The smell as I entered the chamber made ne choke and I had to swallow back the puke that threatened to come up.  

     “Here.  Hurry.”  the torturer shouted.

I went over to where he was standing beside the stretching wrack.  
     “You will assist me.”  Since the assistant had come out of the chamber with his arm ripped and broken and pointed at me to go in and see the torturer I was worried that it would be something like this.  I tried to protest that I had no idea what to do but he just waved my protests away.  
     “Get over there and do what I tell you. You will take the place of the fool who let the wheel spin.”   He pointed at the far side of the wrack.   On the table st a young girl.  This I knew would be the witch that was sent her by the church for punishment.  She  was due to die the next morning.  This was the first time I had seen her close up and she was really beautiful.  As she sat on the bench she must have been terrified of what was to happen and I could see that she was shaking.  The torturer was fixing ropes to her wrists.   
“You tie those loops and ties to her ankles and tight mind.”  He pointed to the two ropes with leather straps that were tied to the cylinder at the foot of the bed.  I fumbled a bit but managed to get the straps tight round her ankles.  It was hard to do as my eyes kept flicking up her legs to where they disappeared into the shift she was wearing.  She looked sad, really sad.  The torturer went off to fetch something and her eyes followed him across the room.  

    “Can you help me?  I’ll do anything.” She said.

    “No. There is nothing anyone can do. I’m sorry”   I replied and I was sorry.  I had seen this before and knew what was waiting for her. But she was a bit different, not old and used up, but young, very young and someone that you would be pleased to take to your bed.  This was going to be a different sort of bed and there was not much pleasure for her to be found here.  Once it started she would know about it and what was meant by the word torture.

The torturer came back with a triangular piece of wood which he lay across the bed behind the girl.  Then he checked the straps and nodded his approval.   “Lie back.”  He shouted at the girl who tried to support herself as she lay down but could not because of the ropes. She slipped back sharply her back hurt by the triangular piece of wood and her head banging on the bed.  She was whimpering now like someone trying to hold back tears.   
The torturer, came round and lifted up her shift and looked at her privates.  

“  Here you”  he said to me,  “Get that off her”  He passed me a knife and pointed at her.  

“What?” I asked  “Her clout man, get her clout off. We will need access to her privates in a while.”

I lifted up her shift and saw the roughly tied clout,  I took hold of the waist strap and cut through it then pulled the linen off.  The hark hair of her triangle rose across a wonderful pubic mount and the sight of it made me hard.

    “Don’t go asleep.  You can have one of the others who are to be topped in a few days, but only after we have done here.”
I nodded. 

    “We need to take up the slack and give her a little tug.   Turn the wheel at the foot until it becomes very firm.  

I did as I was asked and as I turned the wheel the girls arms started to rise up the bed above her head and her legs started to move down under the stretch of the rope and moved apart as the rope wound on the drum and moved out laterally away from the centre.   When she started to moan a little the torturer nodded to me to stop. She obviously wasn’t tight yet as she was able to move her body slightly to try and alleviate the pressure from the triangular piece of wood that was cutting into her back, kinking her spine.  
The girls arms and legs were fully stretched now but clearly not so much that it would cause pain.  But her shift had ridden up and her slit was opening like a flower before me.
“You have been found guilty of witchery so you are to burn in the morning.  You  are here for punishment and I have my instructions.  So I am going to tell you what is going to happen.  I am going to do all sorts of unmentionable and painful things to you and you are going to accept it as a just and lawful punishment.   If you do and do not cause me any problems then you will be dispatched quickly in the morning. If you do not and you make it difficult, them long before death touches you you will scream for it to take you. “   He reached down between the girls legs and spread her slit lips with his fingers.  Then he took hold of her clitoris and squeezed it and stretched it. “I will be taking your sex away before you get to the fire. Can you imagine that?  I could cut this off with a very sharp blade so that you would hardly feel it, or I can burn it off.  It makes no difference to me you understand.”   

      “ oh my god.” The girl said. “I will do anything just make it quick.”
       “Well you behave as best you can and I will do what I have to do.”

She was feeling the pain of the stretch now and the executioner nodded to me to take it a further notch. I shifted the lever into another hole in the wheel and pulled until the wheel clicked.  I could hardly hear it over the screams from the girl.  She went quiet as the wheel settled and her screams became a whimper.  “Did you like that little tickle?”  The executioner asked.  The girl was in a world of her own now, the pain in her stretched joints obviously excruciating to her.  She was crying and tears were running down her face.   The executioner put his hands on the girls shoulders and then moved down to the hips.  He pushed up her shift and moved his fingers round the joints at the top of her legs. “Another notch will be OK” He said, “but she has to be able to walk to the gallows, so we have to be careful.  Take it one more turn, but take it slowly and back off if I tell you.  Understood?”  I nodded. and took the pressure of the lever, I moved it slowly watching the executioner.   I could here the girl whimpering and as she stretched there was a sickly sound from her joints as her sinews stretched and her bones grated.  “Back off.” the executioner said and I released the pressure on the lever.  The girls screamed as the muscles and sinews pulled the neck of the bones back into place.   She was screaming in agony and trying to move but could not.  “Some of the tissue has caught in the joints.  I bet that smarts.”  the executioner said, laughing at his own joke.  We left the girl stretched out and screaming until she began to quieten.  
The executioner was busy at a brazier and he had me use the bellows at the base to get the heat up.  He started to push rods into the red hot coals.  “Time to lay it on a bit I think.  We have to ensure that she cannot commune with the Devil when she gets to hell.   Pull back her shift.”

I did as I was bid and the executioner approached with a red hot metal bar.   The girl saw the brand and started screaming.  “Pull  her legs open at the top.”  I reach over and pulled the skin of her thighs  tight and apart.  he put his hand on her cunny and pulled the lips to one side as he placed the red hot bar in sensitive skin in the join at the top of her leg.  She was screaming and shaking as the skin crispened and smoked.  He took the brand away after the colour went from it.   He brought another red hot brand and applied it to the other side.  There was a sudden screach from the girl and the her bladder gave way, hosing pee across the table and over me.
