
        
            
                
            
        

    
 Nina Snelling is a Terran Hunter on assignment. 
She has to retrieve a monk from a penal colony 
and return him to his brotherhood. Acquiring a 
position on the planet is the easy part, finding her target and getting off world is the tough portion. 
Especially when her life is complicated by her 
death and her recovery. 
Hart Len was ready and prepared to use his 
healing talent on the corpse, but when it sat up 
and started screaming, his day took a sudden turn 
for the strange. Seeing the woman alive and 
breathing, he has to fight the impulse to stop her shrieking in the most pleasurable way possible. 
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Chapter One 
he disgruntled would-be-lover threw her to 
Tthe
ground in the town square, summoning 
attention with a sharp whistle. He disappeared 
into the shadows while she got to her feet. The low cough behind her sent a chill down her spine. 
Nina swung around and faced what she feared. 
One of the guards of the Braykor penal colony was 
aiming a blaster at her abdomen. “No. Please. 
Don’t.” Her search for the missing Nyal 
representative was about to be cut very short. 
It was no use. With an evil gleam in his eyes, he 
pulled the trigger and the resulting pain and flare of light blinded her as she fell to the ground. 
It was really turning into a bitch of a day. 


* * * * 
Hart Len saw the blast, but was too late to stop the guard from shooting the woman before he pulled 
the trigger. 
As soon as the guard rejoined his squad to 
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continue their explorations, Hart ran to the 
woman’s side. She was dead. Her skin was paling 
rapidly. 
Cursing, he scooped her up and carried her into 
his structure. He only had seconds and there was 
no guarantee that it would work. He laid her on 
his bunk and smoothed her hair from her face. She 
wasn’t Nyal, her skin was far too pale. 
Hart meditated for a moment and concentrated 
his life force into the centre of his body in 
preparation for giving it to the delicate creature on his bed. When he was ready, he leaned forward to 
place his lips on hers, the better to transfer the energy through the kiss of life. 
Just before he made contact, her chest heaved 
and she coughed, opening her eyes to see him 
inches from her. The scream she let out was 
enough to make his ears ring and the fist she 
slammed into his chest carried enough energy to 
stop his own heart if he hadn’t been using his own talent already. 
“What in the eleven hells was that?” He could 
only blink in astonishment as the woman sat up 
with her hands to the burn on her abdomen. 
“Who are you? What were you doing?” 
“Well, you were dead…” 
“I was dead?” 
“Yes.” 
“Oh. Then what were you…ew.” The 
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expression on her face showed him her thought 
processes. 
He almost laughed and it surprised him. 
Nothing had amused him since he had been sent 
here to Braykor. “I was preparing to revive you. 
The blaster shorts out energy and if I get to a 
victim quickly enough, I can restart their body. If your soul had fled, I would simply have 
withdrawn the power.” 
“So you weren’t trying to have sex with my 
corpse?” Her hands were holding the fabric of her 
shift tightly against her. The exposed skin in the blaster strike zone made his mouth water. 
“Not with your corpse. No.” He couldn’t help 
it, he smiled as he eyed her from head to toe. 


* * * * 
Nina was astonished by the man in front of her. 
He knelt on the floor calmly and with the control 
of a ruler in a throne room. His eyes were deep 
amber, his body a lovely mocha and a bright 
shock of golden hair topped his head. The muscles 
he had were not due to a life of incarceration, this man had been a warrior before he came to 
Braykor. 
She knew her own vivid colouring would be 
gaining his attention. Her violet eyes never failed to elicit comments and her scarlet hair made an 
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excellent frame for those assets. 
“Who are you?” 
“Hart Len. And you are?” 
He looked offended when she started laughing. 
“I am Nina Snelling. I have been sent to retrieve 
you.” 
His blonde eyebrows rose in surprise. “How are 
you planning to do that?” 
Nina dropped her face into her hands and 
scrubbed her face. “I have no idea.” Groaning, she rubbed the back of her neck. 
He sighed and stood, coming to a halt next to 
the bed. “Turn. I will help with the taut muscles.” 
“What?” 
“I will help you. Now turn.” 
Nina turned. She sat still, her other sense tuned 
to the energy building up behind her. When he 
touched her, she almost shrieked with surprise. 
Her body was overwhelmed with a hot rage of 
lust that froze her in place as his powered hands 
started to rub, squeeze and massage the muscles 
that had snapped tight when the blaster hit. 
Shocked by the lust, she did all she could to 
stay relaxed and calm as he worked his hands 
down her body. 
A rich chuckle from her masseuse made her 
suspicious. 
“Why are you laughing, Hart?” 
“You are keeping yourself from succumbing to 
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my touch. It isn’t something most women here 
would bother with. How did you come to be at the 
colony?” 
“It is a rather long story.” 
“We can’t get off this rock, so you may as well 
let me in on your secrets.” 
The low tone he used made her want to strip 
naked and show him all her secrets. It was warm velvet with a trail of silken heat. All in a voice. 
Damn he was dangerous. 
“I am an Alliance Hunter, here as part of an 
exchange program. I was to retrieve you and bring 
you back to Stalen Kari. It is a monastery, I 
believe.” 
“It is.” 
“You are a monk?” Her breath was coming 
faster now, his hands were working the muscles of 
her lower back and her belly trembled at that 
closely applied heat. 
“Yes.” 
That one word acted like a blast of cold air up 
her skirt. “Thank you. That was very helpful.” She shifted away from those blessed hands and her 
body cried a little as he withdrew his touch. 
Technically, it was another kind of moisture, but it was best that she ignore that little bit of evidence. 
“Is something wrong?” 
“No, no. I am just as relaxed as I am going to 
get.” She could feel her body vibrating in the 
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tension of the lie. 
She met his gaze and he was looking all 
adorable and confused. “Sorry, I just need to find a way to get us off this rock. I am still on the job.” 
“They have reported you dead by now.” 
That was a snag she hadn’t counted on. “You 
can’t be serious.” 
“The execution was recorded and sent to the 
authorities before you hit the ground. What did 
you do to Dislor anyway?” 
“I kept short circuiting his, uh…equipment. He 
summoned the guard and I was killed, I guess.” 
She couldn’t help it, her hand ran across the 
sensitive skin of the blast site and examined the 
coverage of her damaged shift. It was still 
respectable, but now showed more midriff than 
she liked. 
“He wouldn’t have liked that. I heard that he 
won you in a game of chance.” 
“He did. I was dropped here undercover and 
then I set about finding you. To think, I only had to die to find you.” 
He chuckled, his amber eyes flashing. “As 
simple as that.” 
“So, Hart Len, do you often pick up dead 
women in the town square?” 
She savoured the look of consternation on his 
face the instant before a strange voice called from the room beyond. 
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Chapter Two 
art, are you playing with dead meat in 
t
“H he
re?” The voice was ragged, coarse but 
not unfriendly. 
“Get behind me.” Hart took a position between 
her and the door, the creaking of the floorboards 
as the owner of the voice approached, giving her 
chills. 
“Why are you here, Cior?” Hart had his arms 
crossed and was glaring at the newcomer. 
“I just wanted to see your toy. Can I have her 
when you are done with her?” The pale green 
hulk of stone-like flesh moved into her field of 
view. 
“She is still alive, Cior. You can’t have her.” 
“Pretty eyes. Are you sure she’s alive? It would 
be lots of fun to play with something that pretty.” 
There was a little bit of drool around the fangs 
protruding from the lower jaw. Whatever he was, 
if Hart fucked her corpse, Cior looked to want to 
eat the leftovers. 
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The pulse that ran through her body gathered 
in defence as he looked at her and licked his lips. 
“Is her blood the same colour as her hair? I heard that it was.” 
Hart reached behind him and pulled her firmly 
up against his back. The bare skin of her upper 
abdomen pressed against his warm flesh and she 
stifled the moan as his heat almost burned her. 
“You can’t have her, Cior. She will remain with 
me.” 
“What will you do with her, monk? It’s a 
perfectly good waste of all that pale flesh.” 
