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Faibhar

Med-EVIL

The king’s daughter, and her marriage to the handsome prince, was the envy of all throughout the known land. Few, however, would now trade places with the two since the princesse and her spouse were captured and held prisoners by the evil English warlord. Their plight stood precarious at best.

Captain Swainford stroked his goatee and malevolently appraised his prisoners. He sat upon an ad hoc throne set in one corner of the town square. Around bustled artisans, peddlers, merchants, minstrels and soldiers but his focus riveted the two standing just beneath the raised platform on which he sat. The good prince Bidonne Lizanne and his lovely wife Catherine stood awaiting his declaration.

“The auburn princesse shall share my bed.”

In unison, the prisoners spurned his suggestion as those within earshot lustfully cheered the captain’s aim.

“What? I am to be denied?” The cheek through which the scar deeply jagged twitched. He glared at the young woman’s eyes. Her emerald eyes glared back. Lizanne’s face flushed red with fury. Despite the bandaged arm wounded in battle, the prince fought those holding him and attempted to rush the stage.

Swainford settled back in his throne and idly gazed up at the Spring’s morning sky. High around three sides of the square ran sturdy walls. Near each embrasure, or opening in the parapet, stood armed soldiers. Just behind him rose the great wall of the cathedral. Safety, as well as victory, was his. 

“You know what to do with him. Put the woman in stocks.”

Catherine screamed. Her fingers clutched madly at the air. Forearms locked in the stocks as she stood just before a buttress from the cathedral, she was helpless to save her husband. Just beyond, men pummeled her husband until he moved no more. 

Tears streaming down her fair face, she watched him stuffed into a cramped cage and then the cage hoisted high off the ground until it hung near an arched window of the church. Inside, she could see Bidonne battered and bloodied. From down below she heard his moans. At least, she thought, he still lived.

She was freed from the stocks and stood before Swainford. Strong arms gripped each of her shoulders. Braided hair had come undone and fell over her shoulders. Racking sobs shook her. The cramps she felt from being in the stocks were nothing, she knew, compared to what her husband endured. Head lowered as her body quaked with sorrow, she refused to give the evil one the pleasure of seeing her face.

From above the mademoiselle’s bowed head excited The disarray of locks flowing over the velvet cape was beauty in itself. “I will ask you one more time…Clearly, your husband,” he peered up behind him at the hanging cage and its occupant “ doesn’t seem quite up to the pleasure, but of course that does not entirely mean you should be deprived of ecstasy.”

Catherine de Lizanne tightened every fiber in her 5’6” frame and raised her head. The princesse of Ile de Mallelville, Lady of the castle/cathedral of Saint-Depradines, wife of Prince Bidonne was well educated in the English tongue. She knew what to expect the horrid Swainford to say next.

“I ask you again, fair lady, will you or will you not share my chambers?”

Sitting up on the platform as he was she didn’t expect to hit him but knew her answer would speak volumes. She spat.

The captain chuckled as he saw the spit fly. “Oh my. Guess that is your answer, then.” The spittle had not even landed close enough to make him move. He absently waved his hand in a gesture meant to send her off. “Take her to you know where.”

The barrel vault was dimly lit and sloped slightly downward as they entered its dark opening. Catherine’s shoulder scraped rough walls lining the half-cut tunnel as they rushed deeper into its recess. Material covering her sleeves tore. The rich cape had been taken from her in the square, as had her boots, leaving only the embroidered gown for outerwear. More hair tosseled. They stopped at the center of the room. Peering around she could see small kettles of flames. Light flickered shadows past naked rock walls and ugly instruments hanging from them.

She had arrived in a torture chamber.

“Welcome to your new home.” Captain Swainford announced as he entered. With him were three of the minstrels from above. They looked more frightened of the place than the princesse. “Since I expect that you’ll be doing plenty of singing here, I took the liberty to invite one with bagpipes, psaltery and dulcian. They should provide pleasant accompaniment.”

Catherine shook hair from her face. She felt hands take her arms and then the cold of iron clasped on her wrists. A chain rattled behind. Chancing a glimpse behind, she saw metal links swing from a soffit, or underside of the arch just above. Snapping her head forward again, she felt the chain connect to her wrist cuffs. Her bare toes clutched a small puddle were she stood on the rock floor.

“Since, in your strong-minded obstinacy you have refused my public and most generous offer…”Swainford sat in a plush chair near the front of where Catherine stood. “You will be so tortured that no man or woman, not even Runt here will find you attractive.”

Catherine squirmed. From another entrance arch shuffled in a stooped man. A straggled gray beard hardly hid a face more grotesque than she had ever seen. One eye sagged lower than the other, the broad nose bent, lips twisted in a perpetual snarl and the peasant’s head appeared almost bald.

