Crucifixion Story
By Louetta

This is a crucifixion story I wrote some time back for
some people on the crux group. It has a Roman motif
and contains some phrases whose meanings now escape
me, e.g. crux sublimes, because they wanted it that
way.

This story involves a real execution, which might not
be to your taste, unlike most of my other stories
which involve my alter ego getting herself whipped or
felt up or something fun like that and finally,
gloriously, cumming. Which seems like a much better
subject for a story.



The crowd gathered early, lining the route they knew
the girl would be forced to travel from the site of
her scourging to the hill on which she would be
crucified. It had been some time since there had been
a public execution and the prospect of a pretty young
girl being hung naked on the cross, even if she were a
slave, was more than enough to turn out half the city.
Wine flowed freely, peddlers hawked their wares and
there was much merriment. By noon the sun had risen
high in the sky and promised a warm day for the girl
to die on the cross. With Roman precision, sharply at
noon, the procession left the courtyard where the girl
had been scourged and headed on the two-mile walk to
the edge of the city and to the top of the hill where
the cross would be raised. And soon they came along
the crowded way. 

First came a phalanx of soldiers, spears in hand, to
clear the way and prevent any interference in the
terrible proceedings. Then came the squad of half
dozen uniformed men who would nail the unfortunate
girl to the cross and raise her up to face her
agonizing fate. At the end of the procession came
another squadron of armed guards. And just before them
came the girl who would die that day in the hot sun.
At a distance one could make out only her long blond
hair, unusual in a slave girl, since most were taken
from the outer provinces. Because her death warrant
dictated she be raised on a crux sublimes, she was
spared the agony of carrying the patibulum to which
she would soon be nailed. Instead, after she had been
taken down from the post upon which she had been
scourged in the nude, her wrists and elbows had been
bound behind her and her ankles tethered to prevent
her trying to run. Then, to increase her
embarrassment, she had been left naked to the waist
for the long walk to the cross. 

As the procession approached, the people in the crowd
caught their breath at the sight of her. Her long
blond hair, which normally fell about her head down to
a level below the bottoms of her now bared breasts was
soaked with perspiration form the whipping she had
endured and had been tied behind her head to provide a
better view of her half naked body. Her stunningly
pretty face was streaked with tears and her light blue
eyes were bright with terror. Her slim figure betrayed
the fact that she was barely a woman. Her face and
arms were tanned from hours spent working in her
master’s fields but her torso was white as snow. The
men in the crowd gasped at their first view of her
pert young breasts, bared for the first time to the
public. 

Despite her predicament they stood proud and firm,
white as snow upon her chest. The binding of her
elbows behind her back served only to thrust her tits
further forward until it seemed her upper body was
bent over just an inch with their weight. Ample enough
to please any man who might have been granted access
to them, they stood high above her ribcage and wide
enough on either side almost to touch her upper arms.
Years of toiling on her master’s property had given
her arms, shoulders and stomach pleasing traces of
muscle not seen in the pampered daughters of the upper
classes. 

Almost as striking as her delightful breasts was what
was revealed below her navel. The remains of the shift
she had been given to wear in prison had been torn
down the front of her body almost to the level of her
pubis and bound there with a cord. And there, between
her navel and the top of her flimsy garment, revealing
her beautiful young body almost to her pubic hair, was
the unmistakable swelling of her tummy which was the
reason she would be so horribly executed this day.
There, on what had before today her unblemished young
body, beginning an inch or so below her belly button,
was clear evidence of the unmarried slave girl’s
pregnancy, a pregnancy unauthorized by, if perhaps
caused by, the man who owned her. A disobedience
severe enough to require that she be put to death. And
across her back a further result of her disobedience,
the cruel marks of the scourging she had just
undergone in the courtyard outside the Roman garrison,
hidden to public view, but witnessed by a full
complement of soldiers. 

Young men eager to see this tender young morsel,
pregnant as she was, stripped naked, her hands bound
above her head to the whipping post to receive the
permitted thirty nine lashes. It was only the day
before that her master had discovered her pregnancy.
He knew the girl must die to prevent the scandal that
would ensue if his wife suspected his infidelity.
Accordingly, he turned the unhappy wench over to the
soldiers. She had been taken before the Sanhedrin to
be tried. She stood before the tribunal of high
priests barefoot, her wrists bound tightly behind her
back. Then, despite the fact she did not deny she was
four months pregnant, she was stripped publicly naked
on the pretext of examining her. 

