and your shuttle hauled to the station for repair." 


"Confirmed. Awaiting contact from the orbital station. Reducing speed and gliding in." 


"Excellent. We hope to see you safe and sound, miss." 


Right, her voice had given her away. She quickly scrambled to 


her  feet  and  raced for  her luggage. With  a  wince,  she  shoved her tunics and trousers into the airlock and blew it, scattering her clothes into space. In seconds, they were far behind. 


Misrael clothing was not flattering, but it covered her from head to toe. The hood and loose drape of fabric that covered her face were uncomfortable, but until she had enough money to repair the shuttle, she  would have  to  deal. The  long,  loose  robes over flowing pants covered      all      of      her      skin      except      her      hands.      She      rubbed      the scent-deadening      cream      into      her      hands      and      ran      an      interior atmospheric  check.  A  trace  of  her  hormones  remained,  but  she wasn't going to risk blowing the air out of her shuttle to erase her presence. 


Gowned, robed and covered, she stowed her suppression meds in her breast band and waited. 


The  rich  voice  of  a  Hashka  male  rolled  through  the  com  unit while  she  waited.  "Shuttlecraft,  this  is  the  rescue  ship,  Echo  Star. Prepare for magnetic grapple and boarding." 


His ship was next to her in seconds. She was trembling, not with fear of the inevitable failure of the shuttle but with his approach. 


Oritia  was  a  fugitive,  but  on  her  home  world,  her  death  was certain. She was a latent psychic and on Morvigeth that meant that when she went into heat, she was to be sacrificed to the Hashka god, Lassing. Her family helped her flee, but she knew that pursuit would be swift in coming. 


The hiss of the door being opened surprised her, but she stood and approached the man who entered. 


His dark hair was tightly braided against his head, blue-bronze skin  and  midnight  eyes  with  stars  burning  in  them  captured  her attention. From under her  mask,  she  took  in  his  terrifyingly  wide shoulders clothed in a deep blue tunic with silver and black piping, tight trousers and knee-high boots. She licked her lips and then bit them as he focussed on her. 


She  swallowed  heavily  as  she  noticed  his  nostrils  flaring.  He approached her, taking in her clothing. "Miss, you are alone? Your shuttle is fairly banged up." 


She  cleared  her  throat  and  answered  in  Common.  "I  am. Apparently, a meteor struck me. It damaged an engine." She didn't add that it had been taken from a repair lot near her home. 


He took in her Misrael clothing and bowed formally. "Please join 


me in my craft. May I have your name?" 


"Tia  Soveen."  It  was  an  abbreviation  of  her  first  name  and  a reversal of her last. 


"May I call you Tia?" 


"You may. I do not hold to Misrael formality here." She gestured for him to take in the interior of the shuttle. 


"Do you have personal effects?" 


She walked in front of him and heard and felt him scenting her again. "No. I was on a short hop and was struck by a small meteor shower.  I  thought  I  dodged  them  all,  but  apparently,  I  was mistaken." 


He laughed—a strained sound. 


Oritia      smiled,      her      senses      were      dulling      to      his      voice,      the medication was working. When she was in heat, even her sense of hearing was affected. She could shake at the rich croon of any male long enough for him to scent her heat, then the chase would be on. 


Her mother procured the medication for her on the black market and  it  had  been  of  use  in  keeping  her  condition  from  public knowledge. Her gene typing had showed the latent psychic ability when  she  was  young,  the  priests  had  simply  watched  and  waited until she showed signs of being in heat. When she was eighteen, the priests of  Lassing  had  taken her  to  watch  the sacrifice  of another psychic. A young woman of nineteen years. The woman had been pierced  in  the  wrists,  ankles  and  a  twelve-inch  dagger  had  been thrust between her thighs, the screams of agony continued until they stabbed her in the heart. A sacrifice to Lassing. 


Oritia had vomited on the robes of the priest that brought her. He had jerked back in disgust, but let her run home. Until she was in heat, they had no right to keep her. 


A gentle hand on her arm led her out of her memories and into the seat  next  to  the  pilot's.  He  buckled  himself  in  and  flipped  a  few toggles. She gasped as she saw the shuttle float by. "My ship!" 


"It will be retrieved and you will be able to arrange repairs if they can be made. A ship that old, I don't know if we have the parts." 


He hit the thrusters and she kept her shuttle in sight as long as she could. It had been her home for two weeks and it represented her family's dedication to her survival. Now, here she was headed for an orbital station over a planet filled with a race that followed the same god  as  her  own.  It  seemed  she  could  fall  into  death  wherever  it 


appeared. 


They approached the station and then veered toward the planet. "Where are we going?" 


"There are no accommodations suitable for you on the station. Clothing  will  be  arranged  while  you  wait  for  your  ship  to  be assessed." 


She had no money. All of her credit slips would lead right back to her if the priests ran a scan. "Is there a way for me to earn money while  I  am  here?  I  have  limited  means  and  the  repairs  will  be expensive, I am sure." 


"Just a moment." 


He opened the com and spoke to the ground control in Hashka, "Ground control, this is the rescue vessel. I need clothing suitable for a Misrael female and can you look into getting a work permit for her?" 


"A  female  Misrael?  Wants  to  work?  That's  a  new  one."  The officer snickered into the com, his Hashka was not as smooth as her rescuer. "Will do. See you on the ground, General Mathwin." 


Oritia  flinched  when  she  heard  his  rank,  but  since  she  was supposed  to  be  Misrael, there was  no  way  she  could  have  known what  they  said.  The  ground  officer  was  correct.  Under  normal circumstances,  no  Misrael  woman  would  stoop  to  working,  but thanks to her friend, Vorcla, she knew that that was not always the case.  Vor  had  offered  the  clothing  as  a  last-ditch  effort  to  avoid detection. 


Less than an hour in, it seemed to be working. 





She  moved  with  the  practiced  glide  that  those  who  wore  the robes  demanded.  Vorcla's  mother  had  trained  her  in  the  ladylike slide  of  her  feet  on  the floor  and  not even another Misrael would ever dare to look under the  robes. The species was so secretive it was amazing they even spoke to outsiders. 


"Call  me  Jenner,  please,  Tia."  General  Mathwin  escorted  her from  the  ship,  her  hands  folded  in  her  robes.  "I  requested  extra clothing and a job card for you. They should be ready by now." 


"It is inappropriate. What is your family name, sir?" 


He sighed and rolled his eyes, "Mathwin. I am General Mathwin of the Emicar IV Planetary Defence." 


"Thank you, General Mathwin." Holding to formality was going 


to be hard. Her life had been casual up until now. 


"A quick check in at our medical facility and we will be on our way." 


Her  throat  closed  and  she  swayed.  He  caught  her  and  quickly released her. "Is there a problem? It seems a stroke of luck that we are on our way to see the doctors." 


"Nothing.  Just  lightheaded.  I  haven't  eaten  today  and  with  the stress, it has weakened me slightly. I will be fine." She restored her hands to her sleeves and walked with him, quaking internally. 


The  medical  scans  were  non-invasive.  Merely  looking  for airborne pathogens. 


"Please extend your hand." The doctor was diffident and when she complied, she took a quick blood sample. 


She  was  alone  in  the  examination  room  with  the  physician. General Mathwin was waiting outside. "May I ask a question?" she asked the doctor in Common, almost using her mother tongue by mistake. 


"Of course." 


"If I am healthy, are these reports private?" 


She blinked at Tia in confusion. "What do you mean?" 


Tia cleared her throat. "I am confident I am in good health, but I do not wish the medical reports to become public beyond reporting that I am healthy." 


"We have to identify your species to make sure you are in spec." 


"Could you lock the door please?" 


Bemused, the doctor complied and approached again. 


Taking a deep breath, Tia swept her concealing drape away. "As you can see, I do not quite meet Misrael specifications." 


The woman gasped in surprise. "Why are you hiding?" 


"It's a matter of life and death, literally. I can only tell you that I have committed no crime and am fleeing for my life." 


"The General can surely…" 


"It is best that no Hashka know that I am here. Can I rely on your discretion?" She touched the mind of the doctor lightly. The woman would indeed keep her secret. The doctor had a romantic streak and she imagined that Tia was fleeing an arranged marriage. 


Tia blinked in amazement. She had never before done something like  that.  She  swiftly  moved  the  veil  back  into  place  to  hide  her shock. 


"You can. Do you need anything?" 

This was a tricky matter. "Do you have any Chromial?" 

The doctor blinked in surprise. "It is illegal to own or sell." 

Tia closed her eyes tightly. It was just her luck to be carrying a restricted substance. "Do you have anything that restricts a woman's heat?" 


The doctor cocked her head and thought. "I have two other drugs and a cream. The cream will keep your skin from showing the signs and  dampen  your  scent.  It  will  also  help  with  your  pallor.  It  has pigments in it that will keep you looking healthy." 


She crossed the room and started to root around in the cupboard. She retrieved some bottles and a huge jar. When she handed over the jar, she admonished. "You need to cover yourself with the cream. Everywhere. That includes vulva and labia. You also need to insert your  fingers an  inch or  two to  stop any stimulation from  creating natural lubrication. That is where you carry most of your scent, as you probably well know." 


Getting  that  direct  briefing,  she  wondered  how  to  explain  the bottles and jars. 


"Now. The Scorian will make you a little dizzy and nauseous, but I  have  given  you  enough  of  it  and  the  Morclin  for  a  month.  That should reduce your heat to tolerable levels and conceal it." 


"Thank you, Doctor." 


"Doctor Sheelin. Come back any time if  you need anything at all." She held out her hand and Tia shook it. 


She hopped off the table to the floor and the doc swiftly placed all the items in a bag. She handed the bag back to Tia and escorted her to the door. 


General Mathwin was waiting outside. 


"She's fine, General. Just a few skin lesions that should heal in time. I have given her something to help fight infection." The doctor was calm and cheerful. 


"Thank you, Doctor. Tia, please come with me." 


He led her out of the medical facility and into the sunlight. Tia bemoaned her inability to enjoy the rays on her skin. 


The streets were well kept and cheerful. It was a friendly looking place and it felt safe. Part of Tia sighed in relief at feeling safe. The rest of her was on guard. 


"General Mathwin?" 


"Yes,  Tia?"  The  words  came  out  awkwardly  as  if  he  was uncomfortable addressing her. 


"How did an officer of your rank come to be on duty today?" 


He turned and smiled  at the waving  fabric that  covered her.  "I took the standby position today because most men are preparing for the Lassing festival." 


The very name made her queasy. "Lassing festival?" 


"To honour Lassing, our god of fertility. He guided our landing to this world and made us prosperous and fruitful. We honour him this month." He didn't tell her how. 


His  cheeks  had  darkened  and  she  wondered  at  the  blush,  then remembered her costume. 


"I see." 


"Your  requiring  work  is  fortuitous.  With  most  folks  going  to their clan holdings for the festival, help is required in the port." 


He reached into his  pocket and extended a bracelet.  "It is your work  visa.  While  you  were  in  with  the  doctor,  I  got  the  docking information      for      your      shuttle.      The      value      for      basic      repairs      is astronomical." 


She sighed and put the bracelet on. It clicked together. 


"It will fall off when your visa expires. At that point, you will be placed on a ship to the next station or you will have the right to get your employer to sign a writ of employment. I will check on you in a day or two and bring you what clothing I can scrounge up." His lips curved in a smile and she blinked. It was as if the statues of Lassing back home had turned from a scowling countenance to a smile. 


His chiselled lips made her heart beat faster, heat pooled in her womb and she bit her lip to distract her from the hormonal rush he was triggering. "Thank you for your assistance. You have been very kind. I don't know why." 


He  chuckled  and  led  her  through  the  front  door  of  a  tavern. "Neither do I." 


Chapter Two 






"I can't believe I hired a Misrael barmaid." Shewna smiled as Tia returned with empty glasses and additional orders. Two weeks later and she still couldn't believe it. 


