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Chapter One

 


“When do I get to be sacrificed,
Grandma?” Cassie asked.

Brenda looked completely mortified at the
honorific her granddaughter bestowed upon her. While it was
accurate, she didn’t like to think of herself as a grandmother. She
was barely into her mid-fifties and could easily pass for forty.
With a sigh she said, “Cassie, please call me Brenda. There’s no
reason for us to be so formal.”

“Yes…Brenda,” the girl said
hesitantly.

“And you’re not going to be
sacrificed; you are part of the sacred ritual to Uhluhtc.” She
paused and considered her next words carefully. “You are still a
virgin, aren’t you? I only ask because Uhluhtc only accepts
virgins. He’s particular about those who have been deflowered and
brought to him.”

“How particular?”

“He eats them and their souls.”
Brenda was blunt about it but it was the best way. Her religion was
harsh but rewarding. If Cassie wanted the same rewards she needed
to make the same sacrifices.

“Oh.” The girl paused and just for
a moment Brenda was certain her only granddaughter was going to
tell her that some boy had taken her maidenhead behind the
bleachers at the homecoming game or some equally vapid story. She
wouldn’t have minded if Cassie had come to her as a non-virgin, but
she needed to know the truth. After losing her daughter to
Christianity she couldn’t stand to lose her granddaughter to
Uhluhtc because of a silly lie. “Wow.” She laughed.

“This is not a matter to be taken
lightly,” Brenda said with grave seriousness. Some came to worship
Uhluhtc to flout society’s conventions, others because they wanted
something different in their lives, some because they didn’t fully
believe, but they all believed and worshipped the moment they saw
Brenda’s god in his terrifying flesh.

“I know that,” Cassie said suddenly
sober. “Mom worked so hard at keeping me a good girl that it was
just so much easier not to fight her. I’m pure and innocent.” She
smiled sweetly. “Mom intended on marrying me off and getting laid
for the first time on my wedding day.” A nervous giggle escaped her
lips. “This isn’t what she intended at all.”

Brenda nodded. “This is a marriage of sorts,
dear. Don’t forget that. You will become a vessel for
Uhluhtc.”

“Right,” Cassie agreed. Brenda
looked at her gravely and decided the girl, barely past eighteen,
was serious and nervous at the same time. It was hard to fathom the
workings of the teenage mind but Brenda had confidence in her
granddaughter. She was such a pretty girl as well. Smooth, clear
skin, innocent green eyes, shoulder length curly brown hair and a
charming disposition. Brenda let her eyes drop down and took in the
girl’s body. Full breasts for such a young girl, nice wide
hips—which was important—and she took a few inches above Brenda’s
somewhat impressive five foot seven.

Brenda had watched as Cassie had somewhat
self-consciously stripped off her clothes and then helped her into
the ritual robe everyone wore to the altar-in-the-woods. Cassie
didn’t mind being skyclad beneath the robe. The first test would
entail her removing it in front of everyone in attendance. Then
would come the second test—that would be much harder.

“Why did Mom leave you and our way
of life?” Cassie suddenly asked. Brenda paused and sucked in her
lips, trying not to give away her still conflicted emotions about
her wayward daughter. She was proud that Cassie was already
considering herself part of the commune that Millicent had
abandoned fourteen years ago when Cassie was still so young, almost
a baby still.

“I don’t fully know,” Brenda
answered honestly. “Our life, our beliefs aren’t easy. But life
isn’t easy for anyone, is it? She was never made to do anything she
didn’t want—other than typical childhood chores and education.
Maybe she was influenced by an outside religion. Maybe she was
jealous of my position here as high priestess. Maybe she thought
worshipping Uhluhtc wasn’t right for her—though she had for most of
her life. I don’t rightly know.”

“You know she married some
Christian nutcase, don’t you?”

Brenda nodded but contradicted her
granddaughter. “Don’t disparage other religions, dear, that’s
beneath you and us.”

“Sorry.” She hugged her
grandmother. “Do you want to know why I left her?” Cassie asked.
Brenda could tell by the way she asked the girl wanted to reveal
this bit of her history. Cassie had only reappeared in her life
little more than a month ago. Legally she was an adult so Brenda
didn’t see the need to notify her daughter when Cassie appeared on
her doorstep.

“Yes. Tell me, but we only have a
few minutes before we need to leave for the ceremony.”

“I was sick of the way Mom used
Christianity as a hammer to control me and everything else around
her.”

“Well, leaving home is
understandable then.”

Cassie shook her head, her loose curls
bouncing around her pretty face. “When I was nine I found an old
diary or journal of Mom’s when she was still here. It was in a box
of stuff that never got unpacked from all our moving. She probably
never meant to keep it. It was a record of everything that happened
here. Everything about Uhluhtc.”

Brenda’s eyes widened. “Everything?” she
asked. “Even the…”

“Orgies and other perversities?”
Cassie asked is an affected voice. “Yup. That’s exactly what Mom
called them.”

“She probably intended to use the
journal against us,” Brenda declared. “Nothing we do here is
illegal in any way.”