She was brought forward to stand only a few feet from
her inquisitors. There they examined her soft white
breasts, under normal circumstances quite pleasing in
size, fuller and heavier still with her pregnancy.
They made note of the darkening of her areola and the
presence of the small swelling of the sweat glands
near her rock hard nipples. They traced the complex
roadmap of thin blue veins which had appeared just
under the surface of her bare tits. They felt for the
presence of the naked girl’s swollen uterus, now
evident just below her belly button, and observed the
obvious swelling of her belly. She stood completely,
unabashedly nude before them for two hours, at the end
of which time she was indeed pronounced pregnant,
without due authority from her owner. 

Despite the fact that she did not implicate her
master, she was condemned to be flogged and publicly
crucified the very next day. She was given a strip of
white cloth to cover her genitals and a short gray
shift, given all condemned women, to wear and taken to
the garrison to await the execution of her sentence.
Despite the fact she had not eaten or quenched her
thirst since the previous night she was given no
refreshment, it being thought a waste since she would
die the next day, although she was allowed to urinate
for the first time since she had been taken prisoner.
Taken to a cell, she was again stripped and tied nude
to a bed where she was presented through the many
hours til the following morning so as many soldiers as
would, could partake of her tender young body while
she still lived. 

Next morning she was unbound and brought outside,
still naked, so she could wash herself at the same
spigot being used by soldiers her own age. Nausea
overtook her and she threw up as she had done each
morning since she had been knocked up. Just before
noon, when she was to walk to the site of her death,
she was taken out to be flogged. Flogging a condemned
prisoner just prior to execution was a Roman
tradition. Normally women and girls were not flogged,
but in this case because the condemned was a slave who
had defiled her master’s property, in this case
herself by becoming pregnant, flogging was authorized.
There in the courtyard was an upright post, perhaps
eight feet in height. From the top hung an iron ring. 

The helpless young maid was brought out before the
assembled troops wearing just the gray shift and
perfunctory under cloth she had been given. The
captain of the guards stood in front of her gazing
directly into the mournful eyes of the girl they were
about to torture. “Strip her!” he ordered, looking
directly at her and he watched as two young soldiers
came forward and opened the front of the lovely young
maids shift, baring her soft white breasts. The
centurion and the assembled guards looked hungrily at
the tender globes of flesh that adorned her chest.
Then the soldiers unhooked the straps at her shoulders
and pulled the garment away, revealing almost all of
her tender young body. Despite the swelling of the
pregnancy in her belly, she was the finest young cunt
most of them had ever seen, with firm young breasts,
grown larger by her pregnancy, long thin thighs and a
soft white ass cheeks still hidden from view. 

She stood almost naked while her wrists were bound in
front of her. Looking at her, the centurion could
think only of his own teenage daughter. The soldiers
could think only of their own younger sisters. Then
she was made to stand against the whipping post from
which her wrists would be hung, her swollen breasts
and her slightly protruding stomach pushed against the
rough wood. Her arms were raised above her head and
her wrists bound by a length of cord to the ring which
hung from the top of the whipping post. As she hung
there petrified by fear and embarrassment she was
stripped of the cloth which til now still girded her
loins and for the second time in her young life she
was displayed publicly in the nude. 

The young soldiers marveled at the beauty of the naked
young girl. Her blond hair was tied up to expose her
back to the whip. Her arms and the lower part of her
legs were brown from her work in the sun. The rest of
her shapely young body was white as snow, including
her firm white behind, thin but taut and pleasing to
the eyes of the young men who held her captive. Many
had never seen so tender a girl in the nude, nor one
who was pregnant. They gazed curiously at her stomach
and wondered at the slight swelling of her boobs,
longing for a look at the soft pink lips of her fuck
hole, mostly hidden from view between her soft white
thighs. Her feet were placed on either side of the
whipping post and her ankles bound in place so the
post pushed up against her crotch. 

Despite herself her body responded to being nude in
the sun and open air. She had always secretly enjoyed
being bound. Since her pregnancy she had found herself
with an almost voracious appetite for sex which, as an
unmarried girl, she was forced to satisfy with her
hand. Now the pressure of the whipping post against
her loins kept her nipples erect and hastened the
moistening of her pussy. She felt a slight tingling in
her bare breasts pressed upon the whipping post and
almost involuntarily thrust her hips gently against
the post between them. She smelled the familiar musky
odor which always emanated from her cunt when she
anticipated a sexual encounter. 

Regardless of the young girl’s horniness, her whipping
would now proceed. She would receive thirty nine
strokes with the flagellum held by the soldier who
waited behind her for the command to begin, the
flagellum of leather strips with bone fragments
imbedded which were designed to leave deep lacerations
on the victim’s bare back, ass and the backs of her
thighs and which inevitably caused her to scream in
pain as each blow landed. Only one soldier would be
used for the girl’s whipping, instead of the usual
two, in order to extend the time the naked young maid
hung before them, both for the enjoyment of the
witnesses and to lessen the impact of the whipping on
the victim so she might suffer longer before expiring
on the cross. Forgetting her sexual desires, her mind
returned to what was about to be done to her.
Terrified, the nude girl waited for her whipping to
begin. 

