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Faibhar

Medi-EVIL

“Do as the Mother Superior says. Start with widening the blocks.” Swainford kissed his favorite mistress as she sat in his lap. He offered no protest when the blonde followed the nun into the chamber. The more the merrier…

Catherine sniffled as hands released the wood pushing together her breasts. Already swelling had covered their tops. Blisters where the bees had stung had begun to suppurate when thick compresses were applied. With nowhere for the venom to go outside, inflamed tissues expanded. Black and white of the approaching habit gave a glimmer of hope.

“This woman is scandalous!” The abbess of the local convent blanched on seeing waves of auburn draped over the topless female. She immediately ordered a widening of the wooden rectangles mashing each outside of the female’s breasts and ordered shears.

Unlike the captain’s growl, the nun’s voice sounded a mixture of rattled shards of glass, ice and bits of metal. To Catherine, the craggy face with its fiery eyes and crooked nose looked worse. It was obvious that no hope was to be found with her.

The captain kissed the soft female squirming in his arms again and watched the habit fly. Bony fingers tore away shears from one of his men. Minstrels continued their music as the shears began to cut.

Several links in the ceiling chain hoisted the princesse’s manacled wrists higher behind her back. The action caused the naked body to lean slightly more forward, placing additional pressure on her pressed and tortured breasts. A manservant holding a basket caught shorn locks of falling hair before they hit the floor. 

“I must worn you,” Swainford spoke out to Catherine. “That the abbess is also something of a fanatic.”

Ferverent prayers rapidly uttered beneath her breath didn’t stop. Nor did the nun’s shears as she continued to lop off more of the offending mane. Soap was ordered as she prepared to shave the scalp, less for the comfort of her weeping victim and more to rise up remaining stubble as a razor was produced to finish the job.

“Open the louvers!”

A shaft of sunlight poured down over Catherine’s bald pate almost as soon as the cold voice ordered the command. Mechanical sounds of metal sliding continued as the shaft widened until all of Catherine brilliantly shone. Her head looked unusually white. Lower down her chest ran the dark bar. Large breasts erupted from its depression. Purplish splotches mottled their complexion.

The abbess dug amongst the folds of her habit and finally produced what she sought. Sunlight warmed her head as she stepped just to the other side of the prisoner. A bright circle appeared over the top of the left tit as she held the magnifying glass. Lowering it slowly, she grimly smiled as she watched the circle diminish in size, but also get brighter.

The sun felt better than her dank surroundings. A large spot warmed one breast. Catherine opened her eyes and realized what the abbess held in her hand. She screamed.

The sweet thing in his lap stopped her cuddling and looked over to watch Catherine. Melodies ran uninterrupted as the nun huddled over her work. Swainford saw the blackened cross burned into one fat tit. Knowledge of the Mother Superior’s predilections for all things sadistic, he surmised from the raising steam coming from the other side that she was branding both tits. The abbess deserved her fun, he thought, and stroked the warm gold tresses of his distracted mistress.

They revived Catherine four times as the lens burned her flesh. When completed, two crosses starkly contrasted with the already colored flesh.

“This devil-woman bears the signs of our Saviour!” The nun ranted. Sweat darkened her brow. “She must be pierced where He was nailed!”

Catherine shook from her own pain. The fury of the nun in front of her only added to her terror. She saw the first thin rod appear and flinched.

The captain’s Main Squeeze buried her pretty head in his shoulder as the abbess stabbed all six of the skewers into the princess. Manfully, he embraced her and slowly rocked her sobbing body. He had to wonder, though, if she didn’t want to see this sort of action why she came in the first place? Besides, she wasn’t the one getting tortured.

The idea gave him pause.

The abbess flew out of the chamber. Swainford could guess where she was headed. The nun left them behind, and of course, the prisoner. Trials of blood ran from the six rods poking up at odd angles. “Let the woman down. Take her down…I suspect she needs a drink.”