The  draped  woman  had  an  instinct  for  serving  that  made  the other barmaids look like newbies. Tia could cruise past a table and come  away  with  drink  orders  and  food  requests  in  a  matter  of seconds.  It was like  having  a colourful  ghost  floating  and serving the men and women who chose the Burning Orb to relax in. 


Tia's tips alone were astonishing. For someone who didn't show any cleavage or leg, she raked in the extra money with little effort. 


"I don't know how you do it, Tia, but if you keep it up, you might have your ship paid for in no time." 


Tia  chuckled,  "Thank  you,  Shewna.  Without  your  kindness,  I would not be close to even starting payments." 


A  group  of  Hashka  came  in  and  took  a  table  in  Tia's  section. Shewna  recognized  a  few  of  them  as  chronic  troublemakers.  She was  going  to  warn  her  ghost  in  blue,  but  the  woman drifted over before she could say a word. 


Shewna  blinked  as  one  of  them  made  a  grab  for  Tia  and  she moved  out  of  reach  before  he  could  make  contact.  The  truculent man got to his feet and made another lunge. 


Tia dodged again. 


He chased her and she led him around in a circle until his lunge took him back into the seat he had vacated. 


Calm as stone, Tia took the orders from the table that was now restraining their companion. 


Smoothly, she turned and walked back to the bar and when the male lunged at her again, she stepped swiftly out of the way. The crowd in the Burning Orb applauded while the bouncer expunged the troublemaker from the bar. 


"How did you do that, Tia?" 


The  cowled head inclined  toward  her,  "Practice and instinct. I didn't like his voice." 


That statement made Shewna freeze. It was a Hashka reference to finding a man's voice unappealing for the purposes of mating. She had never heard another race use it. She looked more closely at Tia, trying to see under the fabric, but it was of no use. 


"He  may  stay  around  for  revenge.  Don't  go  home  without Raven's escort again." 


"Yes, Shewna. Here is the order." 


Shaking her head, Shewna filled the drink order while Tia floated away to gather empties and take orders for refills. 


There was something not quite Misrael in that woman. 





* * * * 





Tia sensed the moment that General Mathwin entered the Burning Orb. Her body throbbed and his low tones made her ears strain to hear him. He joined one of her tables and she drifted over to take his order. 


"Tia, how are you enjoying working at the Burning Orb?" 


She inclined her head. "I enjoy it very much. It is always busy and very interesting." 


"I am on call, so I will just have a caf." 


She inclined her head again, took the refill orders for the rest of the table and steeled her knees for the walk back to the bar. 


Her body reacted fiercely to him and she was terrified that he would be able to scent her. 


She waited for the caf and placed it on the tray with the refills, carrying it over to him and his table as quickly as she could. 


The arch of his nose fascinated her as his nostrils flared while she handed over the caf. He looked up at her, startled by something and he tried to glare his way through her clothing. If anyone's eyes could have managed it, it would have been his. 


With a nod, she turned and attended her other tables. A few of the Hashka males lifted their heads as she passed and that was enough for her. 


"Shewna, I must leave." 


The  concerned  woman  looked  her  over.  "Aren't  you  feeling well?" 


"A little dizzy. It must have been that dance that I did with the angry one," she laughed lightly. 


"Go. Do you want me to send Raven or Harl with you?" 


"No, Shewna. I will be fine." She left by the back door as quickly as she could, heading down the alley. A shadow separated from the wall and she came face to face with the furious face of the man she had danced with. 


"Time to show what is under those layers." His tone was raw on her ears. Her Hashka instincts screamed for her to run away, so she did. 


She  was  halfway  back  to  the  Orb  when  another  shadow  came toward her. 


"Get down, Tia." 


Following the instructions of the black-magic voice, she tumbled to the alley floor. The shriek of a stunner echoed over her head and a scream and a thud followed immediately. 


Her  hands  were  bloody  and  her  robes  were  torn.  Tia's  knee throbbed  and  she  got slowly  to  her feet,  her practiced  grace long gone. 


"Are you all right?" 


"I am fine, General Mathwin. I will get one of the bouncers to escort me home." 


He looked down at her and sighed. "I will take you." 


Those  words  echoed  in  her  ears.  On  her  home  world,  that sentence would have been enough to start a courtship. 


Pain dulled her hormonal reactions, but his nostrils still flared. 


"Where are you living?" 


"A small apartment on Bore Street. It isn't far. I won't detain you long." 


With  no  warning,  he  lifted  her  into  his  arms.  "You  hurt  your knee, your hands are bleeding." 


She  shuddered  at  the  contact  of  the  broad  plane  of  his  chest against hers and he took it as a different sort of shudder. 


"Are you injured elsewhere? Should I take you to medical?" 


"No, just thwarted adrenaline from the near miss." 


He  walked  with  her  in  his  arms,  drawing  stares  and  some concerned remarks. Tia was amazed that they were asking about her well-being. The cynical part of her wondered if they would react the same if they knew she had been using her psychic talents to serve 


them at the Orb. 


With  her  body cradled against him, her  scent  had  to be  hitting him  strongly.  She  tried  to  stay  perfectly  still  and  think  thoughts about drinking capacity while he carried her to Bore Street. 


She pointed out her apartment, moving as little as possible. His grip tightened every time the wind blew and even she could smell her own heat. The drugs weren't working anymore. 


The  only  saving  grace  was  that  he  didn't  know  she  was  not  a Misrael. 


"Which apartment." 


"Third  floor, first  on the  right." She fumbled her  key out from under her gown and when he paused outside the door, she opened it. 


General Mathwin carried her in and gently deposited her on the bed.  She  perched  on  the  edge  of  the  bed  while  he  examined  her hands. "You hurt them quite badly. You will not be able to return to work tomorrow." 


"I will wear gloves." 


"You will not be able to lift anything. Wait here." He stood and walked into the bathroom. 


She heard running water and when he returned, he had her small aid kit and a series of wet towels. He wrapped her hands in warm towels and she hissed as he held her still. 


"There is dirt in the wounds and we need to soak it out." 


"Fine. Thank you." 


"I have washed your Scorian and Morclin down the drain, by the way." He didn't look into her hood when he said it, but she hissed and tried to pull her hands loose. 


"I need them." 


"You don't. I will remove you from the city and nature can take its course." There was an anticipatory gleam in his eyes. 


With her hands bound in the towels, he reached out and removed her drape and hood. His gasp was gratifying, but his shock was not precisely flattering. 


"Hashka. But not from Emicar. Your skin bears the mark of a different sun, but your hair…" 


She knew what he was marvelling at. Her yellow hair had strands of blue, green, gold, red, purple and colours that she couldn't name. Her eyes were dark with the same rainbow dancing inside. 


"Since my ruse has failed, I will await my death. My people will 


find me soon and then I will die at the hands of our priests." 


He sat back on his heels, "What priests?" 

"The priests of Lassing. They have sworn to kill me when I go into heat, to please their god." 


His eyes widened in shock, "Kill you? Lassing doesn't demand Hashka deaths." 


"If  you  are  psychic, female and in heat. On my world you are dragged to the temple and splayed out before being stabbed to death in a horrific manner." 


A hot flare came into his eyes. "A psychic?" 


"Yes. How else do you think I could serve drinks from inside a tent?" She had slipped into Hashka without thinking about it. 


He  tore  the  fabric  over her  knee  and  placed  his  lips  on  the  red skin. 


The touch of his mouth on her sent a bolt of heat through her and she shuddered in reaction. 


He looked up at her with his pupils dilated and his breath coming rapidly. "Come with me." 


He  lifted  her  and  since  her  hands  were  still  bound,  she  didn't fight  him.  Well,  she  didn't  fight  him  until  the  moment  that  they approached the temple of Lassing. She didn't take any notice of her surroundings, merely fought her hands free of the towels and started to scratch and claw at any piece of skin she could reach. 


He hissed and changed his grip. He  stopped, pinned  her  hands behind her back and walked her into the heart of the temple. 


In  the  centre  was  the  same  type  of  cross  that  she  had  seen  at home, but this one was set at an angle that sloped the great X into a reclining      position.      A      priest      came      toward      them      with      a      kind expression on his face, but the tears filling Tia's eyes blurred it. 


"Jenner, what brings you here?" 


The  priest  was  looking  her  up and  down,  her muddy  and  torn clothing confusing him. 


"A  psychic  has  appeared  on  Emicar,  just  in  time  for  the culmination of the festival." 


The priest looked delighted. He rushed up to her and kissed her cheek. "Bless you, child. This is one day that the people of the city won't forget." 


"I have seen the Lassing sacrifice on Morvigeth. I know I won't survive this one." She shuddered and put her head down. There were  still two weeks in the festival, she might have chance to survive. 


The priest looked shocked. "Morvigeth. No wonder. They have demented  the  holy  scrolls  in  an  effort  to  keep  their  people powerless. Emicar is quite different. You will survive the sacrifice and live to tell the tale." He stroked her cheek in a fatherly manner. 


He could obviously see the scepticism in her dark rainbow eyes. "Bring her, Jenner." 


Jenner  carried  and  dragged  her  forward.  He  hauled  her  to  the cross. It was padded with leather for comfort, no blood stained it. The priest came over and opened a book in front of her. It detailed the sacrifice in a manner so blatant that Tia almost fainted. 


A  Lassing  sacrifice  on  Emicar  was  not  the  same  as  one  back home. She would physically survive it, but it would be up to her sense of self to walk through the town afterward. 


Public sex was not allowed at home, but here, a psychic would be the centrepiece to the festivities. A man in a Lassing mask would stand between her thighs and take her, right then and there. 


Her mind reeled. She was in heat, she would be receptive, but the idea of being splayed out  for public display  was not her idea of a festive event. Her inner muscles clenched and she groaned, perhaps part of her would enjoy the festivities. 







Chapter Three 






"Can  you  summon  Morrer  to  attend  her  wounds?  She  has  some injuries."  Jenner  kept  his  grip  on  her  and  she  moved  toward  the cross with his pressure against her spine. 


"Of course. Come this way." The priest led them behind the cross and into a door cleverly disguised. He stopped a scurrying acolyte and the boy nodded and quickly ran through the halls. 


"The dispensary is this way, Miss. What is your name?" 


"Tia." It was impossible to be rude to the gentle priest. He had no malice in his eyes, unlike the ones she had grown up with. 


"I  am  Brother  Nal,  Brother  Morrer  is  our  best  healer.  He  will have you right in no time." The man held her upper arm and helped her  up the stairs. Jenner still had  not  released  her  hands from  the centre of her back. 


Tia looked at the clean halls and felt the cheerful air of service that filled the building. The dispensary was tidy, neat and curtains that could be drawn for privacy separated rows of large cots. 


Brother Nal helped her to a cot  while Jenner watched the only door. When a large figure to rival Jenner's walked through the door, her breath froze in her lungs. Twins. The men greeted each other in a rough but affectionate manner, clasping their forearms together and exchanging pleasantries. 


"What are you doing in the temple, Jenner? It isn't your style." 


He still hadn't looked over in her direction, but when his nostrils flared, he zeroed in on her in a second. The predatory gleam in his eyes flared for an instant before he banked it. 


"Tia is a psychic and she has suffered some injuries. Scrapes and bruises. You are the best healer I know." 


Morrer's eyes widened. "Psychic? Really?" 


"Really." Jenner's arms crossed over his impressive chest and he smiled at Tia with a masculine satisfaction in his eyes. 


The priest approached her and smiled down at her. "Greetings,  Tia. My name is Brother Morrer. Where are you injured?" 


His  voice  had  the  same deep resonance as Jenner's.  She  felt  a damp heat between  her thighs.  She  extended  her  hands, palms up and mentioned, "I fell and struck my knee as well." 


"I  need  to  examine  you.  Will  you  permit  me  to  remove  your clothing?" 


She felt her eyes widen. "I…" 


"No one  here will take advantage  of your…condition.  You are safe in the temple." His voice washed over her, calmed her, but it was lacking the sharp edge of sensation that Jenner's had. 