This was not her first flogging. She had been whipped
many times by her master since she went into his
service years ago. When she was young she was whipped
only on her behind. As she became a beautiful young
woman the whippings occurred more often. When she came
of age he began to whip her in the nude and the
whippings included not only her bare ass but the backs
of her thighs, her upper back and in later years the
front of her thighs, her belly and, his favorite, her
bare breasts. Strangely the whippings began to last
longer and longer until now she often spent several
hours naked before him while he made up his mind how
many strokes to deliver and where she should receive
them. 

At one level she enjoyed being whipped. First there
was the sexually charged experience of taking her
clothes off at her master’s command, or of unwillingly
being stripped as she was today. Then she waited
patiently before him for him to bind her in the nude,
often in just the fashion she was bound involuntarily
today by the soldiers. She would revel in the
hardening of her nipples, the warm feelings of sexual
arousal so welcome to a healthy girl her age, the
wonder of the moisture forming inside her slit. At
this stage the erotic effect of being bound naked and
helpless outweighed her fear of the lash. Especially
since her master always took a brief interlude to
enjoy her nude body before he began to whip her. But
slowly the thought of the pain to come awakened in her
the fear of what they were about to do to her. 

She was left there for several minutes, hanging naked
by her wrists, terrified, never knowing when the
whipping would start but all the time enjoying the
feeling of the ropes that bound her wrists, the
helplessness, the anticipation, the vulnerability, the
warmth in her boobs, nipples so hard they hurt, the
moisture between her legs, the quickening of her
breathing. She felt the butterflies in her belly, the
trembling of her body, a touch of sweat under each
arm. “Water,” she begged, “please give me some water,”
but her entreaties were ignored. Then the command was
given for the soldier to whip her. She was terrified,
unable to hide, unable to run away. She tried to
confront her fear as it welled up inside of her. She
turned her head slightly to one side and could see the
soldier draw back the whip in his hand. She shut her
eyes tight and heard the whistle of the whip in the
air as it approached her naked body.

“Ah,” she screamed aloud as the leather fibers with
their imbedded shards of bone struck her hard on her
bare back, with a force which almost knocked the wind
out of her. It took an instant after the blow struck
her bare white skin for the pain to really take hold.
“Oh, my God,” she cried as the blow took full effect.
There were to be thirty-nine of these. Despite her
pleas the soldier continued with his cruel task,
Slowly at first, one, two, three, across her bare
back. Lightly, then harder, four, five, on her bare
ass cheeks, six, seven across the backs of her thighs.
“Oh, oh,” she gasped as he slowly worked his way down
her nude body. “Ah, ah, no, please,” she cried as he
came back up to her soft white bottom to deliver
eight, nine and ten. “No, no, please, please, help
me!” as the bones imbedded in the flagellum cut into
her soft flesh. “No, please, stop” as drops of blood
appear on her snow-white ass. “Ah, ah!” as the pain
increases with eleven and twelve. “No, no,” she
screams as she digs her body into the post to which
she is bound, desperately trying to escape the cut of
the lash. 

Now the pain begins to spread through her entire body,
the fronts of her thighs, her boobs pressed against
the post, her cunt as she presses her hips forward in
an effort to avoid the lash. Now up her back again,
thirteen, fourteen, more and more, harder and harder,
more blood begins to flow from the lacerations on her
tender young torso and she knows pain in every part of
her body. Every inch of her cries out for relief from
searing pain as he continues down again toward her
appealing young ass, now laced with red stripes. “No,
please, ah, ah,” she cries as they whip her harder and
harder, harder than any  young woman can endure,
slowly pushing her over the edge. 

Her naked body is forced up against the post by the
force of the blows. She feels the rough wood against
her breasts, her tummy, her inner thighs, grinding the
post into her groin, then the pain of the whip against
her upper back flattens her boobs against the hard
surface, pushing the post against her breastbone. She
pushes her crotch hard against the post and feels a
tingle spread through her body from the warm wet lips
of her cunt. Perhaps tying her legs on either side of
the post was an act of mercy. Over and over she feels
the fire of the whip against the soft skin of her bare
white ass, the firmer flesh of her upper thighs and
the hardness of her upper back. 