“I am sure I will think of something. Don’t 
forget, Dislor paid the guards to kill her. Neither of them will be particularly pleased to hear of her survival.” 
The mint green beast paled as Hart laid the 
situation out for him. “You have a point. I found 
you fucking a corpse and nothing more. Sorry to 
have disturbed.” 
The speed with which their audience had 
entered was nothing compared to his sudden exit. 
Hart waited until Cior was well gone before he 
turned to face her. “I think we may have a 
problem here.” 
“Aside from my being here? I think we may 
have more than one problem.” She stepped back 
and away from his tempting heat. She didn’t 
know why she was so attracted to him, it was 
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difficult to control the impulse to jump him and 
tear away the loose trousers he was wearing. 
To assist in her control, she gripped her elbows 
and waited for him to outline the difficulties. 
“Come with me. I am fairly sure that Dislor 
didn’t feed you.” 
“No, but the tentacled thing before him gave 
me a ration bar.” She followed him into an 
adjoining room. “This is a fairly big place. Do all of the prisoners here get such a large house?” 
“No, there were originally four of us in this 
place, but after six months, it was all mine.” 
“Dead or expelled?” 
“Two of one and one of the other.” 
They were in what could only be a dining area. 
A small table with three chairs, a small fireplace and a cupboard were the only amenities in the 
room. 
Nina took a seat and watched Hart, with an 
unhealthy amount of fascination, moving around 
the room. 
He set out a cup, a bowl, a spoon and gave her 
some soup from the pot sitting next to the fire. He sat across from her and poured water into the cup, then leaned back. 
“Now. How do you plan on getting me out of 
here?” 
She sipped gratefully at the cup and fought her 
own rising lust. “Where is the nearest com 
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station?” 
“Five kilometres to the west.” 
“Good. I think I may be able to get in contact 
with a ship to get us out of here.” She grabbed the spoon and took a slurp of the soup. It wasn’t bad, but it wasn’t good. There was a sort of a meat in it that defied her ability to describe it. 
“The soup is…quite nice.” 
His grin disarmed her. “It’s lizard. They are 
everywhere around here.” 
“Thank you for the food. I am hungrier than I 
realized.” She concentrated on scooping up more 
of the lizard soup and drinking the broth and 
water. 
She wondered what the hell was going on with 
her hormones. 
Finally, the damp heat between her thighs got 
enough of her attention that she had to ask. “Why 
is my body running riot around you? I can’t get 
myself to calm down and I have the 
uncontrollable urge to rub myself against you 
from top to bottom.” 
Honesty was always the best policy, but her 
bald statement caught him by surprise. 
“You are the first person on this world to notice 
it as unusual.” 
“Well, my hormones rarely perk up and take 
notice, so what are you?” 
“A Kalordan. I left my planet to pursue a life of 
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austerity and healing in the brotherhood of Stalen Kari.” 

Kalorda. That was so familiar. She ran through the latest Terran Times notices in her head and 
finally looked up with a surprised smile on her 
face. “Tiger shifter.” 
“How did you know? We don’t exactly 
advertise our species particulars.” He was 
suddenly much more hesitant to be around her. 
“One of my species was recently mated to one 
of yours. They are both pilots.” She realized 
something and laughed. “They may be the ones I 
am trying to call, come to think of it.” 
He blinked in a sort of a stupor. “So you are 
aware of us? One of us has been accepted by your 
species?” 
“Of course.” She smiled and had some more 
water. “Terrans seem to be a generic breeding 
species. We bridge just about any race. No one can tell us why.” 
“Do you have a mate?” 
She squinted at him, looking at his speculative 
eyes. “No. I wouldn’t be on Hunter duty if I did.” 
The satisfied smirk that crossed his face was 
enough for her. 
“Back off, scooter. You are a monk. Don’t you 
have a vow of celibacy?” 
The snort that he let out was indelicate. “No. To 
ask one with my talents to be celibate would be 
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sheer torture.” 
That made her heart start a pounding beat that 
she couldn’t stop. “Your talents?” 
“I am a healer by training.” 
“Oh. So, lots of contact with patients then.” 
“Yes. But I am not a creature beyond my 
passions. When I don’t wish to couple, I politely decline. That is how I ended up sentenced here, by the way.” 
“You declined?” 
“A wealthy woman who considered herself 
irresistible. When I did resist, she had me taken into custody and sentenced here. Her brother was 
the judge.” His skin darkened as he remembered. 
“Well, I am here to get you out. They will come 
looking for me.” 
“You are dead if you will recall. No one will be 
looking for you.” 
“You are wrong. The Alliance accounts for 
every dead Terran. They have to—it’s part of the 
contract with our planet.” She sounded more 
confident than she felt. There would eventually be an inquiry, but she would probably be 
permanently dead by then. 
“Well, since you are now fortified, we can be on 
our way to the communication station. If we leave 
soon, we should arrive by dark.” He stood and 
walked into another room, returning with a 
monk’s robes and hood. 
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“Wear this. You are a little conspicuous with 
that scarlet hair of yours. We don’t want anyone 
else to see you before we leave.” 
She shrugged into the robes and was relieved to 
see that they just brushed her ankles. She wrapped her hair up loosely and tucked it into the hood. 
“Better?” 
“Not for me, but for those we will pass, it will 
be much better. They will assume you are another 
acolyte banished to Braykor for displeasing a 
noble on one of the planets.” 
“Great.” The robes smelled like Hart, but less 
intensely than his warm, smooth flesh did. 
“We are burning daylight, so please, let’s move 
as quickly as we can.” With that, he shepherded 
her out of the dwelling and out into the bright 
sunlight. 
Bemused, she followed the pace he was setting, 
almost jogging at times to keep up. Several other 
prisoners looked at them, but let them pass 
without more than a slight wave at Hart. 
Braykor was a strange place. It had the 
reputation for never losing a prisoner and the 
reason was simple. No ship was allowed to land 
on the surface. There were defensive guns at each 
and every possible landing site. Anything within 
fifty miles of the surface was blown to hell. 
They didn’t need to restrain the prisoners 
because there was nowhere to go. 
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Guards were assigned to the planet due to 
behavioural problems within their files. The guard that shot her had his team with him. Fifteen other guards with guns placed in all directions. 
They took no chances with being overwhelmed. 
The clearest route to an uprising was to 
underestimate the danger of the people around 
them. They did sweeps on a random basis and 
today’s sweep had already occurred with her 
untimely death as the result. 
Braykor was not an attractive planet, but had 
the look of a desert with occasional precipitation. 
That would explain the lizards. 
Puffs of dust rose under her feet, the dry 
ground sliding under her sandals with every step. 
They passed row upon row of Quonset huts, each 
housing a group of prisoners or a small 
establishment. No personalizing was allowed, the 
entire place was grey and brown. 
You could have a life here. A clean, boring, 
bland life. Nothing else was allowed. No alcohol, 
no intoxicants and blood drinkers had their teeth 
filed dull every three weeks. Rations for every 
species was provided as they engaged in the 
cruellest punishment of all. On Braykor, they 
simply let you live to death. 
They had been walking for over an hour when 
she started a tradition that she couldn’t resist. 
“Are we there yet?” 
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“No.” 
She walked ten more paces. “Are we there yet?” 
“No.” He glanced back at her with irritation. 
Ten more paces. “Are we there yet?” 
With a snarl, he picked her up and flipped her 
over his shoulder. “We will be there in less than 
an hour. The roads are not paved so it takes a little longer.” 
Laughing to herself, Nina simply hung upside 
down and let him do the rest of the walking. She 
needed to come up with a way to disable the 
guards around the communication station. There 
were bound to be a few and her talent was usually 
only good for one solid burst. 
A plan of attack had to form. Please let it form. 
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Chapter Three 
e put her down just outside the perimeter 
f
H en
ce of the communication station. Her 
stomach was sore and her back ached, but she 
finally had her burst of inspiration. 