“Oh, my manners. Where do they seem to have fled? Princesse, do meet Runt. His mind is half-gone, but what there is unfortunately has this thing for torturing women. He especially enjoys maiming beautiful ones, such as yourself.”

The water at her feet chilled, as did the entire place. Catherine began to feel sorry for herself when she heard her husband moan. The sound penetrated into the thick rock walled cavern. She shivered.

Runt made animal-like noises as he entered the chamber and circled around Catherine. Oblivious to his own stench, olfactory senses remained keen and he smelled a pleasing blend of defiance and fear in this one. He pinched parts of the gown and chortled when she jerked at his touch.

“By the look of him,” Swainford scratched his goatee as he saw his lovely captive shift in her bounds. “I’d say he wants to start with your chest.” Crossing his legs, he ordered a mug of wine brought and settled in to watch. “I believe they call it Breast Torture.”

She twisted and swung her arms. They remained locked behind. The shaking spilled all of her hair out. Auburn curls and strands cascaded downward.

“Strip her to her waist.”

Fingers grappled at fabric and leather ties. Waves of hair were swatted aside to clear better access to the gown. Blue and gold embroidery parted to reveal a white chemise. The undergarment was pulled away. Breasts filled with a youthful firmness were released. Pale globes fired male lusts in the gloomy room. Their natural shade of rose darkened by the weak light, areole centered with thickened nipples topped each breast.

Catherine sucked in her breath as she felt the hands. Modesty lowered hair over her womanly charms after it had at first been pulled away. From somewhere in the room she heard heavy wood slide over the uneven floor. The wood appeared under her makeshift shelter. The flat shape looked as wide as her chest. Twin rectangles sat in rails on the outside edge. Her breasts laid on top of the wood as it was slid closer and rested against her lower ribs.

Swainford enjoyed the view along with the rest. He ordered the trio of minstrels to begin playing. Soft notes covered the sound of heavy breathing and the torture instrument being dragged. “Note the small wooden triangles on the middle inside edges of those blocks.”

She yanked the chained wrists behind and even tried to twist away, but could not move off or from the wood now supporting her. The captain’s voice echoed in the rocky den. True, there were two dull tipped triangles on the edges. Runt slid them closer to each other. Catherine felt the tips dent the sides of her breasts. The rectangles they sided slid further in the rails. Her breasts were pushed, then smashed together. She licked her upper lip free of sweat and closed her eyes.

“Of course there’s more!” Swainford gulped heartily from the mug and watched as Runt brought forth an iron bar. It was as long as the wood, but much thinner. Runt adjusted the bar and placed two long screws long enough to reach the wood through holes in the bar. It then slid in place just under her chin. He watched the iron lowered to lie across the base of her pleasing tits. “This begins the really fun part.”

Catherine shivered. The bar brought cold just as the bottoms of her breasts warmed to the wood. A black line ran across the base of creamy white flesh. She looked up at Runt. A blast of foul smell hit her as her reward. She also saw him begin to slowly spin spindles in the screws. Catherine felt the bar get heavier.

The sight of her tits pressed together pleased, but as the half-wit tightened down the top press the sight got better with each and every turn. Tips darkened as did the globes begin themselves. Her face masked worry. Sweat began to sparkle as it dotted her features.

“You are right, Runt. They are very pretty.” Swainford smiled at his word of appreciation. “Of course you may.” He smiled and sat back, a leg crossing the other. The ogre of a man bent down and mouthed one nipple.

Catherine shrieked. The crushing weight on her chest was bad enough, but then feeling the repulsiveness of his tongue licking her nearly buckled her knees. Insanely, musical strains surrounded this stage of horrors she was on.

“Get them good and hard, and then show the pretty princess your collection of pets.”

He stopped licking and returned to screwing down the iron bar. Occasionally, the side rectangles would be moved closer. Catherine’s breasts turned to hard, dark balloons. Runt gave each another lick and left to fetch two glass containers. Inside buzzed swarms of bees. The princess’ eyes grew wider as Runt opened the lid on one jar, and careful not to let any of the insects escape, clamped the mouth over one enlarged areola.

Sweat poured out of every pore. Catherine carefully followed Runt’s movement with the jars and when she felt one placed over the end of her breasts she could feel the insects inside brushing over her skin.

The collected wasps repeatedly stung as opposed to other bees that only stung once. Venom injected into the engorged breasts. Catherine became nearly hysterical. She seemed to lose consciousness more than once, but the chain and press held her up.

“Get the Abess. I have a feeling she will wish to also see this.” The captain pretended not to notice the wails and encouraged the sheepish minstrels to continue their music.

To Be(e) Continued…