Skewers waggled in front of her face as she stood. Manacled wrists were released from the chain. Modesty no longer was a concern. She felt hands lower what remained of her gown over her hips. They also removed the white slips and pantaloons. A dark triangle of cropped curls topped long thighs. Save for the rods and manacles, Catherine stood totally nude.

A large bucket filled with water and a funnel were produced They were set near a short pedestal. The prisoner was laid backward so that her only support was where the top of the pedestal met the small of her back. Hands and feet were anchored to the floor.

Runt looked down at Catherine’s worried expression. “Don’t be too concerned, he just wants to give you a drink.” The baritone sounded above the madrigal. Runt placed the narrow end of the funnel into Catherine’s mouth. A helper tipped the bucket. Water dribbled from its lips and into the funnel. Runt kept his fingers tightly pinching Catherine’s nose. He animatedly nodded his head with glee as he watched her throat move. A little water spilled each lips corner, but she gulped most of it.

“Well, keep my bedcovers warm,” he smiled as his mistress said she could “take no more” and ran from the chamber. He swatted her behind as she slid off and turned his attention back to the prisoner. Already, the white stomach was beginning to rise. A small dome built where once she was concave. One skewer had fallen out and lay in a puddle on the floor, but the others stayed. They shook as she did. More water poured from the bucket. It was refilled and its contents, too, were slowly fed into the funnel.

The half-wit excitedly motioned for Swainford to see. He pointed at the hairy mound. The captain adjusted his position until he saw the golden arch glinting in the sunshine. Smiling, he sunk back into the chair. It seemed the faire princesse lost control of her bladder. How terribly embarrassing, he thought.

“Enough! Now use the staffs.” The belly had risen. Its shape gleamed in the gloom of the chamber. Runt and his assistant moved to each side swung the poles down onto the mound. Red marks showed where they smacked. The shocked musicians stopped, but when seeing the captain’s scowl at them resumed playing.

A mixture of water and bile seemed to gush from every orifice as the water torture continued. The two beat the swollen belly back down to its normal shape. Catherine was semi-conscious as her hands and feet were released. Her face wiped. A crude smock, the kind worn by the lowliest of peasants went over her head. Cord fashioned a belt. A skull cap was placed on top.

“Take the prisoner back to the square.” Swainford rose from his comfortable chair and strode out to the afternoon’s daylight.

“It’s our version of the Spanish Horse,” Swainford explained to the prisoner at his left. Glancing down, he had to admire the way the smock rose out from her rising chest and credited not only her natural charms for the bust-line, but also, the fine work done in the torture chamber. “You, of course, get to be the rider.”

Two soldiers took Catherine closer to the wooden structure. Able to walk faltering steps, she managed. Casting her eyes to the wall of the cathedral, she cried as she saw Bidonne’s bloody body crammed into the small cage. For a moment she forgot her own miseries and only thought of him, but then sounds of the gathered towns people brought her mind back. 

On stilts sat a wooden triangle. It seemed half-way up to where Bidonne hung. Hands gripped under her shoulders and she climbed a ladder on one side of the structure. Twisting her head she saw more of the townspeople and could hear their mean jokes about her shaven head. High above the pyramid on the top ran a sturdy-looking cable. From it dangled two ropes.

It hurt as she felt the hard point divide her nether lips. The smock fell bellow her knees and she felt hands pull her bare calves back and tie her ankles loosely to the structure. Other hands gripped her wrists and raised her arms high above her head. The dangling ropes she saw before held each up. She angled her view up higher and saw Bidonne and wept for his pain and her shame.

“This is all quite simple,” Swainford knew she could just barely crane her neck to see him on the ground, but continued for the sake of all present. “The cables on high will lift you up from the “saddle”, and when they release you obviously will sink back down. Just like riding a horse.” He acknowledged the laughter with a wave of his hand and again looked at the marvelous rider perched above. Despite the smock that covered her, it was quite apparent on what she sat.

He walked over to the platform carrying his throne prior to signaling for this latest torture to begin.

To Be Continued…(or, yeee-haw)