“Fencing? This is going to be easier than I 
thought.” She smiled and mentally rubbed her 
hands together. 
“Your plan has formed?” 
“Sort of. Are there guards inside?” 
“No. No one mans this station. The locks are 
over here.” 
She was cursing when he said that no one was 
manning the station, but the moment that he 
showed her the high-tech keypad with a biometric 
lock, she grinned like a fool. “Too easy.” 
She held her hand up and charged it with the 
pulse talent that she emitted. Closing her eyes, she pressed her hand against the panel and surged it. 
Three, two, one, click. The door swung open. 
“Nice trick.” Hart was watching her as she 
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shook out her hand. 
“Thank you. Now let’s get inside. This is bound 
to attract attention.” She moved past him into the com station. 
He locked the door behind them, scrambling 
the code. “That will buy us some time.” 
Nina sprinted to the actual communication unit 
and opened a signal. A set of numbers streamed 
from her fingers and into space. She waited an 
interval and sent a second stream. The third 
stream gave all the information that she had 
gleaned before she landed about the guns and 
machines that guarded the prisoners. 
Now she just had to wait. If there was anyone 
out there, they would have to confirm her status, 
her id codes and the information she sent out. 
Hart stood behind her and placed his hands on 
her shoulders as they waited in silence. His 
presence warmed and calmed her more than she 
wanted to admit. He was a monk for pities sake. 
A flaring signal came through and she sighed. 
The code was time and place. Six hours of waiting 
to go. 
“Pick up is in six hours. Three kilometres south 
of this post.” She stood and faced him. “Let’s get a move on. This is one ride I am not skipping.” 
“I agree.” He flipped on the monitors and 
assessed the readouts. “We have enough time to 
get past the front gate, but we will have to run.” 
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Nina gathered up her robes. “Let’s go.” 
The sprint to the door was done in seconds, the 
next leg of the run across the compound to the 
gate was frightening, the approach of vehicles was growing louder and they were running toward it. 
At the gate, Nina took a second to close it behind them and sent a scramble through the lock. They 
may be able to get in, but it was going to take the guards hours to manage it. 
“Come on!” Hart grabbed her wrist and hauled 
her into the scrub next to the gates. As quietly as they could, they headed south. 
Nina could hear shouts of frustration behind 
them as the prints failed to open the gate. A grim smile flickered on her face and she knew it. She 
kept her mouth shut and kept running. 
Southward, ever southward as the light became 
purplish, indicating the onset of the end of a day on Braykor. They needed to be at the pick up point or near to it at the proper time. They had the time, but they were losing the daylight. 
As the sun painted everything violet, they 
moved as silently as possible. A grove of scrubs 
and brambles suddenly opened into a large field 
in front of them. 
“We are here. This is the most likely spot for the landing. Rest now.” 
Nina’s knees buckled and she simply dropped 
where she stood. This was more walking than she 
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had done in months, certainly more running. She 
usually stunned her prey and dragged them into 
her shuttle. Running beside her prey was a 
novelty. 
“You are tired. More tired than you should be. 
Give me your hands.” 
Her tormentor knelt in front of her and took her 
hands without her offering them. They sat like 
that for a few minutes before he started to hum 
low in his throat. 
She was tempted to ask him about the noise, 
but a higher-pitched hum emanated from her own 
throat in response to the primal sound. They 
hummed together for a long time and while their 
hands were linked, Nina felt a slow stream of 
energy running from his body to hers in lapping 
waves. It could have been seconds, but her body 
started to shiver uncontrollably, so she knew it 
was longer. 
“You are cold.” 
Her body was burning hot, but her skin was 
indeed icy. “Yes. I guess I am having a bad body-
heat day. Only a few more hours I guess.” 
“Two. Two hours more, but I don’t think you 
will be that comfortable waiting.” He released her hands, gathering her to him in an embrace that 
flattened her breasts against his chest and pinned her arms between them. He lay on his back and 
she was on top of him, her back to the stars. 
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“Cuddling with an ice cube can’t be 
comfortable for you, Hart.” 
“It has a certain charm.” He shifted his hips on 
the ground and the erection that was tenting his 
trousers was now prodding at her belly. 
The down side to the cuddling was the intense 
wave of passion that rolled through her. She 
wanted to squirm down, release the ties on his 
trousers and suck that hot iron rod into her 
mouth. When he was close to coming, she wanted 
to part her thighs and ride him until she screamed and he came inside her. 

Was it too much to ask for? 
Instead of writhing around, she kept herself still and simply enjoyed the warmth of his body and 
the pulse beating between her thighs. She could 
ignore the effect he was having on her. It might be worth her life if she gave in. 
One didn’t want to be caught with one’s pants 
down during an escape. It was one of the first 
things they taught in Hunter training. That and 
camouflaging your tattoos for undercover work. 
She may have napped, but her biological 
frustration was enough to keep her awake for 
years. 
A slow rocking rumble was coming out of 
Hart’s chest and as she slowly raised her head, she knew two things. One. He was purring. Two. A 
shuttle was incoming and they were using some 
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sort of concussive thrusters, pulsing as they 
approached the ground. The small craft wasn’t 
designed to be a gun ship, but a turret was 
swivelling on top, defending the shuttle from any 
who would board it. 
A few bright sparks hit the hull and dissipated. 
Nina smiled as she realized that they were in the 
expiry zone for the guns. The network had a few 
flaws in it and their ride had found one. The blasts lost power at this precise place. It had to have 
been one of those secrets that the administration 
knew but had not shared with the general public. 
Hart lifted her in his arms and carried her to the landing shuttle. The gun swivelled to supervise 
their approach. 
“Identify yourselves.” 
“Nina Snelling, Hunter of the Alliance. This is 
my target, Hart Len, Monk of Stalen Kari.” She 
was a little embarrassed at having her mark carry 
her, but she was still shivering in the desert cold. 
“You are dead, Nina Snelling.” 
“I know. I got better.” 
Laughter crackled through the speakers as the 
door to the shuttle opened. A woman with dark 
flowing hair waved them in. “Come on, they are 
recalibrating the guns as we speak. Time is 
money.” 
Hart moved rapidly and had them inside the 
shuttle and down on a bench in seconds. The 
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female locked the door and yelled, “Haul it.” 
They shot straight up, the female hunched and 
walked slowly to the co-pilot’s seat. Strapped in, she took the controls just as a proximity alarm 
went off. 
“Al, you take care of your countryman and I 
will get us out of here. Give Nina a ship suit as 
well, that shift she is wearing under the robes 
smells like scorched plastic and barbeque.” 
“Aye, aye, Mo. Don’t get too close. Relay Wyt 
wants this shuttle back in one piece. One big piece, intact, not with a hole in it.” 
“Nag, nag, nag. You are worse than Relay Wyt. 
At least I don’t have to sleep with her.” 
The male was digging around in a storage 
cupboard. He pulled out a female suit with a 
certain flourish. “Here you are. She is right, you do smell like burned plastic, amongst other 
things.” 
He could smell her arousal. Hart made a noise 
that sounded like a snarl and Al raised his hands 
and backed away. 
“What was that?” Nina shucked the monk’s 
robes and hood, slipped off her sandals and slid 
her feet into the legs of the bodysuit. 
Concentrating, she tugged the suit up under 
her shift until it was over her breasts, flipped the shift to the floor and put her arms into the sleeves one at a time. She finished closing the flight suit 22 
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up to her neck and then looked at her avid 
audience. 
Hart looked both astonished and rueful, Alzor 
looked amused. 
“What? I have a younger sister and dressing in 
front of her after puberty was a nightmare.” Nina 
sat on the bench seat next to Hart and stretched. 
“That was fascinating and disappointing to 
watch all at the same time.” 
She snorted. “Suffer.” 
“Oh, I am.” 
“So, Nina. How can you be dead, but obviously 
up and running?” 
“I have no idea. I was facing the blaster, I felt 
the shock, the pain, I fell. The next thing I know, Hart was hovering over me looking like he was 
taking up necrophilia. Then more pain, then I felt fine. A little sore, but fine.” 
