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“What’s a matter Caius? No guts for the task? Not man enough, eh?”

Zirondi didn’t have to look up to recognize the snide voice of Vannozzo. The cretin probably brought over all of his friends, too. He didn’t bother to answer, but instead gripped the iron spike tighter. In doing so, he probably pressed it harder into the female’s wrist, but that did not matter. What mattered most was his pride. Ignoring the roughness of the spike, he raised the mallet higher. He’d show anyone with such a snide tone who was really the man.

Carlia winced as she felt the metal bite into her wrist. She prayed faster for help from Bona Dea or any deity. Her eyes smarted as they winced from salty sweat. She turned her head over to see her wrist and the spike just as a blur descended like a swift shadow from the sky.

Maybe he had swung with too much force. He searched the female’s face. Her beautiful features were distorted. Her eyes bulged. Her voice deafened with its screaming cry to Vulcan. His arm that held the spike felt a slick warmth covering it. Blood pooled at the spike base. But, it still stood too high. He raised the mallet again, and again struck true onto the spike head. He felt the iron slip deeper into the arm. Zirondi’s eyes spotted the nipple. It glistened like the rest of the bitch. Scattered scarlet spotted the torso then turned into thin lines that rolled down the curves. He pounded the spike once more.

By all the gods Carlia thought that she could take no more. Sheer terror coursed through her veins. The second wrist had been almost as bad as the first. Panic throbbed. She had to escape; the hands that had so firmly held her to the wood now were gone. Her neck strained to raise up her head, but that was as far as she could go. To her horror she now realized that she was pinned to the cross by the nails. The screams left her parched and almost soundless. Carlia felt her bladder release and thought for a moment that such public humiliation was well worth the price of freedom until she realized that even after urinating there was no flight

Few noticed the slight temblor as all were transfixed on the maiden as she was so viciously nailed to the cross. They gasped at the sound of each strike. Muscles along the bare legs burgeoned. Many held hands over their ears at the first sound of her cries. The ribs shone brightly as they expanded. The pounding seemed to force fresh sweat from every pore. Those that chose to look at her face rather than the writhing frame saw contorted features conveying almost inhuman agony.

Zirondi wiped his sweating brow and felt something wet cross his forehead. He looked down at his right hand and saw that the fingers were covered in the female’s blood. He wiped them across her chest but only succeeded in streaking trails left by his fingers across the heaving breast and over the clearly visible rising bones. Something foul-smelling caught his attention and in the corner of his eye he saw the bare crotch and the gold stream. He chuckled under his breath. He scared the piss out of her. Looking back to his carpentry work, he saw the two wide heads of the spikes sticking out just above the bitch’s bloodied wrists. Getting up on one knee, he started to stand.

Zirondi stood, satisfied that his work here was now done and pleased that his virile action had silenced the bombastic Vannozzo. He signaled to his men to raise the cross.