She cleared her throat. "Then please help me for I cannot remove this clothing with my hands in this condition." 


Jenner moved forward and he helped his brother with her outer robes and the three layers of floor-length tunics. 


She was nervous when they lifted her last tunic and exposed her in her loose trousers and breast band. "Are you twins?" 


Jenner grinned. "You picked up on that?" 


"It is hard to miss. Your voices are almost identical." 


The brothers looked at each other and she blushed. She shouldn't be commenting on the sounds that were affecting her. 


"Oddly enough, not one woman has ever made that observation before."  Morrer  smiled  softly  and  the  riotous  blush  spread  even more. His hands were on her trousers and without leaving her time to  get  in  a  knot  of  anxiety,  he  smoothly  disrobed  her,  taking  her shoes with her clothing. 


Jenner's hands removed her breast band swiftly and just like that, she was nude in  the temple of Lassing. It was a situation she had never imagined that she would greet calmly. 


The cot was large but comfortable and she sat with her hands in her lap, waiting for Morrer to start his examination of her person. Jenner was already into his. 





* * * * 





She sat demurely, which was astonishing for a woman built by the gods for pleasure. Her breasts were high and full, dark tips peaked in the cool brush of air inside the dispensary. The golden blue skin of her body was pale in comparison to that of his family and he had the momentary  image  of  a  child  with  her  skin,  rainbow  hair  and  his 

black eyes. 


One of his hands could probably span the narrow waist that had been  hidden  beneath  her  loose  robes.  The  lush  curve  of  her  hips would fit his grip nicely as he thrust into her. He groaned silently as that  last  image  hardened  him  to  the  point  of  pain.  He  caught  his brother's look and Morrer grimaced at him. He was affected as well. 


Her scent was a stronger version of the teasing musk of heat and female he had first encountered on her dying ship. He had heard of women subduing their bodies for the sake of convenience, but she had been doing it to save her life. That had to have taken an act of will. 


She responded to both him and Morrer. That fact was undeniable. Morrer's vows of service did not include celibacy and that boded ill for Jenner if he left her in his brother's hands. 


"How long did you put off your heat?" It was a bold question, but he loved the way her pupils dilated when he spoke. When she wet her  lips  with  a  small  pink  tongue,  he  stifled  a  groan  as  his  cock surged forward. 


He was thankful that his uniform had a long tunic and his trousers could contain him. The pressure was intense, but falling on her and rutting would be worse. 


Morrer  was  silently  working  on  her  hands,  cleaning,  applying salves and then a plastic skin that would help her heal. 


She  swallowed  and  whispered.  "Eight  months.  My  family supplied me with Chromial and it subdued the symptoms." 


His  eyes  widened  in  shock.  Chromial  was  dangerous.  It  was outlawed  on  many  civilized  Hashka  settled  worlds.  That  she  had survived on it for eight months was a miracle. Most women would have gone insane at the interference with her cycle. 


"Do you have any left?" 


"No. I had to use the meds that you flushed down the sink. They didn't work, even with the cream." 


Morrer informed her, "Chromial would have made the next drugs ineffective. Didn't the physician tell you that?" 


She closed her eyes as he prodded at her knee. "No. It was not mentioned." 


Muttering to himself about incompetent doctors, Morrer opened a tube of healing cream and started to rub it into the swollen tissue around her knee. 


Jenner envied him that small touch. After her first wince of pain, she relaxed into the slow massage that he offered her. 


Jenner took  in  the  look of bliss  on her  face,  the  lidded eyes  as Morrer's touch stimulated as it  relaxed.  The almost imperceptible parting of her thighs, the dark rainbow curls gleaming in the light of the dispensary. Her belly was softly curved and Jenner had to focus his attention again on any discolouration of the skin. 


"Her  hip  is  bruised  as  well,  Morrer."  The  skin  was  starting  to flush dark purple and swelling was showing. 


The priest chuckled, his dark hair sliding forward as he worked. "Lie on your back, Tia." 


Her  hands  trembled,  but  she  folded  them  under  her  breasts  as Morrer took a closer look at her hip. 


Jenner  watched  his  brother's  eyes  close  and  saw  his  fight  for concentration at the tantalizing scent rising from between her thighs. Jenner shifted his place so that he was standing at her feet and the view of her flushed and gleaming flesh tested his concentration to the limit. 


He chanted self-control mantras as he had been taught, but when Morrer asked him to assist in rubbing the cream into her skin, he was at her side before he could formulate a reason not to. 


On  his  knees,  he  took  the  tube  and  placed  a  line  across  the swelling.      With      the      lightest      of      touches,      he      worked      the pain-deadening cream out in an expanding circle until she relaxed the tightness of her shoulders. It had been paining her that much was sure. 


Morrer was on his feet and he spoke to an acolyte at the door. The young man tried to peek around the older priest, but Morrer wasn't giving up a glimpse of Tia. 


"Darnin was  the  man  who was after you today. Do you know why?" He worked the cream into the softness of her skin. 


Her whisper stroked along his skin like a caress. "He has been getting agitated all  week. I am  guessing that  his  reaction was the effect of the Chromial wearing off. My mother once told me that if a man could not see you, the scent could drive him mad." 


Jenner laughed. "It does do that to some. Most men can control themselves      until      they      find      a      female,      but      some      skipped      the meditation that we force on young men here." 


"I  wondered.  You  don't  seem  wild-eyed  or  ravening."  She  laughed lightly and he let his hand wander down her hip across the top  of her thigh.  He  kept  his fingers  drawing slow circles  on her delicate skin. 


"I am old enough to know better. But I am very affected. If I had my  way,  I  would  be  between  your  thighs,  fucking  you  senseless right  now. Instead,  I  think a  kiss will be  distraction  enough."  He leaned  forward  and  watched  her  eyes  widen  with  surprise,  her breath stopping in her lungs as his lips hovered over hers. 





* * * * 





Tia was trembling from head to toe. She leaned up and closed the distance  between  them,  giving  Jenner  full  reign  for  his  kiss.  He didn't hesitate. She was pressed back to the firm surface of the cot as he used his mouth to taste, touch and explore her mouth. 


His fingers, so close to the juncture of her thighs, started to move. He parted her curls with his long middle finger and slid it across her clit and between the lips of her sex. She gasped when he slipped one finger inside her and slid his tongue into her mouth at the same time. 


She shivered faster, the heat in her body raging at his touch, the slide  of  his  tongue  along  hers,  tasting,  taking,  brought  her  to  the edge of sanity and a flick of his thumb on her clit brought her over. 


Her  thighs  clamped  to  hold  his  hand  where  it  was  while  she twisted in the maelstrom of sensation. 


He pulled back from the kiss. "Easy, Tia." 


The sound of his voice rippled through her and additional spasms within her caressed his finger. She was gasping, her chest heaving, all  from  a  kiss  and  a  small  touch.  Essha help  her if  he  used  both hands. 


With a certain amount of reluctance on his face, he removed his hand  from  between  her  thighs  and,  in  a  move  that  shocked  her, licked his finger. Ooh Essha. 


She  touched  his  mind  and  found  a  wild  swirl  of  lust  held  in control with an iron will. The taste of her wore on his self-control. 


Another  typhoon of interest was swirling just a few feet away, Morrer stood with his eyes glowing, fixated on the  parting of her thighs. With a whimper, she closed her thighs and turned her back to the two men. 


"You do realize that we are just as interested in this view as the  other,  Tia?"  Morrer  laughed  and  he  waylaid  the  acolyte  who approached  with  armloads  of  fabric.  The  priest  took  the  armload from the  man who couldn't  be  more  than twenty  and  turned him away from Tia with a hard shove. 


Tia  looked  over  her  shoulder  at  Jenner  and  his  eyes  glowed brightly as he looked from the curve of her hips and back to her face. He simply cocked an eyebrow at her and smiled. 


"I have clothing for you." 


A wave of relief ran through her and she reached for the fabric. Jenner got there first. 


"I will pick a few things. We will be on our way out of the city shortly. I just needed to let the priests know that they don't need to find a volunteer for the ceremony this year." 


She shivered. The ceremony on her home world was very much alive in her mind. 


Jenner handed her a long slip and a loose gown to drop over it. Well, she thought it was a loose gown. As soon as it was over her head, Jenner tightened the laces until her breasts, the plane of her abdomen and her hips were all very obvious. 


Morrer  watched  with  interest.  "You  are  taking  her  to  the  clan house?" 


"She  will  be  safer  there  than  with  me.  She  is  also  waiting  for priests from her world to arrive to kill her. They will probably come to you first. Contact me if they do." Jenner lifted her feet and slid them  into  slippers,  one  at  a  time.  She  braced  her  hands  on  his shoulder and heat flared in her body at the feeling of hard muscle under her hands. 


She jerked her hands back as if scalded. The heat in her hands was partially from the wounds under the plastic skin, the rest was all writhing fate and wild hormones. 


When Jenner finished dressing her, he stood, towering over her at close proximity. She held her breath as he reached down and tilted her head up, bringing his face to hers for another kiss. 


"Stop it, Jenner. If I can't, then you can't." Morrer hauled him backward  and  for  a  moment,  she  thought  that  they  would  start fighting. 


Instead,  a  rapid-fire  communication  ran  between  them.  Tia opened her senses and she could hear them talking. Almost. It was a buzzing in her mind that made her dizzy. 


Jenner jerked his head, nodded and in a sudden move, lifted her off her feet. 


He walked out through a different door than they had entered the temple  by  and  placed  her  gently  on  a  skimmer  that  she  had  to straddle,  tucking  himself  firmly  against  her  back  as  he  reached around her to start the skimmer. 


She squirmed around, pulling the folds of the skirt up so that she could tuck her feet  on the floorboards.  There were loops of metal that were not attached to the controls, so she grabbed them as the conveyance they were on lifted off the ground. A whispered, "Hang on," in her ear and they were cruising through the streets. 







Chapter Four 






They reached an enormous house just as dawn was creeping across the land. 


An hour into their ride, she had begun to shake uncontrollably. Between her own heat, the iron bar of flesh pressed against her spine and the vibration of the skimmer engine, she was in a sorry state. If the  seat  had  been  slightly  more  yielding,  she  would  have  been rocking  herself  to  orgasm.  As  it  was,  the  cool  metal  stilled  her response the moment that she pressed against it. It was torture. 


When  the  skimmer  halted  in  the  courtyard  of  the  large  manor house,  she heard  a  crooning noise in her ear. "Relax, Tia. Let the handles go." Jenner pried her hands from the bar and cuddled her against him. 


She  could  feel  the  chill  in  her  skin,  the  evening  had  not  been warm and they had flown very fast. "Where are we?" 


"My  family  home.  Our  clan  seat.  There  are  women's  quarters here and you can be safe from any investigation." 


"Women's quarters?" She shivered in his arms. 


"Yes. We reserve quarters for women in early stages of heat. It gives  us  enough  time  to  find an appropriate match for them." He approached  the  doors  and  a  startled  servant  opened  them  as  they approached. 


"You have servants?" 


"A few. This is the clan house after all. Women in heat cannot cook  or  share  quarters  with  anyone  other  than  their  spouse. Conflicting body chemistries can cause a problem with women." He chuckled as she stiffened. "Don't you separate women during that time back on your world?" 


"No.  They  engage  in  their  daily  tasks  as  normally as  you  or  I would.  They  tend  to  find  their  partners  quickly  though."  She shrugged. "When can I walk on my own?" 


A feminine voice broke over them. "Yes, Jenner. When can she 


walk on her own and who is she?" 


Tia saw an elegant woman, white streaking her hair in a graceful pattern.  The  black  eyes  that  looked  out  at  her  were  curious  and crinkled in amusement. 


"Mother,  this  is  Tia  Soveen,  my  guest  until  the  final  festival day." 


She  inclined  her  head  toward  the  woman,  "I  thank  General Mathwin and his family for the hospitality that is offered." 


"I am Aida Mathwin. You may call me Aida. Why is he carrying you?" 