While they were having their chat, Mo was 
engaged in a game of dodge-laser. She pressed a 
few toggles and then shouted over her shoulder. 
“Al, man the gun. The satellites are gathering and it is going to get worse before it gets better.” 
They were still heading up and out of the 
atmosphere, but Al moved his ass and got behind 
the gun controls. 
Nina felt helpless as they rocked, swung and 
twisted their way off Braykor. 
Trembling with fear, she reached out and Hart 
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was there to take her hand and keep her calm as 
they rode the storm of fire through to empty space beyond. 
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Chapter Four 
ight. Prepare for jump.” Mo’s voice came 
th
“R r ough the moment that Al had ceased 
firing. 
Nina felt her knuckles whiten on Hart’s hand as 
the small ship occupied two places in space at the same time. 
“Relax, we will settle soon.” Hart held her hand 
tightly, patting the back of it. 
She knew her eyes were tightly shut, but it was 
the feel of his efforts to keep her calm that made her open them again. The world had settled 
around her and it was safe to look through the 
view screen again. 
“Well, now. We are a safe distance from 
Braykor. Where do you want us to take you?” Mo 
turned to grin at them. 
“I need to bring him to Stalen Kari. Can that be 
arranged? I will get a ride home from there.” Nina freed her hand from Hart’s with only a little 
difficulty. He seemed reluctant to give up the 
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contact. 
“I request a formal introduction.” Hart’s voice 
was stern. The other Kalordan male was obviously 
irritating him a little. 
“I am Alzor and this is my wife, Maura. We are 
pilots for the Sector Guard Nyal detachment.” 
“My prince. I am glad to see you have found 
your mate. Thank you for your rescue.” Hart rose 
to his feet and bowed formally. 
“No formalities here, Brother Len. Mo and I 
have been to far too many rescues to stand on 
ceremony.” Alzor clasped Hart’s hand and 
clapped him on the shoulder. They enjoyed their 
male bonding moment and Nina turned to meet 
the exasperated gaze of Maura. 
Rising slowly, she walked to the cockpit and 
took up the secondary seat. There was a complete 
set of controls on both sides of the panel. “Hello, Maura. How pregnant are you?” 
“Five months or so. They tried to ground me, 
but I threatened to cut Alzor off and they 
reconsidered.” Maura snickered, her face taking 
on a certain delight. 
Nina giggled as well. The thought of Alzor’s 
panic if his access to his mate was threatened was hilarious to her. 
“How is life as a princess, Maura?” 
“Eh, it is overrated. I love being in space 
though. Do you like this shuttle? It belongs to the 26 
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Sector Guard and has been given to me on 
indefinite loan.” Her hand caressed the control 
panel with the fascination of a lover. 
“It’s wonderful. So, you will take us to Stalen 
Kari and I will call for a ride back to my shuttle.” 
“Your shuttle has been confiscated, but the 
Alliance is willing to ask a Nyal warship to stop 
by the monastery in a few weeks. I would offer, 
but this is basically my last run before I am 
grounded.” Maura sighed and focussed on the 
controls. She entered in the coordinates and 
turned back to the men who were in a close 
conversation. 
“Brace for jump.” 
“Oh hells.” Nina closed her eyes tightly, 
listening to Maura’s countdown and then gritting 
her teeth as the disorientation of the jump 
occurred. 
Hands rubbed at her shoulders as they came 
out of the jump. The slow massage brought her 
out of her muscle-tightening terror. The tingle of warmth clued her in to the owner of the hands. 
“Thank you, Hart. Or would you prefer Brother 
Len?” 
“Hart is fine.” His hands worked down her 
spine and she mewled as the knots were 
discovered and dispatched. 
It was funny that in so short a time she just 
considered her body’s reaction to him as a natural 27 
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and normal state. She also considered him 
touching her as completely appropriate. It didn’t 
make her flinch or jump as other casual contacts 
had in the past. 
She could feel her face taking on a wistful 
aspect, her smile teasing at the corners of her 
mouth. 
A chuckle to her right made her look over to see 
Maura using her gaze to assess both of them. The 
smile on her face was not subtle at all. 
“Can the smirk, Maura. Sometimes a backrub is 
just a backrub.” 
Hart stilled his hands and pulled them away 
from her. “There. That should take the worst of 
the tension out.” He calmly ignored Nina’s 
comment and returned to the main cabin. 
“Seriously, you are just going to hand him back 
to the monks and go?” Maura’s whisper made 
Nina jump. The other human had leaned in close 
and was inches from her face. 
“It is my job. I have been sent to recover him 
and I did. What happens after that is none of my 
concern.” She tried to make it true. With all of her heart, she wanted it to be true, but a tiny spark of honesty in her knew that part of her had fallen fast and hard for him the instant that she woke with 
his lips an inch from hers. 
Love at first sight was no longer just a saying. It was pounding through her veins with every 
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heartbeat. 
“Well, get to the back and strap down, Al is 
going to have to take us in. The monk on beacon 
duty won’t speak to women. One of his vows or 
something.” Maura shook her head. 
Nina stood on shaking legs and walked to the 
back of the shuttle, folding down a jump seat and 
connecting the harness with weak fingers. When 
she looked over to Hart, he was in a similar seat, eyeing her with concern. 
She smiled brightly, trying to reassure him, but 
she really hated what she had to do. To find the 
one man who made her skin hum with pleasure 
and send him back into the life of a monk was 
pure torture. 
Ah well, she had always been into guilt trips 
and personal torture. It was why she had joined 
the Terran Volunteers after all. 
The ship shuddered as Alzor took it through a 
maze of asteroids. Upon closer examination, it was Maura who was steering, but Alzor was on the 
com. 
It was fascinating to watch them work as a 
team. The smooth communication that ran 
between them was amazing. Tiny signals and 
gestures from one mate turned into requests and 
sudden motions in the other. A veritable ballet of cooperation and precision, wonderful to behold. 
Through the front viewer, a planet came into 
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focus. Bright blues and greens, greys and 
lavenders getting closer with each passing second. 
Maura kept her mouth shut during their 
approach, which from what Nina knew about her 
must have almost been physically painful. Alzor 
made all of the communications and soon they 
were flying across the surface toward Stalen Kari. 
The monastery was huge and Nina blinked at 
the guns that trained on them as they approached. 
This was not the image that she had held in her 
mind. As the shuttle landed, an armed escort 
approached. 
Nina was glued to her seat until Maura cleared 
her throat. “Time to go, Nina. I look forward to 
seeing you again.” Mo caressed her stomach. “Not 
for a few months, naturally, but Kalordans have a 
way of finding their way home.” 
“What do you mean by that? After this mission, 
I am back on the Nyal home world.” 
“If you insist. Now go. We only have five 
minutes of landing time and then those guns fire.” 
Mo smiled, undisturbed by the ticking clock. 
Nina stood, legs shaking and nausea tickling 
her throat. Impulsively, she hugged the other 
Terran, sharing a little of her energy with the tired pregnant lady. 
“Have a great flight. Contact me when you can, 
I can always use another pen pal.” 
Nina gave Mo another quick hug and exited the 
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shuttle, the ground cold and damp beneath her 
feet. 
A monk wearing the formal robes of the order 
approached Hart and embraced him warmly. 
“Welcome back, my son.” 
“Thank you, Father.” Hart hugged the older 
man back. 
Nina was shocked, but kept her mouth shut as 
she took in the resemblance between the two men. 
“And who is this lovely woman behind you?” 
Hart moved aside to allow his father to see her. 
“This is Hunter Nina Snelling of the Alliance 
Protectorate of Terra. On loan to the Nyal for 
assorted duties.” 
The older monk approached her with a 
calculating gleam in his eyes. “A Hunter? But such a delicate creature could not be expected to 
apprehend the most deadly and dangerous of the 
Nyal criminal element.” 
“I can and I am.” She bowed, straightened and 
smiled. “I am a little confused by your sending a 
Hunter to fetch your son though.” 
