
Table of Contents

Savage Blades (Legends of the Carolyngian Age)

Hell Comes

Bones

Tell

Chop

Nightshade

Swift

Girl

Shakes

Readying for Hell

Hell Returns

Raid

Final Walk in Hell

About the Author

Also By Joseph S. Samaniego

About the Publisher


[image: A group of people with weapons]
Savage 

Blades

Copyright © 2024 Mage’s Moon Publishing.

Savage Blades

Written by Joseph S. Samaniego.

Published by Joseph S. Samaniego, 2024

Mage’s Moon Publishing

[image: A black background with text

Description automatically generated]

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.

Maps and Cover created by

Joseph S. Samaniego

[image: A map of a fantasy world

Description automatically generated]

Hell Comes

Bones

Tell

Chop

Nightshade

Swift

Girl

Shakes

Readying for Hell

Hell Returns

Raid

Final Walk in Hell

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Hell Comes


[image: ]


A worn leather boot hit the dusty ground in the center market square of York Landing. It was a poor fishing village with the only real commodity to speak of being fish. Specifically, sea trout, a very tasty and plentiful fish that roamed shallow waters off the landing. However, one other commodity lived in the small village, just as it did in other villages close by; women, and that’s why the boots were on the ground. The men in those boots, hardened deserters from more than one kingdom, were there to collect the fish, and the women. As many as they could carry of both.

Off his horse, the man in the worn leather boots stood just over six feet tall, broad shouldered, and scarred. He had a dark beard, unkempt and dusty. The man was clad in thick leather armor. He carried a great sword on his back, and a dagger on his hip. One eye was lost as a badly healed scar ran down his left side. A sword left its mark on his face, and that unfortunate swordsman was left rotting in the dirt. The man walked into the town’s center and smirked, chuckling to himself, as no fewer than sixty riders sat on their horses behind him.

“Come on out now!” the man laughed. “Come out, it’s time for the tribute!” the man’s laughter faded and a more severe, and evil sneer formed. “Get your cowardly asses out here, now!” he roared.

A few people, scared and hobbling, walked out of their homes. Mostly small hovels. While most people stayed hidden, the few that did come out into the open were older men, grey from years of hard work on the fishing boats, their skin leathered from decades of sun.

“But Sancho, we’ve given you everything,” one old man said, walking up to the tough looking and angry man. “We don’t have anything else.”

Sancho, the man in the worn leather boots, sucked in through his teeth and then spat on the ground. He looked around.

“I see filled up barrels there,” Sancho said pointing to several barrels of freshly caught and salted fish. “That’s something.”

The old man stammered and shook his head. “We’d starve without that.”

Sancho smirked. “Can’t have that, but my men, they need the food to keep protecting you and your little village.”

“Protecting us from what?”

“Bandits, of course,” Sancho grinned. “If we weren’t here, then who knows what sort of dangers you and these people would be in.”

“But... but you are the bandits. There weren’t any bandits until you and your men came.”

Sancho lifted his head back; he wasn’t happy to hear the old man say such a thing about him. The old man, however, wasn’t finished.

“The men left to fight in wars, and then you came and started to take away our harvests, and fish. You burned and destroyed the land and outlying homes, forcing everyone to come here. We are suffocating here.”

“Then I suppose I can help with that,” Sancho said with an angry, raspy voice. “Brothers!” he called out. “Go house to house and round up the women! These crusty old bastards don’t need them anymore!”

The old man gasped as the riders rode through the town, screaming women were heard as they were kidnapped, being carried off. Some were knocked unconscious, while others tried to fight but were forced into submission.

“You can’t! You devil!” the old man yelled, rushing at Sancho, but the bandit leader was quicker.

Sancho drew a larger knife from his belt and impaled the old man in the stomach with it, pushing it as deep as the guard. Sancho grabbed the man’s head and pulled it close. 

“These women, they’re worth more than the stinking fish, and they’ll serve my men well,” he whispered into the old man’s ear before pulling the blade from the man’s stomach.

The old man crumpled to the ground, falling into the dirt. Sancho watched as his men gathered the women, tying them up in a rope chain and forcing them out of the village. Several men, husbands or fathers, were beaten or killed as the women were stolen away. Sancho took the old man’s body and kicked it over. He then took his blade and cut the man’s ears off.

“For my collection!” Sancho yelled out, holding the ears up for all to see, and to the cheers of his men.

Sancho had two of his men tie the legs of the old man to his saddle. He wanted to drag the man’s body with him as he rode off. 

“We’ll be back in two moons for more fish and gold from whatever you’ve sold off. I don’t expect any more push back; you all hear?” Sancho yelled out to all the men that were left, before mounting his horse and riding away with his men.