"I was injured this evening and my knee is a little weak. That and I believe he  is enjoying  holding me  against  him."  She  hoped that embarrassing him would cause him to put her down, but he merely shifted his grip. 


"I  certainly  am.  She  needs  to  be  confined  in  the  women's quarters." 


His  mother  came  forward,  raising  her  head  to  scent  the  air.  "I don't sense it." 


Jenner  laughed.  "Any  of  the  men  in  the  house  will  be  able  to detect it, Mother. She isn't from Emicar IV and has a different mix than the females here." 


That caused  his mother's eyes to widen in surprise. "This way then.  We  have  the  standard  guest  room  ready.  Does  she  need anything else?" 


"She needs some sleep. And a toothbrush. And a bath. I think I have  bugs  in  my  hair."  Tia  made  her  needs  known.  She  left  the needs of her biological urges out of the equation. As they passed one male early riser in the hall, his dilated pupils and the bulge inside his trousers was proof enough that she was still weaving her particular brand of charms. In embarrassment, she covered her eyes with her hands. 


Jenner's  dark  chuckle  next  to  her  ear  didn't  help  matters.  Her body revved its engines, but since she was in a helpless position, she couldn't take action. Her clit throbbed, her labia were slick and she was rubbing her thighs together like an insect. 


"Shut up, Jenner." 


His  mother  hooted  with  laughter,  she  had  obviously  noted  the reaction of her clan member. 


A large set of locked double doors faced them. 


"This is  where  I leave  you, Tia.  I will see you when the meds have left your system." Jenner set her on her feet and while she was still reeling, he slid his hand under the tight winding of her braid and kissed her until her knees buckled. 


When  he  pulled  away from her, his lips  shone  in  the  morning light and his body was flush against hers, leaving no part of him to her  imagination.  "Behave,  Tia.  My  mother  is  known  for  her patience, or is that the lack of it, I forget." 


Blinking, she stepped back out of his embrace and took the arm that Aida offered her. She limped through the double doors, hearing the slam as they closed behind her. 


She was trapped. 


"The doors aren't to keep you in. They are to keep the men out. They  are  chromosomally  activated.  Women  can  come  and  go  as they  please,  but  the  men  can't  cross  the  threshold.  You  aren't  a prisoner. You are welcome to visit the grounds, but know that we do not stop the men from active pursuit. If you want to stay safe, stay inside." 


That was to the point. 


"I don't know how things were with your last heat—" 


She stopped Aida there. "This is my first." 


The woman stopped and turned, astonishment was written on her dark skin. "You are what, twenty-one, twenty-two?" 


"Twenty-six.      My      family      delayed      my      first      heat      with      diet, medication and herbs. They were trying to prolong my life. When it finally came, the symptoms were subdued with Chromial. I have run out  of  the  drug  and  am  now  at  the  mercy  of  my  own  body.  Not pleasant." 


Aida gave her a hug. "I will ask you about the delay another day. For  today,  I  will  have  food  sent  to  your  room  when  the  sensors indicate that you are awake." 


"Thank  you.  For  what  time  I  am  here,  I  am  grateful  for  your hospitality." Tia acted with all the politeness her Gran had drummed into her. 


The older woman smiled and opened a door. "These will be your rooms  while  you  are  here.  You  can  access  any  vids  we  have  on record. We have a series of treaties and scrolls in the library, down the hall and to the right. You have  full access to  this  wing  of  the house and no one will bother you." 


Relief  flooded  Tia's  mind.  "Thank  you.  It's  a  relief."  She yawned  and  took  a  few  steps  into  the  room  that  she  had  been assigned. 


The bed was narrow, just her size and an open archway must lead to the bathroom. A vid screen and a small sitting area completed the suite. 


"It's wonderful, thank you." 


Aida  smiled  and  nodded  an  acknowledgement.  "If  I  may  ask, how long has this heat lasted?" 


Tia struggled to assess time, "Eight or nine months, I believe. It becomes  harder  to  concentrate  on  time  with  my  body  rioting  at every sound." 


"Well, there will be no disturbance of that nature here, relax and be at ease. I will speak with you later in the day." 


Tia  nodded  her  thanks  and  when  the  door  closed,  she  made  a beeline  for  the  bathroom.  A  set  of  combs  and  brushes  were  on  a small shelf  under  a  mirror.  She  ran  a bath  with  thick  bubbles  and removed  her  hairpins,  one  at  a  time.  The  long  cable  of  her  braid snaked down and finally hung to her calves. 


As she unwound the braid, she sighed in relief. Her hair would be finally, properly clean. With a heavy curtain of hair hanging to her ankles, she stripped off her clothes and stepped into the bath. The bubbles and water relaxed her until she could barely keep her eyes open. She soaked for close to an hour before she hauled her body, dripping  and  flushed,  from  the  bath.  One  towel  for  her  hair  and another  for  her  body,  she  wandered  back  into  the  bedroom  and crawled beneath the sheets. 


She was safe, she was tired and she was going to get some sleep. 





* * * * 





Aida was reeling with shock. She didn't know any woman who had been in heat that long and not gone insane with lust. Hashka were designed for pleasure, to give and receive. Their gods demanded it. To fight one's body was to fight the will of the gods. 


She exited the women's quarters and was unsurprised to see her son waiting for her in the kitchen. 


"Is she settled?" Jenner turned and reached on the counter behind him for an apple that he rolled between his palms. 


"What the hell were you doing, bringing her here? She is so far into  her  heat,  she  could  snap  at  any  moment,"  Aida  whispered furiously. 


The  kitchen  staff  were  arriving  and  they  smiled  at  Jenner.  He took his meals early when he was at the clan house. 


"She needed to be safe. Morrer and I discussed it at the temple and he cleared it with the head priest. On the last day of the festival, she will be sacrificed for Lassing." 


That  was  more  surprising  than  having  a  strange  woman  from another  world  turn  up  in  her  son's  arms.  "She's  the  sacrifice?  I thought Mavin had volunteered for it." 


"Mavin is not a psychic." He grinned. "Fortunately, as precedent has shown, she need not be a virgin on the night in question." 


Aida got a strange feeling. She had  never  seen  her  son in  this particular  mood.  Frustrated  and  yet  in  a  heightened  state  of anticipation. "You want her." It was not a question. 


"I do and she responds to my voice more strongly than anyone I have  ever  met.  Her  scent  is  intoxicating  and  it  is  only  in  early stages." 


She could see that he wanted to go on with his description, but she waved him to silence. "Does she have any clothing?" 


"Only what I brought her in. The priests scrounged it up, I have no idea where." He grinned again. 


"What does your brother think of this?" She was afraid of the answer. 


"That he needs to resign from the priesthood for the remainder of the festival. She had him hard enough to rip his robes." 


Snickering at Morrer's discomfort was just part of their brotherly bond. What had she done to get two such different sons on the same day? Jenner was the warrior, Morrer the nurturer. One a General, the other a priest and healer. 


Aida sighed. "Are you going to try and hunt her?" 


What she hadn't told Tia was that men could wait on the grounds until women left the safety of the women's quarters. Sneak-attack seductions  were  popular  and  added  a  thrill  to  the  chase  of  one's mate. 


Jenner grinned and took her hand  for a  quick kiss. "Of course, Mother.  Today  she  needs  to  rest,  but  tomorrow  is  another  matter entirely." 


* * * * 





Combing her hair when she woke was an endurance event. Tia was hungry by the time she finished. She knotted her hair at the base of her neck and knotted the rest in thirds to keep it out of her way. 


She put on the slip that had come with the dress, turning on the vid and waiting for food. 


The      knock      sounded      just      before      she      started      to      assess      the furnishings for edibility. Tia rose to her feet and opened the door. 


Aida  was  standing  there  with  a  tray.  A  young  woman  stood behind her, smiling shyly. "Hello." 


Tia was practically chirpy. The sight of food did wonders for her mood. Aida placed the food in the entertainment area and sat across from her. 


"Starla is here to take your measurements. My son informs me that you only have the one dress. I know he likes to travel light, but there is no reason that you have to." Aida smiled. 


"Thank you." 


"Miss, please stand over here." Starla gestured for her to come into an open space. 


The young woman had the same dark skin as Aida and Jenner. The  bronze-blue  seemed  to  be  endemic  to  the  region.  Tia  had thought  that  all  Hashka  were  the  same.  It  seemed  that  genetic selection was proving her wrong. 


A  palm  scanner  took  her  measurements  with  a  precision  that tailors back home would envy. When the unit chirped, Starla nodded happily.  "I  will  have  something  basic  worked  up  for  you  by  this evening. I also have a few festival gowns that can be altered to fit if you will be attending…" 


Aida  shook  her  head,  "She  will  not.  She  does  need  a  last  day gown, but I will give you the order for that. Thank you, Starla." 


Tia blinked,  "Yes, thank you, Starla. It has  been weeks since I had clothing that fit me properly. Your work is appreciated." 


The woman blushed a dark purple and bowed before leaving. She left the door open. 


"Come, Tia, you must be hungry." Aida waved gracefully at the tray in front of her. 


"I am. Thank you. I can't tell you how nice it is to be able to rest 


without…" 


"Without  the  voices  of  men  triggering  your  body's  response? Yes. I know. It is why the clans created these quarters. To give you sanctuary once you can stand it no longer." 


Tia smiled and reached out for a slice of a fruit that was popular at the Orb. In Morvigeth fashion, she knelt next to the ottoman and ate her food with her fingers, ignoring the cutlery. 


She was halfway through the plate when she realized that Aida was staring at her. "I am sorry, is this not appropriate?" 


"No, it is fine. I have just never seen anyone eat that stew without getting some on them. The pods tend to explode when touched and you haven't crushed one." 


Tia blushed. "I am sorry. This is how we eat at home. Why wash cutlery when you have already washed your hands?" 


She kept eating, but some of her enjoyment was now diverted by self-consciousness. 


With her meal finished, she wiped the three fingers she had used to eat and took a seat across from Aida. "This is very nice of you, but I can't imagine that I am the only female in this wing at this time." 


"You are correct. But as the daughter-in-law of the Clan Leader, I have a certain position to maintain, as well as being responsible for extending hospitality to all visitors." 


"So, it has nothing to do with your sons…uh, son?" 


Aida caught the slip. "Morrer stirs you as well?" 


Tia blushed but only said, "Not as hot as Jenner but differently." 


The older woman changed the subject. "You have lovely hair. I had no idea it was so long." 


"At  home,  we grow it to our ankles as a sign of respect to the gods." She grimaced. "I am thinking of cutting it." 


That caused a raised eyebrow. "You would disrespect the gods?" 


"They  have  not  protected  the  innocent  on  my  world,  just  for being born with latent gifts. A female with psychic talents is ritually stabbed to death in the temple." 


A smirk caught Aida's lips. 


Tia got angry. "You find that funny?" 


"Were you told of this as a child? The ritual sacrifice here does involve  impalement,  but  I  can  guarantee  that  the  women  are enthusiastic participants." 


Tia snarled and jumped to her feet. "I didn't hear about it, I saw  it. The woman they killed was a year older than me, but her talents and  body  bloomed  early.  Each  leg  and  arm  were  impaled  with spikes to hold them in place, iron rods through her thighs and then she was impaled with a twelve-inch blade until she screamed to be killed. At that point, the priest walks through the blood and stabs her through the heart. All in the name of Lassing." 


Aida was almost as pale as Tia by the end of the telling. "That is an abomination." The older woman stood and hugged Tia. "This is the reason for delaying your time?" 


"It is." 


"Come with me." 


They walked the halls with Aida's arm over Tia's shoulder. The arch of the library beckoned. 


Aida walked to a podium and opened a great book. She started reading. 


"A woman of power beyond normal women shall be born. When her body is ripe, she shall be taken to the temple and prepared for sacrifice. With her body prepared, she shall be brought to the altar. First, shall she  be  bound to  the  cross,  which  graces the temple of Lassing. Her arms and legs shall be fastened so she cannot move, for she is the vessel in which the sacrifice will be made. Her thighs shall  be fixed  in  place to ease the entry of the god. Lassing shall enter her womanhood with the dagger of his lust and his use shall touch her heart. The woman's release shall bring joy and fertility to the land and Lassing shall be pleased with his vessels. 


