
This story only features the torture and execution of a man. It is not significant to the Witchseekers story arc. 
 
Author’s Note 
 
 These narratives were constructed around the activities of an online community called Witchseekers, in 
2004. It was an online role play/chain story built on members’ contributions, with significant events – especially 
the interrogation and execution of members “accused” of being witches – detailed in story form. 
 My own role in the group was initially as Torturer, then, after staging a coup and toppling the 
Witchseeker General, I became the head of the Witchseekers, until I too was overthrown and arrested. 
 Things were just getting interesting when the group was shut down by its host. These stories, disjointed 
and notably light on any kind of plot, are my only record of the Witchseekers story, but I wanted to share them. 
 Please note that there is little to no expressed sexual content in any of these works, so to many they will 
be more horror fiction than erotic fiction. But there are those among us who find these dark tales sexy indeed … 
 
Kirsten – January, 2021 
 
Added note: I have tried strappado for real, myself and I can confirm – it really, really, really hurts! 
 
 
 
Witchseekers Part 4 - Bubba 
 
Suspension 
 
 It is not often I have a man to work on in my torture chamber. 
 For the event, I've worn a black backless gown with a plunging neckline and split sides, teamed with 
strappy sandals and a gold serpent coiled around my upper left arm. It feels suitably goddess-like, even with my 
dark brown hair in a short pixie-style haircut. 
 As it is, of course, Bubba barely notices me. He is brought in with hands locked in shackles behind his 
back, barefoot in jeans and tee-shirt, a guard on each arm and two more behind. He tries to hide his fear as he 
looks around the vaulted depths of the torture chamber; but the flickering lights illuminate countless ghastly 
instruments, and I can see he is afraid. 
 He is a handsome man, a Burt Reynolds type with dark hair, dark eyebrows, his mixed white and 
Cherokee ancestry a delicious combination. It almost seems a shame to strip this man of his beauty and dignity, 
but it is my job. 
 "You have willingly submitted to being put to the question," I say, and his dark-blue eyes lock on to me, 
somewhere about breast-level. Subtle. "Just because you are a willing victim, don't think we'll go easy on you. 
Our examinations must find the Truth." 
 Bubba swallows; I see the shift of his adam's apple, and his eyes finally meet mine. "Just get on with it." 
 "Strip him," I order. 
 The guards are not gentle; they wrench his trousers and underpants down, and physically tear the tee-
shirt from his body; the garments are then heaped onto a brazier, where they smoulder and then burst into 
flames. Bubba watches with dismay; it is a reminder that, here, he is to be denied any of the comforts and 
modesties of civilised life. 
 "What do we think about this one, Kirsten?" It is Tina, my superior; she doesn't want to miss this, and 
she steps forward from the shadows, smiling with anticipation.  
 Bubba towers over us both, approaching six-four, long-limbed and lean. Standing naked, it's hard to 
miss the light tan of his skin, the fuzz of hair across his broad chest. Tina notes, "he seems cute." 
 "Now, Tina, it would be unprofessional to let pleasure compromise business," I remind her.  
 She looks me up and down. 



 "So why did you dress up? Going to a party?" She, sensibly, has dressed for the chill of the dungeons in 
moleskin trousers and a thick woollen sweater. 

"You know I can't stand sleeves," I try.  
"Or bras, or underwear, apparently," Tina laughs. 

 I have no response to that. "Um, we'd better get on with it." 
 The guards wrestle Bubba over to an open space between the torture chamber's gothic brick pillars. 