Slowly the pain begins to recede as they reach
twenty-five blows. She feels the heat of the sun
against her tortured skin. Her body arches cruelly
against the post with every blow, she has shut her
eyes, she cries out softly. Again and again they whip
her bare ass. Her hips dig into the post with every
stroke of the lash. Harder and faster, it gets worse
and worse. The cruel stroke of the whip against her
bottom. Harder still til a single stroke knocks the
wind out of her body. She struggles for air that comes
only in short gasps. There’s a burning sensation in
her throat to go with the one on her blood-streaked
ass cheeks. Now the whip descends to her upper thighs
then up her back. She screams for mercy but none
comes. The pain spreads down her legs and up the front
of her body as she struggles desperately to escape.
The whip is slowly beating the life out of her. 

Her whole body screams in pain. She struggles
desperately, helplessly. Then slowly, almost
gracefully, the pain recedes. The cut of the whip
becomes ethereal. Slowly she becomes aware of the need
inside her body, the familiar tingle in her groin, the
wetness between her thighs. Slowly, gradually the
little fire lit in her body grows into a burning need
inside. She crushes her crotch against the post.
Autopilot takes over. She no longer needs to be
whipped to get herself off. Her senses dull, sight and
sound disappear, her mind gets fuzzy and she passes
into a tunnel where there is nothing but the fire
inside her. 

The hot feelings between her legs take her further and
further into the welcome state where every inch of her
tingles. Her hips surge forward, her cunt is wet and
aching, breasts flushed and hot, her whole body
trembles. She crosses the line into the wonderful
world of pleasure in her own body, passes into that
heavenly place where all she can feel is the burning
in her cunt. Once and again and again and again time
stands still and the only things that exist are her
cunt and her breasts and the hot hollow somewhere deep
inside of her that explodes. And for a time she drifts
just outside of the regular world as her body takes
her briefly to another and finally the heaving of her
hips rewards her as sexual fulfillment engulfs her and
slowly she slips toward unconsciousness and the
gathering haze til finally her naked body shakes
involuntarily, quivers and, finally exhausted, she
hangs limply from her bound wrists, surrendering
myself to blackness. 

Next she knows the soldiers are cutting her down from
the whipping post, dousing her with water. Her
whipping is over. She feels the pain in every limb,
every fiber burns, she knows what it is like to be
tortured. She comes gently back to earth, the ropes
come slowly off and she collapses, despite the
soldiers rough hands, into a heap. But she remembers
the glorious feeling of cumming against the cruel
rough wood of the whipping post and despite the pain
in her back, her thighs, her blood red ass she thanks
God for her body and for providing her with all that
pleasure. But now she must go to the cross. And so
fifteen minutes later the condemned girl, stripped to
the waist, wrists and elbows bound behind her bloodied
back, made her way through the city streets. 

The indignity of being paraded half nude, her swelled
belly and her delightful breasts exposed, was not lost
on the poor young victim. Now as they crossed the city
she had time to reflect on what was to come. Her cross
would be lain whole upon the ground, it having been
declared that her body be raised higher than could
conveniently be accomplished by simply nailing her to
a patibulum and raising it up to be attached to a
standing stipes. She would first be stripped
completely nude and then would be lain on the cross.
Then her hands would be first tied on either side of
her to the patibulum, her ankles tied on either side
of the stipes. With the victim unable to escape, the
soldiers would slowly bring out the nails which would
be used to affix the helpless girl to the cross, first
in each wrist, then through the sides of her ankles so
her legs would be spread on either side of the stipes,
a special punishment to further embarrass a girl by
exposing her cunt lips, especially embarrassing
considering her pregnant condition. 

Once she was nailed to the cross, the soldiers would
raise it and secure it in the waiting posthole and
leave their unfortunate young victim to suffering and
eventual death. As they reached the edge of the city
the crowd had moved to gather near the actual site of
her crucifixion. The sun had risen near its full
height and she knew she would suffer all the more for
its beating down on her soon to be nude body. Finally
they arrived at the top of the hill upon which she
would die. They stood her in front of the cross to
which she would now be nailed and the captain of the
guard read her death warrant aloud. She was to be
crucified because as a form of torture and method of
execution it offered the slowest kind of death with
maximum pain and suffering. As a slave she was a prime
candidate for this kind of a death, even though she
was the youngest victim anyone could remember, and
certainly the youngest female. An example had to be
made to the other slaves in the city, who now
outnumbered Roman citizens by almost double. 

Finally her crucifixion began. First, to complete her
ultimate embarrassment, the soldiers removed the shift
that had been left tied on the lower half of her body.
The men present eagerly awaited the completion of the
job of stripping her. In a moment they had their wish
and the cloth that covered her genitals and her
blood-streaked ass was torn away and she was nude. A
young girl alone, naked as the day she was born, naked
as she would hang on the cross and naked as she would
die. The soldiers readied the cross from which her
smooth white body would soon hang. She stood terrified
watching them, a slender temptress standing naked
facing her last hours, hours which would be filled
with agony. The men in the crowd stared at her, her
ample breasts, the slenderness of her arms and legs,
the sleek little fox hairs which guarded the entrance
to the pink lips of her tender slit, the swelling of
the baby in her womb, the invitingness of every inch
of her naked body. 

