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Somehow, I think he knew.

Maybe because of the way he stared at me. Those intense, burning eyes. Of course, he was staring at me in terror, which was reasonable given that his naked, pale, and sickly body lay stretched across my rack. I stared back at him fearfully from behind my father’s black leather mask and prayed to God that this man would hold his tongue and not reveal my secret by pointing out how my stance was too effeminate, or my eyes looked too pretty or, God-forbid, he saw the faintest hint of a bosom to my frame. As he stared into my eyes, the black-stone cramped dungeon felt even more claustrophobic than usual. Down the torch-lit hallway, I heard Jost cry out again with his sobs. I nearly jumped at the sound. I caught the scream in my mouth before it spelled my doom. I pondered why that bastard, Jost, still didn’t have the common decency to die of starvation. This is something that a sane and normal person typically does after spending a week in the oubliette. I feared that someone was breaking into my dungeon to secretly feed him. Perhaps the owners of the pig that he had sexually defiled were smuggling in scraps of food at night to press through the grate holes to prolong his torture by keeping him just well enough fed to not fully succumb to the natural processes of the oubliette. I remembered that, in days gone by, my father would occasionally slide a crude shard of sharpened metal down those grate holes. He provided this for the free use of whoever we had tossed into that pit figuring if man felt compelled to drag the rusty iron across his wrists to drain out his life, then Christ’s gauge would judge that enough suffering had occurred for whatever sin he had accomplished in life. I made a mental reminder to drop something lethal in on Jost’s head later because I, for one, was sick of that pig-fucker giving me the creeps by still being alive.

To calm my jumpy nerves, I turned away from the prisoner and tended to my tools. Somehow staring into the flickering orange fire of the cauldron and watching it bring heat to the bladed tips of my instruments brought peace to my heart. It made this whole ordeal feel more like business as usual rather than the unholy game of cat-and-mouse that now defined my life. I noticed my ripping shears were getting red hot and I gritted my teeth to with-hold the building curse I wanted to utter. “Tis for execution, not black-smithery.” My father’s deep voice filled my mind as I frowned at the overheated tool. I plucked them out from the fire and set them aside resisting the urge to swing them around in the air to cool them. I never saw my father ever resort to such theatrics during a public execution and, although this was a relatively less-formal dungeon punishment, it would be highly unprofessional to go waving my shears around trying to cool them off. Still, I could not afford the heated and fatigued metal weakening to point of cracking. I only had two pfennig coins left in my purse and a pair of new ripping shear simply wasn’t in my budget.

Alongside me, Magistrate Clement’s red-colored and four-cornered birretta hat shook lightly as he shouted at the prisoner. He pointed at me saying, “take a good look, Hans.  In the capable hands of Maert von Hoelle you will find new definitions for the word ‘pain’ as righteous payment for the blasphemies which had dripped from your slanderous tongue!”

I smiled lightly under my mask at Clement’s theatrics and squared my shoulders in the burlap overcoat of my father to look ever more frightening. Clement’s assertion of my father, Maert, being ‘von Hoelle’ or ‘of hell’ felt a bit silly considering that, if anything, my sweet and loving father was anything but ‘of hell.’ Outside the formal punishments, of course. Indeed, I could scarcely recall a moment in my childhood when my father would even go so far as to raise his voice, much less his hand in anger, despite the fact that he routinely severed limbs and heads in the city square.

Hans shook and whimpered crying out from his place on my rack, “I swear unto Jesus’s left toe, I have done nothing wrong!”

Clement screamed, “lies! Two witnesses henceforth have already testified you speaking that it is the pope, not our glorious Emperor Louis the Fourth, through which God’s blessing is bestowed upon Earth!”  Hans shrieked back, “But, the Pope anoints the emperor!”

Clement’s jaw dropped open in shock. Father had always told me that the key to a long and happy life was to avoid politics at all costs, especially when it gets to the sticky bits as to whether the Pope or the Emperor was the legitimate ruler of the Holy Roman Empire. “Whoever has the most swordsmen on his payroll, that is the legitimate ruler, and it’s best to never think any further about it than that” my father used to say. To my terror, Clement turned to me and asked, “You heard his blasphemy, yes? Testify it to me now!”

I shook violently in a tremble of terror to which Clement rolled his eyes whispering, “apologies, Maert, sometimes I forget about the fever last year which took your voice.” I resisted the urge to breathe a sigh of relief for fear that my sigh would sound too girlish. Part of me likes Clement, he always had been kind to my father. I remembered happy Christmas’s of years past when daddy would come home with a few extra pieces of silver from Clement in his pocket as his bonus pay. Those years we could sometimes afford to add pork to our beans and flat-loafs of bread. Still, I knew that if Clement discovered my secret, the best outcome I could hope for would be that he would mercifully grant me a quick and private death as a final act of deference to my father’s years of service.

Magistrate Clement pointed to my ripping shears and nodded at me. I felt a bit self-conscious as I picked them up trying not to spend too much time staring at them to make sure they had cooled sufficiently as to not be damaged by use. I hoped Clement wasn’t going to ask me to rip off anything too difficult. I suppose you, like most people, assume ripping body parts off with iron tools is easy and that human flesh cuts through like soft butter, but I assure you that this is far from true. It is like slicing through leather and grizzle and Lord grant you strength should you need to saw through bone. Obviously, Hans was about to lose a body part, but I didn’t know yet which one.

“You have sinned here and now in the very hearing of this Magistrate, Hans. However, as your family has been faithful to our Bishop this many years, I offer you merciful choice in the benevolence of love. Repent now of the evil which has fell from your mouth and we shall extract the price of your wickedness privately in a way that will cleanse you of sin and yet no one shall need to know of what has transpired here. Stubbornly refuse and we shall give spectacle to the city in the mangling of your face and frame so that your outer hideousness shall match your inner sinful nature. You shall be a shameful and odious dishonor upon your family for the remainder of your wretched days.”

I awaited his answer, silently hoping he would spit in the Magistrate’s face. That would mean a brutal, public torture session which would pay much better than a routine dungeon punishment.

Hans looked at me and back at Clement. Tears began to flow down his face as he said “but, but…” Clement spoke sharply, “the mercy of this offer will not last for long. Deny God his penitence, and the first public notice of your upcoming punishment in the town square will be upon your father’s household door before this night has even fallen. Bishop Albert’s guards shall ensure your parents have front-row seating to the spectacle of your destruction, whether they want it or not.”

“No! No!”

“Then speak!”

“I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I… I have sinned against the emperor. Forgive me.”

Magistrate Clement held up a correcting finger saying, “you have sinned against God, who has established Emperor Louis the Fourth as the rightful ruler of this Holy Roman Empire. Pray forgiveness to God.”

“Forgive me, God.”

Magistrate Clement nodded saying, “indeed forgiveness may be purchased. It must be paid in flesh. Under order of The Golden Bull, no man is to cast doubt onto the glory of Louis the Fourth and so your payment for forgiveness is the price of your witnesses. However…”

Magistrate Clement frowned at Hans and said “tis not much to cut off.”

“Huh?” Hans asked in confusion.
 

Having hung around church people conducting torture long enough to understand a few words of Latin, I knew what Clement meant, as the Latin testis witness to one’s manhood. I stifled a giggle at his remark. Clearly Hans did not understand, and perhaps it was best for Hans to not know.

Clement turned to me and whispered, “’Tis pity that we have no girl to entice him. For proper payment of pain to the Lord our God it is best when a man stands in hopes of satisfaction. That way, he is fully aware of that which he is losing exactly as the shears slice through him. If we had but a space of more time, Maert, I shall like to have dispatched ye to market to market to fetch a cheap whore.” I scowled at this. If he wanted me to go picking up prostitutes, he sure as hell should be ready to pay the girl’s charges himself, rather than expecting me to pull it from my own income. I began to fume in anger at the insinuation that I should waste my two precious pfennigs on a whore when I already had a perfectly good girl in…

My eyes lit up as an idea came to mind.

I tapped Magistrate Clement on the shoulder, and he looked at me. I set the shears down near the fire just close enough to keep them warm as I pantomimed holding onto bars and spread my hands along the curves of a woman then pointed down the hall.

“Ye have a woman in prison now?”

I pantomimed slicing my own throat with my thumb.

“Ahh, the liar, Marie, of course! Yes, fetch the false wench and have her stand at a pace so that Hans may see her, but not touch her.”

I quickly made my way down the corridor. A plan came to my mind for which I kicked Jost’s fingers as they stuck up from the oubliette grating. I heard a crunching sound as I broke one of his finger bones right at the knuckle joint bringing fresh screams from his mouth. He cried and wailed as I turned latch-lifter into the lock on fourth cell which held Marie.

