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Tara

Tara was frightened, but more so she
was angry. She knew what it meant when the Priests of Severus
captured a young maiden. She wished now she had offered her body up
to the various men and boys who had shown more than a passing
desire for her over the past couple of years. What really angered
her was that the other girls here were hardly women, and to be
sacrificed to the strange god Severus was just barbaric. Though in
truth she felt helpless to prevent the slaughter, she was ever
vigilant for any chance of rescue or of escape. It was many days
travel to the Temple of Severus, and until they arrived they’re
destination there was hope, no matter how slim.

Most of those they passed on the road
averted their eyes, and hardly even seemed to notice the bound and
chained girls, preferring not to risk the wrath of the priests. The
cult was known to be ruthless and had enough power in the region to
ignore the rule of law and the will of kings. She knew it was
nearly hopeless, but still, she worked at her bonds every moment,
and hoped to catch the eye of every stranger who was not too afraid
to even look upon her.

On the fourth day, the ranger appeared.
Dressed in robes as dark as the priests, he was set apart by the
quality of the horse that he rode, and the great sword and dagger
at his belt. He rode up from behind the caravan and stared long in
the direction of the girls. His face remained emotionless, but Tara
begged him to act with her eyes none the less, willing him to do
whatever he could to aid in their escape. He was handsome and
young, but fully into his manhood, and Tara arched her back and let
her knees part slightly, hoping he would understand that she would
offer anything if only he could rescue her and the girls she was
with.

To her dismay, he road on by without
showing even a passing interest. This was the final straw for her,
and she considered just sitting down and refusing to move, until
one of the priests, who had noticed her poor attempt to seduce the
ranger struck her across the ass with his lash. The pain was
horrible, and both got her moving, and reinvigorated her anger in
one assault upon her posterior. She began marching again
begrudgingly.

It was more than an hour later when
suddenly, from the head of the caravan she heard a shout of anger
and pain, and though she could not see what was going on, she knew
that something was amiss, and that the opportunity she sought might
will be upon her. The shouting and anguished screams grew, and she
was feeling more and more certain that her chance may have come,
when suddenly, she felt hard arms around her from behind, and the
shackle that held her chained to her fellow captives fell away.
That was the last thought she had, as a white light enveloped her,
followed by the darkness of unconsciousness.

 


Rob

Rob was no angel, but when he had
witnessed the young woman, and the girls chained behind her, no
doubt bound and taken as virgin sacrifices to the demon god
Severus, he had been compelled to aid them. The young woman was
clearly of adult age, but her childlike attempt to attract his
attention and offer herself for his aid told him that she was
indeed rather virginal, despite her aid. He knew he should just
move on, but also knew that she was a beauty despite her
inexperience combined with his hatred of the Priests of Severus and
their false god, was driving him to come to her aid. His own sister
had been sacrificed to their horrible false god when he was too
young to save her, and this poor girl in some ways reminded him of
her, in other ways it made him think of things that he’d never
considered with a sibling.

He detested what the devotes of Severus
stood for, but never before had he considered standing against
their neurotic priests. Still, he could not forget the luscious
young woman who appeared very willing to give him all that he
desired to free her. He was young and lustful, and wanted her
naturally. Would she really be his, body and soul, if he rescued
her? He doubted that even such a daring rescue was worth her
offering her life to him, but something in her behavior suggested
that she would.

As his thoughts wandered to how he
might pleasure himself with her nubile body his saddle became
increasingly uncomfortable, until finally he was forced to stop.
The sensible part of him wanted to simply ride off the trail, and
take matters in hand while thinking of the young woman, but a part
of him wanted to know if she would really be as soft and docile as
she had seemed. He had known a few girls, mostly young maidens too
willful for their own good, or ladies of the night to used up to be
truly enticing, but something about her gnawed on his mind, and
before he knew it, he was contemplating how to go about her
rescue.

When the outriders of the caravan
appeared anew his bow was strung, and an arrow knocked. If the
stories of the Priests of Severus were true, he would most likely
die this day, but if their mystical protections were the joke he
suspected, he might spend this night in the arms of a lover that
moved him more than any other ever had.

The forward scouts were dead without a
sound and both horse, and dead riders were removed from the road
well before the main column appeared. There were to many to face in
single combat, but he felt certain that with a little effort, he
could use his bow to even the odds. He considered letting the
column pass, and attacking from the rear, where the most
experienced of the warriors of the caravan no doubt dwelt, but in
the last instant he decided that the confusion of killing those in
the lead of the caravan might serve his purpose better.

