
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Tickletorture Agony Series



Tickletorture Medical Trial Part 2



Baldassare Cossa



Copyright 2020 Baldassare Cossa



Published at Smashwords






Find me at:



http://baldassarecossa.blogspot.co.uk



http://baldassarecossa.weebly.com/



http://baldassarecossa.deviantart.com



http://www.facebook.com/baldassare.cossa.9



http://www.twitter.com/BalCossa



http://www.wattpad.com/user/BaldassareCossa



http://pinterest.com/baldassarecossa/



http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/7180356.Baldassare_Cossa


Stacy could not have imagined such a
change in life circumstances. Just two hours ago she was at home,
pacing up and down her apartment, trying to get in contact with
Alice. Alice had been gone all day and she was worrying. Yes, Alice
did tell her Dr Bernette sent her off for emergency medical
treatment right away, but she couldn’t help but worry. She imagined
all sorts of scary things. Complications in surgery. Or maybe Alice
just got kidnapped or something?



She had the sniffles too, just like Alice, but not as bad. The past
few weeks both of them would get runny noses and just put it down
to dust or colds. Then it started getting worse, especially for
Alice. It got so bad Alice had to go to the doctor’s office. Then
everything started changing. Not just for Alice, but for Stacy too.
After she had sex with that hot plumber because Alice was too sick
with her runny nose to entertain him, Stacy noticed her own nose
started getting worse throughout the day. Just two hours after
Alice was gone it got worse and worse. Not only was Stacy worrying
about Alice – she was beginning to worry about her own
health.



Then after midnight – Alice comes back STARK NAKED, with a whole
entourage of hunks, kinky ninja nurses, and a SWAT Team, all in a
fleet of black limo’s and jeeps. This scared Stacy so much her nose
just got runnier and runnier. But was it just because she was
scared? Once Alice reassured her everything was alright, and the
hunks and a sexy god who seemed to be their Lord or master or
something, assured her too, she just got more and more sniffly. The
hunks were… Hot… Very hot… They were all just wearing white coats,
their chests and six packs were bare.



Then the hot hunky Italian, who turned out to be a specialist
medical doctor, diagnosed her with the same terrible disease Alice
had – Runny Nose Syndrome – and explained to her that being horny
really just makes the illness worse. There was only one possible
cure – to be rushed straight to The Palace, taken to the White
Room, and undergo agonising tickletorture and sex therapy for hours
and hours.



What options did Stacy realistically have? She was way too horny
and attracted to the hunks, and jealous Alice had sex with all ten
of them all day long, to say no. So despite her screams and
protests about getting carried naked outside (who doesn’t panic
about it at first?) as well as getting tickled all over her bare
body by evil tickling experts – she was happy to comply.



Now she was in the back of the Limo. For the past hour she suffered
agonizing light tickles by evil nurses as the god and the Italian
hunky doctor fondled her, tickle attacked her, teased her with
kisses and licks, and played with her nipples and clitoris. They
did not let her cum. As they pulled up in front of The Palace,
Stacy gasped in surprise. Everything Alice said was true! Then
reality struck. If this fairytale place was true – she was in some
big trouble. For she had hours and hours of agonizing tickles to
endure before she would even begin to enjoy sex by the big hot
men.



“Oh my God it’s real!” Stacy whooped in surprise. She giggled and
squealed as she got pulled completely naked out of the limo. There
were so many people about! It was almost 4am but The Palace was a
very busy place. People were coming and going everywhere. She tried
to cover herself with her hands but got punished by an onslaught of
horrendous deep hard tickles by the god and Italian, plus evil
fingernail crawls by the nurses, forcing her to bare herself. Stacy
squealed and bawled helplessly but funnily nobody paid much
attention. Everyone was too busy and seemed very used to nudity,
sex and tickletorture.



As Stacy was half dragged, half carried, giggling and babbling,
still getting tickled by the whole team now as they converged
around her – Stacy noticed naked orgies taking place far in the
distance. Naked people walked to and fro among the dressed. And
some of those dressed people wore ‘inappropriate’ clothing under
normal settings. The whole Palace was a place where business and
pleasure converged in perfect harmony. Stacy couldn’t help but look
around in surprise as the god ushered them in the door.



“Straight to the White Room! Quickly!” The Italian added, ushering
haste from the large team of hunky doctors and kinky ninja nurses.
A gurney was pulled up and Stacy was placed on it immediately,
cuffed at her wrist and ankles, and quickly trundled down a long
corridor laughing and bawling as the nurses continued to torture
her with light incy wincies and crawling tickles.



“Oh my God guys what are you doing! What’s happening!” Stacy
giggled and squealed. Her questions weren’t really questions, not
even protests – more exclamations of utter disbelief at her
situation. Never in her life could she have imagined such things.
Now she approached the large double doors and knew immediately she
had minutes to spare before the real agony began.