“I will explain it over a meal. We were just 
sitting down. I am Father Len Madoc. Please call 
me Len or Father Len, whichever is your 
preference.” 
His amber eyes were the same glowing orbs 
that his son possessed—hypnotic and seeing far 
too much. 
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“Father Len. Thank you for the invitation to eat. 
I confess it has been quite a while since I had a 
decent meal, though your son did offer the 
hospitality of his daily ration.” 
“He’s a good lad.” Father Len stared at her for a 
moment before blinking and straightening. “Come 
along then. It is time to get some food into you 
and you can give me details of his rescue.” 
Hart walked next to her through the great gates 
of the monastery as Maura and Alzor took off. 
Nina was stuck on Stalen Kari until she could get 
a ride and based on that asteroid field, it would be some time coming. 
She was well and truly trapped. 
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Chapter Five 
he monks were not at all what Nina had in 
Tmi nd when she heard the word monastery. 
Stripped to the waist, fifty of them were engaged 
in organized martial displays in the forecourt, 
others were practicing with weapons of varying 
tech levels and at last, she saw the meditating 
monks. They were meditating while doing 
shirtless handstands on pillars in front of the main building. 
A hundred races were represented and Nina’s 
eyes didn’t know where to look first. Hart’s hand 
on her waist brought her back to her situation in a rush. 
She looked up at him, feeling a little guilty for 
some of the lustful thoughts she was having about 
the monks. 
Hart’s smile was rueful, but took the 
embarrassment out of it. “It is all right that you look, but some of them would object to being 
touched. The vows that we engage in are very 
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personal, each monk choosing the path that he 
must adhere to.” 
That made a certain sense. Specific rules for 
specific species. Different men had different needs in a spiritual and physical sense. To create a vow that drove the monk insane with frustration 
would not be a desirable state. 
The stone of the halls replaced the prickle of 
gravel on her feet. The cool, smooth surface 
leeched her body heat in no time, leaving her 
shivering and in need of a warm bed. 
A burst of heat ran through her, emanating 
from Hart’s hand on her spine. He was boosting 
her flagging energy with his own. 
They entered a large meeting hall lined with 
tables and even more monks. “They eat in shifts?” 
“Yes. Those who eat at all, eat in shifts. Several engage in photosynthesis.” He murmured it to her 
quietly as they crossed the floor, several pairs of eyes watching them carefully. 
Father Len flicked his robes back as he took his 
seat at the head of the table. Hart showed her to a seat on Len’s left and he sat across from her. No 
sooner had they sat, than a young monk was at 
their sides placing plates high with food in front of them. 
Len nodded to the young man and he bowed 
and returned to a corridor that must lead to the 
kitchens. 
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No one was speaking. There was no noise 
whatsoever beyond the chewing and clinking of 
implements on the plates. It was quite nice, 
actually. 
The mound of food was daunting, but Nina 
attacked it with enthusiasm. Since her arrival on 
Braykor, food had been scarce. This food was hot, 
nourishing and had a wonderful flavour. Whoever 
had prepared it, they had done a helluva job. 
Her conspicuous consumption of the meal got 
her more than one admirer. She thought for a 
moment about women and appetites being 
related. Sex and food, an appetite for food 
indicated an appetite for sex. 
With Hart in the vicinity, it was definitely the 
case. She wanted him more with every passing 
second, but she kept her gaze on her plate and 
finished all the food. 
“You have a healthy appetite.” Father Len was 
leaning back and looking at her empty platter with amazement. “I have never seen a woman eat like 
that before.” 
“Well, you can never say that again.” She 
leaned back and patted her stomach. “That was 
wonderful. My compliments to the cook.” 
“The novices take turns cooking and if their 
food is no good, they find out rather quickly.” 
Hart informed her. 
“Did you have to do kitchen duty?” 
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“Where else do you think I would learn to turn 
desert slugs into soup?” He grinned as she felt a 
wave of paleness pass through her. 
“Slugs? They tasted more like lizard. Wait, you 
said it was lizard.” 
“The lizards on Braykor were fifteen feet long. 
Hard to catch and harder to skin.” 
Theirs was the only conversation in the room. 
As the monks finished their meals, they simply left the hall. The novitiates came into the room and 
silently cleaned up after the crowd. 
“So, Hunter Nina, how did you get into 
Braykor?” 
She smiled and leaned away from the table, 
pressing her hands against the tabletop for 
comfort. 
“Well, it was a complicated endeavour. First, I 
had to be set up to kill a man who wanted to 
disappear. Then I evaded the authorities and 
finally, I was caught and sold to Braykor. There 
are far too few women who deserve to be there, so 
it was really easy to get assigned to the drop. I was tagged as a murderer and sold from inmate to 
inmate until I ended up being killed in a public 
street.” 

That really got Len’s attention. “I beg your pardon?” 
“After weeks of dodging hands and frying the 
nervous systems of all comers, I was shot by a 
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guard patrol that had been bribed to kill me. I fell in pain and shock and woke up with your son 
trying to kiss me.” 
Hart sighed. “How many times must I tell you 
that I was going to give you the kiss of life?” 
Father Len looked shocked. “You were going to 
bring her back?” 
“She died before my eyes, how could I not?” 
“It turns out he didn’t need to. I had a power 
surge and it woke me with a rush.” 
Father Len became much more interested, 
“Power surge? You have a talent with energy?” 
“I emanate a neuro-blocking pulse, or as my 
trainer called it, my impulse, because it tends to go off at inopportune times. Of course, that was years ago. Now I have some control over it.” 
She smiled brightly after her description of her 
talent. It was the most concise description she had yet managed. 
“Do you know how long I will be here, Father 
Len?” 
“I have sent a message to the Nyal patrols, but a 
warship will not be here for weeks, perhaps a 
month.” 
She was suddenly deflated. “A month? What 
will I do for a month?” 
Hart smiled. “You could enter as a novice. It 
would occupy your time and keep you busy.” 
Father Len looked pleased with the idea. 
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“Excellent. As soon as you get a good night’s sleep behind you, you can attend to duties as a 
novitiate. Wonderful idea, son.” 
“Seriously? You really don’t want me in the 
kitchen. It isn’t one of my standard skills.” 
“Then you will learn. This is the time and you 
are here. Destiny is telling you something. Take 
the hint. And now, my son, show her to a cell and 
have a novice bring her some clothing. She will 
need to blend in as best as she is able.” He nodded and rose from the table. 
Hart and Nina followed his example. 
“This way, Hunter. You will enjoy the early 
morning light.” Hart led her through the pale grey halls, explaining the closures on the door and 
what they meant. If the room housed a monk, it 
was a charcoal slide in the lock, a novice, a dove grey. If it was red, the room was empty. 
Hart led her to a room that had the red lock and 
at his touch, it turned to pale grey. “Here you are. 
You will be summoned in the morning.” 
She turned to ask him a question and was 
astonished when he pressed his lips to hers in a 
possessive kiss that ended with her against her 
door and halfway up it, her arms wrapped around 
his neck tightly. 
Nina’s lips were bruised and her body was 
flushed at his touch. She wanted to stay in his 
arms forever, but needed more than just a kiss. 
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Much more. And she was stuck in a monastery. 
Fabulous. 
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Chapter Six 
ands were stroking her body, waking her, 
ar
H ou
sing her. But they were the wrong hands. 
Nina came out of a sound sleep to find an 
unfamiliar male touching her, moving over her. 
“Get away.” 
His teeth flashed white in the darkness. “Your 
body wants mine.” 
“My body is acting on frustrated reflex. Get off, 
or I will make you unable to carry out your 
seduction.” 
He leaned forward to place his lips on hers and 
she pulled her power to her and out her hands in 
an instant. The moment that she pushed against 
his shoulders, he yowled and flew back to crash 
through the door of her cell. 
Her hands glowed softly in the dimness. “No 
means no. Spread the word. I can do this all 
night.” 
He stood, bowed and left the hall, her door in 
shards where he had landed. 