"Your priests are some really twisted fucks." To hear Aida use that direct terminology forced a startled giggle from Tia. 


"I  have  always  thought  so.  They  have  been  watching  me  like raptors since I was ten, waiting for the moment I went into heat. My parents  are  herbalists  and  they  fought  like  hell  for  me  to  live  a normal  life. It  was  they who  arranged  the  shuttle  that brought  me here and if a meteor had not pierced one of my engines,  I would have sailed right past this world." She laughed. "It is ironic that I cross the stars and still end up on a world with a Lassing temple." She laughed, hearing the touch of hysteria in her own voice. 


Aida hugged her again. "I was sacrificed to Lassing when I was a young woman. It is harmless. Women here vie for the privilege. It vastly increases your value to a suitor." 


"I don't know if I want a suitor. It has never been an option for 


me, I have never thought beyond the temple." 


Aida nodded. "I understand. Jenner has been called to the city. With  everyone  on  festival  rounds,  he  chooses  to  fill  in  for  the missing personnel." 


Tia's  heart  dipped  in  disappointment,  but  for  the  first  time  in months, her body cooled. It left her with a question. If there was no man to set the woman off, did she still go into heat? 







Chapter Five 






The  week  flew  by.  Oritia  watched  vids,  read  the  holy  books  and began to understand that the god Lassing was not the horrid beast that the priests had created back home. He was a god who had lost his wife and was spending eternity to find her again. 


Tia  also  learned  to  open  her  mind  and  seek  out  others  in  the house.  First,  just  the  women's  quarters  came  under  her  nosy inspection, but by the end of the week, her mind was examining the far reaches of the compound. 


Aida  was  currently  happy  in  the  arms  of  her  mate.  Borrer Mathwin was the base commander of the orbital station and he was home for the holiday. His mind resembled those of his sons', but he was  completely  focussed  on  his  wife.  Tia  pulled  away  from  the couple before they joined their bodies and sat panting and shivering at the passion she just witnessed. 


Her psychic skills surprised her. The senses that developed were the      perfect      distraction      from      the      near-constant      hum      in      her bloodstream. With the drugs out of her body, she was finally feeling the drive that other women took for granted. 


It was a good thing that men were not allowed in the women's quarters.  She  would  have  had  Jenner  flat  on  his  back  with  his trousers open in seconds. 


Starla came to visit her for a few hours a day. The young woman had not reached her first time yet and was violently curious about the sensations Tia was feeling. 


"Don't you have anyone to ask about this?" 


Starla sighed. "No, my mother passed on at my birthing and I have no female relatives. It isn't appropriate to ask the clan head's woman, so I am rather stuck." 


Tia sipped at her tea and smiled. "Thank you." 


"Oh,  I didn't mean that. I just  meant I  had  no  one  to  ask.  My family peaks late, so it hasn't been a matter of urgency, but lately, I 


have been seeing the signs in my own body." 


"Like…" 

"The dampness between my thighs when Soralic speaks to me. The tremor in my hands and the flush across my chest. I think it may come to me in the next month or so." 


"Your nipples tighten and scratch against your gowns?" 


"Sometimes."  Starla's  dark  gold  hair  slid  forward  over  her shoulders. 


Tia leaned forward and put her teacup on the table. "May I touch your mind?" 


"What?" 


"May I touch your mind?" 


"Um. Sure." 


Starla  sat  still as Tia looked  at  her and  she blinked in surprise when Tia smiled at her. "Thank you. You have about five weeks before you are in full heat, but you are already in early onset." 


"How…how do you know that?" 


"There are markers in your mind. My mother once told me that there  had  been  studies  done  to  determine  the  markers  of  Hashka development. Since coming here, I have been doing research on it. I found the markers in your mind that occur at the onset." 


A  thunderclap  rang  through  the  room  and  Tia  immediately rushed to the long window and watched rain fall from the sky. "Can I go outside?" 


"Of course. You can do and go wherever you wish." 


Tia  couldn't  help  the  grin  that  bloomed  on  her  face.  "Please excuse me." 


Her  hands  shook  as  she  unbuttoned  her  gown  and,  when  she slipped  it  off  her  shoulders,  her  friend  asked  in  a  strangled  tone, "What are you doing?" 


"I  am going  to  have a shower.  Haven't  you ever danced in the rain  before?"  Laughing,  she  opened  the  sliding  glass,  passed through  the  chromosome  barrier  and  boosted  herself  over  the waist-high wall that formed her ground-floor balcony. 


Her room looked out over a private garden. Tall hedges formed a border that blocked a view of her from the main house. 


Tia twirled and  laughed in the rain, sipping the water that fell from the sky and lifting her arms  so that the lashing drops could caress her from head to toe. 


She had missed the sky dancing for the last year. It used to be a tradition for the women of the clan to run into a solid rainstorm and embrace  the  cleansing  water  given  by  the  gods.  Tia  laughed  and enjoyed the stroking of the warm water against her body, lightning flashing miles away, her private moment of memory for her family tradition lightening her heart. 





* * * * 





A flash of gold caught Jenner's eye. He turned his head to look out the window and his jaw opened in surprise an instant before his cock hardened. 


His grandfather was scowling at him, "Did you hear what I just said?" 


"Yes. The priests are on the station looking for her. Excuse me, Clan Leader. I have a matter I need to attend to." 


With a quick nod to his grandfather, he opened the glass door and took off across the lawn, crouching low and keeping his mind quiet. Aida had told him of Tia's growing psychic talents. He had no urge to startle his prey. 


Tia  was  dancing  behind  the  dubious  cover  of  the  hedges  that formed a wide box for those who enjoyed some peace and quiet on the grounds. 


He  swallowed hard as he took in the high  lavender  tips of her breasts and the lush waves of hair confined in knots down her back. Jenner  was  almost  positive  that  her  hair  reached  to  the  floor  and wanted to see it spread out on his pillow, draped over his body and sliding over his cock. 


He shifted so that a sculpture was between them and opened the flap of his uniform tunic. 


His last week had been a nightmare of paperwork and trying to keep Tia from the prying inquiries of the Morvigeth priests. They would finish the quarantine he arranged for them in two days and then they would be attending the festivities at the temple. Until then, Tia was safe. 


Well, she was safe from them—he was another matter entirely. The wet fabric of the tunic fought him, but finally he had it open. Tia was still twirling when he slid up behind her and cupped her breasts, drawing her tightly against him. The pressure of the curves of her  ass  against  his  erection  caused  a  throbbing  tension  he  had  not experienced since early manhood. 


Her eyes were wide as she turned to look up at him. "Jenner?" 


"Yes, Oritia. You left the women's quarters." He leaned down to murmur it in her ear and he smiled at the shiver that ran through her. 


The rain ran across her face, giving a brightness to her eyes and a shine to her lips that he found irresistible. He released her breasts, slid a hand to the back of her neck and held her still for his kiss. 





* * * * 





Tia wallowed in his kiss, mimicking the stroke of his tongue timidly and  then  with  more  boldness  as  his  hands  roamed  over  her  skin, learning her textures. Heat was flaring, but it was not the internal fury of her heat. With the rain beating down, his voice was muffled as was her scent. Jenner genuinely wanted her outside of the bounds of Hashka genetics. It was a heady thing. 


"You are not a virgin." Jenner kissed his way down her neck and licked the water off her shoulder. 


"No.  It  isn't  a  requirement  for  being  eviscerated."  She  smiled sadly, then gasped as he took one nipple into his mouth, engulfing it in wet heat. Her moan was lost in the patter of rain. 


She stroked his hair as he switched to the other breast, shivering at the hard pulse of wet heat that was starting between her thighs. 


The stone table in the picnic area pressed against her back and she  stared  up  at  the  storming  sky  as  he  fed  at  her  with  lips  and fingers. Two fingers pressed into her, coated with her juices, they moved easily in a slow beat while his tongue and lips plucked at her clit.  Her  release  came  hard  and  fast,  her  scream  heralded  a thunderclap that shook the stone she was laid on. 


Lights  danced  behind  her  eyes  and  she  gasped  in  shock  as Jenner's cock thrust into her deep and hard. She moaned and arched toward him, reaching around, gripping his back, her fingers digging into  the  vee  of  muscle  and  bone.  Each  thrust  burned  along  her channel, the contractions of her release still rippled through her and around him, dragging groans from his chest. 


Jenner  moved  faster,  harder  and  deeper  until  she  felt  a  deep throbbing  inside.  A  flash  of  lightning  accompanied  his  shout  of triumph  and  as  he  rubbed  his  thumb  across  her  clit  again,  she 


screamed in time to the matching thunder. 


Jenner stayed inside her until her body stopped twitching around his. He moved slightly every few seconds to keep her release going until she was limp and exhausted under him. 


The sky cleared and a bolt of sun danced behind Jenner's head, giving him a halo of sparkling brilliance. He leaned down to kiss her, slow and deep. "You are mine now, Tia." 


She  smiled  softly,  "Until  the  day  of  the  sacrifice  or  until  my shuttle is repaired." 


Strands of hair fell across one of his eyes and he frowned. "We will discuss this further." 


"We will." She shifted and gasped as he moved inside her. "The rain has stopped. I should get back to the women's quarters." 


He chuckled and stroked slowly out of her, surging forward in a sudden rush, their previous activity giving him all the lubrication he needed. "I don't think you will be returning there. I have caught you, pet. You will be staying in my rooms until we return to the city." 


She arched against him, her body craving his heat more than the feel  of the cold stone under her. She curved  her arms around him and flattened her palms against his shoulders, pulling them together as  he  moved.  He  shuddered  and  took  her  mouth  in  a  kiss  that mimicked his cock inside her. 


The stimulation started to warm her more quickly than his hands on her had before. She clawed her hands and held him more tightly. His  groan  was  hot  silk  to  her  ears,  her  womb  clenched  and  she wrapped her thighs around him tightly, widening until he could fully seat himself inside her with a satisfying grind as he pressed into her. 


Her  clit  was  impacted  with  every  thrust,  her  body  flared  into raging  need  and  as  he  continued,  she  screamed  into  his  mouth, giving him the sound of her pleasure as his due. 


His groan was given back to her as his hips jerked hard against her own. Tia  smiled  at the continuing sensation in  her  body, just from the sound of his voice. 


They  lay  together  on  the  marble,  catching  their  breath.  Tia smelled  the  scent  of  their  joining  and  smiled  wistfully.  She  had enjoyed the press of his flesh into and against hers, but she was not from his  world and would not  be  able to stay once the priesthood found her. 


Slowly, she stroked her fingers across his forehead. "I am getting 


cold, Jenner." 


He removed himself from her and she flinched. It had been years since she had a  lover. His first thrust had stretched her and every subsequent one had been a deliciously stimulating torture. She felt so  swollen,  she  was  sure  that  not  even  his  little  finger  would  fit inside her. 


Jenner smiled, he draped his tunic over her, putting her arms into the sleeves and doing up a few buttons. It covered her from neck to mid-calf. "Thank you." 


He had tucked his appendage back into his trousers and replaced the  buttons.  "You  are  welcome.  What  comes  next,  you  may  not enjoy so much." 


That was all the warning she received. In a move so rapid it made her dizzy, he lifted her and flipped her over one naked shoulder. His cum and hers mingled and snaked down the interior of her thighs as he strode back toward the main house. 


All she could see was the green of the grass and the tight fabric of his trousers shifting across his buttocks, as well as her knotted hair. A few times, she tried to speak, but he bounced her lightly and the air flowed out of her lungs. 


"Jenner, what is the meaning of this?" Aida's voice had risen to an almost panicked shriek. 


"Mother,  I  have  successfully  captured  this  woman  and  by tradition,  that  means  she  is  mine  until  the  end  of  her  heat."  He stopped  and  bowed,  making  her  clutch  at  his  rain-slick  back  for balance. 