“Bwaaaaaaaaaahhhhh!” Stacy squealed and gurned as she burst through
the doors, her eyes widened in shock, as she saw all the
instruments of tickle horror awaiting her in the White
Room.




“Oh my
God! Oh my God! What are those things! What are those for!” Stacy
squealed and yelped wild eyed, in total shock and disbelief.



“Ohhhhh we have a frisky one here…” One of the hunks laughed “She’s
going to be very ticklish. They usually are, those types.” He
continued. Everyone chuckled in wicked agreement. Nodding with
mischievous knowing eyes.



“Aw please guys go gentle on me! Haha! It’s my first time!” Stacy
laughed, with dread, pleading. But it was clear by the looks on
their faces, those evil smirks, that there was no mercy here in
this place. This paradise, this hell, this sweet place of
recovery.



“It’s her first time, yeah.” The English hunk nodded and eyeballed
to the African god. He smirked back, his white teeth flashing
across his handsome dark chocolate face. His muscles, the bulge on
his crotch, oh God. Stacy was visibly and audibly sniffling more
and more out of control. Little wicked chuckles sniggered among the
crowd of hunks and kinky nurses as they passed her tissues for her
nose. The runniness was out of control now. Stacy couldn’t stop
sniffling noisily. It felt quite rude but she couldn’t stop it at
all.



“I’m so sorry guys… SNIFF! SNIFF! SNIFFLE!” Stacy apologised. Her
nose was starting to bother her so much she was forgetting the
whole insane situation she was in. A nurse came with a silver tray
with cotton balls and a bottle of some kind of nasal drops. She
shook the bottle as you may shake vinegar over a meal onto two
cotton balls, and with a pair of tongs, expertly shoved the balls
up Stacy’s nose.



“Take a few inhales through your nose then continue to breathe
through your mouth.” The nurse instructed.



“Let us begin! Quickly! Please!” The Italian exhorted impatiently,
waving his hands. He was clearly concerned about his patients
wellbeing.



“Where first?” The head nurse asked.



“Put her on The Foot Stalks, keep her sitting up for a while until
we get her nose settled. You may need to change those cotton
balls.” He instructed.



“The foot stalks???” Alice laughed, panicking, knowing full well
what horror was in store for her. Quickly she was lifted and
carried by her elbows, her feet dangling, over toward a large
leather reclining chair. In front of it was a simple wooden stalk
with two holes for the patients feet. The holes nicely cushioned
with soft black leather.



“AHHHHHHHH OH GOD GUYS NO MY FEET ARE SO TICKLY PLEASE! AHHHHHHH!”
Stacy screamed, mouth and eyes wide as possible. Her toes wiggled
in terror as she hovered mid-air. Her feet were some twelve inches
off the ground as they carried her, tall big hunks, to her first
episode of tickly doom.



“Quickly! We must start quickly!” The Italian commanded, he was
getting worried “her condition is deteriorating rapidly. I haven’t
seen a case deteriorate this badly for so long!”



The team understood immediately. Stacy caught a particularly bad
dose of Runny Nose Syndrome and it was threatening to get way out
of control. The shock the past few hours and the presence of hot
hunks only exacerbated her condition. It was now their solemn duty
to do everything that had to be done to help her get better. Stacy
wriggled and gurned and pleaded and bawled as they sat her on the
chair. Bawling on and on about her feet being too tickly. She was
almost hysterical with terror. Her nose was getting so runny the
cotton balls fell out twice and were saturated as soon as the
nurses replaced them.



“Please,” the French god pleaded warmly “you have to let us help
you. We know your feet are very sensitive but that’s where we must
begin, to shock the Runny Nose Syndrome out of you. If we do not
start right now you might have this terrible condition for the rest
of your life!”



Stacy looked to the hot French hunk, his accent was so soothing yet
seductive, his mannerisms so attractive – he simply drew her in.
Yes, she understood, she had to trust him. She nodded quietly,
whimpering and giggling and stifling her squeals as the nurses
fingernails crawled all over her naked ticklish ribs, arms, legs
and neck.



“mmmmmmnnnggggg-yyyesssss ok…” She mewed like a kitten, crunching
her neck and squirming amidst all the tickles, whining and gurning,
getting so wet and tingly. “SNIFFLE! SNIFFLE!” Her cotton balls
fell out again. Nurses replaced them in a panic as the Frenchman
nodded to the team.



“BEGIN!” he shouted. The stocks knocked shut and she felt her feet
held firm in the soft cuffs. Her forehead was strapped to the
chair, her wrists cuffed to the armrests, her knees to the
mid-rest, and two seatbelts formed an X across her torso to keep
her firmly in place. There was nowhere to go. The most she could do
was wiggle her toes.



For a few seconds Stacy fell almost silent. Just uttering little
hmmph’s and guffaw’s as she tried to look down at her own feet. The
stocks obstructed her view. She could not see them – only feel
them. Two wicked evil looking nurses crouched down behind the
stocks, at her feet, and the French god joined them, smirking.
Stacy started making funny little sounds as they prepared to
begin.



