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Chapter I

 Whipped Lady



Lady Miranda lay on her back on the
soft velvet covers. Her arms and legs had been stretched out to the
four corners and bound that way with cruel hemp ropes cutting into
her soft flesh. Count d’Arcy stood over her, sword in hand, panting
from the exertion of having fought and killed three of the Queen’s
own guards, a lock of his raven hair falling down over his
forehead. His smile was as wicked as it was triumphant.

“And now, m’lady, to the
victor belong the spoils!” he said grandly. The tip of his sword
hooked itself into the bodice of her dress where, with a skillful
flick of his wrist, it torn the material and pulled aside the rich
velvet to reveal a milky white, perfect breast. She looked down in
surprise at the heaving breast and wondered at the erect nipple
betraying the true feelings inside her.

“My lord, I thank you for
rescuing me,” she began hesitantly. “Now if you would untie
me...”

He laughed. Not a snicker, but a true
laugh of joy. “Never!” he shouted into the cavernous bedroom filled
with massive tapestries. “You are mine now. And I shall enjoy you
to the fullest!”

Lady Miranda gasped at his effrontery.
“Sure you don’t mean...?”

She never managed to finish the
sentence for, as surely as the sun comes up in the east, he did
mean to do just that. His sword tip flipped off the material
covering her other breast. Then the sword was cast aside and his
hands were busy upon her dress, tearing and renting with abandon
until her slender, perfectly formed body was exposed totally for
his viewing pleasure.

Miranda closed her eyes while this was
going on and her lips mumbled a prayer. But what she was praying
for remained unknown - perhaps that he be gentle when he took her;
perhaps that he not do it at all. But suddenly a burst of pain
exploded in her chest and she cried out loudly. Her eyes opened to
find the Count standing over her, a leather whip in his hand and a
vivid mark forming on the top of her left breast. As his hand went
back for the second stroke, she strained with all her might against
the ropes until she heard the bed frame groan and creak. Then the
whip was coming down again, and this time she screamed.

The whipping of that lovely body
continued as the Count vented the anger pent up within his body and
sought revenge for what generations of her family had done to his.
Again and again the whip descended to impact upon the poor
noblewoman’s flesh, marking it like a maid beating a carpet hung
over a line to dust. Again and again she screamed.

The noblewoman was crying between the
screams, her tears staining the satin pillow beneath her head. This
was the most terrible pain she had ever experienced in her young
life, and even worse than anything she had ever imagined. Her poor
breasts were being lashed to ribbons, she was certain, and when
that terrible whip cut across her hips and the tip found its way
into that very secret and private place between her legs, she
screamed loudest and came close to fainting. Yet she was denied the
comfort of unconsciousness, and forced to feel every stroke of the
leather thong against her bare skin.

Finally, when she was sure that she
would die with the next burst of pain, there came a cessation.
Through moist eyes, she beheld the Count standing by the bed, his
tunic off and the muscles of his board chest glistening with the
sweat of his labors. The whip was no longer in his hand. Instead he
was holding the drawstring to his pants. There was a wicked smile
upon his cruelly handsome face as he pushed down those
pants.

“And now, m’lady,” he said
in triumph, “you will be screwed royally, both for your family’s
crimes against mine, and because I wish to take my pleasure of your
body.” He paused to smile again. “I give you leave to enjoy this
yourself - I have yet to find a woman who did not. But perhaps the
condition of your breasts and sweet little pussy will preclude your
finding any pleasure in your ravishment.”

Miranda had closed her eyes as his
pants came down, unable to face the degrading and painful
defilement of her body.

“But, personally, I hope you
hate every second of it,” he said in a gloat. Then he was climbing
onto the bed between her wide spread legs. She closed her eyes
tighter and prayed that this was not really happening to her,
although the pain burning in her breasts told her
otherwise.

“AH!” he cried and she felt
his hands upon her sex. She tried to close her legs, but even if
her ankles had not been tied to the bottom corners of the bed, his
body between them would have prevented that. Roughly he spread her
labia, and then she felt something pushing against the entrance to
her most private place. It was huge and hard and
insistent.