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Nina returned to her bed, charged her skin with 
enough of a blast to incapacitate anyone who 
touched her and then tried to sleep. It wasn’t 
nearly as difficult as she anticipated. 
“Hunter. Wake up. It is time to tend the 
garden.” 
Nina opened her eyes to see a young man 
staring at her, holding a folded pile of fabric in his hands. “Is that for me?” 
“Yes, Hunter. Your novitiate’s clothing.” 
“Leave them on the chair, I need to get out of 
bed and I don’t believe that my state of dress is 
completely acceptable.” 
“I am to stay here until you are dressed.” The 
youth crossed his arms and scowled. 
“Then wait in the doorway with your back to 
me. I will be dressed in a minute.” Nina waited 
until he gave in to her scowl before grabbing the 
clothes and pulling the loose wrap tunic on, tying it tightly, before she slithered into the loose 
trousers. 
The boots were heaven. Thick, warm fabric 
wrapped her feet and calves snugly. She spent a 
few seconds wriggling her toes before standing 
and tapping her escort on the shoulder. 
He jumped and took up a battle stance. 
She just laughed. “Don’t waste that on me. I am 
no threat. Now, I believe you mentioned 
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gardening?” 
He swallowed heavily. “Yes. We tend the 
gardens while others make breakfast, then we 
make the lunch while other novices do building 
maintenance. It is a rotating cycle.” 
“When do you engage in battle training?” 
“When we have sworn our oaths and are ready 
to begin a life of service to the community. Until then, we merely serve the monks at large and 
learn what rules we need to be bound by as 
instructed at our evening lessons.” 
“I see. What is your name?” 
“Novice Belsin.” He went quiet as they passed 
the doors where the monks slept. 
A quick look outside told her why, it was not 
yet dawn. 
Nina noted that her feet made no noise on the 
stone, a definite bonus in the early morning hours when all of the monks seemed trained to kill. 
The main house was silent and in the 
monastery garden, silent figures were weeding 
and hoeing in the soil. Belsin handed her a hoe 
and directed her to one of the rows and with no 
comment, she set to work. 
Her hands were burning with irritation when 
she was finally allowed to stop. Day had broken 
and the shouts coming from the courtyard 
indicated that some of the monks were engaged in 
battle practice already. 
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After she put her hoe carefully away, she 
walked back to the dining hall with the other 
novices. Her fingers were sore, but she gripped 
her spoon tightly as she worked to fill her face 
with the breakfast stew as quickly as she could. It was warm, filled with dried fruit and grains. 
Precisely what she needed to start her day. 
She followed Belsin as he picked up his bowl 
and filed after him and the other novices into the kitchen. Nina was set to knead bread, the lads 
nearby laughing as she folded, grunted and 
heaved the large quantities of dough around. They 
stopped laughing as her hands took up the motion 
of loaf forming that she had done since she was a 
little girl. She wove wreaths, stalks of wheat, 
daggers, a large sword and a dozen other shapes. 
She even made some boring bread of simple 
loaves slashed and filled with butter. 
“You have made bread before.” It wasn’t a 
question. Belsin was telling her. 
“A few times. I used to enjoy it. It is very 
meditative.” 
A monk was standing in the corner of the 
kitchen, supervising the novices as he had been 
since the start of the shift. Nina felt it, the precise moment when Hart arrived. 
She was busy putting a flour dusting on all the 
bread when she felt him behind her. “Brother 
Hart?” 
43 

Viola Grace



“Novice Hunter?” 
“Why Novice Hunter and not Nina?” 
“Because Novice Nina sounds silly.” 
The men in the room laughed as one. 
“Why are you here, Hart?” 
“I wish to take you on a tour of the grounds. It 
is a wonderful time of year and the grass is almost in full bloom.” 
“It sounds lovely, but I am on duty in the 
kitchens until after lunch.” 
“I am sure the other novices won’t mind you 
disappearing for a while. Will you?” His tone was 
challenging and the young men simply grinned. 
That’s settled. Off we go.” He wrapped an arm 
around her waist and simply lifted her off the 
ground, flour-covered hands and all. 
There was a well and a pump outside, he drew 
water for her and suggested for her to wash her 
hands. She scrubbed until the flakes of starch and dough washed away. She held up her red and 
swollen hands. “Better?” 
“Nina, what in the name of the circling star did 
you do to your hands?” 
She stood and flexed her fingers. “Garden 
work. It stung a little, but I got the job done.” 
“You have flour all over you.” Hart stepped 
toward her and rubbed his thumb across her 
forehead, her cheek and her lips. The gentle caress was a prelude to his kiss and only the clearing of a 44 
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throat from a nearby monk broke them apart. 
“Plenty of time for that. Let’s go on a tour.” 
Bemused, Nina lifted a hand to her lips and let 
Hart take the other to lead her out of the rear yard where the novices were engaged in a number of 
maintenance activities that recommenced the 
instant that they passed. 
The hum of energy coming off Hart’s hand 
gave her the inkling that this was not strictly a 
tour. “You seem very wound up for a man 
engaging in a leisurely tour.” 
He stopped, scrubbed his free hand over his 
face and turned those bright amber eyes to her. 
“I wanted to spend some time alone with you. 
The Kalordan are subject to a certain…enthusiasm 
when we meet our matches. I am sorry if my 
attentions offend you, but it is a matter of 
necessity that I at least make the attempt to get 
you naked.” 
His tone was so calm that she blinked a few 
times as she absorbed his speech. “You want to 
have sex? Now?” 
“Well, once we get some privacy. I can only 
think of one place where no one will be until the 
day after tomorrow.” He cocked his head and 
rubbed his thumb along her lower lip. “Do you 
object?” 
She smiled. “No. I have been wondering what 
will happen if your talent and mine collide in an 
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energetic moment.” 
Nina had thought about it, had kept images of 
them together, naked, in her mind since she woke 
with his lips over hers. Her talent had surged just under her skin keeping her at a high level of 
arousal. Sleep had been her only respite and the 
moment that Hart had appeared behind her, lust 
had leapt up and down in her body with an 
intensity that surprised her. 
“Privacy you said?” She could feel the twinkle 
in her eyes as she looked around at the novices 
and monks dotting the landscape. 
“Would you like to get there faster?” 
She was about to ask, faster than what  when the air around him blurred and she was facing a large 
tiger with Hart’s colouring. 

Get on my back. 
Psychic talents were common in shifters, so she 
didn’t bother responding with a statement of her 
own. She climbed onto his back, rubbing her face 
in his fur and then hanging on for dear life as he surged into a loping run that had the small local 
wildlife running for cover. 
She held tightly to him as they started to climb 
up a hill. Rocks and scrub flew past her gaze as they kept gaining altitude. 
He stopped at the apex of the hill and panted, 
then sat and she slid unceremoniously to the 
grass. 
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“I am guessing that it is time to get off.” 
He shifted back to his bi-pedal form. “That felt 
good. It has been too long since I ran this 
distance.” 
“This is what you consider privacy? The top of 
a hill?” Around her, she could see burial sites and mausoleums. “Oh. A cemetery at the top of a hill.” 
“It is private. No one can make it out this far 
and the novices take all day to reach it, do 
maintenance and return. They are not coming here 
until the day after tomorrow.” He grinned and 
took her hand. “Come with me.” 
He led her through grass that was green with 
purple tips. It smelled wonderful as they crushed 
the blades under their feet. 
The headstones and markers denoted a wealth 
of species and religious traditions. “So, this 
monastery isn’t a religious order?” 
“More of a philosophical order. The monks of 
Stalen Kari have been used in wars, hostage 
situations and of course, public service.” 
“So, what is your vow?” 
“Using my talent for the healing of others. Not 
withholding it from anyone in need.” He tugged 
her along until they were standing in the shadow 
of a large tree next to an enormous monument. 
“Speaking of need. Are we there yet?” 
His hands went to her sash and untied it, 
parting her shirt with slow and sure fingers. She 
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did the same to him. 
