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Faibhar

Camilla of Ancient Times Part III

Indus spoke in a voice so low that only she could hear. Her toes felt the earth drying. At last freed from the platform, Camilla stood tall with arms at her sides. Over each of Indus’ shoulders stood two armed centurions. Body language alone told her that the two were just itching for an excuse to defend their commander. Two female nurses ran up and set down the trays they carried. “Correct me if I am wrong,” the silver browband of Indus’ helmet sparkled in the afternoon sun. “Were you not soundly defeated on the battlefield, arrested and now stand here?”

Camilla detected a gleam from the hidden dark eyes. She steadily replied as one of the nurses applied soothing ointment to her chafed wrists while another combed out her brown hair, pulled it back over her ears and looped a band around the tail. 

“You are correct, you know you are Indus.” She knew that she was being toyed with. Fingers gently applied the ointment to the welts on her back. From the corner of her eye she saw rustling in the growing crowd ringing where they stood. Camilla turned her attention back to Indus. He being a foot taller, she looked up into the darkness that was not helmeted.

Indus felt the breast with fingers of his right hand. The solid warmth and smoothness stirred his lust. His thumb lightly pushed the nipple one way and then the other. He surprised his satisfied smile as he saw it react. A diagonal line from the flagellum sliced over the top of the breast. He used a cloth to dab away the dribbled blood. Indus used the same linen to wipe mud clear from the high cheek-bones and the full lips. The contrast of soft feminity and muscles harder than the best of his men appealed.

“Then you will also agree that I am correct in saying you are a murderess and slave, yes?”

“No, Indus. I disagree. I am a ruler and warrior. I demand to be treated as such.” Camilla’s muscles tensed. Her emerald eyes did not blink as she spoke. She felt fingers soothing her nether lips with the ointment, as well, but did not falter in glaring back at Indus.

He let the warm breast free. Its pale brown circle surrounding the hard nipple shriveled under his touch. He cleared his throat and shooed the nurses away. He tossed aside the soiled cloth and stared down at the hard maiden. His voice remained quiet but chilled in tone. “You know that it is well within my power to spare you further dignities, don’t you?”

Camilla’s mind flashed through her barbabarous treatment. Another voice inside of her reminded her of her station. Her stomach clenched. “I said, Indus, I am not your slave and am not a murderess.”

Indus grimly smiled. “I think it best that you reassess your attitude.” He pivoted away and waved to his men.

The standard, or aquila, with its bronze eagle’s spread wings bobbed as it was carried closer. Camilla stood in place as Indus and the men with him strode off. From the corner of an eye she saw two soldiers carrying the tree limb away from the platform. They carried the limb in her direction. Camilla prepared herself for the seven-foot sapling that was to be her patibulum. Voices from the throng murmured at the activity. It seemed to her that half were bare-headed and half veiled, men and women alike were here to watch.

A large hand pushed the back of her head forward. Her chin touched her chest. Other hands pulled her arms back and over the limb. It rested on her shoulders. The bark felt familiar. Camilla felt splintery twine secure her wrists to the wood. And then the soldiers let the full weight of the beam rest on her. She gasped as her torso bent forward. Were it not for powerful leg muscles, momentum would have let her fall. 

Camilla felt a hand swat her right ass cheek. Toes that had been enjoying the warming temperatures stumbled forward. She tried to look up, but the back of the tree against her head made that impossible. Staggering, she felt guided by the ends of the beam. Her field of vision now included only muddy ground. There were exceptions as sometimes colored shoes or hairy legs appeared. Occasionally, a buildings foundation showed. The dux femina bent under the weight like any beast of burden.

Sounds of those around continued as progress changed the landscape from urban to rural. Pebbles replaced muddy streets. Humidity rose as clouds from above made way for direct solar. Following a short rise, the procession stopped. Soldiers lifted the limb from the condemned’s back. The maiden fell to her hands and knees when the weight was lifted.

Camilla’s head swum. Legs trembled. Lungs panted for air. Catching her wind, she took bearings. A few yards away hung the edge of a cliff. The promontorium she was on overlooked the quarry. Half a mile away was the city walls. Coughing, Camilla saw figures gathered around. Colored shapes dressed in off-white, brown, reds and blues. Their dark faces all turned at her. Dizzying clouds above were few. Sun warmed. How she had come this far, she did not know. Sweat dripped to the ground. Nausea coupled with exhaustion urged the maiden to lie on the soil, but she did not. Male hands helped Camilla to rise and teeter on her feet.

To Be Continued…