And suddenly it was inside her. She
gasped loudly, partly at the discomfort of such a large object
invading her sex, and partly in disbelief that his tool could be so
very huge. For a moment, she wished she had opened her eyes when he
was climbing upon the bed that she might see how large this weapon
was. But no! She would endure his foul attentions without
commenting like some tavern slut upon the size of his
shaft.

The Lady Miranda was no virgin, but
none of the half dozen lovers she had known in her brief eighteen
years upon this planet had prepared her for what was happening to
her. It was unbelievable. It was incredible! It was...

It was soooo good!

As the Count pumped away with abandon,
not to mention great force and speed, the naked, bound woman
beneath him gasped, panted and turned red in the face, undoubtedly
merely a sign of the great heat he was generating within her loins.
That heat swelled up and filled her whole body with a passion she
had never felt before. All other men had been as boys fooling
around with toys before this magnificent stud.

And the fresh bursts of pain generated
when his hairy chest ground against her tender breasts was
something incredible, something she would never have believed
possible. Something wonderful!

“Count... Oh, Count!” she
gasped.

“You can... call me...
Philip,” he grunted between thrusts.

“Why?” she
begged.

“Huh?” was his
reply.

“Why?” she repeated. “Why
does your family hate mine so much?”

His strokes were getting deeper into
her. “You don’t know?”

“I don’t know.
Ohhhh!”

She could feel herself rapidly
approaching the most intense orgasm of her life, probably of any
woman’s life. “Why?” she begged again.

He could feel the tingle begin in his
balls and knew he was only seconds away from a climax himself.
“Years ago... Your grandfather...”

“Yes! Yes!” cried Lady
Miranda, her body incandescent, about to explode.
“YES!?”



* * * * *



Suddenly Helena Carter felt herself
wrenched away from the bedroom of Lady Miranda to sink into the
black whirlpool of temporal distortion. It had taken only a split
second for the snap from that time period, but it had been an
emotional moment of agony for the woman to have to endure. Time
Jumpers often become very emotionally associated with the hosts
they use when in other time periods.

After what was a moment or an eternity
of absolute darkness and total lack of all sensation, including
that of time passage, there was another snap and she felt the
leather covered couch beneath her back, the one they called the
Jump Seat. Opening her eyes, she found before her the ancient Dr.
Pritchard, one wisp of gray hair sticking out as always. She
blinked to clear her vision, then snarled at the old man, “What the
hell did you jerk me back for?! I almost had the information we
wanted. He was about to tell me why the Count d’Arcy hated the
family Carnarge. And why, instead of killing her, they became
lovers and eventually married.”

She was breathing hard, panting as if
from a long run, but it was from anger instead. “Why? Just a few
more minutes was all I needed.”

“Your vital signs were
fluctuating,” Dr. Cockard said from someplace behind her. “We
feared you might be experiencing some kind of distress.”

“I was fine,” she insisted
heatedly. “The Lady Miranda was under duress, but I was riding it
out fine. Now the whole Jump is ruined.” She began unbuckling the
straps that held her in the reclined chair. “The University
President will hear of this.”

Dr. Pritchard backed away, a frown on
his face. After such hard work to get the Time Displacement Project
back underway, he could ill afford to have something disrupt things
now. “My dear, please...”

“I am not your ‘dear’,” she
erupted. Then she slid her long legs over the edge of the chair and
slipped her nyloned feet into the shoes waiting there. The process
had flashed a fair amount of the beautiful doctor’s legs to those
who watched, but she seemed unaware of that. Standing at her full
six foot, augmented by the three inch heels, she looked down at Dr.
Pritchard. “I am your best Jumper. I could have pulled out if
things got too unpleasant. Please remember that in the
future.”

And she strode away from the two
doctors and three technicians.

It was unusual for Dr. Helena Carter to
act in such an impulsive and emotional manner, but she was still
caught up in the emotional turmoil of both the events that were
happening to the Lady Miranda, and the usual disorientation and
readjustment that accompanies a Jump. Entering her office, she
slammed the door behind her. For a while she stood in the middle of
the floor, eyes closed, breathing slowing down as the anger
faded.

Finally, when she was under control
again, she walked to her desk and flicked on the computer.
Organizing her thoughts, she began to get them into the computer
before any tiny facts gathered in her trip to the past were lost.
One of the main requirements for a Jumper is a good
memory.