"Your distraction is  now clear. I  see that your impromptu hunt was successful, grandson." 


"Yes, Clan Leader. Very. If you will excuse me?" 


"Of course. I expect to see you both at dinner." The masculine voice was heartily amused and though she was a little disoriented by her position, she blushed when he added, "And I will expect to see less of her." 


Jenner chuckled and strode down the hall with her still struggling to get her wits together. 


Chapter Six 






"Jenner, where are you taking me?" She got the words out in a hiss. 


"To my quarters. We need more privacy than the general rooms can afford, unless you wanted to put on more of a display than your naked curves already have?" 


She  yelped  in  dismay  as  his  hand  came  down  on  her  ass.  She braced  her  hands  on  his  spine  and  said,  "I  would  have  been concealed if you hadn't hauled me in here." 


He bounced her on his shoulder again and she only managed a squeak as the air rushed out of her lungs. "Hush. There will be time for arguments later." 


Later? What could he possibly be planning? 


They entered a room and he closed and locked the door behind them. He took several long strides before she found herself falling to a yielding surface. She barely had time to take in her location when the first manacle snicked into place. 


"Who has  chains built into their bed?" She  was tugging at the first one when he grabbed her second wrist and treated it the same. 


"Obviously I do. Many men of the clan have them as well. Our choice in women can be a little wild." With her hands confined, he fastened her legs—the chains kept them inches apart, but had plenty of play to widen the gap. "Comfortable?" 


"How can you ask that?" Tia jangled one arm. 


"Simple,  I  just  open  my  mouth  and  the  words  come  out.  Stay put." 


He ignored the sarcastic look she gave him and crossed the room to delve in a cupboard. He lifted something out of the drawers and chests and then stripped off his clothing before returning to her. 


"You have not had a man in some time." It wasn't a question. She thought her body had been sated, but a writhing heat spread under her skin as he spoke. 


"No. Not for a few years." She squirmed under his regard. 


He was taking in her body from head to toe. Absently, he tugged her hair out from behind her and draped the column down across her breast to her toes. Jenner tugged at it until he loosed the entire mass into a shimmering curtain. 


"I  have dreamed of feeling your hair across my flesh on a few occasions.  It  seems  my  dreams  will  now  meet  reality."  Jenner climbed  onto  the  bed  and  knelt  between  her  thighs.  He opened  a small  jar  and  coated  his  jutting  cock  with  smooth  motions  of  his hand. 


His light caress between her thighs made her legs jerk in reflex. She hissed as he moved the blunt head of his cock against her. With deliberation, he eased into her, his gaze locked to hers as he joined their bodies. 


With her back arched and her hips pulled up to meet his, she was helpless as he ran a hand between her breasts, down her belly and then trailed back up. She bit her lip to stifle her moan as she twisted to gain more of his touch and impaled herself more fully at the same time. 


He  stroked her  again,  starting  a  slow  massage  with  both  hands that led to a very slow coupling and a series of sensations that Tia never could have imagined. In her  early life, the  teenage groping and  sex  had  been  furtive.  After  the  priests  began  watching  her, opportunities for recreational sex had gone out the window. 


This was so beyond her experience that when her release struck, it caught her by surprise. Her wrists pulled tightly to the chains, her legs  jerked and she screamed  as her channel clenched around his erection, milking him with a strong rhythm. 


Jenner groaned. His hips jerking forward as he jetted into her in an insistent pulse. His fingers dug into her hips until he was spent and leaned back on his heels. 


Sweat  made  his  skin  gleam  and  sparkle.  He  sat  with  his  eyes closed and she counted the ridges of muscle on his abdomen while he caught his breath. 


Her  wrists  and  ankles  ached  as  she  twisted  them  to  check  her range of motion. It took her three tries to clear her throat. "Can you untie me? This isn't very comfortable." 


He  sighed  and  released  her  ankles,  then  reached  forward  and released her wrists. He pulled her up until his hands were flat on her shoulder blades, holding her tightly against him. 


Because it felt right, she bent her knees until she could use them to lever herself up and then back down on him. His grip on her let her neck relax and Tia locked her hands on his shoulders, lifting and falling on him in a slow, lazy wave. It was a wonderful way to spend a rainy day. 





His  voice  ruptured  the  pleasured  haze  that  she  was  in.  "If  we don't go now, our clan leader will come looking for us. We need to get you showered and ready for dinner." 


She grumbled, but let Jenner haul her from the bed to let her body bask in the soothing warmth of the  shower. Oritia grinned  as she soaped up and rinsed off. To avoid temptation, Jenner was waiting his turn out in the bedroom, so she made quick work of removing the outward signs of their coupling. 


The  towels  were large  and  plush.  She  wrapped one  around the soggy mess of her hair and the other around her body. Tia left the bathroom  and  after  one  long  wistful  look  at  her  enrobed  body, Jenner went into the bathroom with a parting comment, "There is a gown for you on the table. My mother brought it." 


Tia felt her face heat with a blush. She dried off and slipped into the gown before untying her hair. It seemed like hours, but she got her hair loose and a quick search brought her a comb that she used to tease it into an even cloak down her back. 


Her fingers braided the hair at her temples to keep it out of her face and by the time  Jenner  emerged  from the bathroom, she was ready for more than dinner. 


Her heat filled her bloodstream in a rush as he emerged with only a loosely draped towel around his hips. 


He must have scented her or seen her pupils dilate, because his did the same thing. "Don't tempt me." 


She shivered at the resonance of his voice and cleared her throat. "Dinner?" 


"Right. Give me a moment." He dropped his towel and reached into the wardrobe for pants, socks and a shirt. 


He was dressed with  his hair tousled dry in  three minutes. Tia smiled and made sure that her hair wasn't  underfoot and stood to accompany him to the dining hall. 


The whole family was there and watching as she took the chair that  Jenner held out  for her.  She swept  her hair  up and  draped  it  across her lap to keep it from jerking on her neck and smiled at the clan  leader  with  as  cheerful  a  face  as  she  could  manage.  "Clan Leader, thank you for allowing me your hospitality." 


"You are a lovely guest, Tia. Aida has mentioned your love of learning and we need more intellect in our clan." 


She  swallowed  and  smiled  weakly.  "Thank  you,  but  I  do  not know how long I will be allowed to stay on your world. I seem to have exhausted my work permit." 


Jenner coughed and squeezed her hand. "I will get you a visitor's permit as soon as I get to a terminal." 


Laughter rippled through the gathered family as her companion blushed and conversation turned to the harvest and how the younger clan members were doing in school. Food was eaten as conversation flowed and it felt so much like home that Oritia's mind spun to her family. 


Tears  pricked  her  eyes  as  she  thought  of  her  own  younger siblings so far away. Aida noted her expression. "What is it, Tia?" 


"Nothing." She cleared her throat and took a long drink of water. 


The clan leader scowled. "If something is upsetting you, please, let us know." 


Tia smiled weakly. "Just thinking about my brothers and sisters back home. It is time for the new school year on Morvigeth and I am hoping  that  they  are  all  well  and  that  my  disappearance  did  not cause any problem for them." 


Starla looked worried from four places down on the opposite end of the table. "Do you think…" 


"It's  possible.  The  priesthood  was  not  happy  with  my  sudden departure.  I  am  fairly  certain  of  it."  Her  plate  was  empty  and  a serving  woman  removed  it  and  all  others  on  the  table  with  quiet efficiency. 


"What are the odds that they would track you here?" Aida looked worried as well. 


"I really don't know. I didn't fly straight here. I took as  many detours as I could to throw them off. Lassing seems to come calling at the same time no matter which planet is involved." 


No one had a response to that. After  an uncomfortable silence fell,  conversation  returned  to  lighter  topics  and  Oritia  joined  in when she could. 


When the clan leader dismissed them, Jenner had her halfway to 


the door when Morrer blocked their path. 


"Morrer, what are you doing here?" 

"There are guests at the temple and I need to make sure that our guest of honour is safe." He smiled and when he spoke, Oritia felt a stirring  of  her  body  that  was  a  pale  echo  of  what happened when Jenner talked to her. 


It was a peculiar thing when she had felt it so strongly before. She moved closer to Jenner out of instinct and his arm around her waist drew a light scowl from Morrer. 


"Clan  Leader,  I  need  to  speak  with  you,  Jenner  and  Oritia. Privately." 


He  nodded  and  they  followed  him  to  a  private  office.  Morrer pulled chairs out and Tia was getting worried as she took a seat. 


"There is no easy way to say this, there are Morvigeth priests of Lassing here on Emicar and they want you back." 


Her stomach flipped and she fought to keep the meal she had just eaten where it was. "And as you are a priest as well, you will hand me over." 


Two voices shouted, "No!" 


She blinked and looked to the clan leader for assistance. "I don't understand." 


"They have another idea. Let them share it. For my part, I will offer you the hospitality of the clan for your entire time here. That includes protection from those who would injure you." 


Morrer  and  Jenner  were  having  a  staring  contest  that  Tia  was curious      about,      but      didn't      want      to      interrupt.      Their      private communication was their own business. 


"Thank you." 


"Call me, Alion." 


"Thank you, Alion."  She  grinned  and didn't  wince  at  the  very masculine assessment he was engaged in. 


Jenner  sighed.  "Oritia,  I  need  you  to  return  to  the  women's quarters for the next two days." 


She blinked, "I thought…" 


"You have to be in heat during the ritual or it won't work." He ran one hand through his hair in irritation. "So, no more time in my chambers until afterward." 


The mention of the ritual sent a thrill of panic through her and she ruthlessly suppressed it. "That's too bad. I was just getting ideas for 


the manacles." 


Morrer held Jenner back as Alion escorted her to Aida's custody. She  looked  back  at  her  lover  and  stifled  a  smile  as  his  gaze smouldered  with  intensity.  As  soon  as  he  was  out  of  her  field  of vision, she allowed the clan leader and his daughter-in-law to take her back to her rooms. 


"Morrer would not have come if it wasn't important." Aida was trying to sooth her. 


"It's all right, Aida. Jenner and I will have our time another day." She swallowed around the lump in her throat and smiled as they left Alion at the gateway to the women's quarters. 


"It isn't right that you are still expected to be the sacrifice when you have found your mate." 


"Psychics are special cases, Aida. We do not come around that often." She smiled and walked into the rooms that she had left what seemed  a  lifetime  ago.  Her  gown  was  still  crumpled  near  the window. 


"And if you are pregnant? What will they do then?" 


A flare of hope ran through Tia until she checked her body and found no unusual traces of life. "I do not think Lassing will let me go that easily." 


Aida wrapped her arms around Tia and gave her a motherly hug. "Jenner won't let you go either." 


On that comforting thought, Oritia got a selection of books and settled in for a long and tense evening. 







Chapter Seven 






The ride into the city was tense, but it was a relief after the tearful goodbyes that Tia had endured from Aida and Starla. 


Morrer and another priest were driving and Jenner held her hand during  the  entire drive.  Her  hormones  were  in  high  gear  with  her pulse pounding in her ears. Two days after his touch, her body was craving his with a ferocity that she had never before reached. 


"So, we will go straight into the temple, get ready and the ritual will  start?"  She  swallowed  and  tried  to  ignore the slow stroke  of Jenner's thumb on the inside of her wrist. 


Morrer nodded. "There are servants waiting to prepare you and then you will be escorted to the sacrifice space and the ritual will begin. I swear, you will be unharmed and the priests of your planet will not be allowed near you." 


She touched his mind for confirmation and was a little relieved when he seemed to be completely sincere. 


Jenner's mind was a riot of lust, so she touched him lightly and backed away before her own interest caught fire. 


The  priest  who  was  driving  was  young,  nervous  about  being around the  other males and horribly  interested in the scent of her heat. With his primary focus on keeping them on the road, the city soon loomed in the forward screen of the vehicle. 


Her  pulse  started  to  pound  with  fear,  images  of  the  dead  and dying psychics were swirling through her thoughts and it shook her to the centre of her soul. 


