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Faibhar

Camilla of Ancient Times

Gaius Cispius Indus shifted the paluda mentum draping his silver armor one more time as he surveyed the mute clutch of his people. He hardly was surprised at the lack of reaction from his initial call, yet standing under inclement skies only to be ignored was not his idea of a fun time. Standing a few paces away stood the naked bellatrix audetque viris concurrere virgo. The battlefield general knew better than most that such a female warrior, and this one supposedly a maiden, who dared to join in battle with men was distasteful to his society. No doubt that same distaste explained why none of his legionaires volunteered for the contest. “I’ll fight her. And to show all what virility really means, I’ll do so with one hand tied behind my back!” Indus considered the owner of the deep growl and saw Dexius Vassus step forward. A fine soldier, Indus reflected. He would rightfully put shame to this wanton female. He nodded to the attendants.

Ignoring the deluge, two male servants stood alongside Vassus in the center of the muddy centuriation where all public assemblies were held, rain or shine. One took the plumed helmet bearing the trefoil design of the same regiment that successfully ambushed the female warrior as she led a retinue of Volscians, killing her party and bringing her as the sole survivor here to Vada Sabata along the shores of the Thyrennian Sea. Another accepted the waterproof wool cape, copper breast-plate and under tunic. The soldier pushed away one of the solicitous hands from the segmented armor belt girthing his trunk.

Indus watched as the man undressed to the bracchae reaching down to the stout legs and his hob nailed boots. Casting a view skyward revealed more drenching gray. The maiden already stood drenched. Wearing only a rectangular loincloth tied at each corner, water covered every inch. Drops began to land on Vassus. Chest hairs glistened as the attendants dutifully tied his massive right arm behind his back. Indus was pleased; both contestants’ muscles bulged. Indus scanned the motley crowd gathered as they covered themselves. Shawls were pulled tighter. Capes drawn closer. In his mind, Indus knew that as impressive as Vassus appeared, all were transfixed on the female; attonitis inhians anmis, gaping at her, minds stunned. He sat under an awning.

Camilla forgot all about the rain. All she thought of was the surprise. Her fault. The dux femina, female ruler and general, had failed. The voice and commotion brought her focus back to present time. She appraised her next opponent. As he was undressed the bearded soldier looked all the more impressive. Still, the hardened maiden had fought stronger and won. This time would prove no exception. Digging her toes into the muddy terrain, she tensed for the next battle.

The larger man proved fastest. He bent to the ground. Scooping up a handful of mud, he slung it into Camilla’s eyes. He charged as she stumbled backward. A punch was thrown. Camilla blindly grabbed the fist and twisted. Cheers erupted as Vassus flipped in the air and landed on his back. Muddy ropes freely swung where Camilla’s light brown hair had previously been held under her helmet. She wiped her face clean in time to catch another flying fist. This time she ducked and upper-cut Vassus under his chin.

Indus sipped from a goblet filled with fine Falernian wine as he joined with others in rooting on the contestants. He took time to view the assembled ring. Darkly clothed shapes no longer huddled. Many raised their fists in exclaim as the fight continued. He stroked the hand of the lovely Paulina Domina standing under the awning next to him. His favorite mistress was looked especially pleasing this stormy day. She answered the stroke of his hand with a slight kiss from her own lovely lips. He tipped his goblet to hers and peered into her eyes, but her focus was on the match. Clearly, it excited.

Camilla felt good to be active again. Aside from the initial blindness by the dirty trick Vassus employed, she knew she was doing well. The barrel-chested man was tiring. With a spin, she yelled and launched a flying kick. Before she could recover her balance, her feet slipped in the mud. One leg flew skyward and the other straight out. Camilla felt herself fall and lost her breath as ribs hit the soggy ground.

Vassus growled like a bear. His eyes grew enormously as he pounced. Fingers from his free hand wrapped around the female’s throat. He squeezed.

The crowd sensed victory as the two rolled. They saw the massive arm of Vassus choke the prone dura virgo, whose muddied arms and legs flailed. Muscles in the bearded man’s naked back bulged as he applied more pressure to the hard maiden. One of her heels kicked at his lower back while the other sought purchase in the wet soil. Suddenly, they saw Vassus stop. A female elbow flew up into his face. A naked knee kicked up into his groin. The two flipped again. The female warrior landed on top. Spectators could only see her white teeth snarl from the muddy face. Arms circled Vassus’ neck. Another growl was heard, one less masculine. A cracking noise followed. And then there was silence. Both contestants lay still. The audience stood stunned.

Camilla slowly moved her fingers through the muck. With some effort, she rose to her feet. She faced where she knew Gaius Cispius Indus stood, only this time the commander had already moved. 

From the elevated tribunal the magistrate pro tem gazed about until his attention focused on the naked female warrior and the prostrate body of one of his men next to her feet. Taking another sip of wine, he spoke in even tones chosen for their ring of authority and to mask his own disappointment at the contest’s outcome. “Well…We already know you are a female who is general to and who rules the enemy,” he sipped more wine The clouds above appeared to be parting. “Now it seems that we all,” he swept his hand around the gathered, “have seen you, the enemy commit another capital crime. Therefore, I sentence you,” he paused to smile thinly at the wet female below, “to be tortured and crucified like a common slave!”

Camilla screamed in anger as she heard the words and rushed the tribunal. She never heard the approach from behind of the soldiers with the staff. Her world went black as the wood smacked into the nape of her neck and she fell to the mud.

To Be Continued… 