The soldiers tied her blond hair behind her head and
untethered her legs. After all there was nowhere she
could run to. The small party of men who would
actually execute the thin slip of a girl made their
preparations. They brought out the ropes which would
be used to bind her to the cross so she would be in
position for the nails to be driven into her soft
flesh. They brought out the hammer that would be used
to drive the nails cruelly into her body. They
arranged on the ground four small squares of wood
through which the nails would be driven before they
were driven into her, so that her wrists and ankles,
once nailed, could not be pulled over the ends of the
nails. Then, to her dismay, they brought out the nails
themselves. She almost fainted in horror at the
thought that these cruel metal implements would soon
be driven into her flesh. 

Standing there in the hot sun, watching this terrible
scene unfold, her body was soon soaked in
perspiration, her skin glistening in the bright light.
Quietly she began to cry. Her eyes shone brightly with
fear. More than a child, at least physically, but not
a woman emotionally, she was nearly paralyzed with
fright. Her pert young breasts rose up and down on her
chest as her breathing quickened. Her bare ass
quivered as she stood there, still burning with the
pain of the flogging she had undergone just an hour
before. Many of the lacerations in her back had cut
through the skin to the underlying flesh and even in
one place to her ribs. The pain and the loss of blood
made her feel woozy standing there and no doubt would
shorten the time which would elapse before she died on
the cross. The wounds on her back and her bare ass no
doubt would also rub painfully against the stipes as
she hung there and increase the pain she would feel
from the insertion of the nails and from the weight of
her nude body hanging from her limbs. Now the cross
was nearly ready. 

One of the soldiers produced the titulus which was
nailed to the very top of the stipes, a small sign
proclaiming the victim’s crime, in her case of being a
slut and a whore who had become pregnant without
benefit of a husband. Lastly, because her feet were to
be nailed to the sides of the cross, it was necessary
to remove the sedulum from the front of the stipes, it
being unneeded. It is doubtful the girl could free her
feet from the sides of the cross to use the sedulum
for respite but the Romans were careful executioners.
To increase the girl’s agony the executioners omitted
the administration of the usual wine and gall mixture
used as a mild sedative. 

Now she was brought forward to the cross, her wrists
and elbows untied and she was lain upon the cross and
her arms spread to either side upon the patibulum, her
ankles positioned to either side of the stipes. She
was now ready to be crucified. The first task was to
the bind the girl’s wrists to the patibulum. Her arms
were to be left slightly flexed which would allow her
nude body to hang down slightly, thus requiring her to
push herself back up further making it more difficult
to breathe. Now they began to tie her wrists, the
point from which there was no return. She was truly
frightened, her time had indeed come. Nothing she had
ever experienced had prepared her for the fear that
enveloped her at this moment as she was prepared to
suffer naked on the cross. Terror seized her heart.
Her breathing quickened, she felt the blood pound in
her head. 

Her body was now bathed in sweat, her breasts and her
thighs wet and shimmering in the hot sun, lying naked
on the cross to which she would soon be nailed, from
which her frail white body would hang until death
overtook her. They finished binding her wrists and
started binding her ankles to either side of the
stipes. She felt her knees weaken, her bare ass cheeks
quiver as now it was only seconds before the nails
would pierce her flesh. They moved back up to her arms
to start the nailing of her wrists. “No, no, please,”
she pleaded, her courage beginning to fail. She
struggled mightily to free herself from the ropes that
bound her to the cross on which she was about to die
in agony. “Please give me some water,” she begged,
“please,” but her cries were in vain. 

One of the executioners produced the two nails which
would be driven into her wrists and the two wooden
plaques which would be used to keep her wrists from
pulling over the heads of the nails. Terror seized her
as the two nails were placed down on the ground near
her right wrist. They were not nails at all but iron
spikes six inches long with a square cross section,
tapered to a point at one end, the end which would now
be driven into her flesh. One of the executioners
picked up the hammer and in turn drove each of the
spikes into one of the wooden plaques, pulling it by
hand down to the head of the spike. Then to her horror
the executioners prepared the nude young girl for the
driving of the first nail. 