His skin was warmer than it had any right to 
be, she rubbed at the texture of his chest, caressing muscles until he leaned his head back and sighed 
at her gentle but sure touch. 
The tie of his trousers was easy, but getting the 
fabric down and away from the ridge of his cock 
was a little tricky. She smiled as he hissed when 
she clasped her lips around the tip of his erection and flicked him with her tongue. 
When Nina lowered her mouth and started to 
suck, his hiss turned into a growl as he pulled her away. “You first.” 
Her trousers hit the grass and she sat to fight 
the boots off. Hart did the same but was much 
faster than she was, flinging her last boot away 
and tackling her back onto the soft comfort of their tunics. 
His hands carried fire in their wake as he 
parted her thighs and settled between them. The 
first lick at her core had her fisting her hands at her sides, the delving of his tongue into her made her squeal. He lapped at her as her body’s 
moisture began to flow for him. The flat rough 
aspect of his tongue gave an added sensation to 
his licks as he went farther and farther into her, scraping the upper roof of her channel in a 
delightful way. 
Nina heard her cries as they became more and 
48 

Impulse



more incoherent until the moment he circled his 
thumb on her clit and she shrieked as her body 
came apart in a hail of fire and light. 
Hart stroked her until her body stopped 
quivering, then surged up and into her, rocking 
his cock against her a little at a time. Each short stroke pushed him farther and farther into her 
until her skin was tingling with his possession and she urged him to move. 
His amber gaze locked with hers as he rocked 
into her, sliding over and over. Each thrust of his hips being echoed by an answering tilt of her hips. 
The hunger inside her grew to electric proportions and she put her hands on him, joining her energy 
to his as she wrapped her legs around his hips. 
The snarl he responded with preceded a round 
of hard and fast pistoning that ended with her 
scream and his roar of satisfaction. 
Nina could see the life force of the trees, the 
grass around them and, most of all, the man 
resting his head on her breasts. It was the way 
Hart saw the world. She knew it in an instant. It 
was normal and natural that his talent flowed into her and hers into him. 
“That was…” 
“I agree. No words.” He rested his chin on her 
sternum and grinned. “Would you be upset if I 
was to request you remain here as my mate?” 
“Only if you didn’t mean it. Don’t worry, I felt 
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it, too.” She smiled and ran her fingers through his hair. 
“Good. I was going to keep you anyway. I just 
wanted to be polite about it.” 
“What will this do to your vow?” 
“Well, I have given that some thought. I believe 
that you can accompany me as my escort and 
bodyguard on my healing missions. It might stave 
off the lustful countesses.” His grin was 
contagious. 
“You have that much faith in my talents?” 
“I read your file.” 
“That’s cheating, Brother Hart. Why are you 
and your father here, anyway?” 
He sighed and rolled off her, stretching in the 
grass like the big cat he was. It was certainly 
impressive to watch the muscles in his back and 
ass bunch and release like that. It was probably 
how it had looked while he was pounding into 
her. Nina blushed as a wave of heat rushed 
through her at the memory. 
She was going to need all of her attention if she 
was going to find out how a guy like him ended 
up in a monastery like this. 
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Chapter Seven 
art sat up, leaned against the tree and pulled 
h
H e r forward to sit on him, her back to his 
chest. “My mother was a Nyal of good breeding, 
her name was Lintia. I remember her vaguely as a 
warm and caring presence in my life, but she died 
when I was five. For polluting their bloodlines, her family put a price on my father’s head.” 
She made a noise of commiseration, slightly 
distracted by the reawakening erection under her 
buttocks. 
“My father fled our home, taking me with him. 
It wasn’t safe to book passage to Kalorda, so Len 
sent a message to them asking for a retrieval. The ruler refused. It wasn’t safe to have a wanted man tracked through the nebular cloud and to their 
home world. My father understood, but with the 
bounty hunters getting closer with every passing 
day, he needed somewhere to raise me. Stalen 
Kari has been my home, my refuge and now, my 
purpose.” 
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“So, are you still a wanted fugitive?” 
“Yes. It was why Braykor was my sentence and 
not just a fine for insulting the lady. My genes are on record. For some reason my mother registered 
me when I was a child.” 
Nina sighed. His hands were kneading her 
breasts lightly, his healing touch sparking heat in ways and places she had never imagined could be 
connected. A tug on her nipple caused an 
answering twinge in her cunt and a kneading 
made her pussy clench tightly. 
“You know, Hart. For someone who lives in 
Nyal space, you should really look into the rights of body heirs. If you were registered, your mother declared you legal issue. That means you are a 
citizen with all rights therein. You merely have to file a complaint about the misuse of your funds 
and a demand for all body heir rights from 
Lintia’s estate. It sounds like your mom was 
loaded.” 
His clever hands stilled. “You are serious? I can 
take the bounty off our heads?” 
“Sure. It happens all the time. Half of the work 
hunters do in this section of space is to retrieve missing family members for inheritance issues. 
Sometimes for the good and sometimes not.” 
“You are a wealth of information, Nina.” He 
lifted and turned her, settling her down on his 
erection, their earlier moisture easing his entry. 
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Hart kept his hands on her hips, controlling her, 
his gaze focussed on her with intensity. When she 
came close to peaking, he slowed the raising and 
lowering of her on his cock, then started again. 
Awash in sensation beyond the feel of him 
inside her, revelling in the joining and melding of their talents, Nina dug her nails into his shoulders and held on for her sanity as he slowed and then 
increased his motions again. 
Instead of a great scream this time, she simply 
locked every muscle when she came, her body 
freezing in a rigor of pleasure, air rushing from 
her lungs. 
His groan was through clenched teeth, his head 
back against the tree and fingers digging into her hips. He leaned his forehead between her breasts 
as he fought for air. 
Nina wrapped his head in her arms and placed 
a kiss on his sweaty hair. 
Hart leaned back and the new kiss shared 
oxygen as much as attraction. Their lips met, 
clung, tongues teased and slid and their breath 
came quickly. 
“How are we going to try to do this? Here? Live 
together at Stalen Kari?” Living surrounded by 
monks was odd enough. To be amongst them as 
the only hetero couple was going to be tricky. 
“I have an idea for that. I propose that we build 
a home near the main gates. The novices can build 
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it and we will extend a wall around it for safety.” 
“That seems to be an interesting idea. It will 
certainly keep any more monks from trying to 
seduce me in my sleep.” She was drowsy and 
sated, the words came out without her bidding 
them to. 
“What?” His voice was conversational, but it 
had a new tone. 
“Nothing. I took care of it.” 
“Who was it?” 
“I don’t know. I am not fluent in all Nyal space 
races yet. He was dark blue?” She tried to 
remember. “He had lavender eyes.” 
“Casos. I will have a word with him when we 
return.” 
“That isn’t necessary. I blasted him through a 
door. He bowed and left.” 
Hart was still inside her, but the look in his eyes was now warrior, not lover. 
Nina frowned and clouted him upside the 
head. “He is there. I am here and yet your 
attention is on him. Not an auspicious start.” 
He sighed. “I apologise. What can I do to make 
reparation?” His waggling eyebrows took away 
the seriousness of the statement. 
“Is there a pond or a lake nearby? I am 
desperate for a bath, cold or otherwise. I am all 
sticky.” 
He inhaled deeply and smiled. “You are 
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indeed. But not to worry. There is a small lake at the foot of the hill we are on.” 
She laughed and used a grip on his shoulders to 
push her to a standing position. As she stood, he 
stuck out his tongue and licked her from 
collarbone to clit in one long stroke. 
“Enough. I want to take a bath.” She picked up 
their clothing and went in search of her missing 
boot. It was halfway down the hill. Fortunately, it was on the same side as the lake. 
Grinning, she dropped the bundle next to a 
large rock and waded in to the tepid water. A rush of sound behind her warned her and she ducked 
to the side, letting Hart’s tiger form do a 
cannonball into the lake. She was splashed in the 
extreme, but was not borne to the bottom of the 
lake as he had intended. 