I was obliged to refit the suspension chain with larger manacles; those normally used are too narrow for 
this warlock's wrists. He is locked in the iron, wrists before his body, and I check personally that the shackles 
are secure before ordering the windlass turned. Bubba's muscular arms are drawn upwards by the fetters, baring 
the dark pockets of hair beneath his arms, inflating his chest, drawing up the arch of his ribcage, until his body 
stands stretched on tip-toes. 
 I look up into his eyes. They show trepidation, uncertainty. Already, he regrets turning himself over for 
examination, and it has not even started. There is a tension between us. I know that, freed, he could kill me with 
his bare hands, and I would be helpless against his strength. But here, I hold all the power. He fears me, but I 
can see that he desires me with equal intensity. He would most likely rape me before he killed me – and perhaps 
even fuck my corpse to shame me in death as well. 
 "Raise him," I order my guards. 
 The crank turns, and Bubba gives a groan as, by the manacled wrists, he is hoisted off the floor. He is 
raised until his toes search the air four inches from the slimy flagstones. The winch is locked. The pain is 
evident on his face, the iron manacles biting hard into the bones of his wrists. 
 "I won't confess," he gasps. "I am repentant." 
 "I haven't tortured you yet," I say in reply. "Savour this, Warlock, because it is sheer comfort compared 
to what awaits you." 
 From the warmth and comfort of my room by the torture chamber, I watch Bubba on a surveillance 
monitor. Unaware that he is under constant scrutiny, the dangling prisoner spends his first hour of suspension as 
they all do; desperate to get down. After all, it hurts badly. He swings his long legs, and reaches out with his 
feet, trying to discover some platform or object on which he might support his weight; but he is inches from the 
floor, and three yards from the nearest stone pillar. There is nothing. 
 Then he looks up at the manacles, the chain from which he slowly swings: it reaches four feet to its 
pulley, a height he could not hope to scale, even if there were any means to free himself at the top. 
 After an hour, his naked skin is glossed with a sheen of sweat. He still struggles, but now it is against the 
pain. His feet stir endlessly, his head shifts forward and back, his hips twist. It hurts in his wrists; but he is 
beginning to feel a burning pain in his arms as well. He can only hold that pain off by tensing his muscles and 
absorbing as much of his weight as he can ... but he knows, as I know, that it can only be temporary. 
 Over the second hour, his strength drains. I can see it. 
 Sure, he's a powerful man; but for all his strength, his size works against him. I have seen women hold 
out for three hours or more, but after two, Bubba has exhausted his arms and now, finally, hangs limply. 
 The tendons and ligaments in his arms and shoulders will be on fire. It is like being on the rack. His full 
weight is held by fibres that aren't made for that kind of load. Now, it is only Bubba's feet that stir and turn, his 
face contorted with pain. 
 I go for dinner. 
 It is almost four hours since he was hoisted, when I return to my monitor. He has had no relief in all that 
time; now he hangs motionless, his head down, his body wet with sweat. He would appear unconscious, but I 
know he is wide awake and aware of every shard of pain spearing through his shoulders and arms, pain that will 
be spreading down his back. 
 I smile in satisfaction, and switch off the computer. Still another eight hours until I have Bubba lowered 
from his suspension, so I may as well get some sleep. 



Water Torture 
  
 I'm dressed a little more sensibly for my second day with Bubba. 
 Only just. 
 A spaghetti-strap top, a pleated tartan miniskirt and calf-length boots with heels. I thought I glimpsed a 
wannabe-schoolgirl in the mirror as I left, but dammit, I've got to play the game to the max. It's humiliation; no 
grown man likes to be at the mercy of a schoolgirl. Even if she is on the uphill side of thirty-five. 
 I think I'm distracting the guards; they're more eager than usual, almost stepping on my heels as we 
stride into the torture chamber, towards the limp, gleaming figure dangling mid-air from the manacles. 
 "I'm guessing you didn't have a comfortable night," I say, as we near. 
 Bubba's head lifts, his feet shift, he groans. From the weariness on his face, hanging has been a thousand 
times worse than he ever imagined it would be. "Please, let me down!" 
 "Well, now, I'll be happy to do that," I say, "but first I have to ask if you'll reconsider your position. All 
of this posturing, claiming that you're a reformed warlock, that you're following the 'right path,' between you 
and me, it's all bullshit, isn't it?" 
 "Please … I am not a warlock any more," he groans. 
 "Oh, come now!" I put my hand out to the hard wall of his taut belly, a slow downwards caress of the 
firm, warm muscle; then push. Like a carcass of meat, Bubba swings back on the chain, then slowly forward, 
the iron creaking and grating. He winces against the shifting stresses in his tortured arms. "You'll need to do 
better than that, to convince me!" I glance at the guards. "Bring him down, prepare the water torture." 
 Exhausted from a night hanging, Bubba has barely the energy to struggle, as he is dragged over to a 
simple ladder-type rack, angled off the floor. Held down on it by three guards, he cannot escape as the fourth 
guard manacles his wrists to the uppermost rung. His ankles are tied together and roped to the winch at the 
rack's lower end. 
 The guards step back, their prisoner restrained; but one takes the long lever of the winch, and carefully 
begins to turn it. The ratchet clicks, and Bubba's muscled frame is pulled, gradually straighter, longer, until he is 
drawn into an uncomfortable stretch. His ribcage is lifted, his belly hollowed, his arms and thighs taut and 
defined with the strain. I put a hand to his chest to check the tension, feeling the strong thud of his heart beneath 
the fuzz of hair. 
 "Three notches more," I order. 
 The ropes squeal, the ladder-rack creaks, and Bubba gives a groan as his already-tormented arms are 
again put under stress. I nod in satisfaction. "Now the mask." 
 It is made of leather, resembling a featureless muzzle but for a single round hole. Bubba’s nostrils are 
first plugged with wads of warmed wax; then the mask is stretched over his nose and lower face, leaving only 
his panicked eyes uncovered. The closeness and heaviness of the mask brings on feelings of suffocation, 
claustrophobia. Only the hole over his mouth allows breath; his nose is sealed and the mask prevents him from 
blowing out the wax plugs. The mask is buckled tightly in place. 
 For the second time, I put my hand to his chest. Now, I trail my fingertips downwards, over the 
corrugations of his ribcage, then across the hard-pillowed landscape of his abominals. He knows where my hand 
is going, and even with the mask strapped on, he lifts his head to see. 
 Is he aroused, despite his predicament? Could that be possible? I imagine his gaze travelling down my 
exposed neck, my bare shoulders and downy skin; exploring the shape of me, the way my top hugs my bra-less 
breasts, the way my nipples poke bumps in the thin cotton. I imagine him watching the way my tiny skirt flirts 
with my thighs. 
 As my hand closes around his cock, his head falls back and he exhales. It must be fear but it almost 
seems like arousal. He doesn't see, then, the rubber band in my other hand, but as soon as I snap it over his 
cock, doubling it so that it painfully constricts his flaccid manhood, he cries out. 
 "Oh god, take it off, please!" 
 There's more to come. As Bubba lies pleading for the band to be taken off his penis, I retrieve one more 
implement, then, standing alongside his chest, I press my hand over the mouth-hole of the leather mask on his 
face, sealing it shut, silencing his voice in an instant. 