Cassie nodded. “But the evangelicals she fell
in with would consider this an affront to God.” She nodded sagely
then broke character and giggled. “I used Mom’s journal and her
descriptions of the orgies and everything else when I masturbated
for the first time. That’s why I’m here.”

Brenda smiled calmly. “Being a servant to
Uhluhtc isn’t just about sex and orgies, my dear.”

“I know that…Brenda, but it’s what
brought me here.”

A laugh of satisfaction bubbled past Brenda’s
lips. “Though it is funny that what your mother intended to use as
a tool against us has brought you back to us.”

Cassie nodded her head in agreement. “That’s
what I thought too.”

With a nod Brenda pulled her ritual robe from
her bedroom closet. Nervously, though she knew she shouldn’t have
been nervous, she handed Cassie her robe still wrapped in the
package. The robes were nothing special—they were ordered off the
internet and would have been completely in place at a college
graduation—but the fact they were being worn, that they were
preparing themselves for something exciting and strange and
wonderful gave the robes great significance. “Ready?” she asked
Cassie.

This was the first time Brenda saw a touch of
nervousness on her granddaughter’s face. Her hand shook slightly as
she accepted the sealed package from Brenda. “Yes.” Her voice
quavered just a little. She swallowed and asked, “What do I wear
underneath it?” She already knew the answer but she needed to hear
it, needed to be told what to do.

“Nothing, of course. Clothing would
only get in the way.” Calmly she removed her casual clothes and
stripped down to her skin. It felt completely natural to her…except
for the fact she was doing it in front of her granddaughter. She
pushed aside that thought. As worshippers of Uhluhtc it was
expected that they be skyclad for the ritual.

Cassie goggled at her grandmother. For an
older woman she was in surprisingly good shape, her skin was smooth
and she had—to Cassie’s surprise—no tattoos. Not that she stared
too closely. “Come on, girl. Get moving,” Brenda reprimanded her as
she unzipped the robe and shrugged into in covering up her body
before Cassie could do a close inspection.

Cassie tried to assume Brenda’s casual
attitude, but her fingers shook and it felt…wrong to be naked
infront of her grandmother. It was easy to take off her sweatshirt
and jeans, but her fingers started shaking when it came time to
remove her bra and panties, but soon they too were gone and she was
naked…and struggling to open the plastic wrap over her new robe.
Brenda took pity on the poor girl and helped her open the robe and
put it on. Brenda did stare and inspect the girl’s body for it was
her job to do so, and she was pleased her granddaughter was so
beautiful and nubile. Uhluhtc would be pleased with their offering
to him tonight.

“So wonderful that your first time
will be with our god,” she murmured to Cassie. “If you’re extremely
lucky, you’ll find yourself carrying his spawn from tonight’s
ceremony.

​ Her breath
caught in her throat. Cassie knew this was a possibility, of
course, but now that she was facing the reality of it she admitted
her fear.

“I’m scared,” she
whimpered.

“Good,” Brenda replied. “That will
help you.” She led the way out of the house, stopping only briefly
to slip on sandals, the one piece of clothing allowed before the
ritual. Cassie followed.

The walk wasn’t far. They exited out of the
back of the house and almost immediately disappeared into the woods
beyond the back yard. Grandmother Brenda’s house was on a
semi-isolated road well at the edge of suburbia. The few other
houses anywhere near hers were occupied by her followers. Other
worshippers had parked their cars along the road or in the
driveways of the other houses and there was a steady stream of
robed parishioners headed into the woods all around
them.

Cassie had only been staying with Brenda for a
few days but had already spent some time exploring the area around
her house. She had already found the trails in the woods and knew
where Brenda was leading her. The altar in wasn’t far, no more than
a ten minute walk but it seemed further and to take longer in the
dark. The way was partly lit by the nearly full moon and the
flashlights of the other worshippers around them. When they were
almost to the clearing that contained the altar Cassie’s vision
improved because there were small fires all around the edge of the
clearing. When they emerged from the narrow trail the clearing was
nearly full.

“Are we late?” Cassie
half-whispered to her grandmother.

“No, of course not. I’m the high
priestess. I’m never late.”

The murmur of the crowd quieted once they
realized Brenda was in their midst. She walked with confidence to
the far edge of the clearing where the stone altar stood behind the
huge iron grate that covered a hole in the ground. The covering to
the hole was incongruous with everything else in the woods which
were natural, even the stone altar. The hole itself was either
stone or poured concrete, Cassie couldn’t tell the difference, and
the cover was a series of interwoven steel bars that formed a mesh
that allowed water and air to easily pass through but wouldn’t let
a human body pass without serious contortions. She wondered if the
cover ever came off and how it would be removed. It looked too
heavy for anyone to move even if everyone in the clearing worked
together to pick it up.

“I don’t suppose you know Latin,
dear, do you?” Brenda was asking her. Cassie was studying the
crowd. They all kept a respectful distance from the pair, but were
obviously glad to see them. Cassie wasn’t sure if they were
actually glad to see her or Brenda. Perhaps both.

“No. Mother, and everyone else in
her
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