* * * * *
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“We can’t let him take any more from us,” a man, broken and but not yet beaten in spirit, said. 

The men had gathered in the village’s small tavern to discuss their next steps and any plans that might be useful.

“We have to get the women back and stop this from happening again!” another added. 

“Did you see those men Sancho had? That’s just a quarter of his true force!” a third man replied. He ran his hand through his grey hair. “We also have to think of who is still here and how to prepare those that died today.”

“And then what? Huh?” another older man, angry and in tears asked. “We have to fight back! We can’t let this keep happening to our families!”

“Then we need warriors to fight with us, to teach us to fight,” another man said, rubbing his patchy beard, as if in deep thought. 

“Teach us to fight? We’re not warriors!” the second man said. “I agree with the idea to hire warriors or knights, yes. But to fight ourselves, some of us are too old for such things.”

“We can’t fight! We should just give him what he wants. I won’t risk anymore lives for such foolishness.”

“Then die like a coward here, giving Sancho all your catch, but for me, I want to get my daughter back! Her son and daughter deserve my bravery!” the first man replied. “I’ll go and find some help. I’ll find us knights to fight for us!”

Another man in the tavern spoke up. “I’ll join you.”

“Then go,” the eldest man said. “And hurry because two moons will pass before the blink of an eye.”

The two men, reluctantly blessed and supported by their peers, sailed off that day, leaving on the high tide and passing a lone fishing vessel out in the bay. The two men chose to sail, rather than try to ride past the bandit’s village in the hills along the region’s ridgeline. They sailed south to the nearest city with a promise of glory and fish, should the knights accept their offer. Of course, such an offer might leave some wanting more, or even bring in those that rather fight than get paid gold. 

What would be worse, fighting for the highest price, or fighting for the simple joy of killing? That was the questions that the two men sailing south, and those that they left back in the village were asking themselves.

The night was rolling in, and a few of the brighter stars were emerging in the darkening sky. The sun was setting low over the shoreline as one of the men looked to his companion. 

“How many men do you think we need, Diego?”

Diego looked over to his friend. “Honestly, Luis, if we get one or two, I’d be surprised.”

“Then why come with me?”

“Because you’re my friend, and I wasn’t going to let you travel alone.”

The two men shared a smile, and then let the boat continue sailing south along with the sea’s current.
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Varius City was a large and bustling seaport. It had all the trappings of the even larger major cities in the north and on the Central Continent. More than a few bars and taverns lined the gravel streets of the town, and even more down near the dockside of the city. That was where Luis and Diego started their search for knights. 

Now most searchers would expect knights to be tied to or employed by a local lord, but there were always a few hedge knights around willing to work for whoever had the immediate need, or to fight in a tournament.

However, there weren’t any tournaments going on right now, and most of those tournament knights were young, inexperienced, and probably too hot-headed to fight in a real battle. Diego and Luis timidly walked into a rundown old bar, the sixth of such places that they had visited in just three days, searching for someone willing to take up their cause. That was easier said than done. The number of warriors willing to fight for nothing but glory and fish was a very small percentage, and Diego and Luis were learning that percentage was zero.

The pair were looking out of place in that sixth slummy bar, but Luis sucked up his courage and walked to the barkeep. The man behind the bar didn’t bother turning to face Luis even when he started to speak.

“Sir,” Luis politely began. “I’m looking for someone, a man who is willing to take on a job fighting bandits.”

The barkeep sighed and turned to regard Luis. “You’re the one going from bar to bar asking for knights. Did you bring anything to barter with? Last I heard was that you ain’t offering silver or gold and that’s all these boys deal in.”

Diego stepped up next to Luis. “We don’t have that, but we can feed the men as much as they can eat, and there is glory to be had!”

“Food? They can get that without you offering it,” the barkeep replied.

“What about the glory of helping a poor village, and defeating overwhelming odds?” Luis asked. He tried to sound as confident and triumphant as he could muster.

“Glory is for the pups fighting in those stupid tournaments. Glory is what gets foolish men killed,” a raspy deep voice said from behind Diego and Luis.

The pair turned to face the voice, and the barkeep let out a sigh. They saw the man sitting alone at a table, his arms crossed, and his head turned down low. Grey hair obscured his eyes. He was sitting leaning back in his creaking chair. At his hip was his sword, a worn leather hilt, and brass guard and pommel, both needing a polish. At his feet was a rucksack, chainmail was sticking out.

“Maybe you’re the type of knight willing to help the less fortunate?” Diego asked.

“Nope.”

Luis walked over to the table, but
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