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Sacrifice

About the Author

“It is an honor to be chosen.” My father tells me as we make our journey to the Temple. And I know it is. In every generation one male of adult age is chosen to go to the Great Mother and herald the Spring. Like the others, I will never return. It is all we discuss as we ride and I tighten my grip the reins of my horse till the blood flees from my hands and numbness sets in. His voice is a distant hum as I replay the last day in my memory. I see the face of my mother weeping when a temple messenger comes with the word a seer has chosen me, my sisters hugging me in turn as their brother goes to meet the Goddess and give his life for them. They promise to take on my duties in the fields and assist Father in the forge as best they can to honor my sacrifice.

Temple guardians guide us to where our horses will be fed and hitched; well taken care of before they return home with Father. The guardians are taller than I, thick muscle built to carry the heavy swords and armor they wear. They are clean and strong, prime examples of what The Great Mother must need in a sacrifice. What could the seer have seen in an average boy who goes unnoticed by the women in his village?

The temple is a great ivory building taller than all the houses around it by the length of a tall man. Naked trees line the pathways awaiting the sacrifice to bring upon the signal to begin bearing leaves and bring color to the gray end of winter. Well tended potted plants line the doorways and the fragrant herb garden as large as our home stops both me and Father in our tracks. Every plant is carefully labeled and bunches of drying branches fill the air wish spice. The guardians escorting us politely urge us on.

At the door to the baths, I am told Father can no longer accompany me. From this point on, I will be alone. I look at his eyes; the same golden brown as my own, knowing it will be the last I will see him. 

“You do your village proud, my son.” He puts his hands on my shoulders and suddenly I am shocked by his height. We see eye to eye, his hands as large as my own. The beard on his chin is full while mine is but a shadow, his eyes lined where mine are still smooth with inexperience. I am forced to admit I am no longer a mere boy but there is so much left for Father to teach me. Will my eldest sister be able to handle the burden of my work in the forges? Will the others be able to harvest the apples in our orchards before they rot on the trees?

My father's hands tighten on my shoulders, his eyes wet with tears. He will not shed them, I am sure. “You do our family... You do me proud.” He embraces me quickly and I resist the urge to cling to him in fear.

I return his embrace, taking in his scent one last time. The tang of ash, searing hot metal, and horse hide brings tears to my eyes but I leave them unshed. I believe the guards do us a kindness in letting us say our goodbyes as long as we wish. “Thank you, Father.” I say but I dare not say more.

He releases me, taking a step from me. “Remember, my son; it is an honor for The Goddess to choose you.”

I nod to Father and bid him a final farewell at the door to the cleansing area. I do not turn to see him go and the temple guards to not follow me inside. I walk through the curtain of steam and see three naked young women waiting in the ivory bath. The rim of the bath is carved with vines and flowers before they have blossomed. The women whisper and titter, beckoning me to join them. 'It is an honor,' I repeat to myself; and I remain silent as I step into the waist deep, heavily scented water so I can be cleaned by the virgins who serve Her.

I keep my gaze as polite as I can but my eyes wander. I see their beasts shining with water, long hair of deep blonde and brown cascading down their bare shoulders. Their nipples are pink and pert in the air, which is cooler than the warmth of the bath. They giggle in the bath with me as they rub away the dirt from my journey here, teasing me terribly by pressing parts of their bodies against mine that have nothing to do with cleaning me. A girl with hair the color of hay cleans my chest by reaching around me from behind and laughing softly into my shoulder as she remarks how warm my back is against her breasts. Another with hair the color of midnight, the curls around her pubis visible beneath the water, bathes my back by crouching so low, her breath tickles my belly button and her mischievous hands dance up and down the base of my spine. The third is the most devious, sitting on the rim of the bath and spilling water over my head with her cupped hands. She leans over so her breasts graze my cheek whenever she reaches for more water to rinse sweat and dirt from my hair, giggling with the others as they talk of every mark on me. Her words make her chest rise and fall and her nipple rubs at the very corner of my mouth. It tickles terribly and I ball my fists to resist the urge to touch them in kind.

My body must be amusing to them as I assume the only other males they have seen are the guards. My own muscles sewn from toil in forges and field work; including the scars. I learned my lessons in the forges the hard way with trial and error and seared flesh, leaving pale scars on my skin the sun of the fields will never tan. I am no temple guardian with a body chiseled from swordsmanship, thick with pulsing muscles. I am very lean in comparison, just a simple man chosen from a small clan to bring Spring to his people.

The Maidens are quieter as they rub scented oils into my skin, focused on more inventive ways to complete their tasks. They drip the herb infused mixture onto my skin from silver chalices in strategic places, sending the cool liquid down my nipples and following the shining trails with their fingertips. Their hands are warm as they caress my arms, my chest, and my cheeks color as they make my member gleam as the rest of my body. Blood runs into my shaft and I swallow hard to ignore it. They do not make it easy for me; toying with the veins in the shaft, tightening their hands so their strokes pull the hood back from the sensitive tip; amused all the while at my reactions. They linger long after I am clean and perfumed to make me tremble and gasp as they toy with me to the point where I nearly break my silence to plead for mercy.

Older women shoo the giggling virgins away and they scatter like guilty kittens out of the room. I deduce they are the Mothers who train the young neophytes who have left me in such an embarrassing state. These three women treat me nicely, remarking briefly on my appearance as women familiar with the male frame would; with admiration seasoned with experience. I am sure they have seen at least one other sacrifice in these baths but could not be old enough to have seen more than two. 

Like the virgins, they are lovely but thankfully clothed. Their curves are covered in robes the cover a bright summer sky, their skin in all its colors from so many villages smooth but marked with knowledge the virgins lacked. Their breasts are larger, heavier, and show the marks of having swelled with milk to nurse their children. Their hands are rougher, calloused with work but they dress me with practiced gentleness. After wrapping the cloth over my shoulders and chest, they pay my member only the cursory attention of any naked loins they must clothe, comparing me to other men in terms of length and girth before bidding me to step into a tunic. The gossamer fabric does nothing to hide my body or my premature excitement. Every part of me is visible through the tunic yet even if it were a thick sack meant to carry potatoes, it would still be tented from the torment of the virgins.

“Sturdy and eager.” One of the women says to me. “A
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