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Faibhar

Mary Alice Gets …II

Smells awoke, then sounds, sight and other sensations. Sputtering beeswax mingle with a gross combination of mold and B.O. Mary Alice heard others nearby. Metal clanked. Her gray eyes opened to a subterranean world of vaulted ceilings and firelight. Piercing cramps raced up and down her back. She looked up. As high as she could see, her naked arms reached into the gloom. Somewhere up there, metal cuffs chafed her wrists.

A sensation of fear in the medieval dungeon was omnipresent.

Glancing behind her right upper arm she saw her clone. Mary Alice had already learned to expect on herself whatever she saw on her look-alike. The female nude looked drenched in sweat. She also hung from ceiling chains. Firelight danced over her glistening body. A single tight braid marked her pale back. Attached to nipples were two dull silver rings. The familiar triangle of brown was also missing.

A throat was cleared and Mary Alice returned her attention. In front of them were three robed men seated at a dark dais. The one in the center spoke. Despite the foreign surroundings, Mary Alice understood every word spoken.

“As I was saying, we are of the Dominican Order. As a Black Guelph, I also have the good fortune to be anointed the papal consigliore. You are in a castle dungeon in Nocera. The year is 1256, annos domine. Our king is his royal highness, King Manfredi. My name is, Monsignor Gerogias Brans.”

The chains allowed a little wiggle. Mary Alice strained her limbs. Her toes scraped the rock floor.

The monsignor waved his hand, as if impatient, and continued. “My function at this Inquisition,” Candles sputtered from atop the dais as torches along the walls fired at the dimly lit cavern, “Is fairly simple, though I recognize the insistence of the monks on either side of me that we go through the motions…”

Mary Alice shifted her weight and once more looked at her silent companion.

“As I have been informed,” the prelate continued without looking up from papers on his table, “that you, Mary Alice, are the only one who speaks, I shall ask you the questions.”

Beaded eyes of the monks seated alongside Gerogias glinted as they read her body. Perhaps, they could also read her soul?

“Firstly, are you or the wench next to you witches? Heretics? Blasphemers? Diviners? Or, other sacrilegious persons?”

Her throat hurt to swallow, but gulp she did. To all of the questions, her answer was an emphatic “NO”.

Monsignore Gerogias finally raised his shaven pate, sighed and settled into his high-backed chair. His hand placed down the quill and joined the other to rest on his paunch.

Candlelight illuminated a face scarred with cruelty and as far from any godly sense that Mary Alice had ever known.

“Yes, I can see. Mind you, we frequently are answered with denials. Yet, here you two stand as two pagan slaves apparently in servitude long before the demise of the Roman Empire. Somehow, you are here. And those rings in your bodies? What are they for?” He chuckled as did the two seated alongside.

Mary Alice shivered as she hung. Only her ears were pierced. Certainly, not down there…

“Very well, don’t speak devil wench. By the authority given to me, I sentence you both to death. The silent one shall be broken and braided on the wheel.” He leaned forward and peered at Mary Alice. “And as you both insist you are from another time, you Mary Alice, shall be crucified the traditional Roman way. May the Almighty shed his boundless mercy on your pitiful souls.” 

Following the monsignor’s lead, the others stood. Distant screams from elsewhere in the underground erupted. The monsignor whispered in the monk to his left’s ear and then addressed the two. Impatiently, he waved his hand. “Civil authorities will take care of the executions. Monk Dionysios demands that you both should be tortured. The silent one,” he pointed to Mary Alice’s clone, “Goes first.”

She tried to see, but whatever was happening took place too far behind her. There were sounds like that made by tools and then a heavy thud. Mary Alice gathered her wits as the chains holding her up were lowered.

“She never screamed, at all. Perhaps you will be different.” Monk Dionysios lowered the chains holding Mary Alice up and then led her back to a far wall. O the ground beneath a wooden table curled the clone. “Get up on the rack and lay on your back.”

Mary Alice did as told. From somewhere above she could make out hanging chains. Her sore arms were pulled behind and the chafed wrists again were cuffed. Mary Alice felt her legs moved and ankles also cuffed. Rolling her head, she saw the monsignor and the other monk watching. Others she had not seen before joined them. Rough wood scarped her back.

“Now let’s see what this pagan slave wench has to say…”

Wood creaking behind her forced Mary Alice to try and look back. All she could see were wooden spokes of a wheel being slowly turned. Immediately, limbs tightened. Her heart beat faster. Chancing another look back, she saw the wheel continuing. Mary Alice felt her rib-cage swell. Breath came in shallow pants. A searing pain shot up and down her spine. The wood creaked again, this time nearly drowned by a pounding in her brain.

Those watching the monk ratchet the rack more enthusiastically watched the lovely female’s nude body stretch until only the base of her arse touched the table. Dionysios was getting his wish. This one had plenty of scream in her.

“Now lets hook up these,” he said as he pulled the rusted chains lower. Using clamps, he hooked their ends to the nipple rings and then worked the pulleys in reverse. Mary Alice wailed as her upper torso began to raise. The rings held as they were lifted higher.

Mary Alice sobbed. The back of her head scraped against the table. Her neck was arched, as was her back. She felt the weight of her racked body hang by only the rings piercing her nipples. Panic-stricken, she saw the face of the monk grinning next to hers. His missing teeth made him look more ghoulish.

“You might be interested in this,” he leered. “It’s a long needle used to locate the devil. In your case, I think I’ll start with your breasts.”

She shuddered as she felt his hand grip one breast. Her face grimaced at the prick of the needle. Mary Alice unsuccessfully tried to ignore its slow progress. As the needle moved, she felt various tissues and glands torn. Her eyes started to roll back in her head.

The small group of observers applauded the monk as he twisted and poked the long needle through. With a loud “Pop!” they heard its exit. They watched as he removed the bloody silver and then splash water over the wenches face. Twin trails of crimson flowed from the pale cone stretched toward the ceiling.

