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Faibhar

Camilla of Ancient Times Part III

The throng parted as Indus made his way to where the hard maiden stood. Eyes matched his direction. This duro virgo made a worthy enemy, but the magnificent specimen, standing now drenched in sweat, was his..

“Not many men could have done the same as you just did…My compliments.” Any response was answered by trembling muscles and heaving chest. “You deserve something as an award.” Indus snapped his fingers and a flagon appeared. “Do not be wary.” She accepted the container in both hands whose fingers showed both toil and hardship. “It is merely water and its coolness will refresh.”

Camilla gulped from the flagon. Indus was right. The water tasted clean and cool. For a moment the thought crossed her to spit out another mouthful at Indus, but shewanted the refreshment so much, she merely drank.

The commander watched as the Amazonian-like beauty eagerly swallowed the water. Below him a nurse was re-applying ointment to cuts left b y the scourge on the maiden’s legs. He pushed the nurse aside and stepped closer. One last time, Indus cupped a breast and softly fondled it. The maiden emptied the flagon and looked back with hands at her sides. She did not resist his touch. Indus kept fondling. Lids covered the emerald eyes. The marvelous body slightly swayed. Her lips parted.

Indus determined that he would ask questions already asked, even though their answers were now moot. His hand slipped down the maiden’s torso, over mighty muscles and between the legs. Murmurs wetly escaped the parted lips. There was more than one way to skin a cat, and using his seductive skills with this one was out of the question. No matter that she seduced in her own way. This one he wanted harshly broken. Both spirit and body. He knew just what to do, and would have fun doing so.

“If it is printed, then it must be true, right?”

Camilla opened her eyes. The bright sun hurt. Her escape to another place as Indus fondled her was broken with his spoken words. Too good to last, escapism vanished and present horrors returned. Squinting, she followed his raised arm to a dark upright. Some two-feet from the top a titulus was being nailed Crude letters carved into the plaque read “SLAVE” and “MURDERESS”.

The sight shocked. Anger shouted from her throat. Legs made to run but male hands quickly grabbed her wrists. Indus stood before her, that evil grin showing. He dabbed her face with another cloth and tucked stray hairs behind each ear. She fought the arms holding her, but they began to drag her toward the upright. Her feet kicked to no avail. Kicking and cursing, bare feet sought grip in the rocky terrain.

The action spurned the crowd. More taunts and jeers arose. Few paid attention to last minute carpentry work done on the upright and crossbeam. A short rail was nailed to the upright about three-feet above the ground and final chips flew from a notch chiseled in the heavy limb carried by the maiden. It would match a similar one near the top of the upright. Preparations seemed to finish as she was laid on her back and arms spread along the wood.

Fear first spoke to Camilla as she lay pinned by the soldiers’ hands and knees. Brushing her nose with his whiskers leered the lictor’s smelly face. Rank garlic and beer reeked. Camilla strained arms and legs. Hard abdominals writhed. Hips twisted. Despite her contortions, hands held fast. She rapidly blinked in hopes of ridding herself of the stinging sweat that burned her eyes. Blood raced through her veins. The lictor’s face moved away. She could see more dark faces of the helmeted soldiers holding her down. Above, the sky spun. The shadow of whom she recognized as Indus appeared. It towered over her.

“You must admit, the sign does say slave and murderess.” His voice rose so that more could hear his proclamation. “I therefore sentence this convicted criminal to…death.”

Camilla’s veins popped as she bitterly yelled. Had she cared to notice, she might have felt the first prick of the spike as it was set upon her upturned wrist.

***

The upright was not the tallest. Few knew that its shortness was deliberate by Indus’ intent. Size, however, did not matter. Hammering brought out the first sounds of a victim from the female. Her long arms spiked to the limb, she along with the beam were stood. Soldiers used braces to lift. In the process, female legs kicked as they arose some two-feet off of the rocky soil. Almost immediately, ankles found the rail. Knees bent and lower shins rested on the smaller crossbeam for support. The lictor stepped behind and hammered two more spikes, this time into the sole of each foot.