Her  muscles  were  taut  as  they  exited  the  vehicle  to  enter  the temple.  Six  shy  women  took  possession  of  her  the  moment  they entered the premises. 


They  worked  in  respectful  silence,  removing  her  gown  and shoes, leading her into a deep bath and scrubbing every inch of her, some inches were scrubbed twice. Her hair was lathered and rinsed, then conditioned and combed until it was snarl free and shining gold 


with rainbow strands. 


"Lay on the table please." The woman waited and started a slow rub with lotions that relaxed and invigorated each inch of skin. 


None of the women were in heat and all had an attention to detail that would have been admirable if her skin didn't have a pulse of its own. "What is in that lotion?" 


"Just a mild stimulant to make you more sensitive to the touch of the priest who engages  in the  sacrifice." The  woman's  voice was calm. "Flip over, please." 


Ah, a simple stimulant. No wonder her spine was shivering and the backs of her calves were more sensitive than they had ever been. Tia turned over and lay still as the clinical hands smoothed over her skin  and  woke  her  breasts  and  belly  in  turn  with  the  lotion  and steady massage. 


Tia heard a humming in her ears, part was her pulse and the rest was a  low-toned chant coming from her attendants. Hands  helped her sit and she was taken to stand in front of a mirror as a gown was draped over her form and belted around her waist with a jewelled cord. 


Makeup was applied around her eyes and her lips were darkened to a full pout. Her hair was in a twisted arrangement, leaving a thick swath down her back, but the rest lifted to expose her neck. If she and Jenner were alone, he would be all over her, but that was not tonight's plan. 


"Are you ready?" the eldest of her attendants bowed diffidently. 


"I believe so." 


"Have you made your peace with the gods?" 


"As much as I am able." If her body hadn't felt so alive, her fear would have had a better chance at making itself known. 


"Then the priests await. This way." The women formed around her, two in front, two to the sides and two behind. Her honour guard was ready and they started to move. 


Her feet were bare. It was the first thing she noted as they walked through the halls. She supposed a sacrifice did not need shoes. 


Oritia  stumbled  when  she  saw  the  collection  of  priests  of Lassing, including two in the half-masks of the god. In a desperate move, she touched the minds of the men in the masks and trembled with relief when it was Jenner and Morrer behind them. 


The masked men were wearing short wraps around their hips and 


nothing beyond that foot of fabric and the masks. 


"The sacrifice is ready." The women bowed and handed her over to the priests, just like that. 


The  twins  took  her  hands  and  when  the  other  priests  took  up positions in front and behind, they started walking to the large door that led to the ritual space of the temple. 


This was the moment that Tia had spent her life dreading and she was surrounded. 


Lassing would have her sacrifice today, one way or another. 







Chapter Eight 






They won't hurt you, they won't hurt you, they won't hurt you. Oritia kept the chant going as the two priests escorted her to the sacrificial stand. The crowd was silent as  she  stepped  up and they eased the gown off her shoulders, letting it slither to the floor. 


The masks  that  they wore  partially covered  their  faces,  but the bodies tying her to the stand were those of Jenner and Morrer. She kept reminding herself of that little fact. When the twins moved so that  one  was  in  front  of  her  and  the  other  behind,  the  crowd murmured in surprise. 


From  behind  her, Morrer  spoke.  "Lassing, we call you on this day to come to this vessel and we hope her sacrifice will allow your mate to find her way home." 


His voice echoed and carried in the silent hall. Tia shivered in the view of the audience, including the  glares of the priests from her home world. They were next to priests that had orders to watch them for any signs of violence or even casual movement. 


The  audience was going to hear every noise she made  and the large vid screens were going to display everything done to her in larger-than-life detail. Jenner and Morrer loosely bound her to the altar at wrist, ankle and thigh. She swallowed heavily as they waited for  the  starlight  to  stream  through  the  focussing  window  in  the ceiling. 


The man in front of her stood poised and waiting. The one behind her had his hands on her hips. 


The light struck the far edge of the stage she was on and with the gasp of the audience, the show began. 


Eyes glowed through the mask in front of her, hypnotizing her and awakening her senses. With her mind enthralled, two pairs of hands started to caress her naked flesh. A whimper escaped  from Tia's throat and she heard it magnified around her. 


Her gaze was locked on the eyes of the man in front of her as the  light spilling out went from onyx, to lavender, to blue, to silver. The glare of light held her transfixed as her arousal climbed radically. 


The light poured into her, warming her from the inside out and she sent her mind out to find the identity of her lover. She blinked as her mind touched his and found nothing that she recognized as  a mind.  A  swirling  vortex  of  power  greeted  and  welcomed  her, ratchetting her body's response out of her control. 


The man before her shed his clothing and his hands took on an urgency that created a wet eagerness between her thighs. Parted as they were, it was easy for him to slide two fingers into her. 


She could smell her own heat and when her body was hovering on the edge, he bent his knees to thrust into her. 


The hands from behind cupped her breasts and as her cries grew in  volume and  intensity, the male behind  her  turned  her  head  and kissed her deeply, his tongue slipping into her mouth and stealing her cries an instant before he poured molten fire along her nerves in the form of psi energy that had her vibrating on the edge of release. Lassing was pleased with her sacrifice. 


The  man  in  front  of  her  stroked  the  front  of  her  sex  and  his whisper was the final straw. "Come for me, Tia. She's waiting." 


Her  scream  echoed  through  the  room  and  the  power  that  had been poured into her came out as her body shook in the grip of the gods. She heard a shout from in front of her, felt the seed spill into her, but her mind was swirling through the stars, searching. 


A voice came to her as she examined every darkness she came across. Lassing? Beloved? Is that you? 


Searaline, my beloved, I have found you. The relief of eons of searching broke Tia's heart. 


Is this your vessel? 


It is. Her name is Oritia and she is generous in heart and spirit. 


An exhausted  voice came to her and  she saw the star that was hovering on the edge of space. Will she guide me home? 


Tia's soul smiled. Come with me. We will all go home. 


Tia      and      Jenner-Lassing      reeled      in      their      presence,      drawing Searaline with them. She followed and latched onto Tia the moment before she re-entered her body. 


The crowd was gasping in lust and shock. The masks were gone. Jenner was in front of her and Morrer behind. 


Tia  could  feel  her  eyes  glowing  as  Searaline  looked  up  at  the  vessel that contained Lassing. "Beloved, it has been so long." 


The  silver  eyes  looked  down  into  what  Tia  knew  to  be  eyes glowing gold. She was a passenger in her own body and didn't mind at all. "My dearest, it has been too long." 


The bonds unravelled and she stepped forward to greet her lover. 


Tia-Searaline reached out her hands to touch Jenner-Lassing. It was a touch that went beyond skin and he shuddered in reaction as their energies met and mingled with their kiss. 


The priests that had haunted Tia since her childhood were staring in horror. "Beloved, those priests of yours have perverted your will. The soul of my avatar tells me that many generations of psi's have been  slaughtered  on  her  home  world.  How  will  you  deal  with them?" 


Jenner-Lassing  turned  to  the  priests  and  with  a  flick  of  his fingers, they hovered in the air over the edge of the stage. "Answer for your crimes." 


Tia-Searaline  held  still  as  her  beloved  touched  the  minds  and determined the guilt or innocence of the  priests  in question.  Only one survived the process, the others simply stopped. 


They stopped thinking, breathing and living in a second. 


To the survivor,  he spoke. "Take this message back with your deceased brethren on Morvigeth. Stop these practices or I will come and stop them for you." 


The  man  bowed,  grovelled  and  stayed  on  the  floor  as  his  god confronted him. 


"Now, beloved. Where were we?" She lifted off the ground and floated to him, twining around him as ivy would an oak. 


He  slid  into  her  physically  and  psychically  and  they  came together in a rush of light and sound. 


Their passion lit the stage and cascaded through the population of Emicar IV, energy radiated clearing water, invigorating  plant life and sending all animals  into  heat.  The  seasons would  allow  for  a bountiful harvest and the stars joined together for the first time in over  two  thousand  years.  Husband  and  wife  met  and  melded, relieved and overjoyed to be in each other's arms once again. 


With their avatars spent, they simply held each other on the stage in  the  ritual  hall.  "Will  your  avatar  allow  you  inside  again?" Jenner-Lassing  rubbed  his  chin  on  the  head  of  the  woman  in  his arms. 


"She will. She  understands the pain and loss  we  have both felt better than I could imagine. She also loves your avatar very much. They are true mates, it would be best if you did not use his twin by mistake." 


"Ah,  the  priest  brother.  Yes,  I  can  see  the  problem.  These flesh-and-blood creatures are perfect vessels, but they do pair bond fiercely." 


"If you do interfere with her bond, she will likely not let me back in."  Tia-Searaline smiled up  at her  spouse.  "I  am  marking  her as mine and I hope that I can join you soon so that my light may shine with yours." 


He  smiled  down  at  her,  his  silver  eyes  gleaming,  "Are  you moving?" 


"I am on my way. Only empty space divides us and I will not let a  little  nothing  keep  us  apart.  I  just  didn't  know  where  to  look." Tears streaked down her face as she gazed up into his face. "Your focus is fading." 


"I can hold it a little longer." 


"It is hurting your avatar. I will see you here one year from now." 


He laughed. "And now I know where to find you, I will watch for you and light the way." 


"Mark  your  chosen  as  I  mark  mine,  just  so  you  don't  get confused  on  the  return."  She  caressed  his  cheek  and  smiled.  The swirling stars were appearing under the skin of her avatar and when the  matching  swirls  started  to  mark  her  mate,  she  grinned.  "You always were agreeable." 


"Only with you, love. Only with you." They held gazes as their power trickled away with the coming dawn. They knew where to find each other and that was what mattered. Life could begin again. 


Tia slumped in Jenner's arms as the dawn filled the room with light. 


They were both naked and exhausted. The priests quickly threw cloaks over them and took them to the infirmary. 


Tia touched Jenner's mind and confirmed that he was alive and sane. 


"I am sorry, Morrer. It was supposed to be you, wasn't it?" Tia whispered it to the man who held her. 


"I serve Lassing. He took Jenner because Jenner was your mate and I am very glad for that." Morrer grinned. "Besides, he will hate  the markings Lassing gave him and that is plenty of ammunition for mocking. I can be satisfied with that." 


She giggled weakly as he eased her into a cot and put in an IV for fluids. 


"You were up there most of the night and your body is suffering from      dehydration.      Don't      worry.      Jenner      is      getting      the      same treatment." He smiled and drew a sheet up over her naked body. 


"The priests are going to want to question you when you are up to it. The holy books are getting new additions as we speak. Lassing and his bride have finally found each other and we are ecstatic." 


"They were pretty happy as well." Tia chuckled and her eyes got heavy. "There is more than just fluid in that needle." 


Morrer  chuckled.  "Yes,  there is, but  you can worry about that later. I promise you can punch me out." 


"Excellent. I  look forward to it." It probably came out slurred, but she meant it. She hated being drugged for her own best interests. 







Chapter Nine 






The cots were narrow, but when Jenner crawled over to wrap her in his  arms,  it  felt  just  right.  She  sighed  happily  as  they  cuddled together and she resumed the even breathing of sleep. 


Hours passed before flashes of the night started to intrude on her mind. Light was everywhere, the priests were shrieking in her mind as they died. 


"It's  over, Tia.  Shh. Don't cry." A thumb caressed her cheeks and wiped away the tears that were seeping from beneath her lashes. 


"I'm alive." 


"Of  course  and  very  fit  if  I  do  say  so  myself."  His  hands wandered gently over her curves, but there was none of the frenzy of their first couplings, this was a slow exploration. 


"I  never  expected  to  survive  the  sacrifice,  even  though  you promised I would." 


He  nuzzled  at  her  temple,  pressing  soft  kisses  along her  cheek and jaw. "I know, but nothing I said could change your mind. It had to be experienced." 


She snickered and sniffled at the same time. "That's one word for it." She relaxed into his grip and thought about the world outside. 