A pale figure, partially wrapped in a thin grey piece of sackcloth, lay on a pile of straw against the opposite wall under a barred window. A single iron chain descended from the wall-ring mounting down to the thin ankle and foot which protruded out from underneath. 

“You have to come with me, naked.”


“Ye speak and ye be a woman!” screamed Marie at me. 

I giggled sinisterly, “I don’t speak and I’m not a woman. You’re just insane. Remember?”

“I’m not insane!” shouted Marie. Despite her shouts, Jost shouted even louder giving cover to our conversation.

I grabbed her coarse sackcloth and ripped it away from her as she struggled back against me. I raised the latch-lifter high over my head menacingly and she whimpered in terror backing away. The latch-lifter wasn’t truly a weapon, save for being heavy and made of iron. More importantly, she knew full well that I had no qualms about beating her around.

She covered her breasts with her hand and huddled. Her pale body, speckled in places with dirt and mud, seemed handsome enough to at least get a rise out from Hans for the last time that he would be able to rise at all.

“What are you going to do to me?”

“You’re coming with me.”

Marie shifted uneasily and said, “you still speak, and are a woman.”

“I’m not and you’re insane. Remember?”

“Then why can I hear you?”

“Maybe it’s because you’re insane.”

Marie bit her lower lip as she thought about this.

As she took this in thoughtfully, I proceeded to pick bits of straw and feces out of her matted hair.

“Fine, then using my powers of insanity, I can hear you speak as a woman. Yet, you make no sense. My execution isn’t for two more days, it is not time for those moldy scraps of bread you call food and I have not heard anything from that hideous friar out my window so why are you bothering me?”

“I need your help in castrating a man.”

Marie stared at me and sighed quietly saying, “I’m no longer sure if I have lost my mind or if you have lost yours.”

“You have completely lost your mind and that’s why I like you best. This will be the last opportunity for fun in what remains of your miserably short life.”

“Fun?” she gritted her teeth at me fearfully.

I withdrew a set of shackles and clamped these about her wrists. She did nothing to fight back against me only staring off listlessly in a broken manner for a moment before asking, “any chance you can just kill me now and we’ll call the whole thing even?”

“What? Are you joking? The bishop is paying me two and a half groats to execute you publicly this weekend and you expect me to miss out on that payday by killing you early? They’ve already hung up the banners, the whole town is going to be there, heck even Jorgen prepared extra pretzels special for the occasion. To sell to the kids, of course, to remind them of Christ’s love as they cheer for the blood spurting from your neck stump across my chopping block.”

Marie groaned, “Jorgen the baker? But he is my friend!”

I answered, “pfennigs shine brighter than friendship. Besides, you know how his prices go up on holidays and execution days with so many mouths to feed. You should not bother counting the friends there to see you die since the whole town will be there. Rumor has it that princess Katherine will be wearing a new dress that they had imported all the way from Italy. I’m looking forward to seeing her wear that…” I trailed off. It was lucky that I wore a black mask otherwise Marie would have seen my blush at the thought of princess Katherine. I shook my head to drive away the unholy thoughts. Marie stared down and tears began to form at the corners of her eyes.

“New dresses, pretzels, banners…” She muttered bitterly considering the spectacle of her upcoming death.

“But never forget.” I said grabbing her chin and forcing her to look up at me.

“You are the star of the show.”

“My death is.”

“Yes, and it has to be done just right to make sure you are properly punished in public.”

“My punishment for telling the truth.”

“Your punishment for accusing a Deacon of murdering your brother.”

Marie seethed, “but he did murder my brother. I saw the bastard stab my brother right through the heart in a drunken rage when my brother told him only eight angels could stand on the head of a pin instead of eighty.”

“You still don’t get it. Deacon Hurn is a man of God, which means he’s innocent. It doesn’t matter if he killed your brother or not. He’s innocent because he’s a man of God.”

“Fuck God.”
 

I pulled her feet out from under her forcing her to flip backwards. She screamed briefly, but before she could kick, I shackled her ankles together.

“You should change your attitude about God. You’ll be meeting him Saturday.”

“Ahh, good, she will do excellently” Clement nearly salivated as I shoved the writhing and naked Marie into the torture chamber.

“The executioner speaks and she’s a woman!” screamed Marie.

Clement furrowed his brow.

I held my silence and shrugged at this.

“Go on! Tell him. Tell him how you can talk, and you speak like a woman.”

Clement sighed and said, “We need naught but the visage of her body. Gag her mouth to keep the demonic corruption that has affected her mind from leaking out.”

I shoved Marie up against a far wall and looped chain through her wrist shackles before plucking up a piece of twirled cotton and looping it through her mouth tying it tightly behind her head. She writhed and shrieked that I was a woman all the way up until the cotton silenced her.

Clement leered at her creepily and her look turned to one of fear as she realized she now stood naked in a torture dungeon with a man of God.  “Take a good look, Hans.” Clement said. He casually went over to Marie, and she tensed fearfully as he ran a wrinkled old hand along her soft supple body. I pondered at the irony that his old hand would go on living for many months, maybe years to come, while her lithe body would be dead by Saturday afternoon.

“Pretty, is she not? Scheduled for execution this Saturday, however, for bearing false witness against a Deacon. Still…”

He gently cupped his hand under her breast, and she winced and whimpered. I turned away, not wanting to think about what was happening to her. Instead, I focused my attention on the ripping shears.

“Young as a spring morning and handsome as a mare amongst Pharoah’s chariots. Does not looking at her stir something within your loins?”

From his place on the rack, Hans squinted at Clement in confusion. “What are you talking about? Why did you bring her here?”

Although Hans’s mind was confused, his manhood was not. Already his cock began to swell, and I watched as the shaft of flesh begin to rise as his purple-tipped head began to swell. I pursed my lips as I thought about what it would feel like to have such a firm and veiny thing inside me. Although no man has taken me, yet, for fear of my father, I knew full well how babies were made, and I would soon be rendering Hans incapable of having children at all. I stared at Hans’s cock and pondered what it would be like to be impregnated by a man and it bore an odd hope within my mind. If I could bear a son, bastard though he may be, I could train the lad and pass on the family business to him once he came of age. I simultaneously pondered trying to conjure an excuse for getting Clement to leave so I could have a few minutes along with Hans to make use of his manhood before cauterizing it off his body, but at the same time chastised myself for said stupidity. It wouldn’t be as if I could raise a son to replace me in the space of a few weeks.

Clement continued to humiliate Marie as he ran his hands down to her hairy crotch. She shook her head ‘no’ passionately. He waved his hand over her crotch rather than reaching into her delicately moist nether regions as the act served more for Han’s visual benefit than for Clement’s twisted pleasures. He said, “I’m sure you wish you could be inside such a beautiful young woman? Feel her flex and pulse about on your manhood. Think about it. Surely you know what a woman feels like from the inside. The mystery and the magic of the experience.”

Hans laughed and said, “is this your torture? To parade naked women in front of me. If so, bring on another.”

Clement chuckled, “no, Hans, however you have been inside a woman, right?”

Hans swallowed hard and nodded. His shaft now stood fully erect in expectation of reaching deep inside a woman. I wanted to part open my pants and quickly make use of it, but instead I readied the shears.

Clement nodded and replied, “Feels good, right, to be inside a woman?”

Hans whispered “well… yes.”

Clement smiled and replied, “well, guess what?”

Hans asked, “What?”

Clement nodded to me as he continued, “you’ll never feel it again.”

Hans screams filled the dungeon even louder than Jost’s, as I forcibly clamped the heated shears down across his cock and testicles. The familiar, pungent smell of burning flesh filled my nostrils as I clamped down as hard as I could straining my biceps against the long handles of the shears. I jerked backwards as Hans writhed and screamed. To my horror, some tendrils of his manhood managed to stay attached creating panic in my heart at the potential to fail in ripping his manhood away. I placed a foot at the base of the rack to steady myself and pulled clean, freely separating crushed and burnt sexual organs from their prior owner.

I opened the shears and out plopped two testicles from a torn hair scrotum which hung beneath a rapidly shrinking penis which seemed to be deflating as it spread blood across the dirt floor like it was an ox bladder filled with water. With one final scream, Hans collapsed across the rack having lost consciousness from the pain. For her part, Marie began screaming too, however her shouts were muffled by her gag. Clement nodded saying, “a forgiven man has now paid the price and can be accepted back into heaven’s kingdom.”