Bubba's eyes fly wide. I watch his belly shift as he tries to draw breath; I feel the suction on my palm. 
He tries to twist his head away from under my hand, but it is useless. 
 Long seconds pass. My hand stays in place. 
 His heart is pounding. His lungs want air, and he is trying without success to breathe. I have been 
counting in my head; one minute. In another thirty seconds, he will be at the point of utter panic, that moment 
when a drowning man finally tries to breathe water into his lungs and the agony of death begins. 
 I wait. 
 Bubba is writhing, struggling for air, his eyes wild, filled with horror and pleading. He truly believes I 
am killing him, suffocating him with nothing more than the touch of my palm, I can see it in his eyes. 
 I remove my hand. 
 Behind the mask's small hole, the warlock's mouth opens wide, and he gasps air in a huge inward 
whoop. At the same instant, I bring up a metal funnel I have been holding, and shove it down into the hole. It 
slides cleanly into Bubba's open mouth, over his tongue, all the way to the back of his throat. Bubba makes an 
awful sound, his body heaves as he gags and retches, trying to eject the funnel, but I am already fastening it into 
place with a simple pair of dome-catches. Finally, with a hollow, megaphone sound, Bubba begins to breathe, 
fast and ragged, through the funnel, as if it's a snorkel. His eyes show every bit of his dread, as he realises the 
true horror of his situation. 
 I step back and look at him. His tall body is stretched taut, utterly helpless. His skin gleams with 
perspiration. His limbs are taut and hard, straining, the veins stark. Amidst the dark fuzz of his chest, his nipples 
poke up into the chill dungeon air, inviting the grip of pliers or the snip of shears. His cock is already looking 
blue, strangled by the rubber band tight around its base. 
 Two of the guards have brought water; four large pails of it, and a scoop. The scoop holds one pint. 
Slowly, taking up the scoop, I dip it in the first bucket and hold it over Bubba's naked chest. Drops of water 
splat onto his skin, and he flinches. 
 "Understand how this works, Warlock," I say carefully. "I tip the water into that funnel in your mouth. 
You swallow it, or you drown. It's your choice." 
 Bubba tries to shake his head no! but I tip the water into the funnel. It gurgles down the spout, quickly 
fills to the brim. For a few seconds, Bubba does nothing. But he can't breathe. I can see him fighting not to 
panic; his arms are straining against the tension of the rack, but he can't get free. 
 Briefly, there is a burst and a gurgle from the funnel; he is trying to blow the water out, but there's too 
much; he simply loses precious breath. I calmly dip the scoop again, and refill the funnel to the brim. 
 The veins on Bubba's forehead begin to stand out. He knows he has no choice. Then, finally, he begins 
to swallow it. Glug, glug, glug … the water level subsides as he swallows it down, with increasing desperation. 
He needs to breathe. 
 I wait until he has almost swallowed all the water, then dip the scoop again and refill the funnel. Bubba's 
eyes almost burst from his head in horror. He still hasn't breathed; his chest is spasming for air, his stomach 
heaves. Without hesitation, now, he gulps the water as fast as he can, taking it down. Finally, it is gone, and he 
heaves precious air through the funnel. 
 I let him breathe for ten seconds, his chest and belly rocking up and down. Then I refill the scoop. 
 "Uhhhhh," is all Bubba can say through the funnel, trying to shake his head between his tautly-
upstretched arms, but I pour the third pint in regardless. This time, there is no hesitation. He swallows, 
swallows, swallows it down, fast and frantic gulps. Even before it is empty, I fill the scoop again, pour it into 
the funnel. 
 Bubba drinks. 
 Four pints, now. Bubba coughs through the funnel, breathing hard. I can see already that his stomach is 
distended. He will be hurting. The torture has begun. I fill the scoop once again, but this time, I dribble a little at 
a time into the funnel. As the water hits the back of his throat, he is forced to swallow it, despite the cramping 
pain in his stomach. I gaze into his eyes as I pour, wanting him to understand the complete control I have over 
him. I decide whether he breathes, or drowns. I decide how long he can have between breaths, I decide how 
many breaths he can have. 



