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Gore Smithson walked into the old church with one thing on his mind: get the witch. Then get the hell out. Holy places of any kind always made Gore uncomfortable, and this one was no different. The fact that it was run by an old friend of his who was a priest did nothing to calm his quivering nerves. He felt like a spooked stallion, ready to bolt at the first scent of trouble.

Of course, ‘trouble’ was the reason he was there, but this kind of trouble he could handle, even welcomed with relish. He’d been requested by the priest to escort a witch to her death, a few weeks’ ride by horse. The witch had taken to stealing men’s souls while in the throes of passion, rendering the men in question useless husks of themselves. According to Father Clarence’s letter, Gore was the only one who could get the woman where she should be, and Gore figured he was probably right, as he didn’t have a soul for her to steal, regardless of any sexual situation they might end up in.

Gore walked through the worship area and out a side door into the courtyard, where a large stone statue of the Holy Mother held reign over the flowers and trees. As he passed the statue, Gore glanced up, then quickly away, choosing instead to ignore her.

Not far away, Father Clarence stood near a large cage-like cell. Inside the cell stood a man, a knight several inches shorter than Gore, who towered about six inches over six feet tall. Behind the man, almost completely obscured from Gore’s view, was a woman, clothed in a tattered brown dress and no shoes. The knight and the witch were shackled to each other, with wrist bands for both attached to a three foot long chain that dangled between them. Gore wondered idly at the shoddy treatment of the woman from the holy man, but as he didn’t particularly care how they treated her, he said nothing as he came to stand beside Father Clarence.

“Gregory, good, you’re here. How are you, my friend?” Father Clarence said.

Gore flinched at the use of his given name, but said nothing to contradict the priest. “Fine, Father. Yourself?”

Father Clarence sighed deeply. “I’m much better now that you’re here. I’ve had to stay out here with the knight who brought her to us. She can’t be trusted, and therefore cannot be left alone, and she’s been trying to...” He swallowed roughly and blushed slightly. “Coerce our man here into letting her out.” Clarence grabbed Gore’s sleeve gently and pulled him a few steps away. “She has promised him all manner of ungodly things, things even married couples don’t speak of. I’ve seen the lust in his eyes. He wants to give in. I fear you may be the only one who can help us.”

The old man’s eyes lifted imploringly to Gore’s. Gore lifted a brow, then put a hand very gently on Clarence’s shoulder so as not to crush him. “I have already said I would help, haven’t I? Aren’t I here, in this building, despite how it makes me feel?”

Clarence gave him a wobbly smile. “Yes, of course. I’m sorry. It’s just that I was so worried. Quite honestly, between you and I, even I have felt... Well, I’m sure you understand. It’s very disconcerting for a man of my faith and years.”

Gore fought the grin that wanted to cross his face. He could only imagine how Clarence was feeling, as he’d known the man for fifty years, and knew he’d never felt a woman’s touch. Gore himself wasn’t worried in the least about the woman’s charms working on him. He’d never denied himself the pleasures of the flesh, and if she tried to steal his soul, she’d be sorely disappointed, and hopefully a little afraid.

Clarence led the way back to the cell, but kept his distance, while Gore walked close enough to touch the bars. As he watched, the woman turned to the knight in the cell with her, and Gore finally got a good look at her.

She was stunningly beautiful, which he’d known she must be, else how could she have seduced so many men? Her long hair was raven black, and fell in waves over her shoulders and halfway down her back. Her eyes were almost as dark as his, a rich chocolate brown that sparkled naturally with some internal knowledge he imagined came from her magic. She had a full mouth that was perfect for kissing, and Gore thought her lips probably drew as many men in as the chocolate eyes or raven hair.

Her body didn’t hinder her soul-stealing abilities, either. It was petite, with a little waist he could easily span with his large hands, and breasts that were a perfect handful were a man inclined to hold them. She was probably more than a foot shorter than he, but after seeing the fire in her eyes just then when she noticed him looking her over, he didn’t think her small stature meant she would be easy to handle.