He turned to look at Marie and said, “tis a shame such a wretched mind resides in such a beautiful body. I’ll pray that the devil releases your soul from his grasp sometime betwixt now and Saturday so that you may plead forgiveness to God while you still draw breath on this mortal world. Fear ye not the executioner’s axe, rather fear thee the fires of hell which come after it.”

I grunted as I dragged the now nearly catatonic Marie back to her cell. I shoved her back inside and fastened her to the wall grumbling, “what are you being a bitch about, it’s not like you were hurt.”

She stared back at me through impassive eyes over her gag. I frowned knowing that, in many ways, she had been hurt worse than Hans by the theatrics. “You did well. Manage to not to do anything stupid before the end of the night, and I’ll give you a heavier piece of bread. Understand?” She stared off into the corner of the cell listlessly.

I returned to where Hans lay whimpering and crying on the rack while Clement spoke softly to him quoting Jesus on how it is better to enter the kingdom of heaven without a sinful eye than with one. Clement turned to me as I entered saying, “keep him here for the night to heal his wounds then release him tomorrow morning.”  I nodded as Clement gestured for me to follow him.

We stepped out onto the cobblestone street into the bright late afternoon sun, the light of which made us squint after having been in the dismal chamber. A group of schoolboys were playing around with one another on the other side of the narrow street when they saw me. An audible gasp went up from the group as they stared at me with morbid curiosity. They simultaneously desired and yet feared me with hushed whispers abound. Clement harumphed and spoke up to the gaggle brusquely saying, “Love thy God and mind ye parents or Maert von Hoelle will take you into his dungeon.” I raised my arms ferociously and formed claws with my gloved hands in a menacing fashion. I wouldn’t normally be so theatric, but I felt particularly motivated to make nice with Clement given he had still yet to pay me.

The boys screamed in terror and stumbled all over themselves fleeing. I still have trouble getting used to this. Had I been a girl, the boys would have laughed and thrown rocks at me. Bearing the mask and overcoat of the Executioner, however, fear stalked my every step as if I was a living Boogeyman.  I looked up the winding path as they ran away and saw fair Princess Katherine. She stood there, holding a basket of freshly purchased flowers staring at me. I gaped back at her and began to tremble. Her tall, slender, elegant body rose from her ornately embroidered full-length skirt. Her brass-buttoned green bodice propped up voluptuously soft breasts the tops of which proudly boasted sweet cleavage which rested on top of the wicker basket of roses she held. Her beautiful bare shoulders rose from her elegant sleaves which fell with a long strip of cloth from both her elbows. A slender neck lead to the angelic face as a dainty nose rested over a pair of lips as red as the sun on a hot evening while her sparkling blue eyes seemed to glint in the afternoon light from beneath her braided black hair. 

“I do hope those boys come back for the execution. Will do those ruffians some good to learn what happens to people without manners.” Clement spoke and knocked me out of my own mind as I brought my attention back to him. I glanced back only briefly to see what appeared to be a thin smile spread across Princess Katherine’s face briefly before she turned and left swaying her hips sensually as she walked away. 

A pleasant tinkling sound filled the air as Clement dug around in his coin purse bringing forth five pfennigs. I smiled greedily at these as he held them out to me “a little bonus token of appreciation for the quick thinking to use Marie.” I accepted these with a bow resisting the urge to say ‘thank you’ as I still needed to play the mute role of my father. I did appreciate that I had earned significantly more slicing off a man’s cock in the space of a few minutes than I would have earned spending an entire day slicing sheaves of wheat as a farmer.

I jangled the pfennigs in my hand as I meandered towards the market in vain hope to see Princess Katherine again. She was not there, rather the usual vendors bustled about pressing their wares. Jorgen’s fat frame filled the bulk of his bake stand and I briefly pondered how wonderful my life could be if I could somehow manage my way into becoming his wife. I could care less about the ugly bastard, however the promise of sweet breads and cakes, without having to part the necessary pfennigs, filling my mouth would make even an undesirable match more than worth it. I pondered what it would feel like to grow jolly fat and to strut about town letting my beautiful heft, a prestigious sign of affluence, be in full view of all my neighbors. I knew an opening existed, as his wife had passed year before last during the pandemic and yet, not currently being a ‘woman’ in public, I could scarcely conjure an excuse for Jorgen to marry me as ‘my father.’ Jorgen smiled at me sinisterly as I approached, and I silenced the pfennigs in my hand quickly. Jorgen’s prices seemed to fluctuate wildly based on his seeming ability to smell wealth on a person and to extort said person appropriately.

I held up a thumb and two fingers followed by a slide underneath in a cutting motion to indicate the purchase of three loaves of ‘bottom-crust’ bread. Jorgen spoke up saying “ye a good man, Maert, but I don’t know why ye be feeding them sinful bastards.” I jerked my thumb in the direction of the scaffolding which stood in the middle of the city square and then made a curly gesture with my fingers to indicate pretzels. Jorgen laughed heartily saying “In silence, Maert, ye say more than most men say when the speak. Yes, I plan to share salty twists of Christ with the wee children come this execution morn, for a price of course.”

I gestured towards the dungeon and then pantomimed digging a grave. Jorgen shook his two chins and replied “aye, those plans of men come to not should the pathetic wench die before her date. I know, I know. Three loaves be seven pfennigs.”

I stared at him as my blood boiled.

How the fuck does he do it?

I mean, seriously, does he know exactly what seven pfennigs sound like and could tell by the clink of my playful tossing how much I had on hand?

I raised thumb and forefinger indicating “two.”
 

“Two, are ye trying to rob me? Five be barely enough for me to scrape food to me own mouth.” Jorgen protested.

I pointed down at his basket of bread and swept my hand back and forth indicating he could use the lowest crusts.

Jorgen nodded but said, “I know ye mean the bottom heap of the bread but five be my lowest offer.”

I reached down and lay my hand across the hilt of my sword. I cocked my head to the side and let the volume of my silence fill the space of his stand. On either side of us people began to hush their tones as deadly silence spread through the air faster than plague. Jorgen’s smile fled from his face as he turned pale. Had I been a girl, he would have laughed and doubled the price.

But I was no longer a girl.

Now I was the village executioner.

But even that had limits.

I held up fingers indicating “Three” while I glared at him angrily.

“Fine” Jorgen grumbled as he fished out the three cheapest loafs of coarse bread he had. I sighed at the completely unnecessary haggling that had just prevailed. Sometimes getting paid so well didn’t quite feel worth it when prices changed accordingly. A farmer could have easily fetched good loaves at half the price I paid for scraps. In a rustling flash I jostled back to the dungeon. I used an old broken blade whose handle had shattered some time ago to chop the loaves. I then set about with my cutting board in hand dispersing out portions to each prisoner in turn, including a double portion to Marie. As I passed over the oubliette, I stopped briefly and casually dropped the blade down through the grate. Jost cried out as the blade likely stabbed him somewhere uncomfortable. I hoped his warped and deranged mind could conjure how to use the blade for the escape of this mortal realm.

With the joy one feels at ending their day of work with a few pfennigs left in their purse I hustled off to Bruno's Tavern for my own bit of refreshment. If I could but secure a wife for myself, I would enjoy sweet home-cooked meals, but such a task would be complicated by my lack of manhood. Rousing folk music came from ol' bard Caspar plying away at his lute in the corner while bar patrons sat around tables drinking mead and eating. Lucie in her low-cut blouse smiled her way from table to table plunking down pints and enduring stares, pinches, and jokes from the men. A good woman would never enter a place like this. However, it was already well known that Lucie was no good woman due to her hourly rates and non-existent prospects for marriage. I pondered briefly if I could make a bride of her, given lack of competition, but I doubted I could afford such a thing. I wandered up to the long, black-forest oak bar behind which burly Bruno with his broad shoulders, bald head, and short temper worked. A well-dressed man with a very fine-looking blue feather in his cloth cap pointed at his pint and grumbled angrily at Bruno, "you call this mead? Tastes like rat piss! I demand my money back" Bruno growled back at him, "you insult my brewery, you insult myself." I calmly took a seat a few chairs down and waited for Bruno to handle this situation. "I do insult you and your hideous drinks and sickly food!"

"Bad move" I whispered under my breath.

Quick as a flash Bruno brought up 'The Argument Ender' from behind the bar. I have often considered proposing this device to the Jury of Blood for use as an execution weapon, though I'm sure they would laugh at me. That is, until they saw it in action. Bruno swung the long wooden shaft tipped with a simple ball of iron down hard striking the stranger square in the forehead before he could even dodge. A sickening 'crack' of shattering skull bone filled the establishment as the stranger crumpled to the floor. The bard played on as a few of the patrons turned to look at the scene briefly before returning to their meals.

