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Faibhar

Medi-EVIL Part 4

One blonde helped the other with her gown. Braids were tucked back in place. One nudged the other. Both watched the captain rise and step in front of the prisoner on the cross.

Exotic bone structure appeared more chiseled than distinct. Sallow hollows depressed cheeks. Shadows bagged the eyes. What were once sparkling emeralds had become a listless green. Swainford used one finger to lift the fallen cheek. “Did I not say before,” he began as the dullness stared back at him. “That you would lose your feminine gifts for spurning my amorous overture? Feel free to correct me if I am wrong, but I dare say that you are well on your way to achieving that goal now, dear princesse.”

Pale blue gowns and golden hair streaked across the dim light as the captain let go his prisoner’s chin and returned to his chair. The sisters giggled as they made secret dares between each other and stood before Catherine. Manicured fingers pointed at the ample, but marbled tits, the small triangle of fur, the birthmark and the shaven head.

The first blonde bussed a cheek. Not to be outdone, her sister pressed her mouth over Catherine’s lips and deeply kissed. Fingers clutched at one swollen globe. Stomping her slipper in frustration, the other sibling ran her fingers down Catherine’s stomach, around the navel and slid into the pubic hair, there to toy with what lay beneath the heated crown.

Catherine let her body slump. Rich perfumes like she used to wear announced the other females’ presence. Any inhibitions melted away. The groping and kissing awoke tingling sensations that were not altogether unpleasant.

Swainford saw from his chair one nipple being sucked and pulled between a set of white teeth. He also took note of the reactions the twins were evoking from the prisoner.

Deciding that enough was enough, he walked over to join them. “I have changed my mind. You two,” the blondes dearly fired his passions and he much anticipated later satisfying his lust with them. “Well, let’s just say that I have changed my mind. Things are going to become a little messy around here, so you two run along now.”

They didn’t need to be told twice. Both understood what was meant by the thinly-veiled hint. The twins stopped using the prisoner to spite each other and rushed from the chamber.

“Put the princess on the rack. Arrange her like a snail.”

Catherine felt her numbed arms lowered and ankles freed. Strong arms lifted her up to kneel on top of a sturdy pine table. A strap was securely tied over the backs of her knees. Someone pushed down her torso and attached manacled wrists to chains in front of her. Catherine’s chin supported her head. She felt her massive breasts spread over the surface.

Swainford appraised the female nude. The back was relatively unmarked and rose to the summit of the raised derrière. Grabbing a flask from a guard, he pulled out the stopper and poured some of the warmed oil into his palms. Rubbing them together he spread a thin film across the bunched shoulders.

His touch was surprisingly adept. Much pain remained, but Catherine also said good-bye to much tension as the oiled fingers massaged more of her neck and shoulder muscles. Thumb pressure paralleled her spine as the oil was massaged over the middle of her back.

He smiled as he felt her relax more and more under his gifted touch. She was a slut, and he her master. Pouring more oil into his palm, Swainford slicked ribs over each flank. Reaching the apex, which in the position she was currently in just happened to be her arse, he took the bottle of oil and carefully tipped it. A thin stream of thick, perfume oil landed at the base of her spine and then made its way down.

“You must hold plenty against me…”

Her dry mouth managed to croak an answer. “Qui s’excuse, s’accuse.”

“Oh, well it is French-speak that we have reverted to now? It might surprise you, princesses, that you are not the only one educated in other languages…”

Catherine squirmed. She had yet to free herself from excitement caused by the two blondes, and now the captain and his massage continued her reverie. Raised hips started to sway. When the oil down her crack hit, her muscles clinched again. As the oil slid down inside her, wells of pent-up tension neared a breaking point. Hopefully, speaking her native tongue back to the Englishman would offer some distraction.

“I see the one before me, the one with the rose-shaped birthmark on her inside thigh, the one who has forgotten somehow to speak English, answer her MASTER by saying such drivel as, “A guilty conscience needs no accuser”, and in her own language, yet!”

The select group watching inside the chamber broke out in grins as the prisoner’s hoarse voice screeched as if to drown out the captain’s own bellow. Chains rattled as the shackled body resisted the bondage. The shaven head shook from side-to-side. Steam seemed to radiate. Even the captain stepped back to observe Catherine spasm through her orgasm.

Cares for one long moment appeared forgotten despite surely knowing this moment of pleasure was to be her last.

“She’s all yours, Runt.” Swainford smiled pleasantly at the stooped idiot holding his tray of objects. “But do be careful, as I know you will. Be sure and save the oral pear for last. Whatever voice she has left is not to be denied.” 

He handed over the flask and returned to his chair as Runt oiled the largest of the three. A misty shine glistened to spark and renew a faded luster. Perhaps, just perhaps, his little massage therapy had serve to invigorate the prisoner.

Runt worked the screwing mechanism of the vaginal pear as he stood so that the prisoner could see. Confidently twisting the handle one revolution, oiled and engraved petals blossomed. Dull silver tips topped each leaf. 

Reversing the action, he stepped back and placed the closed head at the mouth of the prisoner’s labia. Grunting as he shoved, his arm worked the object deeper inside until only the turn-screw and handle showed.

A circle completed the first twist.

Catherine’s eyes bulged. Fingers frantically clawed air, but manacles and rack chains held. Runt’s metal pear rammed inside. She coughed and garbled wild noises from her gaping mouth as metal expanded her interior.

Panting like a penned animal, Catherine hardly felt the fingers slip inside her anus. Sound rushed anew to the sore throat as the second pear invaded. Beads of sweat blurred any vision. Pulse roared. A flood of tears mixed with the sweat.

Runt came around to the front of the prisoner and used the end of his jersey to mop her face. He then took the third and final pear, the oral one, and placing a hand over her forehead, pulled her head back. With her mouth opened wider, he slipped in the pear. Like the others, he gave it a single turn.

Swainford applauded Runt’s work as the half-wit untied the hapless princess and led her back, inserted pears and all, to the St. Andrew’s cross. Standing, he approached closer as the final connections to the chains were secured.

“My, don’t you look lovely?” Teeth flashed at the bulbous face. He reached down and gave a tug and half twist to the vaginal pear. Swainford smirked as Catherine tried to jump from her chains.

Supporting his goateed chin with one hand as his other braced its arm, he stepped back to admire the work. Lowering his gaze to the trembling bosom he snapped his fingers as if reaching a decision. “Runt, I do believe our princess here is in need of another of your tools. Bring back that ripper. And make sure its hot.”

To Be Continued…