As her fingers flew over the keyboard,
a small part of her mind was still angry with the staff. She would
not admit it to herself, but the real reason was that they had
pulled her out just as the Lady Miranda was about to have a sexual
orgasm. And, it was a very intense one, to judge by the strength of
the arousal and emotions accompanying it. To be so close and then
denied would have upset any woman, even one who was only an
observer.

But there was one big difference. She
was an observer who knew every thought of her host, and felt every
nuance of emotion the host felt. The pain of those whiplashes was
as real to her as they had been to Lady Miranda three hundred and
forty-two years before. And so was the incredibly intense sexual
desire and excitement. And that was what shook Helena up more than
the pain of having her breasts whipped cruelly.

In the thirty-two years that Helena had
been on this earth, she had experienced several lovers, but none of
those sexual encounters had been anywhere as intense or emotional
as what had happened to her on this Jump. The fact that a woman who
was being whipped most painfully and might even carry scars upon
the soft flesh of her breasts for the rest of her life should feel
so intensely passionate at the same time, was a surprise and
wonderment.

She would not admit it to herself, but
this Jump had shaken her up like none of the fourteen others had.
She had felt each sting and burn of that whip as it punished her
breasts. She had felt the huge penis of that man as he rammed it
into her vagina. And she had felt the mind-numbing ecstasy all this
was causing the woman. She took her hands from the keyboard and
shuddered as a tingle raced down her spine. Just residue nerve
stimulation from the Jump, she told herself, and continued typing
her report.

Jumping was always the same. There was
the snap as reality disappeared to be replaced by the utter
blackness that was the Temporal Displacement Period, TDP for short.
When a Time Jumper awakened, it was a sudden thing, not a gradual
awakening as from sleep. There is a snap and you are no longer
lying in the reclining chair in the Time Chamber, you are suspended
in utter, total blackness with no body, no sounds, no feelings, and
a frightening sense of timelessness. It is as if you are suddenly a
mind with no body or universe to house it. Then, after what always
seems an eternity, Snap! and you are in someone else’s body,
somewhere else in time.

Jumping required that there be another
person in the past whose mind was a close match for the Jumper’s.
The giant, computer controlled machine that was the Time Transport
Generator, TTG or Transport for short (although sometimes called
the “Gun” because it shot you back into the past), searched that
past and found a likely host who was a very close match to your
mental patterns and personality, and in the time and place defined
for that Jump. Then it sent your conscious back to inhabit that
host’s mind along with the host. You felt what the host felt; you
thought what the host thought. It was a great way to find out what
really went on in history.

But the Jumper could not influence the
host, could not cause the host to do a single thing differently
from what they had done as defined by history. The host did not
even know the Jumper was there. The Jumper was just along for the
ride.

At least, that was what everyone
thought when the project had first started. And it seemed to be
correct during the first Jumps. But then there was Dr. Monique
Hutton. On one critical Jump she did not merge with the intended
host. Instead, she became another person in a different place and
time. What happened to the host’s mind was never figured out, but
for a few hours Dr. Hutton not only felt what her host, a captive
noblewoman on a pirate ship, felt, but she was in charge. The words
spoken were what she spoke, the actions taken were what she
commanded her body to do. And all the while her real body lay on
the Jump Seat back in the TDT laboratory at UCSA.

Eventually she Jumped out of that body,
just as it was being keel-hauled under the pirate ship. But she did
not come back to the Project as she should have. Instead, she was
suddenly in the body of another woman in a different time and
place. Again she lived in that life for a while before Jumping.
Again and again, she Jumped from host to host, each time living
fully the brief period she was in that body.

The project scientists finally
concluded that it was Dr. Hutton’s subconscious that was directing
the Jumps - even choosing the hosts. Eventually she did jump back
into the Jump Seat. But she did not tell anyone of what had been
happening to her. She said she would write a full report when she
felt a little better. But that night she snuck out of the hospital
and took one more Jump. Then a bomb she had affixed where the Jump
Computer could control it destroyed the TTG. No one ever knew where
she had gone to or why.