One man sat down over her thighs to reduce the extent
to which she could struggle. A second and a third
knelt near each of her shoulders and held her upper
body down against the patibulum. A fourth and fifth
held each hand down against the wood. A sixth held her
head down by her hair. A seventh picked up the hammer
and one of the spikes and placed the point against the
soft flesh of her wrist. For a few seconds, because
the victim was a beautiful girl, they toyed with her,
holding her firmly down against the cross while
tenderly stroking the most appealing parts of her
naked body. Fingers lightly brushed over her soft
white breasts and her nipples instantly turned rock
hard. The man astride her cupped both hands over her
firm young tits and pinched her nipples. “Too bad no
one will ever enjoy these again,” he said staring at
her bare white boobs. Her chest heaved mightily and
forced the tender globes of flesh up against his
hands. He returned the favor with a soft caress of
both her tits. It would be the last tender touch the
unfortunate girl ever felt. He moved his hands down
over her pregnant belly, pushing on it with his hands,
hurting her. Then down the thin blond ramp of hair
that led to her slightly swollen pussy lips. Cruelly
he pulled at the delicate tissue. “And too bad no on
will ever have this again.” 

The man with the hammer readied for his cruel work.
With an experienced eye he felt for the right entry
point, between two of the rows of carpals, hoping to
break neither, and through the flexor band and the
associated ligaments, severing the median nerve,
leaving the helpless girl in incredible pain. For an
instant he hesitated. He looked at her, she looked at
him. “Please don’t do this to me,” she pleaded her
last. He hesitated again. Did he have a sister or a
girlfriend of similar age? The huge crowd hushed, the
thousands all seeming to know at once that something
terrible was about to happen. Then her ordeal began.

With a firm hand the executioner drove the nail into
the naked girl’s wrist. “Ah, ah, ah,” she cried in
agony as the sharp iron spike pierced her wrist. Again
and again he pounded it til it was firmly through the
poor girl and fixed into the wood. “No, no, oh my God,
oh my God,” she screamed in agony as the searing pain
in her wrist spread instantly throughout her whole
naked body, driving her smooth young flesh into
convulsions, twisting her face into a mask of agony as
the six men holding her fought to hold her down. “Oh,
oh, oh,” she screamed over and over. The man with the
hammer moved swiftly to the other side and repeated
the process of driving the spike firmly through the
nude girl’s wrist into the wood below it. 

The men holding her now rose, except for the man who
held her legs down. There was no need to hold her
upper body now, the nails would do that. She lay there
writhing in agony, her whole body shaking, crying for
relief from the pain that shot out her arms, searing
her brain, numbing her senses, screaming so that some
in the crowd covered their ears. The men proceeded
with their work, knowing that it was best for the
naked young girl writhing in pain if they do what they
must do quickly. Already as they prepare to do her
ankles her hands are beginning to numb, the fingers
curling into the claw like grasp that indicates at
least that part of her tortured body feels no more. 

Now the girls ankles had to be nailed to the sides of
the stipes, this would allow her enough purchase to
push her body up when she hung from the cross far
enough to get some air. With one man still sitting
arise her thighs four others arranged themselves, two
on either side of the stipes near the girl’s feet to
hold the cross steady as the nails were inserted into
her legs laterally, just above the ankle bones. The
same man arranged two nails by the side of the cross,
drove them into the plaques that would help insure
the girl’s legs could not slip off the end of the
nails and positioned the first for insertion. Again he
pounded the spike into the girl’s soft flesh, again
she screamed in agony, her upper body twisting and
turning wantonly, her bare breasts heaving on her
chest, the back of her head banging against the cross.
Then another nail pierced her flesh, into and through
the other leg and the nailing was complete. All that
remained now was to raise the cross to the sky and
secure it in the hole that awaited it and the girl’s
crucifixion would be complete. Only her agonizing
death remained. 

No time was wasted. A squad of soldiers formed behind
the cross and lifted the top end off the ground. The
helpless girl screamed in agony as the nails in her
wrists and those that held her ankles began to bear
the weight of her body. The bottom end of the cross
was positioned over the hole that was to receive it
and with a quick motion the cross was pushed upright
and dropped into the hole. The girl cried piteously
with the pain caused by the jolt of dropping the cross
in the hole and kept screaming as the full pressure of
supporting her body weight came to bear on the places
where the four nails pierced her soft white flesh.

Now she is crucified. Now it begins, the naked girl’s
slow procession toward death. Her soft white skin
glows with sweat, her pink nipples stand like rose
buds on her ample breasts. Her pregnant belly swells
even more now that she is crucified. Tears wash down
her beautiful face. The crowd watches, transfixed,
their voices hushed, eyes fixing on her nude body. Her
body writhes on the cross in agony, but she can only
plead for mercy, plead for relief, plead for an easier
death they will not provide her. She lays her head
back against the stipes and looks to heaven for some
relief but there is none there. She sobs piteously
fastened securely to the cross on which she knows now
she will die. In addition to the searing pain in her
wrists and ankles the rough wood against the
lacerations on her back and the tender flesh of her
ass only adds to her agony. 

