The following totally fictitious writings of Faibhar are intended for the sole readership of those of LEGAL AGE. The ADULT ONLY material contained within is also for personal use only where local standards permit scenes of extreme violence, torture and sex. Please do not read further if any of these subjects offend, or if you are not of legal age.

The following is for your sole enjoyment and your cooperation in not using the material in any other application without the express permission of the author is requested.

Thank you.

Faibhar

Medi-EVIL, Part 3

Thin clouds from roasting meats and various incense hindered hopes of clearing air quality in the town square. Few seemed to care, however, as commerce between various guilds and consumers reached a peak with the maturing afternoon. Troubadours joined the original minstrels. Citizens already pleased with purchases, or simply not buying, milled about. Small groups merrily danced. His harlot rejoined the captain. She brought her sister.

All in the square seemed oblivious to the French couple.

Perched above it all Catherine slump in the ad hoc saddle, arms stretched high above her head and chin resting on her chest. She had ridden the Spanish Horse well. Using a simple network of rope and pulleys, Runt had illustrated all gaits a rider might expect, from a slow walk to full gallop. Swainford ordered him to stop after several cycles were run and the female had clearly tired. Ominous stains slid down the solid pyramid/saddle straddled by the bared legs. 

As striking a sculpture as the tower and its rider made, it was obvious the townspeople had lost interest. The captain ordered that she be taken down and sent to a subterranean cell.

He gingerly tiptoed over the stale straw. A tip of his gilded boot parted the legs of the sprawled female as a servant washed away most of the dried blood. He saw something he had not noticed before. Streaks wiped over the flesh, but the design remained. Bending down for closer inspection, Swainford appraised the small birthmark on the upper inner thigh. It was shaped like a rose.

Standing, he stepped to the cell door and gripped a soldier’s bicep. “Never mind any food for this one. Tomorrow Runt will provide his special selection,” he stroked his goatee and leered back at the barely conscious prisoner. “His own special collection of…pears.” Telling the man to let her rest for now, he walked away proudly whistling one of the courtly lyrics the music makers of the afternoon seemed to favor.

Catherine slept fitfully during the night, but given her exhaustion she at times fell into a deep sleep. A small window set high in the bare concrete wall showed the dawn of a new day. Desperately she listened but could no longer hear any sounds from Bidonne. Only the movements of various early risers outside and the sharp clanging of keys at her cell door could be heard.

She still wore the coarse hemp but felt her chest sag as soldiers dragged her to the torture chamber. The wasp venom made her breasts heavily sag. Without looking she could tell they had grown to gargantuan size overnight. Ligaments and shoulders ached as arms lifted under hers and her feet slid over the cold stone.

Runt gestured and grunted at the standing St. Andrew’s cross with its dangling chains and manacles. Catherine groaned as she was lifted up. Metal tightly closed around chafed skin. Links of chain rattled as slack was taken up. Catherine felt her arms pulled higher. Ribs rose. Swollen breasts jutted out from under the smock. Testing her legs, she found enough give in the chain to bend each knee and place the sole of each foot on the lower part of the wooden “X”.

“Well, good morning all.” The captain effusively burst into the depressing den accompanied by the blonde twins from the day before. He wore black while they wore matching slinky gowns of midnight blue. Diamonds, rubies and gold glittered from all three. “I trust everyone had a delightful night, and is ready for this grand new day?”

Male grunts greeted the arrival. The three soldiers knew what to expect and Runt readied his tools.

“Then let’s begin, shall we?” Swainford sat in his customary chair facing Catherine and pulled the two other females onto his lap. “You boys know what to do, but Runt wait just a moment. I have a little favor to ask of my friends here.”

Catherine winced as fingers tore at her ragged neckline and ripped all of the garb away. Chancing a look down, she saw some normal color restored to her breasts, but the nipples looked angrily bruised. Black crosses topped each huge globe. Where the abbess in her religious zealotry had driven in the skewers tiny pink pimpled the black. Each was topped with a crater fresh from having its scab removed. Her breasts were so huge they blocked most of the rest of her sight down her body. She raised her head up in frustration and stared at the vaulted ribs crossing the ceiling.