Turning on the charm, he gave her his best smile, and watched her eyes go from annoyed to suspicious but interested. He knew his dark looks- short, black hair, black eyes, and work-tanned skin- made him attractive to most any woman, and his height and muscular build only made him even more so.

As if she didn’t care for him in the least, the woman turned her eyes from his to the knight in the cell with her, and when the other man’s eyes met hers, Gore watched with interest as her eyes went from dark brown to a dark gold, and almost instantly the man went a little slack in the shoulders. Gore narrowed his eyes as he watched her saunter closer to the knight, swinging her hips and thrusting her breasts out.

The knight leaned a little closer as she rubbed herself against him, one arm coming up to wrap around his shoulders, the other venturing from his chest downward toward his groin. Gore was so absorbed in watching her tricks that he barely heard the priest clear his throat behind him. Father Clarence had to call quietly to him before Gore could snap out of it.

Reaching through the bars of the cell, Gore cuffed the man on the back of the head, just hard enough to grab his attention. The witch glared at him as the knight turned to meet his eyes, and Gore lifted a mocking brow at her before glaring at the man.

“Mind if I have a go with her? I think I’ll have better luck.”

The man frowned at Gore as if he had no clue what he was talking about, then glanced at the witch. With her lovely face serving as a reminder, the man hurried to the door, where a four-by-four inch hole had been cut in the metal above the lock, so that prisoners could be shackled to their escorts without opening the door, thus lessening the risk of escape. Gore placed his arm through the hole, and the knight unsnapped the shackle from his own wrist using a key on a chain around his neck.

Gore noted the shiny grey color of the metal and flinched, pulling his arm from the door before turning to ask Father Clarence, “That’s not silver, is it?”

Father Clarence shook his head. “Iron. I have done everything I can to ensure you are as comfortable as possible while traveling.”

Satisfied, Gore replaced his arm, and the knight attached the shackle to Gore’s wrist, thoroughly securing him to the woman. The knight then unlocked the cell door with a separate key and stepped out, leaving the woman inside behind the closed door while he gave Gore the key to wear. Gore didn’t miss the way the witch watched every movement with interest. ‘Just try it,’ he thought, smirking at her, and she snarled as if she’d heard him.

Once the key was safe around Gore’s neck and beneath his tunic, the knight opened the cell once more, and the witch stepped out into the dim light provided by the torches around the courtyard. Father Clarence and the knight both stepped back from her. The witch smirked at their reaction to her, until Gore stepped closer with a challenging brow lifted, and her smirk disappeared in confusion.

As if she weren’t there, the priest and the knight turned and walked into the church, and Gore followed, practically dragging her along with his long strides. When they reached the front steps, Father Clarence and the knight stood back while Gore lifted the woman onto his horse, then climbed up behind her.

Finally getting brave enough, Father Clarence stepped closer, and put a hand on Gore’s forearm. “Go with haste, son, lest you succumb like so many men have. If you fail, we have no hope of stopping her.”

Because he seemed genuinely worried, Gore placed his hand over Clarence’s, and squeezed ever so gently. “We spoke of this, Father. I cannot fail. Worry no more.” With that said, he released the man’s hand and took up the reins, his arms wrapped around the woman. “I will send word from Parrish when I have seen her burned. Goodbye.”

“Farewell, Gregory,” Father Clarence called as they rode off at a gallop.

Before they cleared the church grounds, the witch snorted. “Gregory? Nice name.”

Gore gave her a not-so-gentle squeeze that had her breath momentarily fleeing her lungs. “Well, my mother liked it. You can call me Gore. Everyone does.”

“Gore?” she repeated scathingly.

“Yes. As in maim,” he said with some emphasis, and felt her go stiff for a second.

She forcibly relaxed, then said, “Father Clarence doesn’t call you Gore.”

“Father Clarence is an old friend whom I respect very much, and can therefore call me whatever he likes. You, however, may only call me Gore.”

She didn’t respond to that, so Gore asked, “What is your name?”

She snorted. “They care so little about me that they didn’t even bother to tell you my name?”

“The way I
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