 When he has finally taken the fifth pint, I take a break. Judging from the groans coming from the funnel, 
Bubba is in a lot of pain already. His stomach feels like it is about to burst. Already the water is quickly filtering 
through his system, and things are only going to get worse. 
 Fifteen minutes, then I fill the scoop again and, ignoring Bubba's frantic hootings, pour the water into 
the funnel. Again, he swallows it down; more reflex than conscious act. When this latest pint of water has 
gurgled down the funnel, Bubba gives a groan. 
 Another fifteen minutes, another pint. 
 Then another fifteen minutes, and yet another pint. 
 A little more than an hour after starting the torture, Bubba looks as if he's pregnant. His belly is bloated 
and taut, adding strain to his already-stretched body. Every minute or so a knot of cramp hits his stomach, and 
he visibly tenses, his eyes screwing up with the pain. Everything is distended, stretched by the volume of water 
inside him. 
 I dip the scoop, and dribble a little more every half minute, and Bubba obediently swallows it. I can 
almost hear his innards creaking as they stretch and cramp. His bladder, too, is rapidly expanding; but with the 
rubber band around his penis, he can't release it. 

When the latest scoopful has gone, the warlock lies groaning. The sweat has broken out across his body. 
He is truly in pain, now. I stand, looking down at him. "Confess that you still practise witchcraft. Confess that 
you are involved in the black arts. Confess that you have tried to deceive the Witchseekers." 
 His eyes squeeze shut. He cannot bring himself to shake his head and deny confession, but he will not 
nod yes. 
 "Christ, this is getting boring," one of the guards complains. "He'll never confess!"  
 I turn, to send him an icy glare. "Don't underestimate this technique," I growl. "You're all dismissed, for 
now; but if you want to see something spectacular, come back in two hours." 
 The guards depart. 
 It takes patience; scoop after scoop of water, dribbled into the funnel; and when the guards return, 
Bubba is screaming. 
 Not just groans, but full screams of pain. His belly his horribly expanded, his bladder too; his wrists and 
ankles are bleeding from his desperate attempts to get free. His innards, distended and stretched by the water, 
hurt as if somebody was performing surgery without anaesthetic. 
 Repeatedly he throws up; water gurgles from his throat, up into the funnel; he's forced to swallow it 
again before he can breathe, but in that time, the sheer panic of suffocation and near-drowning take him again to 
the edge of sanity. 
 Water is seeping as sweat from every pore; but it leeches vital salts from his muscles as it does, and 
under the tension of the rack, the cramps are excruciating. Another scream echoes through the torture chamber. 
His stretched body is shaking violently. Tears stream from his eyes. 
 But I am about to make it even worse. I approach the table holding a cane, a yard long, the thickness of 
my index finger. I swish it idly through the air; it makes a delicious whistling sound. 
 "Remove the mask," I say. 
 Bubba's head is wrenched up, the leather face-mask unbuckled. It is pulled away, the long stem of the 
funnel is drawn from his throat, and Bubba heaves a small amount of water out. They head his head drop, and 
he gives a long wail of agony. 