Swainford whispered to each of his companions. One seemed to protest and he viciously slapped her face. No resistance was offered and both removed their gowns down to their ivory lace cottes, or undergarments.

“Runt, my friends here have volunteered. Isn’t that nice of them? Less work for you, eh old man?” The captain laughed and shoved the females forward. “Give each of them one of those nice whips you so enjoy.”

The soldiers’ eyes sparkled in the gloom as they listened to their commander and then watched the pretty blondes strip. Runt begrudgingly handed each a coiled black whip. Too heavy for them to hold, the wound leather immediately uncoiled and fell to the floor.

One twin playfully snapped the lash at Swainford’s boot. She blew him a kiss and then whirled back to face Catherine. Reversing the thick handle in her hand, she gently rubbed its length over the tortured lips parted between upper thighs. Fingers admired the pretty birthmark. She kept sliding the long handle back and forth. Next to her she smiled at her sister.

She returned the smile, but her cheek and ego still smarted from the slap. Glancing down at the wetted handle as it slid back and forth, she decided it was time for a little one upwomanship. Tucking away an errant golden curl, her fingers delicately reached under the prisoner’s swollen breast. The heavy jug felt warm. Fingers squeezed. Flesh gave. The Frenchwoman’s scent got stronger as she bent at the waist. Knowing that her sister, as well as the captain keenly watched her every movement, she took the swollen nipple into her mouth.

Feelings she thought lost forever fired anew inside of Catherine. Groans turned into moans. She felt her hips and torso dare to rock in rhythm with manipulations being done to her body. She felt one of the blondes remove the stained skullcap from her shaven head. Catherine’s mouth opened as the other’s tongue slid in.

“Okay ladies…now we all know why we are really here. Stop your fooling around and let’s not disappoint the esteemed Runt over here.”

The kissing and the sliding stopped. Catherine’s eyes opened wide. Two naked blondes with whips stepped away and back from her. She wanted them to return, yet only their eyes remained in contact with hers.

The first lash cracked through the dank air. Fire seared into one breast. Its heft swayed and seemed to leap as if to pull free from her torso. Catherine’s entire body shuddered. The St.Andrew’s cross she was chained to shook. Fresh beads of sweat splattered.

One guard elbowed his partner as they watched another welt erupt across the prisoner’s body. Crude jokes were made at her desperate attempts to escape by using her arms to pull up and bent legs to help. The captain calmly stroked his chin and idly wondered if he had not been mistaken in inviting the musicians for this second day of torture. He decided that no mistake was made as the prisoner could only now croak her displeasure. Runt idiotically clapped as he learned the two blondes could handle the whips.

Welts marked the nude. The heavy tits had bounced and swung, especially when they were directly hit. Pleasure growing on the two sweating twins was inescapable. Swainford ordered them to stop and waited as they returned to his lap. Explaining what was to soon follow, he offered each the choice of redressing and returning to his bedroom, or to stay and watch. 

He kissed both of the blonde’s cheeks as they eagerly wished to stay. Stroking their soft hair, he allowed each to put their gowns back on. Both harlots would jump to be nude later.

“Runt, you may splash water on the prisoner, if you wish…Be sure and show her the breast ripper and the pears, but be judicious on how you use them.” Swainford smiled. The half-wit did know his stuff, but the captain wondered if the idiot knew that either the ripper or the pear could be fatal. Timing was to be of the essence.

The cold water on her face revived her. Blinking her eyes clear, she saw Runt go over to one of the glowing braziers. From over his back, she saw him lift a tool from the coals. Catherine got a better look as he turned her way.

Heat radiated from the four curved hooks at the end of the tool. They looked sharp and red hot. In the darkness, she could make out Runt’s set of beady eyes glaring back at her as he held the cooler end. Catherine shut her eyes and turned her head away, but knew the ripper remained just in front of her face because she still felt its heat.

“Don’t forget the other things.”

Her cheek cooled enough so that she opened her eyes again. Runt was returning. This time he carried a tray. On the pewter sat three silver engraved objects. Either it was the room light, or, the objects badly were in need of polishing as each shone barely brighter than the tray. Basically the same shape, each was a different size. There was the oval body and then a turn-screw exiting each end. Catherine wasn’t sure what they were, but had the sinking feeling that she was soon to find out.

To Be Continued…