“Don’t you look your loveliest…” Indus clasped hands behind his back. Imperially, the commander inspected the crucified. Anguish, he detected, already marked her more feminine features. Furrows roiled the smooth brow, clenched white teeth bared. “And just for you, my latest little invention…”

Camilla chanced to open her eyes. Pain colored every inch of her being. Through slits she saw Indus standing below. Behind him a small table was set. On it sat two clear containers atop each other. Cramps threatened sanity. A feverish sweat poured from every pore. Her rump slid to an edge of the upright as she shifted in a futile search for surcease. Through a torturous curtain she saw Indus move. He and the table seemed to dance.

“These are for you” He kicked the short pile of flat stones near his feet. Despite her obvious torture, he knew he had the female’s ear. “And, this as well.” He accepted the modified pilum, or javelin. 

The wood shaft minus the usual blade at the end was some five to six-feet in length. His thumb and forefinger touched as they gripped its girth. At one end was affixed a small wooden wheel, only about the circumference of a man’s palm. Two-inches of the shaft protruded through the small axle hole. Sawed teeth surrounded the wheel’s perimeter. A dowel had been hammered through near the shaft’s other end.

Camilla didn’t notice the slight breeze that had moved many a veil and tunica on this first day of the Autumnal equinox. The only distractions she knew were those created by Indus, the odd device he held and the small table. Another spasm of fire ripped through her lower back. Thighs bulged. Again they lifted her up slightly to ease the tension on her arms. Just as soon, she slid back down.

“Now, I know you are wondering so please allow me to explain. On the table sits a form of keeping time. The top container will be filled with sand. When the sand totally empties into the lower barrel, you will be asked two questions.”

Already water from the flagon seemed a distant history. Her throat scratched dry. Mouth parched, she thirsted. Yet, Indus held her main attention as he explained.

“Yes, of course you do! You already know the questions AND answers. Simply when asked if you are a slave and murderess, you agree.” He moved to the side and was pleased to see her head track his direction. “Now, at first, you might not be so eager to reply with the correct answers – you’ve already said as much. So…until your answers are more truthful, a flat rock will be placed at the foot of your upright. Atop it will be placed this shaft, and near the top of it, well you can already see…”

All classes strained to listen as Gaius Cispius Indus spoke. Legendary for much, his particular brand of cruelty was infamous. They watched him describe further tortures to the bellatrix audetque, or female warrior, whose nude body glistened in the sun as she hung.

“So…Perhaps the best way is simply to show you how everything works?” Indus sweated under his armor. His helmet weighed heavily as well. The faster he completed this exercise, the better. The flat rock he kicked thudded against the upright. Placing one end of the pilum or javelin on it, he brought the shaft vertical. His cheeks moved as a self-satisfied smile formed. The blunt end of the javelin disappeared into the female. The small wheel remained just outside of the nether lips.

Camilla sucked in more air as she felt the intrusion. Craning her neck back, she gritted her teeth to rise again. She had to this time, for reasons other than just getting a breath of air or relieving the pressure on her arms.

Indus signaled a soldier. The young man eagerly ran up and parted the thick lips so that they just barely wrapped around the wheel.

“There we are.” Indus used his friendliest tone. “Now let’s see if you know he answers, shall we? First of all…are you a slave?”

Camilla grimaced as her arms gave and she slipped back down. She felt the fingers open her labia and wrap around the wheel. She then heard Indus. She shook her head and spat down her answer.

Indus thinly smiled under the heavy helmet. This maiden was determined. But, he was determined more. Grabbing both ends of the dowel, he lifted as a soldier slid in another flat rock on top of the first. He used his grip to twist the shaft. “Now fill the timer. She will be able to see when it time for more questions.”

Many wondered if Indus had gone mad with his latest. The condemned seemed to break her courage. The maiden’s body arched then rose as the javelin was lifted and turned. Bright streams of red gushed down the inner thighs. Up and down movements seemed to ape a sexual act, yet only served to further impale her on the vertical device. She shook on the cross until at last exhausted and limply hung by long extended wrists.

To Be Continued…