Diving in, she wet herself from head to toe, idly 
watching the tiger swim around and around quite 
happily. 
Rough pebbles became her soap as she 
scrubbed at her hair and body. She was blue but 
clean by the time she finished with her ablutions. 
The stains of their lovemaking were on her shirt 
and his trousers. Shrugging, she washed her shirt, trousers and then his clothing, laying everything 
in the sun to dry. 
Looking down, she had to smile. Her Terran 
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had had in place on her lower abdomen and the 
Hunter tattoo was now out in blazing colour on 
her thigh. A good scrubbing with water was all it 
took to get the false skin to dissolve. Well, that and an interior burn, but the sex helped her generate 
that power. 
She smiled and lay back on the grass, enjoying 
the feel of the sun on her cool flesh. The sound of the sluice of water made her look up suspiciously. 
She needn’t have worried, Hart was back with 
arms and legs. 
“Where did those come from?” He was 
gesturing to her tattoos. 
“This one is for being a Terran. I am tagged for 
retrieval. This one is my Hunter tattoo. They were under false flesh. I will only need to reapply it if I am undercover again.” 
“They are very pretty.” He traced the solar 
system on her belly with his finger. “What is 
this?” 
“My home.” 
She gave him a lesson in the Sol system and by 
the time he had finished examining all possible 
paths, she needed another cold bath. 
They were back under the tree, listening to the 
creak and chirp of night birds. Hart had hunted 
and prepared a meal for them and Nina was 
satisfied on every level. 
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She was leaning against him, his arm around 
her waist as he told her stories of his youth. 
When the moon rose, they both stared at it for a 
long time. 
“Where is your home?” 
She closed her eyes and thought. The tug of 
Earth drew her and she pointed. “There. Five 
jumps and nine treaties away. I will always miss 
it.” “What do you mean always miss it?” 
“The Terrans who left can never go home. Our 
alterations, the talents that we were trained to 
develop and the fear of unstoppable disease made 
it part of the agreement. If we left, we would 
never go home again.” 
He gave her a squeeze. “That is rather sad.” 
“Not really. We knew about it when we left 
Earth and now we are determined to make our 
home in the stars that once seemed so far away.” 
“So, you believe you can make a home here?” 
His insecurity was touching. 
“I know I can make a home here, but can you 
deal with a temperamental Terran who is ready 
and willing to use her impulse talent.” 
He chuckled. “I believe it is called a pulse 
talent.” 
“Not while I was training. You ticked me off 
and I went off.” She sighed and relaxed in his 
arms. “What will I do here?” 
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“Well, you seemed to enjoy the bread making. 
Perhaps become a baker tutor once you have 
completed your monk’s training.” 
“You are kidding. I still have to complete the 
training?” 
“What, you thought sleeping with me would 
get you out of it. Hah. Not under Father Len. 
Rules are rules.” 
“What about today? Will I be penalized for 
taking a day off?” 
“Probably, but I promise to help you as much 
as my station allows.” 
The laughter as she tackled and beat him about 
the head and shoulders echoed through the 
cemetery. In that moment, it was not a place of the dead but a moment for celebration of life. 
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Chapter Eight 
thought you had forgotten about it.” 
“I “I forget nothing.” 
Nina wanted to stop the proceedings, but the 
challenge had been issued and Hart was out to 
fight with Casos. 
The blue man looked between the two of them 
and looked a little sheepish. His shoulders 
straightened and he took up the centre of the 
practice arena. 
Hart did the same. 
Father Len raised his hand and with a single 
sweep, the fight began. 
Nina had been through a lot of hand-to-hand 
combat training, but this was still impressive. The noise indicated solid strikes, but the fists and feet were almost blurs. 
Blood flew as someone’s nose took an impact. 
Casos was down, then up. 
Nina held her breath as Hart tumbled after a 
throw, but he was up on his feet again in an 
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instant. 
Father Len stood next to her. “Is this why your 
door was broken?” 
“Yes. Casos thought I was fair game.” 
“You didn’t have Hart’s scent on you, so he was 
correct.” Len winced as his son took another 
strike, but then got his own back immediately. 
“Casos’ people are also some that cannot use a 
vow of celibacy, they would go mad.” 
“Well, I defended my right to choice, so he 
knew that he was not in the running.” 
“Poor Belsin didn’t know what had caused it 
and was worried that you were telekinetic.” 
“No. Just a light charge similar to Hart’s. I 
merely use mine for self-defence more than he 
does.” 
“We will get you trained. You already have the 
calm purpose that we ask of our novices and it 
isn’t really appropriate for a woman to be growing rough hands.” 
“Who squealed on me?” 
“Belsin. He was impressed with your stoicism. 
All novices complain their first day in the gardens. 
It set you above immediately. Also, the loaves you shaped where purely lovely. Not chewy like the 
majority of bread that we get.” 
She laughed quietly, not wanting to break the 
tension of the fight. “I have always enjoyed 
making bread. It calms me.” 
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“Please. Be calm any time you wish.” His 
chuckle was in the same low tone as her own. 
Hart and Casos were still slugging it out, but 
their speed had slowed. They were both bruised 
and bloody. 
Finally, Hart ended the fight with a blow to 
Casos’ abdomen that dropped him. Enthusiastic 
applause broke out as Hart reached down to lift 
Casos to his feet. 
Nina approached them and scooted under 
Casos’ other arm to support him as they walked 
him into the hall and to the infirmary. 
A nod from Hart and a novice was preparing a 
bed for Casos. Together they lowered him to the 
bed and straightened his limbs. 
“You didn’t have to fight him.” There was no 
recrimination, just the statement. 
“Yes, he did.” The bleary Casos clasped Hart’s 
hand. “I would have caused trouble for him if he 
had not.” 
“You always cause trouble.” 
“I have sworn to always tell the truth, the truth 
brings trouble.” He smiled, his bloody teeth in the blue flesh making her wince. 
“Will you heal him?” 
“Of course, but I am a little weak. Will you give 
some of your energy to me?” He looked sincere, 
but the wide-eyed Casos told her that something 
else was going on. 
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She came around the bed and held Hart’s face 
in her hands, breathing into him all of the energy that she had been withholding since they arrived 
back at the monastery. 
She gave him love, lust and every sensation that 
she felt when he touched her. She gave it all to 
him and let him use it for healing. 
When Nina pulled back, the battered Hart was 
no more. He was healed and looked fit, if 
somewhat bloody. 
“Thank you, love.” He smiled and sat down on 
the edge of Casos’ bed. 
Casos was looking nauseous. “I beg 
forgiveness. I did not realize how deep your bond 
went.” 
Hart nodded and pressed his hands to Casos’ 
chest. The healing was slow but thorough. 
When they left the monk to recover, Nina 
turned to Hart, “What did he mean?” 
“When folks are talented as we are, there is one 
true mate whose power matches precisely. The 
two become one as the energy flows between 
them.” 
“Do all Kalordans have this true mate?” 
“No. Most mate by scent. If one selects a 
woman who will not be swayed by another man’s 
heady mating scent, she is a true mate. If not, she is denied mate status.” 
“Right. I have heard that. Your father says that 
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we are wedded.” 
“He probably filed the paperwork while we 
were at the cemetery. I wouldn’t put it past him.” 
Hart steered her toward the private quarters. 
“Oh dear. I just realized. I am afraid that I am 
not rated to enter your quarters, Hart. I am a mere novice and you are a monk.” She turned her head 
so he wouldn’t see her grin. 
“I will make an exception. A larger bed has 
been delivered to my quarters and I want to try it out.” He was engaged in chipper banter, but she 
could feel his waning energy. 
“I will stay until you are asleep. I will leave 
after you are comfortable and relaxed.” 
With arms around each other’s waists, they 
walked down the halls of Stalen Kari. 
As they entered his quarters and she saw the 
new bed, she smiled. Her impulse to take the job 
of retrieving Hart from Braykor was definitely one she was not going to regret. At least not for the 
next few hours. 
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