"We have to speak to the priests. They have not met a vessel for a very long time and little, if anything, is known of Lassing's wife." 


Tia whispered, "She has been lost for a very long time." 


"And  we  need  to  know  more  about  her  so  that  we  can  help Lassing find her by every means at our disposal." 


"She is coming to him now and the stars will shiver with joy as she passes." Tears were pricking her eyes and sliding slowly down her cheeks. "What about the Morvigeth priest?" 


Morrer  swept  back  the  curtain  and  cleared  his  throat  at  their cuddle. "I need to speak to you about that. An acolyte is bringing clothing." 


Jenner sat up and pulled a sheet tightly over Tia's body. "Why do 


you need to speak to her? Why isn't he gone?" 


Morrer      stared      at      him      and      they      shared      their      private communication. Tia listened in and understood something about a journey  and  information.  She  sighed  and sat up, hanging  her  legs over the edge of the cot until she was able to stand with the sheet wrapped around her. 


The acolyte stumbled into her field of vision, looked at her face, blushed and handed Morrer the clothing before running away. She could feel the tingle in the left side of her body and looked down at her  hand,  admiring  the  swirls  and  patterns  on  her  flesh  in  darker blues and silvers. 


Morrer  sighed  and  gave  her  the  white  dress  that  he  had  been handed. She slipped it over her head and tugged it into place before dropping  the  sheet.  The  priest  looked  disappointed  and  Jenner laughed. 


She  grinned.  "I  have  sisters  and  brothers  and  had  to  live  in  a relatively small house while being watched by the priests at random intervals. I can get dressed, undressed and cook a meal with little to no skin showing." 


The dress was opaque and it  exposed her right leg from hip to ankle. "I need shoes." 


"If the acolyte gets up his nerve, he will bring them in." Morrer tossed his brother a pair of trousers and nothing else. 


She couldn't help it, Tia turned to watch Jenner get dressed and enjoyed every second of it. 


He noticed her watching and it took a little effort to tuck his cock into  his  trousers.  She  was  so  enthralled,  she  didn't  even  register what she was seeing until she yelped and ran to him, sliding him free of the fabric. "You have a spiral on there!" 


He  blinked  at  her  in  surprise  and  she  took  in  the  markings beneath his  skin,  masculine marks  that made  his eyes look fierce and his jaw seemed to be made of bronze-blue granite. His cock was still in her hand, but she traced the swirls up from his groin, across his chest and up his neck. He was vibrating with tension and when Morrer cleared his throat, she released Jenner's erection and stepped away. 


"Your marks look just as beautiful, Tia." He smiled and gave her a quick kiss before retucking and fastening his pants. 


"Please  set  aside  the  mutual  admiration  society.  We  have  to  speak  to  the  priest  council  and  the  magistrates.  Jenner,  they  are unsure of whether to allow you to continue in service." 


Jenner came up behind her and took her hand. "Come along then. We need to get this over and done." 


They walked with Morrer and ended up in a room with a series of tables arranged in a circle. Every seat was filled and all eyes were on them when they came into the room. 


The  elder  priest  smiled  with  an  excited  light  in  his  eyes. "Welcome. Please, be seated." 


Acolytes moved a table so that they could enter it. They sat in the chairs that the acolytes brought in, perched in the centre of the ring. 


"Now,  we  have  many  questions, but  first,  we have  to ask  you about Morvigeth, Avatar Oritia." 


She didn't tense—her sacrifice and her heat were over. "What do you wish to know, Elder?" 


"Will  they  trust  the  surviving  priest,  or  do  we  need  to  send  a representative to your home world?" 


That was an interesting question. "I have to say, knowing that the men we are speaking of gleefully slaughtered psychic after psychic in the most brutal and humiliating manner, that they will not simply take his word for it." 


"Will you make a statement that can be broadcast?" 


She blinked. "Of what nature?" 


A row of masculine guffaws ran through the crowd. "Not that. Your public sacrifice has been recorded for our archives. A simple statement of what transpired during the sacrifice will suffice." 


"That will not be a problem. I have read many of your holy books and treatise in the last few weeks and you may want to send your diplomat      with      several      copies      of      each      as      well.      Morvigeth's priesthood will not give up its traditions willingly. Your emissary had better be ready for a fight." 


Morrer nodded from his seat on her left. "I am. Lassing touched me lightly last night after the priests were judged. He wishes me to travel and correct those who use him as a means for murder." 


Jenner tensed on her other side, but he nodded in agreement. He wasn't going to kick up a fuss in front of those assembled. 


"Now,  on  to  the  matter  of  General  Mathwin.  What  is  your opinion      of      your      ability      to      continue      on      in      your      capacity      as commander of our defence?" 


Jenner took her hand, "I will have the duties of home and family to deal with as well, being avatar once a year will be an easy job, especially with such a wonderful woman at my side and within my mind." He kissed the back of her hand and a few of the men looked on with envy in their gaze. 


"Accepted.  We  will  evaluate  your  performance  in  one  year, though  your  new  status  will  involve  trips  to  the  outer  reaches  to prove these events. Fortunately, the stars marked you both. It will make the most sceptical into believers." The elder winked. 


"Now, Oritia, what do you know of the star that you spoke to last night? What can you tell us about her?" 


Tia kept her hold on Jenner's hand and told them what she knew. Scribes  wrote  frantically  and  when  asked  if  she  could  point  out Searaline's location, she smiled. "I believe the map is on my body somewhere, but I will leave it to General Mathwin to find it at his leisure." 


The gathering laughed again. 


"Why did she mark you?" 


"To match the marks Lassing put on Jenner. She wanted my mate marked so that Lassing would not use Morrer's body by accident." 


Morrer was grinning. "I wondered if it was a sign of favour. Now I know." 


She laughed. "If I  would not accept Searaline because  Lassing was inside you and not Jenner, she would make him pay. They only have one night together per year and they have missed it for many centuries. She will not let him miss one more." 


A few of the priests looked scandalized and she sighed, "What do you think that ritual meant? Lassing poured power into me and used my psychic talents as a broadcasting station to find a star, also  in love."  She  smiled.  "The  love  was  key,  though  it  seemed  to  be missing from your texts." 


"Love?" Jenner leaned close to her and she turned until there was only half an inch between them. 


A cleared throat had them both scowling at the elder. 


"We will be coming to your family compound later in the week to arrange an appearance schedule that does not conflict with your work and family obligations. In the meantime, please look into the location of the star Searaline." 


He chuckled and smiled. "Yes, I will. Thank you for your time.  Tia and I will be available for any questions and queries you may have  on the  matter of the night of the sacrifice. We bid you good day." 


He rose  to his  feet  and bowed for  her to  precede  him.  Morrer came with them and they wandered out of the room. She smiled and waited for them, hugging both of them in turn. "Morrer, you have to be careful when you go to Morvigeth. Those priests are evil and they won't hesitate to kill you to keep the status quo." 


"I am aware of it. That is why I am going to pick your brain and get messages from you to your family." He chortled and outlined his plan to meet her people. 


Jenner  kept  an  arm  around  her  as  they  made  their  way  to  the transport. "Where are we going?" 


"Why, Tia, we are going home." Jenner held her tightly against him the whole way. 


She didn't have the heart to tell him that her home was far away, in the stars. 





Starla came running and almost knocked her over with a hug the moment  they arrived.  The  rest  of  the  attending clan  was out  in a formal assembly that had her nervous. 


The moment that Starla released her, Jenner stood in front of his family and asked her a question she never imagined she would hear. 


"Oritia, would you be my wife, my mate and bear my children should the stars bless us?" His eyes were sincere and his mother was clinging to his father in a way that reminded her of her own parents. 


"I don't know. Does that mean I can stay on Emicar IV?" She tried to keep her face straight, but the gasps were audible. 


"Yes, you evil creature with the lovely golden rainbow for hair. You may stay on Emicar IV. You may even get a work permit if you need one." 


Aida had her hand pressed over her mouth in surprise, but Tia grinned. "Yes, Jenner, I will be your wife, your mate, your partner and if the stars bless us, then may the fates have pity on your world." 


They  laughed  as  Jenner  spun  her  around,  their  feet  bare  and bodies marked by the stars. The clan Mathwin howled with triumph and welcomed her to the fold. 


Alion hugged her, "Glad you said yes, I have already added you to the family records." 


She twisted her lips in a mock frown. "You that sure?" 

"I saw you together. I am indeed that sure." 

A feast was arranged and when the clan leader welcomed her, she had tears in her eyes. It was a family again, relaxed and happy. It was something she hadn't felt in a very long time. 


"Oritia, what is your home clan name?" Starla's voice was loud in the sudden silence. 


Tia straightened. "Neevos. Oritia Neevos of Morvigeth. Sakkath province. I guess I am now Oritia Mathwin?" 


Jenner  smiled  and  nodded.  "Oritia  Mathwin,  my  wife  and psychic of the clan." 


"Does that make a difference?" 


"Only to your personal crest in the clan log books." Alion smiled gently. 


The  conversation  turned  to  the  new  markings  and  the  mental touch of the stars. 


Jenner, can you hear this? 


I can. You can speak this way? 


Apparently. No psychic on my world has been  able  to  let their skills  mature.  Starla  is  going  into  heat  soon,  by  the  way.  She watched our…uh…ritual and it kicked her into high gear. 


You can sense that? 


Of course. It is what I do. 


Would you like to go back to Morvigeth for a visit after Morrer pronounces it safe? 


Her excitement spilled out of her mind and she slid into his lap to show her approval for that idea. His lap showed its own approval for her  actions  and  with  the  clan's  blessing,  they  retreated  to  his quarters. 


Hours passed as they examined each other's new marks and he traced her swirls from the base of her spine to the starburst between her breasts. 


Tia's mind expanded to touch all of the adult clan members and the  residual  energy  of  the  stars  burst  out  of  them  as  they  came together over and over. 





Morrer knocked on the door near dawn. "Could you two give it a rest? Our parents are exhausted and three local girls have gone into heat. Whatever you are doing, reel it in." 

Smiling and slightly embarrassed, Jenner sent a silent message to his brother. 


Laughter echoed through the halls as Morrer walked away. 


"What did you tell him, Jenner?" 


"That he would find his own woman on Morvigeth and that she would  drive  him  to  lust  and  wrath,  he  could  pick  which  one  he wanted to stick with." 


She snuggled down in his arms, "How could you possibly know that?" 


"Lassing didn't just fuck and run. There are many traces of him left and I don't think he will ever completely be out of my system." 


She smiled and enjoyed the feel of her mate around her. Searaline didn't completely leave her either, but it was best that these things be revealed an inch at a time. 


The stars were not gone from Emicar IV. They had just decided to set up housekeeping. The benefits to the planet were going to be many—the seasons just had to take their course. 


She  smiled  as  she  thought  of  Morrer  with  a  feisty  Morvigeth psychic and her laugh rang through her mind. 


Wrath was going to come before lust. She just knew it. 










Author's Note 





Welcome to the Hashka Chronicles. Sacrifice to the Stars seemed a good way to start. 


Morrer's  book will be  Wrath  of the  Stars, but that  will be the third book in the series. Next, we will meet Siralinalia in Emissary to the Stars. 


Siri is  an  Emissary  to  a  goddess  of  pleasure.  Siri  just  wants  a vacation, so she escapes and takes some time off to visit her penpal. While on the strange world, she wears loose clothing, braids her hair tightly and doesn't put on any makeup. She starts fights and enjoys the freedoms of being a visitor to a new world who  has no social obligations. 


When her clan leader, high priest and war leader arrive to retrieve her, she can no longer resist her obligations to her star, her goddess and  her  people,  but  first,  she  has  an  obligation  to  a  man  she  has injured. 


Mirkon  has  suspected  that  his  sister's  friend  is  more  than  she appears to be and when she injures him while he assists her to fend off some drunken clansmen, she has to make reparation. Her laws and goddess require it and he is going to enjoy every minute of it. 
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