Already she has difficulty breathing and despite the
pain lifts herself up on her ankle spikes to help her
breath, dragging her back and her bare ass against the
rough wood. Despite the heat of the sun on her nude
body she is shivering. Slowly time passes. Every
minute a hell of pain and suffering. They have told
her it will take at least six hours for her to die,
less time than normal. Less time since she has been
nailed to the cross, instead of tied with ropes, less
time because she was flogged before she was put on the
cross, less time because she is only a girl, less time
because of the child she carries in her belly. 

More time passes and more suffering is endured. Pain
seems to come to her nude body in waves and she tries
to brace herself to fight it. Every passing moment
brings more and more suffering. Every moment the
strain in her arms and legs increases. Every breath
becomes harder to take. She tries to remain calm. If
only she can remain calm but how can a girl remain
calm while undergoing such torment. Every moment the
pain increases. Her muscles seem to be on the point of
tearing apart with the strain of trying to support her
body weight. First her arms, then her shoulders then
the muscles beneath her ample breasts, then the
muscles in her stomach gradually begin to weaken. Soon
she will not be able to hold herself up. 

Soon she will hang there limply. Soon she will not be
able to raise herself to breath at all. She tries to
keep her breathing steady. She has to concentrate on
it but as the pain in her muscles increases it becomes
harder and harder to concentrate. By now perhaps an
hour has passed. One hellish hour in which the tender
young girl has been tortured within an inch of her
life. The crowd begins to thin a little. How long will
people wait to see her die? They have already seen her
pregnant body stripped naked and nailed to the cross.
They have heard her scream and seen her suffer. Seeing
her die will be anticlimactic. 

By the second hour the pain in her limbs has been
replaced by a dull ache. The pain has subsided as her
body slowly goes numb. The lessening of the pain will
prolong her life but the numbing of her body brings
closer the time she will no longer be able to pull
herself up to breathe. By the end of the second hour
she is almost inured to the pain. Her muscles and
joints now have begun to stiffen. Despite the heat of
the sun on her nude body, slowly reddening her milk
white skin, her muscles now feel colder and colder.
She can barely feel the pain of the nails that have
pierced the delicate flesh of her wrists and ankles.
But now she has more and more difficulty pulling
herself up for air. Now the sweat which had been
pouring from her nude body has begun to dry on her and
the slight breeze on the top of the hill on which she
will die makes her feel colder still. 

Her ample breasts, a gift from nature any young girl
would have been glad to receive now betray her. Their
mere weight on top of her chest makes it harder to
breathe. Her delightful breasts have given her much
pleasure during her life, and given much pleasure to
the men she has shared then with but now they seem a
curse. So too does the baby in her belly, weighing her
down as much or more than her tits. 

Hour number three begins and some soldiers approach
her. She begs them to end it for her, to break her
legs in the traditional fashion so she can no longer
raise herself to breath and death will come quickly.
But they will not. Instead they stand beneath her,
staring at her naked body. One of them reaches up
between her wide spread knees with a feather from the
top of his helmet and gently begins to tickle her cunt
lips. She is surprised to find her pussy is still
exquisitely sensitive. Gently he spreads her soft pink
lips and inserts a finger inside her, pulling it out,
wetting it in his own mouth and putting it back in,
tickling her clit with the moist end of his finger.
She recoils from this intrusion into her most private
place. 

Well she remembers the previous evening lying tied
naked to a bed in the barracks while soldier after
soldier came and had his way with her, fucking her to
their hearts content, one after another. She
remembered other evenings when her body had provided
her and her lovers with great pleasure. And while they
tickled her twat from below she raises her head
skyward and pleads with God to take her life soon. As
hour three nears an end her ever increasing suffering
begins finally to take its toll on her rapidly
weakening body. She cries out again for mercy, cries
out for death but she lives on. Now she curses her own
body, curses her aching joints, her straining muscles,
the fiery pain in her wrists and ankles where the
nails were driven. “Help me,” she screams as she gasps
for air, her chest heaving, her body burning with
pain, every naked inch of her suffering. "Please,” she
cries out, sobbing helplessly, praying for her own
death. 

Pain drags every minute into eternity. She has never
experienced pain like this.  Beyond the terrible pain
of the nails in her wrists and ankles the muscles of
her shoulders feel like they are being ripped apart
supporting her bodyweight, she is utterly helpless,
her body stretched naked from wrists to knees, she
cannot move except to try and lift herself up on her
ankle nails to help herself get air. The crowd below
her cross is a mixture of merriment and wonder, some
celebrating, some simply standing, staring at her
naked body hanging helplessly from the cross, blood
trailing down her forearms, down her back, over the
firm globes of her ass cheeks, from the wounds in her
ankles. Her nude body is shining with sweat, her
pregnant stomach protruding from her otherwise perfect
body. 