"You've had time to think upon your confession," I say. "Give it now, and you will receive mercy." 
 "Stop the pain," he begs. 
 "Do you confess?" 
 "Please, my Lady, please! I swear, I am an innocent man!" 
 Without any further questions, I lift my arm and slash down with the cane; it gives a shrill whistle and 
then thwacks!! across Bubba's distended belly. It is like hitting a drum, the shockwave brutalising his distended 
organs, and he gives a terrible scream of agony.  
 I thrash his belly again, then again; the blows are hard and cruel, each one laying a savage red welt 
across his shining-tight skin. He bellows in pain. I pause, then strike him twice again; slashing across his 
stomach, then higher, the cane smashing down onto one nipple and making his body bounce up off the ladder-
rack despite the tension. 



 Bubba throws up more water, chokes and coughs, his screams replaced by desperate splutters and 
whoops for air. I gauge the distance again, and slice down hard with the cane, just above his pubic hair. The 
impact finds his bladder, agony exploding through his abdomen with the intensity of electric shocks. The pain 
knocks the air out of him, and he simply lies, stretched, his mouth wide open, incapable of sound. 
 So I slice down again with the cane one more time across his belly. The shock of impact brings a new 
scream from Bubba's throat that takes a long time to ebb. 

The marks of the cane are raised welts on his flesh. His bloated abdomen is already changing colour 
where it has struck him; he looks ready to burst open. His cock pokes up at a strange angle, blue now, with the 
rubber band still around the base. 

I grasp Bubba's face and turn it so that he is forced to look at me, his eyes dark with suffering, the tears 
mixing with sweat. "Confess. Confess and it ends." 

"Oh, God, please," he whimpers. "You have to let me piss, I beg you, I beg you!" 
The guards chuckle. If they only knew the intensity of pain Bubba is experiencing. The warlock is 

oblivious to their amusement, his eyes pleading me. 
"Confess and I'll take it off," I say. 
"You're breaking an innocent man," Bubba sobs. 
"You lie!" I shout, and swing the cane down hard towards the base of the rack. Its end slices across the 

knuckles of his toes with a sound like a firecracker, and Bubba jolts, then lets out a long howl of pain. I shout 
"put the mask back on him!" 

"No, no, oh for pity's sake, nooo!" Bubba squeals in terror. The guards wrestle with his head, lifting the 
rack and putting the mask around his face. Bubba is begging; he is in more agony than he can bear, and terrified 
beyond words at the thought of more torture. 

The leather is buckled securely, the funnel is brought. Bubba clamps his mouth shut, but I change that 
quickly. Another swishing blow of the cane to the ends of his toes, and he screams out in pain; the stem of the 
funnel is shoved deep into his mouth. 

He sees me filling the scoop with water, and his voice trumpets whimpers of terror through the funnel. 
They're quickly stifled, though, when I pour the water in, and his belly rocks and heaves as he is forced to 
swallow it down. The resulting spasms and cramps through his stomach feel like a knife has sliced through it, 
and he is barely able to choke down the last of the water. When it's all swallowed, he can't even scream; the 
moans I hear are those of a man barely able to catch breath. 

I fill the scoop again. Bubba's eyes are losing focus, but I hover the scoop above the rim of the funnel, 
letting a small splash land in his throat. He coughs, swallows. 

"One more chance, Warlock. Confess." 
He does not reply. Perhaps he can't. I pour the water anyway. The funnel fills to the brim; the water 

glugs lazily as Bubba swallows once, twice, three times; and then, no more. He is struggling to take the water 
down his throat, but his body won't respond. Instead, he is quietly drowning, the funnel still half-full. 

I glance over his body. The sheen of perspiration, the stretched and straining muscles, the obscenely-
swollen belly, his strangled cock. He has somehow managed to hold out; but this is only the first day. 

I shake my head. "We're finished for now. Let him breathe." Still swinging the cane, I walk from the 
rack. As an afterthought I call back, "oh, and take that rubber band off his dick before his bladder bursts … but 
stand back!" 

Judging from the guards' reactions a minute later, it's quite a geyser. 