“Ppf! Ptts! Pfffff! Tsshhhh! Chhh! CH’U! Uhh!” Stacy muttered, half
gurning, half mewing, still squirming from little tickles over her
bare skin. As soon as they started on her feet good and proper. She
couldn’t stifle the agony or suffer in silence any longer.



“WAAAAAAAHHHHHHH HAHAHAHAHAHA! BWAAAAAAA HAHAHAHAA! AAAAAAAHHHH
HAHAHAHAHA!” Stacy screamed at the top of her lungs, as loud as her
vocal cords could deliver, so loud she almost tore the roof off the
very high ceiling. The agony was incredible! She couldn’t believe
it to herself. The look of absolute disbelief, shock and horror in
her wide livid eyes would make the uninitiated cry and light prayer
candles for her. But the medical team was very used to this
madness. They simply chuckled.



Skilfully the two nurses, working on a foot each, with both hands
played the cleverest dances of open closes, crawls and incy wincies
all over and around the soles of her feet. Their fingertips even
tickled around the rim of the soles of her feet – much overlooked
by those not properly trained in Kink and tickletorture. Her toes
crunched and squirmed when their fingernails crawled underneath,
almost tickling between the toes. The French god was busy lightly
tickling the tops of her feet, simply by gliding his fingertips up
and down, over and around, random semi open-closes and tickly
squigglies, all the way from the shin joint to the tops of her
toes. When the nurses needed better access to beneath her toes, he
would hold the toes up for them. When she wriggled her feet too
much and they needed to give the soles a good evil squiggly incy
wincying, he’d hold her feet fast by the toes. When they wanted to
wander down around the ankle area and even crawl up over and around
the tops of her feet with their evil fingernails, again he held her
feet still. The agony was doubly intense when he held them fast
making it impossible to escape even one tenth the power of the
tickles. She had to suffer every tickle sensation at its fullest
force and intensity. There was nothing to do but scream.



“BWAAAAAHHHHHHH AWWW GOD I’M GOING TO PEE MYSELF!” Stacy screamed
in eye rolling agony. She could still feel the nurses lightly
tickling her ribs, tummy and generally all over. It was anguish but
the absolute agony at her feet totally overwhelmed her full
consciousness of all other tickles.



“Oh that’s fine, just pee yourself. Don’t be shy!” The hot Greek
said. More chuckles. Oh the shame!



“Aw please guys I’m seriously going to pee myself!” Stacy bawled,
cackling and hacking and gagging. She was absolutely bursting. The
tickling didn’t help. Someone changed her cotton balls again amidst
all the madness. She hoped for some respite when pleading she
needed to pee but it didn’t help a bit. If anything, it just got
worse. She screamed, she begged, she tried to squirm but was held
fast with all the cuffs and straps. Tingles mixed with the urge to
pee. One last massive surge of incredible tickles overwhelmed her.
They tickled her quadriceps now with deep hard tickles and light
tickles together. The African and the Australian joined by two
nurses set upon her legs and even her pelvis, as the French worked
with his nurses at her feet. The Greek and Spaniard took to hard
tickle attacking her ribs.



“BWAAAAAHHHH HAHAHAHAHA!” Stacy screamed, half insane with the
torture. Then she felt it, the hot gush, flowing uncontrollably all
over the leather seat, soaking her kitty, her bum, behind her legs.
The pee dripped and poured noisily off the front of the chair onto
the floor. A wave of tingles bloomed as the peeing ended causing
Stacy to gasp and shudder noisily “HUH-HAW-W-W-W-WWW!!!”, her
pelvis and thighs vibrating. She felt like she was in some state of
burning half orgasm, almost out of her mind.



“God I’m so sorry! I warned you!” Stacy bawled. She was so ashamed,
but why did that feel so naughty and liberating?



“That’s ok, no need to blush.” The god smirked. That made Stacy
blush more. Chuckles and sniggers caused her to close her eyes with
embarrassment.



“Aw come on wouldn’t you wet yourself?” Stacy protested, feeling
disgraced, yet naughty. Peeing herself naked with ten guys tickling
her? Who would have thought just four hours ago?



“We certainly would wet ourselves…” the god said, grinning.



“And that’s the point exactly!” The head nurse chimed in
quickly.



“Nose stabilising!” The Italian interjected “Now please, quickly,
this one is serious, to The Tumbler please now!!!” He demanded,
clapping his hands, leading ahead of the team. Within twenty
seconds Stacy was lifted out of the stalks and chair, ten more
seconds she was wiped clean and dried. Two nurses stayed behind and
expertly cleaned The Foot Stalks of all her massive puddle of pee
within 30 seconds. They were approaching and ready for duty as
Stacy was now being prepared for her next session of therapy on The
Tumbler. The absurdity of the thing caused her to shake her head,
laughing half insane in utter disbelief.
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