Helena had read all the available notes
on that disastrous series of Jumps. And she had read all the
theories put forth by Research for what had happened and why. And
what they felt would be reasonable controls to prevent it from
happening again. Since her Ph.D. was in Temporal Physics, she
understood and agreed. So she volunteered for the renewed
Project.

Her highly disciplined mind and ability
to control her emotions made her the best Time Jumper of the new
staff. Her Jumps were highly successful and went without a hitch.
The project was back, and it was exploring history once again. And
everyone felt there were adequate safeguards in place to prevent
any Jumper’s subconscious (or conscious) from taking over the
host’s mind and controlling that body. Everything was totally under
control.

Or so they thought.

Dr. Helena Carter finished up her
report, including suggestions as to what she might have learned had
she been allowed to stay a little longer, plus a strongly worded
recommendation that the present day controllers of the TTG not be
allowed to return a person before the agreed upon time.

She sent the report off via email and
then shut down the computer. With a sigh she leaned back in the
chair and stretched her long legs out before her. Without thinking
about it, her hands slid down her sides to where the short skirt
ended. She felt the smoothness of the nylon and it was good. She
closed her eyes, and her fingers, as if possessing a life of their
own, stroked her thighs, coming closer and closer to the junction
of her legs where there was hidden the center of her sexual being.
A minute later she had hiked up her skirt and pulled down the
pantyhose so her fingers intermixed with the dark, curly hair there
and teased her most sensitive place.

Her thoughts were not on what she was
doing, but memories of what she had felt in that distant past when
she shared the degrading and painful revenge of the Count d’Arcy.
She remembered the pain and the glorious way it made the sexual
arousal so much more than it normally would have. And she
remembered what it was like to have a man of such huge proportions
inside her. It had been... There were no words for it. It has
simply been the most intense feeling she had ever felt.

Helena gasped and whined a little
animal sound of pent up passion as her body went stiff. But the
orgasm she had granted herself was nothing compared to what she had
expected back in 1655. Or had started to experience when she was
pulled back. This orgasm, which was normally a relief, a
satisfaction, a lessening of the tension she felt inside and
suppressed, had left her feeling empty and unfulfilled.

She rose, straightened her clothes, and
went home to a night of troubled dreams she did not remember in the
morning.


Chapter II

 Painful Sacrifice


“I am well aware of what Dr.
Hutton did wrong,” Helena icily told Dr. Pritchard the next
morning. “And I am not about to make the same mistake.”

The old man was obviously taken aback
by her sharp words. His comment for her to be careful of letting
her subconscious influence the Jump had been meant only as an
expression of concern. “Very well,” he muttered and turned back to
the Master Control.

The room was the same as that used for
the old TTG computer and machine, but everything inside had been
revised in the two years since Dr. Hutton’s disappearance. The TTG
was smaller, more efficient and under tighter control. And there
were more safeguards in place in the software that controlled
it.

Helena Carter covered the dozen steps
to the Jump Seat as she always did, with long strides of graceful
legs. That morning she wore a rather conservative skirt that came
to mid-thigh, the usual pantyhose and high heels, plus a satin
blouse of purest white.

The male personnel, and some of the
females also, had at first assumed that her daily display of fine
legs was a come-on, a statement that she was available. But after
every male Romeo on the staff had fallen flat on his face in
attempts to get the beautiful Dr. Carter into bed, the story
changed to one of her being a cold hearted man-hater, woman’s lib
type, who would rather castrate a man than give him the slightest
pleasure.

It was not true, she was really keeping
her emotions under tight control and maintaining a professional
attitude, but it came across as cold, earning her the nickname “Ice
Woman” among the staff.

The male staff continued to debate
whether those good sized bulges in her blouses were real or
augmented, but since no one had ever gotten a single one of those
blouses off, or even managed to grab a handful, no one could say
for sure. Rumor had it that she had the body of a Greek Goddess,
and from what could be observed it might well have been
true.

Helena had sensed that the doctor had
meant well in his remark, but she was not about to go running back
to him to apologize. She had responded to his statement, and that
was that.

She sat on the padded leather chair and
swung her legs onto the black leather. It was, as usual, cold
against the backs of her legs, and somehow sensual at the same
time. She had never bothered to analyze why the feel of nylon and
leather was pleasing; she simply accepted it. Besides, she was far
too busy reviewing the Jump in her mind.