I looked down rather unconcerned at the man then back to Bruno. Bruno spoke to me a bit nervously, "Upon your witness, Maert, he had laid insult to my tavern, my drink, and my name. You heard it. You can swear you heard it to Magistrate, right?"

I gave him a thumbs up and Bruno smiled, "I like you, Maert, you say so little since that disease took your voice, but it is always so well said when you do speak."

I gestured in an exaggerated flipping motion of my fingers over my head and pointed to myself. Bruno laughed "you fancy his feather? Help me with his body and ye shall have it. He had some nice boots too, but don't forget his pfennigs are mine." I nodded and Bruno stepped around the bar. Together we lifted his still lightly convulsing corpse up onto the coarse wood bar. The man's breath still came in slight, ragged bits and his arms and legs would occasionally jolt, but this didn't matter. He was already dead and the vacant, lifeless stare in his eyes as well as the small trickle of blood from his ears testified to this. Within short order Bruno secured ten of the man's pfennigs and I secured a very nice pair of leather boots as well as a handsome blue feather which, I think, paired nicely with my executioner’s hood.

"Aye, the man who insults me meat shall help to improve it." Bruno grumbled as he called over Lucie to help us. "Don't want indigestion for me pigs" Bruno complained as we dragged the man out a back door together. "I figured this bastard would be bad news when he turned me down for a bit of a roll. Said he was keeping himself pure for the noble ladies." Lucie complained as we dragged him through to a wooden-fenced yard in the back within which about a dozen pigs oinked and squealed noisily. Bruno laughed "pure for the noble ladies? What kind of dandy did he fancy himself?" The well-dressed stranger started to lull slowly into consciousness even though his eyes remained wildly dilated at different sizes. He weakly turned to look at us.

"He's not dead?" Lucie asked in surprise

Bruno replied, "aye, he is, he just doesn't know it yet. Right, Maert?" I nodded. Normal people don't appreciate the many shades of death. Despite the temporary rousing of this man, no friar of healing could keep death from his eyes for more than the space of a few hours and Bruno, myself, and Lucie were most certainly not interested in this man’s health and wellbeing.

A wicked little look crossed Lucie's eyes as she asked, "can we teach him a lesson about the purity of his precious little pure penis before he dies fully?" Bruno cocked an odd eyebrow at her and asked, "what do you have in mind?" She whispered something to him, and Bruno laughed heartily saying, "tis a sorry state for you, Maert, that you can't make a show of this in the town square. I doubt the jury of blood has even a tithe the imagination of my Lucie. Come now, take his clothes. They are too nice to be choking my pigs." With a pulling and tugging we managed off his pants and shirt, of which I lay claim to his fine ruffled shirt for addition to my hat and boots while Lucie claimed his pants to be gifted to a ‘friend’ of hers. In a daze, the man actually helped us remove his underwear. Lucie seemed most interested in this step as she lustfully tore away at it exposing his soft and precious cock and jewels. She grasped these gently at first and whispered bitterly to the man, "you thought your cock too pure and sacred to put inside of me and here you now lay. I would have swallowed your seed elegantly such that joy would fill your loins, but you refused so now I'll teach you what happens to brazen little boys who reject me." She gave his testicles a squeeze and he winced with a whimper.

"Good, he can still feel pain. Let's roll the bastard up to the fence and introduce him to his new girlfriend." We pressed the man against the wooden fence rail such that he faced towards other with his precious little bits sticking in between the fence rails just above the mud and poop of the hogs. This act alone would have been prank of annoyance and humiliation had Lucie not whistled out for the pigs to have dinner. A large sow snuffled her way towards the unhappy man as Lucie called out cruelly, "look here, bastard, your new wife has come to claim what is hers. You could have put your sweet, warm, cock in me, but now your manhood belongs to her." The sow took a few curious sniffs of the man's cock which made it start to stand erect even though his eyes lost focus as his head lulled off dully to the side. Sniffs turned to licks which brought the blood-filled morsel into the sow's mouth. The man groaned in pleasure slightly then satisfying herself that what she had was indeed edible, the sow gnashed her teeth straight through his cock ripping it off at the base and slurping it down her greedy gullet. The man screamed briefly, but the screams devolved into gurgling coughs. Lucie cackled hysterically and whispered, "good piggie."

"Aye, ye had yet fun Lucie but now the herd is hungry. Let's give them the rest of him. Fatten the beasts up for our porkchop special next week." Bruno grunted.

We rolled the still conscious but 'dead' man over the fence rail and watched him writhe and scream pitifully for a few minutes as the pigs tore into his flesh. After a few minutes his screams stopped, and the pigs feasted in peace letting us return to the tavern. "Mead and meat on the house for you, Maert!" Bruno announced as we went back in. I smiled.

This night just kept getting better.

That should have been my warning that something weird was going to happen right then and there.

About my third mug of free ale, and, based on Bruno's grumpy stare, it was going to be my last free ale, three elegantly dressed palace guards in royal green entered the hall. Nervously, the patrons began shifting away from them as a hush fell over the place. Bruno looked up at them and shouted, "twas an honest quarrel. Just ask Maert, he'll tell it straight to you."

I quickly looked for Lucie to collaborate the tale without needing my incriminating speech, but she was already gone. I sighed. Of course, she was gone. Women like her don’t survive to be adults by being stupid, especially around palace guards. As the guards approached the captain squinted at Bruno and asked, "what are you talking about?"

Bruno, realizing they weren't here about a man recently come pig-feed went back to busily wiping down the bar as he said, "oh, nothing, nothing at all. You know little, old me. Sometimes yelling things at people for no reason."

The captain huffed I held perfectly still. "Maert von Leubeck, your presence is required at the castle."

Blood froze cold in my veins.

"What did Maert do?" Bruno asked.

"Do? Nothing? Maert, someone needs punished." One of the soldiers spoke up.

My heart rate dropped only slightly. I turned to look at them from behind the identity-defying safety of my father's mask. I hit my wrists together, jerked my thumb in the direction of the dungeon, and swept my finger in a circle before pantomiming sleep.

"What the hell is he doing?" A soldier asked. Bruno mercifully piped up saying, "Maert don't talk too good since his fever last year. I think he means lock the cur in the dungeon and he'll punish him tomorrow."

I nodded.

The captain shook his head saying, "no, our orders are to bring you to the castle tonight. Your services are needed, immediately. " I gestured towards the pint and held up three digits. One soldier laughed and the captain scoffed, "it's your fault if you’re drunk. Our orders are clear and straight from Princess Katherine herself."

My eyes went wide at the mention of Katherine’s name. I could not imagine what she would need my services, or the services of my late father, for in the middle of the night.

My heart fluttered between madness and hope as the soldier's torch-lit escort conveyed me through the paths to the castle. Once we arrived, the soldier’s escort turned into a servant’s candle-lit escort through the mostly empty hallways of the massive palace. I tried not to stare but could not control my eyes as I had never been inside the castle residence proper before. I would have relished the opportunity to spend hours examining the intricate details of the historical tapestries and fantastic grand portraits. Sadly, I was hustled along past these beautiful things in the dim candlelight by a maid who cared little for the artwork of her master. Fury filled my mind that my ruse forced me to remain mute as I possessed many questions, all of which remained unanswered.

The castle servant ushered me into a chamber and wordlessly sealed the door shut behind me. I turned and beheld a massive 4-post bed with white sheets on it, a large old-oak dresser, mirrored vanity, several other pieces of elegant furniture, and a roaring fireplace which flickered orange and yellow illumination across the room. My soul felt self-conscious as a person like me, clad in black cloth stained in places with the blood of my victims, did not belong in a sacred place like this. I fought hard against my desire to touch and experience everything in the decadent bedroom as such an act would surely lead to trouble. I also fought valiantly against the burning curiosity which made me desire to shout, "what is going on here?" The kinds of punishments I give out are not administered in rooms like this. An unnerving feeling that the one to be punished would be myself started to creep into my heart. I could not conjure a meaning for the ruse, however, as it would hardly take palatial level intrigue to simply order guards to drag me before the jury of blood and remove my hood shortly before removing my head.

"It's been so long, Maert, that I started to worry that there might be another woman."

My blood froze cold at the same time as my heart fluttered exquisitely. I spun about and beheld Princess Katherine herself wearing nothing save for a thin under gown. Despite being floor-length, the white, sheer fabric bore a deep "v" cut revealing the sensuous tops of her breasts. Even more, the thin article bulged deliciously outwards in places where Katherine’s womanly body saw fit to press it outwards. I gasped and averted my eyes in deference. I would no sooner stare directly into the radiance of the sun than behold such beauty in a state of undress.