Some find it amusing to watch a beautiful young girl
suffer, to see her displayed naked in public without
the last shred of dignity. She suffers terribly, every
inch of her nubile young flesh now a vehicle to
torture her. Slowly, slowly she is in fact being
tortured to death. Every minute seems like an
eternity. Again she begs them to take her life but
they will not. Her own body must kill her. Gradually
it becomes harder and harder to breathe. Her nude body
sinks lower and lower on the cross as if her arms are
lengthening of their own accord, but in fact it is
just her muscles giving way slowly. Gingerly she
pushes against the nails that hold her ankles to the
side of the stipes and pushes herself up just enough
to raise her ribcage and admit enough air to continue
living for another minute. 

Now she is no longer aware of the crowd. She is no
longer aware of being nude. She is only aware of pain
and the weight of the baby inside her stomach weighing
her down. Her courage gradually deserts her. Fear
invades her mind, fear of what it will be like to be
tortured all the way until she is dead. Her pain
increases, it is fierce, spreading throughout her
entire body, red hot like she is being consumed by
flames. Her breath comes even slower now. Her eyes try
to focus but more and more she is aware only of her
own suffering body. She begins to break down. Whatever
composure she had has now dissolved. She is aware only
of being in pain. She sobs uncontrollably, praying
that death will come soon. Now she can barely raise
herself to breathe and what breaths she can take are
short and shallow. 

There is no respite from the pain, no relief from the
torture of her crucifixion. Her head sinks onto her
chest. At length she is not aware even of her
breathing. She has almost stopped trying, and that
will bring her death. The sky seems to grow dark
around her, even though it is only four o’clock in the
afternoon. Four o’clock. It has been four hours since
she was taken from the area where she was stripped and
scourged. Four hours to bring her to this place, strip
her naked, nail her to the cross and bring her to
death’s doorstep. 

And still she lives on into the fifth hour. By now her
weakened condition makes every breath a torment. The
weight of her body pulling on her outstretched arms
now begins to overcome her ability to raise herself
up. She can not get enough air and her mind begins to
wander, making regular breathing even more difficult.
Each breath provides less and less air and by the
fifth hour almost none at all. Death was now not far
away. Loss of blood from the wounds made by the nails
in her wrists and ankles and the lacerations on her
back, her bare behind and the tops of her thighs
received when she was flogged began to send her into
shock. Lack of food and water since the previous night
weakened and dehydrated her. And ultimately exhaustion
overtook her as she was forced to fight for each
breath. 

As the sixth hour began she knew her hour was at hand.
She simply no longer had the strength to lift her body
high enough to draw enough air. Gracefully she
accepted that her end was at hand, the end she had
welcomed over the past half dozen hours of torture.
And with it she knew would come to an end the life
growing inside her belly. Before she died she found
her short life passing before her. Born a slave she
had suffered much, but the beauty of her face and her
bountiful body had provided her with considerable
enjoyment as she grew almost to be a woman, and had
also provided enjoyment to the men whose attentions
she welcomed during her time on earth, and some to men
whose attentions she did not welcome. 

For the past few hours her body had betrayed her and
provided her torturers with the means to torment her.
Though she welcomed the end to the agony of the past
half-day she was sad as her life slipped away from her
at such an early age. Tears filled her eyes. She
looked skyward one last time. As death extended a
hand, her chin fell gently to her chest, her fine
young breasts and bare white ass quivered slightly,
her muscles relaxed and her body at last was freed
from the terrible pain of her crucifixion. No one
noticed as she silently left her body behind, leaving
it hanging naked on the cross at the top of the hill
in the still burning sun of late afternoon. 

Just before nightfall the soldiers returned, in
observance of the custom in the province that her body
might not remain on the cross overnight. By now the
lividity of her thighs gave mute testimony that the
end had come some time ago for the fair skinned girl
who hung naked on the cross above them. But in the
gathering dusk the soldiers did not notice and so her
body suffered the penultimate insult of having its
legs broken to insure that its owner could not indeed
rise up on her ankle spikes and draw another breath.
When she did not cry out they delivered the final
insult and thrust a sword into her side. Not long
after, some women approached the soldiers, who took
pity on the dead girl and allowed the women to claim
her still naked body. They anointed it with oil,
dressed it in a simple white gown and buried it in the
dark of the night in an unmarked grave at the foot of
the hill on which she had died.