The destination was 1867. The location,
the Yuccatan Peninsula. Vague evidence had surfaced that there
might have been a tribe of Aztecs who had fled the coming of the
Spanish and settled in a hidden valley there, surviving far longer
than any of the other of their tribes. And practicing their old
ways long into the time when the rest of Mexico had become
civilized. She was going back to where the archaeologists thought
that missing tribe might be, her assignment being only to confirm
their existence.

A male technician came up to help
attached the straps, but backed away at her icy stare. She reached
down and buckled up the one across her thighs and then the one
across her chest herself. The straps were not to keep her a
prisoner but to prevent any injury should she become
violent.

The checklist proceeded as usual.
Unlike a rocket launch, there was rarely any reason to put a halt
or even a pause to the procedure of preparing for a Jump. The
computer did most of the checking to assure that the electronics
were aligned and functioning properly. If they were not, it usually
could apply any necessary adjustments itself without having to call
upon human intervention.

Finally, the three beeps sounded, and
all was ready. Dr. Helena Carter closed her eyes and prepared
herself for the rude mental disorientation that occurred during the
TDT. Then it was there, a sudden change to nothingness and
timelessness. Even her thoughts did not seem to flow normally,
perhaps not even linearly. Every time she came out of a Jump, she
was not sure if she had been thinking during the TDT or
not.

Suddenly she heard a sound. She opened
her eyes in time to see a whip descend upon the naked back of a
woman. She suppressed any reaction and kept her eyes open, taking
in her surroundings as rapidly as possible.

Her first check was to see if she
shared that body with the mind of another. She could sense a
turmoil of thoughts, the ramblings of an untrained mind, and she
mentally sighed. Then she tried to make the head move to the right.
It stayed rigidly forward. Good, she was only an observer, as she
should be.

Several things became obvious. One, her
body was covered with only a loincloth. Second, her body was brown
skinned and young, with small but firm breasts. She was in a room
with stone block walls along with several other young women, all
brown skinned with long black hair. Their facial features were
broad, almost Asian, but definitely what one would expect of the
Aztec people.

A moment’s exploration of her condition
showed her that she was sitting on a block of stone and her hands
were tied behind her. The woman whose body she now shared was
scared, very frightened. It was hard to derive any coherent pattern
of thoughts, so filled with fear and dread was the girl’s
mind.

Again there was the swishing sound of a
whip moving through the air, followed by the sound of leather
impacting against flesh. And a cry of pain from the girl whose back
was being abused. She was standing not far away from Helena, her
wrists tied over her head and pulled up so that she had to stand on
her toes and could not place her feet flat on the stone floor. Her
back bore a dozen marks, red lines, showing where the whip had
already kissed her flesh. Her back was to Helena’s, but she seemed
to be trying not to cry and failing.

After another dozen strokes, the man
doing the whipping coiled up the whip and turned to the four other
women sitting around the punished girl. “Behold the punishment of
those who try to resist.” He looked down upon the frightened women
with a mixture of disdain and superiority on his cruel features.
“She tried to kick one of the priests of the god Huitzilopochtli.
See how she suffers for this.” He pointed to the marked and
sometimes bleeding back of the woman who was now hanging by her
wrists, perhaps unconscious.

“And is this the way you
thank us for offering you eternal happiness? Do you all want to
descend into Mictlan, the Dark Place? We will give you a path to
heaven with Tonatiu, the Sun God. You will live forever in
happiness there, for you will be one of those whose death and
offering to the gods will assure that the world sees another
day.”

Helena recalled what she could of the
Aztec beliefs. They felt that all who died would go to Mictlan to
suffer an eternal afterlife devoid of delight, diversion,
sensation, even misery. An eternity of nothingness. But those who
were sacrificed to the gods, the Flowery Death they called it,
would go to spend all time with the sun god in his realm to enjoy a
blissful afterlife.

And that sacrifice usually meant being
taken to the top of a temple and, at the first ray of sunlight,
having your heart ripped from your body and offered up to Tonatiu.
Not very pleasant, but at least it was a fast way to
die.