"There is another woman?!" Katherine gasped. I shook my head vehemently. She squinted at me suspiciously. "Then why do you turn away from the body that is yours?"

My mouth moved. In that moment, the torture of death could not keep my silence as the surreal landscape I had suddenly been plunged into needed a guide and, even if it cost the beating of my heart, naught but Katherine herself could be such a guide to the swirling mystery as I blurted out, "you were having sex with my father?!"

Her eyes snapped wide, and her face turned fierce at not only my words but the girlish tenor to my voice which betrayed my identity. She lunged forward and grasped my hood. Has she been anyone else, I would have killed her before she even laid fingertip to leather, but even shall I behold her only once more as my head lay upon chopping block staring upwards at my angel, I would do no violence against her. I felt my protection shred from my face, and I felt even more naked than she was.

"Who are you?" She hissed at me in shock and anger.

"Claire von Leubeck, daughter of Maert." I answered honestly.

"Is this some kind of sick joke? Has Maert conjured wretched prank against me? Where is the man himself?"

I swallowed hard. Given she was going to order me dead anyhow, I allowed my eyes to venture upward to stare directly into her saintly face as I said, "my father died last year, during the pandemic." Katherine took this in silently for a moment and then muttered "no, no, this must be some sick joke. Speak truth, or I'll have your lying tongue as a trophy."

"Upon Jesus's tears, tis true, after my father passed, I took his place as I have no other family. Since then, I have been acting in his stead with conjured stories of him being struck silent and disfigured by the disease."

Katherine trembled. She turned away from me and slowly sat down on the bed, lost in her own thoughts and emotions. Seeing nobility suffer as such filled me with an existential dread. I quickly fell to my knees in front of her "I'm sorry, Princess Katherine. I didn't mean to hurt you with this news. If you want to take my tongue to make you feel better, I will give it to you gladly."

Katherine shook her head and sighed saying, "I can't believe my Maert is dead. I…" she started to choke up a bit and ignoring proprietary behavior I reached in to comfort her. She held out a restraining hand towards me and I remembered my clothes covered with dung and blood. I backed away and hastily unfastened my father's belt letting the oversized pants fall from my waist as I slid the great overcoat up over my head letting the trappings of the Executioner crumple to the floor leaving me as just myself in the plain undertunic I had accustomed myself to wear. I had cut the garment short to enable my wearing of pants as such it descended barely a few inches past my thighs and served as my only underwear. Despite my relative nudity, I quickly rushed to Katherine’s side and hugged her trying to comfort my beautiful angel.

"I am so sorry. I am so sorry." I said to her, as I held her. "How can you be so calm when your father is dead?" She said to me as sobs turned tears about her eyes. I thought about this for a moment before replying, "I've had the space of a year to shed my tears. Yet, for you, the pain is fresh"

Katherine hugged me. I tried not to think sultry thoughts about the warmth of her noble body pressed against my own. I could not, however, deny the throbbing in my heart and the soothing of my muscles at her touch. I used to scoff at the purported healing touch of the nobles, but in that moment the very brush of her flesh salved the deep wounds within my soul.

For a while, I just sat there holding her close with my arms wrapped around her elegant frame. As her sobbing subsided, I ventured to ask, “How did my humble father capture the eye of a Princess?”

A heavy pause hung within the pregnant air for nearly an entire minute before she spoke. 

“He caught my eye three years ago. It was during a public flogging of a woman accused of adultery. I…”

Princess Katherine grew suddenly silent.

I said, “I think I remember this. It was quite the spectacle, if I remember. Scandalous as at some point the woman’s screams turned to moans and panting. I remember asking my father why she would moan like that. He told me it was none of my business. Twas’ quite a queer event.”

“I suppose ‘queer’ is one word for it. For the sake of your knowledge, the woman ceased screaming and started moaning because she was beginning to enjoy being flogged.”

“Enjoy it?” I asked.

Katherine released hold of me and stared me directly in the face. She sighed and looked down sadly saying, “I should not speak of such things with you. Tis improper for a lady to even possess knowledge of this. I should bid you return to your home. I should take my broken and lonely heart to sit here in the ashes of mourning.”

“No, Katherine, no.” I hurriedly exclaimed. She blinked at me, and a rush of blood came to my face. It was not normally good for one’s longevity to speak the word ‘no’ to nobility, however I could not leave my angel sad like this. I bowed my head and said, “if it would make you more comfortable, please know that I too have felt many things which are improper for a lady to feel.” I realized the stupidity of this statement as the words left my mouth. This would be like saying to a king that accidentally dipped his robe in the muck you wallow in daily “Do not worry, I get dirty too” 

Instead of scoffing as I expected, Katherine only replied, “speak of what improper things you have felt.” My heart pounded loud in my chest and the room seemed to tunnel in around me. My next words could easily be my last and to hold my silence would be a direct violation of not only a noble order, but also the command of my angel. I reluctantly replied, “I find you extremely handsome.”

Katherine cocked a confused eyebrow at me and said, “hardly improper.”

I closed my eyes not wanting to see the end of my life as I spoke, “In my mad dreams, I desire you for a wife.”

I waited a few moments.

No scream came from her lips.

No guards surrounded me.

No one made a move to chop off my head.

I slowly opened my eyes to see Katherine’s beautiful face staring directly into my own. She smiled lightly and replied, “you have played the man so long that now you feel like one. Indeed, with the sacraments of condemnation on you, your frame be an artist’s copy of your father. I stared longingly at you earlier in the marketplace for as long as I dared do so in public dreaming of all the manly things you could do to me. My desire had reached near a tempest which drove me to openly summon you.”

She ran her lithe fingers down alongside my face and through my thin, blonde hair, chopped as short as a man’s. As she did this, she spoke softly, “I have lost a Maert, but now have a Claire.  If I but forget your womanhood, you are so much like your father that I would gladly succumb my body to your manly desires.”  

I blinked in surprise, still trying to figure out if this was merely a dream. I pictured myself slumbering alongside three empty pints of ale on Bruno’s bar muttering mad things about guards and Katherine. This dream seemed real enough, however, and I asked the most brutishly honest and wretched question I could imagine to a fair-faced angel of glory, “would you like for me to exercise my desires upon your body?”

She blushed.

I countered quickly, “Apologies.  Please forgive the stupidity from my lips. I should not speak to a princess especially after so much ale. You must...”

She stopped my mutterings with a finger to my lips. She caressed my cheek and smiled while licking her lips in a languid fashion. For my part, I stared with a pant of mad desire back into the face of my Princess.

She spoke softly saying, “years ago, as I watched your father flog that girl and saw her peaking in ecstasy on the stage, I remembered some of the old, Greek texts of Sapho and the Latin texts of the gay old days of Rome. I knew of certain women for whom pain derived pleasure. As I watched your father beat that girl to orgasm, a twinge of jealousy entered my heart. I wanted to be her. Can you imagine? The royal desiring the torture which is administered to the condemned. I believe my first words to your father were ‘I want to try it.’ Obviously, not some odious public spectacle, but to have him inflict pain on me in the privacy of my own room.”

“And your father condoned this?”

Katherine gestured around the room and chuckled saying “what part of summoning the executioner in the middle of the night under false pretense for the guard and only accompanied by my most loyal maid makes you think my father is aware of this?" I nodded as the queer events of the evening began to coalesce into meaning.

Katherine rose to her feet and began running her beautiful thin fingers along her angelic, porcelain skin saying “any man who dares touch even the fraying hem at the edge of my dress is in danger of the noose. No woman may approach me with anything other than an attitude of worship. Do you know what that makes my life?”


“Safe?” I proffered up. I could only imagine such protections for myself in the brutal underworld in which I resided. 

“Boring.” Katherine said, with a correcting tone to her voice.

She sashayed lightly and said, “what good is it having a body when you’re not allowed to do anything with it at all?” She watched my awestruck stare with a tinkling giggle in her smile. She said, “you desire my body as madly as your father did before you.” She knelt in close letting me see the glassy-smooth cleavage between her breasts lightly showing from behind the thin undergarment. She said, “he got to have it, too. However, not in a way that would leave me pregnant. If that had been the case, you would have already seen my head rolling down your chopping block for bearing fruit before my wedded time. Still, I let your father enjoy my body in ways that left both of us thoroughly satisfied. I can see the pounding heart within your bosom yearns to enjoy my body in those ways. You thirst for it like a man in the desert thirsts for water.”

I quickly looked down in embarrassment and quickly replied, “the thoughts in my head are twisted and unholy. I should not even be entertaining perverse ideas about your body.”

