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Faibhar

Medi-EVIL, The Conclusion

For the best of him, Swainford could not shake the image of the rose-shaped birthmark from his head. A steward once delivered a French manuscript authored by one Jean Renart. The story was a little mystery, a “true story untold”, about the source of knowledge of a very similar birthmark in the same location on one of his heroine’s thighs. Renart speculated that only an intimate could have possibly known of the mark.

Could it be, he wondered, if the original inspiration for Renart’s “La Belle Lienor” now hung in his own torture dungeon?

The chamber was not entirely devoid of any architectural workings. Runt returned from near a blind arcade. Next to the fake arch sat an ugly mélange of leather and metal scrap. The executioner’s mask fully enclosed his head. Slits allowed eye-holds and a pointed nose extended for breathing. 

Headgear in place, he shuffled and snorted his way over to a brazier. Sparks crackled. A cloud of bright orange speckles burst. He lifted from the blaze joined metal shafts. Four hooks on the glowing red ends curved inward.

Movement in the chamber diverted the captain’s day-dream. Who ever the princesse was, she fought the bite of the fiery tongs as best she could. Knees bent. Soles slid up and down the lower portions of the cross. Her head frantically shook from side to side.

The executioner’s mask made of bits of hide and metal was truly grotesque. How fitting for one so repulsive as the moron to wear thought Swainford as he watched the left tit, swollen from the earlier wasp poison, scoured by the searing metal tool wielded by Runt. Swainford could see the purplish areola and nipple point out in unnatural directions as its fat base was shredded. Smoke billowed with the stench of burning flesh.

Runt picked up a paw to claw a finish to his first of two projects when he stopped. Placing an ear closer to the prisoner’s bloody pear handle, he removed the object, unleashing a dam. Scarlet rivers flowed forth over her lower lip and chin. He animatedly gestured for the captain.

What could it be now, he wondered as he reluctantly coughed and uncrossed his legs to stand and cross the floor to see what Runt was so excited about. He didn’t want to get near the man so stood closer to the female.

Swainford was no surgeon, but looking at the mess of bloody gore and ribbons of flesh on her chest, he thought that the light pinkish tubes might somehow be connected to her milk making process. 

Runt was right: Her lips attempted some message to him. He hazard placing his ear closer to hear. What she was rasped sounded something like, “Votre tres de’voue’ serviteur.”

Swainford stepped back a pace and picked an errant piece of lint from his velvet vest. The ripped and torn body inescapably riveted his attention. A nipple dangled from ragged sheets of skin. “If I understand you correctly…you just told me that you were ‘mine to command’, correct?”

He didn’t expect an answer.

“Well, sorry to break it to you this way, princesse, but that’s what you always were and now?” A dramatic pause underscored the sarcasm in a marvelous voice he was most proud of. “Well now I am afraid that your acquiescence to my earlier overtures come a bit late. Runt? Proceed.”

Swainford sat back down and wet his lips as he watched the helmeted half-wit apply a freshly heated ripper to the right breast. He let black lines be branded into the meat, but then changed his mind.

“Runt, leave that one. Remove the other pears, put her garb back on, get a humiliation mask and lets all go outside.”

Sodden black mushroomed across the filthy gray smock. Catherine’s head was covered by rusted bronze. Scalloped metal ears, a long snout and other detailing made the mask resemble domestic livestock. Scarlet streams dripped from the insides of pale legs that no longer functioned as two soldiers dragged her across the town square.

Stoic statues of saints lining the cathedral walls ignored the mounting gaiety of the locals as they jeered and mocked the prisoner. The noise startled carrion feasting on rotting remains of Bidonne high alongside the flying buttress. Oblivious to the plight of the princess below, fluffy clouds ambled overhead amid sunshine.

The cage was just tall enough so that if her head was bent, she could fit inside. Metal from her bronze scraped against the iron roof. Sleeveless arms were braided through open squares in the iron. Bare knees bent out, but were shoved back in as the cage door was closed and locked. A signal was given, and up she went.

Swainford wrapped an arm around the soft shoulders of each of his blonde twins. He was pleased the sisters had decided to join the festivities outside after all. Gazing skyward, he contemplated the rose-shaped birthmark on the upper inner thigh he had been privy to as the princesse hung caged next to her prince.

Renart or no, he smiled, this was one not-so-true story definitely told, and he was the teller.