A dozen arrows stood before him, stuck
in the dirt and ready to fire. When forward guard was nearly beside
him, he struck, killing two riders before anyone noticed they were
under attack. The remaining four drew weapons, but sat in the
middle of the road looking for an enemy too well hidden for their
skills to detect.

Rob was not at all afraid. He was
outnumbered at least twenty to one still, but the fact that he had
just killed a pair of these priests and their “god” had not yet
smote him gave him confidence. He’d fought for kings in the past,
and knew that he could hide a step or two from most men, and not be
detected, so he knew that baring the aid of the zealot’s god, he
could easily destroy twenty priests too afraid to seek their killer
in the forest. Bow ready, he watched the four look first left then
right, and as they turned their heads in unison, he struck again,
this time pointedly shooting the young priest in the
thigh.

He didn’t care to kill them all,
despite their evil beliefs, but he knew well that the injured
acolyte would draw forth the last dregs of decency in his fellows,
and though it pained him to use their failing humanity against
them, he had no choice if he was to have any chance of saving the
woman, or the children chained to her. Perhaps he should never have
gotten involved, but something in this woman’s eyes, more even than
her lurid offer, had claimed his need to protect the innocent, for
surely if those withered old priests had her in chains as a
sacrifice, she was an innocent.

In a few beats of his steady heart
three more of the priests lay dead or dying and another rode back
through the caravan, screaming in agony brought on by the arrowhead
buried deep in his backside. He thought to kill the man, but
warning had already been given even before the coward wheeled his
horse to flee for his life. Gathering his remaining shafts, he ran
through the forest, intent to find a new angle to assail the body
of the guard from.

When he found the opening he sought he
was perplexed, but having already committed himself, he made his
stand. Somehow, the girl who had beckoned him to her rescue was
gone. The young sacrifices looked on in terror, but the young woman
was nowhere to be seen. Arrows flew from the wood in a fierce
display such that none who witnessed the number dead in such short
order would ever be convinced that a single man and bow meted out
such swift retribution.

The last four priests broke and ran,
leaving their baggage and the girls to their fate. In moments, Rob
had discovered what had seemed so vexing. He thought the number had
been off of those fled and those numbered among the dead. One had
taken the girl and fled on foot away from the caravan even as he
had begun the attack. Finding the keys to their shackles, Rob
released the girls, bidding them run into the forest and await him.
He knew not how long it must be before he could return, but it was
necessary that he follow the other girl before that foul scarred
priest he had marked lashing her had sacrificed her at some
impromptu altar in the forest.


Salvation and
Sacrifice

Even his well-honed tracking skills
nearly failed to reach her in time. The bastard priest had her
slung roughly over a stone and had just cut the last vestige of
decency from her still form. As she lay unmoving it seemed clear
that the dastardly priest had rendered her unconscious somehow.
Looking up but a moment too late, the vile priest attempted to
strike before Rob could counter him, and had he attempted to strike
the ranger, rather than complete his sacrifice, he might well have
been successful. As he lifted his blade to strike down into the
poor innocent girls heart, Rob ran him through, killing him
instantly.

It took only a moment, and a splash of
cold water from the skin he carried to revive the poor girl. “I am
Rob, your savior, would you still make such lewd offer now that
your salvation is at hand?” he said, not honestly believing that a
maiden so aged yet still of proven virtue would willingly offer up
such once the threat was so certainly removed.

Tara was hardly calm, still suffering
from the blow to her head that the priest had levied against her
resistance on the path to this place. Still, she had made such
offer, and though she might have hoped for better circumstances for
her deflowering, she knew that she was no longer willing to live in
fear that the priests of Severus would discover her maidenhood and
make further attempt. She could not know by what power they had
discovered this before, but she would not have it revealed again.
“Yes, my offer stands, but first, what of the girls that
accompanied me?” she asked, hoping beyond hope for some good
word.

“Safe, for the moment, and
awaiting us on the other side of the forest road. I would see you
and they safely to the nearest village not under the thrall of the
Severus cult” he told her. He’d been surprised by her ready
agreement to honor her offer, but this was neither the time nor the
place. “Come let us gather horse and wagon to proceed swiftly to an
ending of this business.”

Tara was shocked that the man did not
immediately claim his prize, but her concern for the girls drove
her on. It took less than an hour to dispose of the bodies,
disguising all signs of the battle. Tara had thought to send the
remaining horse on their own, but Rob had pointed out that rider
less horses almost always caused questions, and that the small
remuda once brand was altered would bring enough coin to see to the
safe passage of the girls to their home villages. He had no cause
to do any of this save the offer of her body, and knowing her
virginal and unskilled made that small offer indeed, yet he had
gone to great lengths to help her and the children alike without
making any move to claim his
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