Katherine gently took my chin in her hand and pulled my face up, so that I looked directly at her beautiful visage. She said, “there is nothing more holy than following the orders of your divinely-ordained, royal princess.” My heart burst with both feudalistic zeal and with sexual desire, all of which coalesced into that one singular heaven-sent angel of royalty before me. I smiled at her lightly and said softly, “I am at your service, my liege.”

Her eyes lit up and she said, “wonderful. I could use some cheering up after the sad news of losing your father. I command you to serve me in his stead, by the same way he had served me.”

I gritted my teeth.

She cocked her head to the side quizzically and said, “is that a problem?”

“I don’t know if I can bring myself to hurt you.” I replied.

“I want you too.” She answered.

“You want me to flay sinew from bone and amputate body parts?” I asked feeling a bit incredulous.

She chuckled saying, “no, no, none of those commoner punishments. Come, see my toybox.”

She reached down and I took her hands. I followed her across the room where she opened her wardrobe revealing elegant clothing the likes of which I dreamed only existed in heaven. She ignored this, instead reaching to the bottom of the wardrobe and pulling up a false floor within revealing a small oaken chest. She pointed at it saying, “pull it out.”

I lifted it noting it did not feel quite as heavy as I typically expected a chest to feel. That being said, most chests I had hoisted were filled with iron chains or bronze saws. Under her direction, I brought it over to the four-posted bed and set it on a small end-table. Upon opening it I discovered an array of bizarre and unusual devices. Some of these I recognized as conventional torture equipment, however they had been modified greatly. The scourge lacked both the stiffness of weave and the metal beaded tips necessary to inflict any significant damage. The shears had been likewise dulled so as to administer something more akin to a pinching sensation than an amputation. Straps, locks, laces, and other equipment for tying someone down presented itself however it had all be intricately stylized in an arousing manner with bulbous mounting points for locking in wrist or ankle connected via trickle-thin strips of black leather and lace.

My heart lifted slightly as I shuffled through these items. Clearly the princess had a significantly more toned-down definition of the word ‘punish’ than I did, as an executioner. Beneath these instruments lay polished marble carved sweetly into the shape of a man’s phallus with decadent details including ridges and veins. Along with it sat a small bottle of sweet-smelling floral-infused oil.

“You seem to like my toybox.” Katherine mused.

I nodded.

“Then you shall play with my body. The agreement I had with your father was that, should I fall into serious distress, I would either say ‘Peter’s lower beard’ or place my thumb into the position of giving him the figs.” I coughed on a slight chuckle at these rather comical expressions for distress. Katherine reviewed me solemnly and said, “save for this, you shall show me no mercy. I want the entire experience. My body quivers at the thought of abandonment to your desires.”

“I have no desire to hurt you.” I replied honestly, rather finding myself more entranced by her dildo than the juvenile versions of my conventionally lethal equipment.

“Pretend you do, for my sake.” Katherine replied as she stepped in close to me.

“Your prisoner needs tied up before she can be properly punished.” She whispered to me.

I could not conjure sadism towards her for, despite my occupation, such feelings did not arouse easily within me. Indeed, I would never venture to raise hand to harm if it was not for the pfennigs needed to fill my belly. Still, if playing the role could bring some solace to this angel at her grief over the loss of my father, then do it I must.

My inner turmoil did not affect the conduct of my body, however. Muscle memory drove my motions. With the apathetic swing of my arm, I grabbed tight a clump of her hair and her left ear twisting these so that she squirmed and whimpered. This would be the same action that I would use for conventionally shoving any prisoner around as it served a rather common pain-point anyone could make use of. I paused there for a second, expecting at best her to squeak out “by Peter’s lower beard” or at worst for her to summon palatial guards to witness this abuse. She only smiled lightly through the pain and whispered, “yes.”

I grabbed some straps from the ‘toy-box’ and slung these over my shoulder as calmly as I would iron chains in my own dungeon. I then lumbered along, coarsely dragging her over to one of the heavy oak chairs and stood her in front of it. Of all the furniture in the room, the rather simple oak chair seemed the sturdiest of construction. I paused her for a moment before saying to her “I dread damage to your fine nightgown.” She panted lightly and replied breathily, “strip it from me. Treat me like I was some whore the magistrates caught braying for customers in the street.”

I tried to hide my shock at her words. My divergent mind still worked to cope with the surreal reality around me. I calmed myself in a contrived ambition that these words were some jokes, being spoken behind me in the back of Bruno’s bar while I slumbered alongside three empty tumblers of ale dreaming of a princess. Partially convinced of my dream state, I found bravery to slide my fingers down the neckline of her gown along her shoulder and slide the edge of it over her shoulder revealing beautiful porcelain flesh as I went. My eyes trailed along the exquisite bulge of her breast and watched it terminate in her beautiful pink little nipples. Even though I had these parts myself, hers looked all the more exquisite, likely due to her station as being chosen by God as my superior.

“Is this how you strip a whore?” Katherine asked in bored agitation.

I gritted my teeth. I had a job to do. No matter how deranged or insane, it was still my duty to maltreat a person who was superior to me in every way. I tried to convince myself to treat Katherine as if she was Marie and so I jerked the rest of the gown from her as roughly as I dared without damaging the elegant stitching. The very thread of this dress was worth more than my entire existence. After a brief awkwardness of delicately transferring her gown over to a safe location by clutching it briefly between my toes, I was then ready to tend to the voluptuous woman herself. She began to sit down, but I twisted her ear up a bit harder and lifted her raising her back to her feet saying, “whores don’t get to sit in chairs.”

“What happens to whores?” Katherine whimpered out in baited expectation.

I released my hold of her ear, admittedly, a maneuver I would never do with an actual prisoner. I then tipped the chair over onto its back and turned her around to face it. I pushed her over forcing her to crouch over the seat of the chair such that she was on her hands and knees with the seat of the chair pressing up into her stomach. I then lashed her wrists to the back of the chair which now lay on the ground and her ankles to the lower legs of the chair. She cooed and purred as I did this with some giggles of excitement. For my part, I tried not to get distracted by the beautiful, rounded hump of her pale ass forced upwards into a submissive position by the grotesque configuration of how she now resided ‘on’ the chair. I marveled at my father’s self-control as her sweet little vaginal lips poked out gently between her legs encased in a small tuft of the finest pubic hairs I have ever seen. The amount of land and money which would be exchanged between powerful kingdoms for a prince to have the privilege of first access to the most prized possession of this land staggered my mind and I felt a strange wave of gratitude that I am a woman so far in that I can avoid the temptation to penetrate her easily available inner sanctum and place my own seed within it.

I shook my head, trying not to get too distracted by the princess’s sweet vagina. I had to remember that my purpose here was to create a sensation of pain within her. Had she truly been a simple whore grabbed by the magistrate I would have stopped right here. Despite the rather dramatic and exciting tortures witnessed during public disciplinary actions, the majority of low-level criminals are simply tied up in an inconvenient pose and then left alone for several hours or, had she been even more brazen, overnight. Time itself would be the torture as the strained muscles of the unnatural position would transition from annoyance to agony with the passing of each hour. Furthermore, the combination of hunger, thirst, and soiling oneself with defecation and urine served to heighten the humiliation such that tears fled from their eyes upon reopening their cells the subsequent morning.

I knew, however, that princess Katherine would find no satisfaction with this and, indeed, realistic torture was not the goal of the night rather more of a fancy show at creating the ‘experience’ of torture without any of the actual blood and cauterized amputations. I casually returned to her toybox and dug out the whip.  I came back to where she crouched. Before I could use it on her, she said, “let me see it.”

I brought the whip around front and let it dangle in front of her face. She smiled at it longingly, the way one looks at an old friend, and puckered lips to kiss the very tip of the ties which would soon be striking her flesh. She looked up at me and said, “I want you to play the part for this, like an actor on the stage. I am but a whore the magistrate brought in for you to educate her about her wicked ways. Can you continue with such an act?”

As despicable as the thought of doing this felt in my mind, and despite the twinge of nausea in my stomach at harming a royal at all, she pleaded so earnestly that I had no choice but to nod my head. I spoke saying “Christ commands, suffer ye not a whore amongst your midst.”  I raised the whip and slapped it down across her lower back. She flinched forward however her instinctive scream turned to a sensual moan before it left her lips. I spoke again, "cleanse ye of your wretched sins." I brought the whip down across her again and she whimpered with a soft groan at the end. Already slight trails of pink protruded across her back. My puerile mind began to wander and feeling more confident I said, "for no hungrier mouth has any creature save for the insatiable cave of a woman." I slapped the whip across her perfect buttocks letting the tendrils of it tickle along her sweet lower lips. They tore playfully, in their unweighted state, at her delicate flesh. To my surprise, she cried out a bit, but not in pain. Rather it sounded like a primal cry speaking of a deep and unspoken pleasure the likes of which words cannot describe.