The priest before them ranted on about
how they should be pleased to be so honored. As he did, Helena
pulled in little snatches of thought from the girl. She was not of
this tribe, but had been taken captive while away from their
village, looking to meet with one of the young men for a little
dalliance in the bushes. Instead she was grabbed by strange
warriors, bound and hauled off to become a sacrifice for to strange
gods of another people.

Finally he finished his speech, very
probably not having convinced any of the six young girls of how
lucky they were. He made a grand exit, and warriors came in. The
whipped girl was left hanging there, but the others, including
Aztlai, the girl she shared that body with, were marched from that
room and into the bright sunlight. Then across a grassy courtyard.
Helena looked about her and was amazed to find herself amid a dozen
stone block buildings. She noted the number and general shapes so
she could help identify them when she got back. The largest one was
at the end of the courtyard, the east end, so it would receive the
first rays of the rising sun. Steep stone stairs rose up the side
to the top where what appeared to be a stone altar rested. It took
no guessing to figure what that was up there for.

As they passed near that temple, they
also passed near a small square of paved stones, the main features
of which were four short pillars of stone and a naked woman tied
between them. The head of Aztlai turned to gaze at the woman, and
Helena was surprised to find that this woman was not one of the
brown skinned natives, but rather a white woman. And a very pretty
one, with long blonde hair and a very fine body. She had been bound
between two of those pillars, her arms tightly tied together behind
her and her legs together. Her ankles had been tied towards one of
the posts, and her wrists to the opposite one. Then someone had
pulled on the ropes, forcing her to bend backwards until she was
barely balancing on her bound hands. It looked to be a very
uncomfortable position. And it appeared as if she had been sitting
there for a long time. Her body was plastered with garbage,
apparently thrown upon her as a disgrace or punishment.

Then they were marched beyond that
small square, and Aztlai turned her head from the strange woman who
seemed very much out of place among these dark-skinned natives.
There was another building, much lower than most and with only tiny
windows, with a ramp leading down underground and two warriors
guarding the entrance, each armed with wicked looking axes set with
obsidian teeth. They were headed for that doorway when halted by a
voice behind them. A priest came up and talked with the guards
herding them. He wore a robe of black feathers, possibly from crows
or ravens, and a mask depicting a horrible demon. None of the other
natives were dressed anything like that. He talked with the man in
charge of their little group and, apparently having his orders
accepted, he turned to the group. Strangely enough, the language
was native but his accent sounded to Helena Germanic. For a few
seconds he looked upon the group of nearly naked women. Helena felt
Aztlai cringe in fear. She obviously did not know what she had to
fear from this strange priest, but she was afraid, very afraid.
Helena felt herself uneasy under the gaze of those demon
eyes.

Then he pointed at her and Helena felt
Aztlai almost faint. Her knees grew weak. From behind her, a guard
grasped her arms tightly and pulled her out of the line. Then the
rest were marched on into the building, relief apparent on some of
the faces - relief that it was not they who were chosen.

Aztlai/Helena was dragged away from
that place and towards one end of the temple area where, from the
sounds and smells, she knew the marketplace to be. But between the
market and the temples was a small area in which was a strange
construction made of logs set into the earth. It was like a large
box, or framework with four crosspieces lashed at the top of four
posts. Those crosspieces were higher than Aztlai could reach, even
if her hands had not been bound behind her. They stopped at this
framework and the priest in black gave orders.

Helena noted that some of the villagers
stopped to watch as Aztlai was prepared. Aztlai, herself was too
afraid to notice such things, her total concentration being upon
what was going to happen to her.

Two men in loincloths were untying her
wrists. Helena felt Aztlai look to the jungle and tense for a dash
to freedom. But one of the men always kept a hand upon her arm, and
very quickly she was being again bound. These men were apparently
experienced at keeping a prisoner from running away; they never
gave her a chance.

Helena could feel her arms being jerked
back behind her and the bite of cords around her elbows. Quickly
and efficiently they bound her arms just above the elbows and at
the wrists, very tightly. Then her loincloth was ripped from her
hips. Helena noted that nudity in public did not seem to bother the
young Aztec woman. Or maybe it was just that she was so afraid of
what was happening that normal social taboos did not come into
play.