"Again" She whimpered out weakly between pants. I locked my lips and licked her buttocks once more with the whip bringing forth fresh shouts from her mouth as she quivered so harshly that small beads of sweat began to form across her thin porcelain skin. The noise of her screams however raised a new fear within my heart.

"Teach my whore-body its proper place." She begged. I knelt close to her face and said, "I shall but I fear the noise will rouse guard of the castle.” She nodded fervently and said "there's a binding in the box to shut my mouth. Once you have placed it, satisfy any curiosity you may possess regarding the pleasure and pain of my body. For my body, just like my box, is now your toy to play with."

"Good. Hold this for me." I said to her as I held the whip out. Like a good girl, she took the whip handle in her mouth and clamped it firmly until my return. I came back with the gag and retrieved the whip from her. I then fastened the black leather-bound wooden contraption through her mouth. I lifted her elegant hair and tightened the buckle of the contraption behind her head right where her petite skull met her elegant, long neck. I pondered how far my 'play' could go, so I fulfilled a lifelong dream by taking up a clump of her curly black and buried my face in it breathing in the royal elegance of her floral perfume as well as the incredible suppleness of hair accustomed to a life better than the one I possessed for myself. I watched briefly after I did this and, to my shock, she did not withdraw or grow angry. Rather she only murmured lightly from behind the gag and leaned her head slightly towards me so that I could play with her hair some more. I ran my fingers through it gently feeling her noble scalp as my fingers swam like fish do in the ocean through her decadent black hair. I pondered clutching out a strand of it as a souvenir to keep for myself or fetch an incredible price for from the potion makers, but I thought the better of it as such an act felt blasphemous. What her and I shared tonight would be for us alone. It would be wrong for me to collect souvenirs, as if I were a bawdry touring pilgrim snatching body parts of saints at every sepulcher in Europe. Leaving her hair, I rose to my feet with the black whip in my firm hand.

For the next several minutes, I satisfied my glee at whipping the angel as the tendrils of pain danced their dark and menacing play along the flesh of her shoulders, back, thighs, and up her buttocks. She bucked and whimpered against her gag but did not place thumb under finger to give me the crude symbol of the figs. I then proceeded to play with her breasts as I saddled up alongside her and swung the whip under handed to strike her underneath across the chest making her soft and beautiful nipples dance and play in the crackling orange light of her fireplace. She accompanied the dancing of her breasts with the muffled scream of her moans and whimpers. I soon discovered that I could indeed play her body like a strange symphony by striking different parts to make her wince, wail, and issue guttural howls.

I then turned attention to the jewel of the kingdom. Had I been a man, my control would have already fled from my soul leaving me to mount and plant my inferior seed into the womb of the angelic princess thus prostrate and helpless. Instead, I smoothly steeped in between her tie-spread legs and swung whip underhand striking tendrils across her labia making her instinctively flinch forward in a vain effort to escape the pain. I struck her a few more times watching her flop, sweat, and moan before I finally found courage to lay plan for a means to do more. I swung the whip harder than before and struck her so soundly across her delicate little crotch to leave tears streaming down her cheeks and a continuous garbled howl pressed deep into the lucky gag.

"Shhh… that was too hard. I'll make it better." I whispered to her. I knelt behind her and grabbed up the bottle of floral oil from the toybox. I spread some on my fingertips letting the sweet smell of flowers cover them before I reached my hand down to massage the pain away from her crotch. Her pale flesh, now stained pink by my blows, trembled at the touch of my hand.

Even with the oil, I felt like a sinner brushing bawdy and unclean hands over an alter as I gently massaged her vaginal lips. It took great pain of effort against my maddening desire, but I resisted the urge to plunge my unworthy fingers into her and touch the most-prized and most-moist possession of the kingdom. I pondered how wrong it would be for me to do so. I also pondered how limiting her current position was to me. It held her both open and unprotected, yet upside down with only her back and buttocks truly presented.

I gave her vagina a little pat and stepped around, front of her crouching down. I said to her "I want to do something else with you. May I?"

She nodded with a dreamy stare in her eyes. I smiled as I unfastened her wrists from where I had bound them against the frame of the chair. Likewise, I loosened her ankles. For her part, she remained in a strange state of rigid limpness, almost as if she did not want to move, save for the motions that I imparted upon her. I lifted her to her feet. She meekly hung on my shoulder as I guided her over to the bed. I lay her body down on the feather-stuffed mattress and resisted the urge to flop down onto it alongside her given that I have never rested my body on anything more elegant than the simple straw mats of a commoner. I knew I could not do this, for despite our farce of my control, in truth she was the one who held all the power and my torment upon her was more servile in nature than true dominance. Still, it sure as hell was a lot more fun than the daily grind of grinding the bones of men to mush and melting off their flesh. 
 

I tethered out her wrists and legs to each of the four-posts of the bed thus spreading her shapely pale body into a vulnerable “X” position across the bed. She looked as though she hung upon the cross of St. Andrew. I marveled at the alternating pink stripes along both sides of her chest and across her crotch where I had struck her before. I massaged these with floral oil making her moan deliciously at the elegant sensation. As I did this, I figured these decorations upon her flesh still needed a few more strokes of a painter’s brush to truly make a complete picture. These strokes needed to be from something other than the whip as the device’s novelty was quickly running thin.

I spied from the corner of my eye a small candelabra and grabbed from it a single, white candle watching the flame flicker and dance for a moment before casting my gaze downward. “A foretaste of the fires of hell which lay stored up to torment the unholy bitch within you.” I muttered, trying to do my best impression of Clement’s taunts to the condemned. I tipped the candle letting the blistering wax fall upon her from a height. She flummoxed and shook as the heated wax rained pain down across her chest and abdomen dancing little devils of flames upon her sizzling flesh as she moaned into the gag. I marveled at her horizontal dance of pain for a few moments but, not wanting to waste what was likely very high quality and expensive wax much further, I returned the candle back to its perch and reached into her toybox. 

I grasped forth one of the pincers and saw that, in addition to being dulled beyond danger, the handle featured a piece of strip-spring which forced the pincer closed at a tight but manageable clutch. I held one in front of her face saying, “for the crime of whoring, you are hereby sentenced to feel the alligator’s bite upon your nipples.”

Her eyes grew wide, and her chest pumped hard with her breath moving the very shapely objects which served as my target. I gently cupped up one of her breasts. I marveled at how I had never experienced holding such a gentle thing within my hand before. Sadly, I could not partake of it while my task still stood to conduct pain. I clamped one of the pincers right on the sensitive edge of her nipple and watched as she writhed about on the bed moaning and groaning. Her body flexed and squirmed in the most sexual of ways such that I could not contain myself any longer. I clumped up her other breast in my hand. I then brought my face down to it and feasted upon the sensation of soft flesh entering my mouth. I made no move to bite or harm her, rather suckling away at her decadently soft breasts enjoying the experience of tasting a royal tit for the first time in my existence.

I released my grasp and raised my head back up and stared down at her. I could not comprehend the look upon her face as it seemed some bizarre mix of ecstasy, agony, and confusion. Internally, I chastised myself.  “Apologies. That was unprofessional of me. I’ll get back to hurting you.” I muttered woefully. I began to dig in her toybox. Her hand moved and I looked to behold that she had placed thumb under forefinger to give me the figs.

I quickly undid her gag releasing her mouth and started to take off her nipple clamp as she said, “wait, wait, but the space of a moment, wait.” I stopped and stared at her as she twisted her head to the side to wipe a small amount of spittle which had formed from being gagged against the top of her shoulder. This was unsatisfactory to her and so I proffered up the sleeve of my own undergarment, which she accepted for the wiping of her face before saying, “you did nothing wrong.”

I gritted my teeth, still not sure of her next words, but she continued on in an odd soliloquy. It felt even more bizarre as she lay there, bound to the bed, covered in welts, and boasting no more clothing than a single torture clamp applied to one nipple. She said, “you seem nervous. Your father was nervous when we first did this too. I had to reassure him so many times of the breadth and depth of the liberties he may take with my body, saving only that he could not press seed into my womb. For him, true danger lay within our encounters, but you have no seed to press into me anyhow and so there is no danger for you. Still, you seem nervous.”

“I… uh…” I stammered for a bit. I looked into her face and the visage of her supportive look put courage back in my bowels. I continued, “I love you. I mean, not just in the way that any subject loves their royal better, but… well… I love you the way a man would.” She blinked in surprise and asked, “For how long?” I admitted, “probably since I first saw you at public executions when I was a little girl. Even though we were the same age, you were always so beautiful, serene, and elegant, even when everyone around you was shouting and screaming. That’s probably when I first started to fall entranced with you. I was always scared back then at executions, and so, instead of watching my dad behead someone, I would stare at you. Your bravery and demeanor kept me calm and inspired. I remember boldly telling my father, when I was about five-years of age, that I shall venture on an epic conquest to secure the dragon’s gold from the mountains. I planned to offer it up to the king in exchange for your hand in marriage.”

Princess Katherine laughed heartily, and I offered up a smile saying, “my father laughed too, and explained how such a thing could never be.” Katherine leaned back and blew out a sigh saying “Were my hand in marriage something I had rights over, perhaps it would be better in the palm of a brave woman such as yourself. Such is not my fate, sweet Claire, rather my father intends to bargain my marriage off to some odious prince of whichever neighboring country he requires allegiance from.” I pouted, but she spoke up saying, “fail to fret. For I am here now, and you have conducted my pain masterfully. I shall give you my treasure, the rarest gift of the kingdom. You may have it as fully as you like, for you cannot impregnate me anyhow and so there is no danger.”

“Truly?” I asked in surprise.

“Verily. Indeed, would you like to change our play and treat this as our blissed wedding night?”

I had never imagined such a thing could ever happen. I blushed as I nodded weakly. She smiled reassuringly and said, “then do to me what your heart’s desire.”

“May I release you?” I asked.

She pouted lightly and said, “unclamp me if it makes you feel better, but please leave my restraints. There’s something incredibly comforting about them. I feel protected with them on in a way I doubt anyone would ever understand. Anything else you desire, however, can be yours. My body is your buffet. If you prefer a piece of hardware which God did not proffer you upon your birth, my dildo is quite at your disposal.”

If truly she was to be mine, then I had many experiences in mind which I wanted to have before resorting to penetrating her with something inert. I gently unclamped the pincher from her breast, and she breathed through the pain as blood flushed back into her nipple. I knelt and suckled upon the delicate little piece of flesh feeling it dance and bounce at the flexing of my tongue always springing lithely back to its prior location in a playfully sensual manner. I then decided to take full advantage of her offer. I slid off my undergarment so now my body shone as nudely clad as her own. I lay myself across her feeling the damp warmth of her sensuous treasure press against my crotch and the delicate tickling sensation of her breasts pressing softly against mine as I tipped my head gently to the side and prayed a pilgrims fervent prayer into the breath between the space of our lips for a moment before succumbing to sapphic lust and pressing my coarse, chapped lips against the ruby jewels of her face feeling the delicate tissues of her mouth feast upon my own as we both drank deeply from a kiss upon one another.

Whatever angel God had placed in charge of ordering the world into a sensical domain must have fallen asleep, or perhaps he too had one too many drinks at Bruno’s bar as well. For no land in the great breadth of the world existed in which a scoundrel like me, eking out a harsh life selling professional brutality to the highest bidder, would be worthy to even step into the same room as Katherine. Yet here I lay, kissing the bound and sensuously beaten angelic prisoner, enjoying the bounteous fruits of her body which I did not deserve.

I released my kiss from her lips and began kissing my way across her soft, rounded cheek feeling the firm muscles beneath with my lips as she smiled with pleasure at the sensation that I was paying unto her. I then kissed my way down to her neck. Here, I paused for a moment before gently clamping my mouth across her throat. A strange, primal instinct filled my soul and I suppose she sensed it too as she first gasped and then moaned. In some gone-forgotten time period, to clamp mouth to neck would be a final kill but despite my teeth being less than a king’s thumb away from the blood flowing deep inside her jugular veins, I had no interest in harming her. Rather, she groaned submissively stretching her head back slightly to offer up more of her neck to me. I kissed more across her neck before continuing my path kissing along the smooth, bony ridge between her breasts stopping briefly to massage the two perfect mounds of her womanhood. I continued to work my way downward, slowly kissing across her perfectly smooth abdomen, soft and beautiful.

If one had seen me, they would have perhaps accused me of demonic possession or perverse insanity, but I continued past her abdomen to kiss her in places that would make kingdoms cry in shame. I used my thumbs to gently part her lower lips and caressed the elegance of her womanhood inside. She gasped and began to writhe. However, this was no longer in pain as I flicked the bud of her clit with the tip of my tongue.

It didn’t take long for the rousing tempest within her to grow furious as she flexed and shivered unable to make proper reply to the raw sexual pleasure coursing through the royal blood in her elegant veins. She gasped and whimpered desperately trying not to scream before she finally spoke to me saying, “give me your womanhood so that I may caress it with my tongue as well.”

I blinked at this request. It seemed strange for me to contemplate my own pleasure, despite the fact that all this foreplay had left me dripping wet with desire. Not one to decline a princess, I crawled about in a circle over her body arranging myself so that I now straddled her upside down with my own womanhood pressed close into her face. I then returned to my feast of her beautiful flesh, but raw sensations of delicious tastings filled me beneath as the angel of elegance saw fit to sully her tongue in service of my crude pleasure. It didn’t take her long to force my body to shake and whimpers to start coming from my mouth as well. Indeed, I had a very difficult time focusing on licking her pleasure when every fiber in my body desperately wanted to simply lean back completely and sit my slick hole upon her beautiful face.

In short order, our tremors and shakes began to take a strange kind of form. As dancers in a carol each pass one another in turn, we were passing unconstrained pleasure back and forth between one another causing explosive little spasms to shake and flummox our muscles. I reached up over my head, which was ‘down’ on my Princess, and gently pressed my middle two fingers into her forbidden treasure hole. To my delight, I felt her muscles flex and squeeze at my fingers, alternating between pressing them tight and letting them lax. I wiggled them slightly while I kept licking and she moaned so loudly that she released her grip on tasting me for the space of a moment.    

She returned, however, with gusto bravely filling my vagina with her delicious pink tongue and lapping away at my womanhood. I felt my body climbing new heights of pleasure and I did not dare go alone paying sensual kindness in turn to my beautiful princess for what I received from her. Soon, however, I could resist the temptation of distraction no more as her probing tongue brought me such delight that I could no longer continue in my quest unaided. Rather, I grabbed out the smooth dildo from her toybox and pressed it deep inside of her to places my fingers could not reach. As I did this, I continued the stimulation of her desire with the wiggle of my thumb. A scream built within my throat as my body shivered uncontrollably. With no where else to put that scream, I pressed my face against her left thigh screaming my orgasm into the deliciously soft top of her leg. Having accomplished this, Princess lay back while my errant thumb, acting of its own accord, and the smooth dildo, which I continued to press in and retract, brought her to her own explosive orgasm.

As we both slid down the other side of the mountain of pleasure, I dreamily reached up and undid her ankle straps. I then crawled around slowly, as if in a drunken stupor, and unfastened her wrist straps letting her arms fly free. They were free for but the space of a second. As soon as I released them, they flew to wrap my body up in a loving hug. Princess held me close as I lay collapsed in a puddle of orgasmic pleasure on that fine bed stuffed with feathers alongside her. I knew I didn’t deserve to be there. Indeed, I didn’t deserve the blue feather in my cap, the pfennigs in my pocket, or rightfully even the breath within my lungs given how many sins I had committed against the Father in pretending to be my father. Lucky for me, good things happen to bad people, and I held the princess close making up my mind that if guards were to burst in and kill us both, I could die happy knowing that once in my life I got to experience true love.

“I think it’s not good for Maert to continue executions when he can not speak.” Princess Katherine spoke up after she rediscovered her voice buried somewhere deep in the ocean of pleasure that had washed over her. “What?” I asked. She leaned back a bit and looked me in the face saying, “in the case that he has no son, and a competent daughter, then the work should pass unto her.” I chuckled saying, “I agree with you, but you speak as if this is an official law.” She hugged me close and whispered, “it should be. It… could be. Perhaps there is some ancient text which lays a legal precedent. Though, your prospects for marriage with a man of the town would lay at a ruin.”

“I would not want to marry any man.” I replied to her. She smiled and kissed me before continuing, “for the beautiful things you have done to me tonight. I vow that I will see to it that, someday, you may practice your craft legitimately, without hiding your face and your voice.” I gasped in surprise asking, “really?”

She nodded and leaned her beautiful head, encased in a cascade of ebony silken hair, against my warm chest and replied, “it is the vow of a princess.”
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