Suddenly she was pushed down to the
earth roughly and her feet grabbed. They wrapped rope around her
ankles, cinching them down and leaving a good amount of rope
trailing off from that. But not for long. The rope was tossed over
the beam and the two men used their male strength to pull Aztlai up
into the air until she was hanging inverted, her long black hair
reaching down to just touch the ground. Then they tied the rope
off.

Helena could barely make out the
thoughts flashing through the primitive mind of that woman, mostly
fear that she was going to be whipped as she hung upside down. She
was also afraid of something she thought of as the “Hanging Death.”
Apparently, leaving a person hanging by their ankles until he or
she died was the prescribed practice for certain crimes. It was,
Helena gathered from the fragments of thought, a long, drawn-out
death, lasting sometimes for many days. The victim, apparently, was
left where the whole village could watch as they wished. And the
victim often went quite crazy and thrashed around at the end of the
rope like a fish pulled from the waters with a hook in its
mouth.

Helena noted, although Aztlai
apparently was too emotionally confused to, that there was no whip
present, which indicated that the whipping option was not the one
to be used. She wondered if the “Hanging Death” was a common form
of sacrifice among these peoples. She was aware that the usual form
was to take the victim to the top of the Temple of the Sun to slash
open the chest and removed the still-beating heart at the first
light of dawn. But she seemed to remember that there were other
techniques. Could it be that the rest of her time in this Jump,
which she had insisted be a full four hours, was to be spent
hanging upside down? Bummer.

The guards and that priest apparently
had no desire to whip this girl, but they were not yet finished
adding to her torment. A rope was tied to her wrists and that
tossed up over the beam. Then it was pulled and she felt her arms
coming up behind her. The rope was near the other end of the beam
from that which held her ankles, and the effect was to lift her by
the arms and arch her body backwards. When they tied it off, she
was hanging face down with her body arched backwards rather
uncomfortably.

The priest in the black robe came over
to her, inspected the ropes, and then produced a small stone jar.
Inserting a finger, he extracted a gob of reddish paste. Using his
other hand to spread her labia, he roughly prodded until he was
smearing that substance all over her clitoris. A second finger full
was roughly inserted into her vagina. Then he wiped his finger
clean on her pubic curls. Reaching under her chest, he gave one
nipple a vicious pinch that made the naked woman cry out in pain.
Then he slapped her flank, not to hurt but to tell her goodbye, and
was gone.

Helena had to wonder why Aztlai was so
very fearful of what had just happened. Ideas were hard to get from
that young woman’s mind, and she could only sense a great fear of
madness. But why? This position was very uncomfortable, but hardly
enough to drive a woman into madness. Unless she were left there
for a very long time. But she sensed that Aztlai was fearful of
something happening far quicker than that.

The girl let her head droop since it
was an effort to keep it up. Helena wished that she would take more
interest in her surroundings so she could learn more about these
people. When she got back, she could then tell them more about the
culture she had visited. The historians would appreciate that. But
so far, all she could do was confirm that there were Aztecs living
in that place and time. And that they still captured and sacrificed
prisoners.

Time passed and she just hung there.
Helena noted that the brown-skinned girl made no attempt to free
herself from the ropes holding her, but that was not too hard to
figure. Those ropes were tight and her own weight kept them under
enough tension to defeat any attempts to work the hands or feet
free.

The morning stretched on with Helena
unable to do a thing except hang there. She was not personally
afraid because there were two ways that she would be snapped back
to the Project. The time limit would run out and the computer would
pull her back. Or, if something terrible and painful were happening
to her, the stress would be detected back at the project and Dr.
Pritchard or one of the technicians would manually pull her back.
If they dared to, after the fuss she had made the last
time.

But right then, all Helena could do was
wait. And suffer exactly the same pains and fears that Aztlai did.
The strain on her shoulders was causing an increasing amount of
pain as time passed. Helena wondered if the pain would increase to
the point at which they would detect the stress and pull her back
early. Might be better, but she was not looking forward to
experiencing that degree of pain. She had made it clear to Dr.
Prichard that he was not to pull her back unless he thought she was
experienced a great deal of pain.

The day before, Helena had been whipped
viciously across the front of her naked body, from knees up to the
tops of her breasts. It had happened to a woman in the past, but
Helena had been there and felt everything
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