Strappado and Ball-Crusher 
 

 He spends the next few days chained in his cell. It takes a while to recover from the water torture; the 
cramps are severe, and he will ache for a week or more. But we don't need to wait that long for the questioning 
to resume. 
 It seems the warlock is tough. Torture that would have broken most witches has not yet wrenched the 
truth from this one. 
 If it had not been for his open defiance of the Witchseekers prior to turning himself in for examination, I 
would have pronounced him innocent. Now, I believe otherwise, and I seek to prove it. 
 Bubba is wrenched into the torture chamber by two guards. Neither man is small; but Bubba, tall and 
strapping, his strength recovered a little, fights them every step. Even with wrists bound behind his back, he 
tests the guards' grip. 
 Behind are three figures; The Witchseekers Steve and Austin, and my sister-dungeon mistress, Tina. 
 In the open space beneath the suspension-chain, Bubba is thrown to the stone floor. He lands on his 
knees, and crouches low. 
 I acknowledge my associates, then look down at the cowering warlock. "Bubba. Who so bravely resisted 
the water torture ... you know, you should have confessed while the going was so easy." 
 Bubba addresses the floor: "I am innocent, and nothing you can do to me will change that." 
 I purse my lips, pretending to peruse that idea. "Now, the problem is, a guilty warlock would say exactly 
the same thing to save his arse. So I think we'll just let the truth find its own way out."  
 To Steve, I say, "please, proceed." 
 Bubba's wrists have already been bound behind him; now, the two guards push him face-down on the 
floor. Steve brings an iron bar, known as a 'spreader;' more than a yard long, with a manacle at each end. Austin 
holds one leg so that Steve can close one fetter of the spreader-bar about Bubba's ankle; then, struggling against 
the fighting warlock, the two men force Bubba's other ankle into the remaining fetter, locking it firmly. 
 Bubba lies on his belly, panting and growling, his legs now broadly-spread. 
 Feared for his prowess in the torture chamber as well as at the burning stake, the Witchseeker Steve will 
be instrumental in today's proceedings; it is he who has chosen and checked most of the implements. His 
seasoned associate, Austin, has seen more witches put to flame than any other in his time, and is on hand to 
assist as well. 
 Steve orders one of the attending guards to bring over the heaviest of the iron weights; a fifty-pound 
ingot. By a short chain, the iron weight is attached to a mooring point in the centre of the spreader-bar. 

Bubba knows already what is to come. But either he is brave, or stupid beyond belief; he says nothing, 
even as the suspension-chain is lowered, passed between his bound wrists behiind his back, and securely 
locked. Steve checks all; bonds, fastening, chains, then nods to me. 

"Raise him," I say. 
It is Austin himself who turns the crank. The ratchet clinks over, the chain rattles and clatters, drawing 

through the pulley high overhead, and Bubba's arms are lifted behind his back. Awkward with his ankles so 
widely spread, he manages a kind of splayed kneel, but still the winch turns, and his arms lift higher. 

Austin rolls the winch. Fighting the constraints of the spreader-bar, Bubba somehow manages to find his 
feet; but every inch he concedes is another two inches taken in by the winch, and it is not long before he is on 
the balls of his feet, his arms rising ever-higher behind his back. The strain shows in the definition of his arms' 
muscles; the laterals and triceps stark and drawn. 

More steady clicks of the winch. His arms are pulled higher still, his back bows forward, and Bubba 
groans with the discomfort. Normally his physique would be beautiful, were it not contorted and strained, 
muscles bunched against the chains' pull, veins bulging with the unnatural tensions. 

I signal Austin to pause, and lean my hands on my knees alongside the straining man, intimately close. 
"I will give you one more chance to tell the truth and avoid what lies ahead. Tell me now that you are a warlock, 
and I will spare you the torture." 

Bubba lifts his head enough to look into my eyes. "One day this will be your fate, you double-crossing 
bitch," he snarls. "One day, you will be screaming. And on that day, I will watch, and laugh!" 

I smile. "I'm sorry, am I supposed to be frightened by that?" I glance at Austin. "Please, continue." 



 Bubba gives a gasp and then a shout as the chain is drawn in, and, by his back-wrenched arms, he is 
lifted off the floor. The pain is instant and severe. Agony in his arms, savage and heavy in his shoulder muscles 
and triceps, feeling as if his elbows are on the verge of breaking; pain also spears terribly down the outer 
muscles of his back. The pain is so much that already he is gasping, pitching his widely-spread feet for some 
kind of support. 
 He is raised up until his toes are six inches off the floor, with the heavy fifty-pound weight still resting 
on the ground. Already the sweat is balling into droplets on his face and shoulders, his gasps and grunts 
testament to the effect of strappado. But he does not ask to be let down, and he does not confess. 
 "We'll give you a few hours to enjoy your new predicament," I say. 
 Bubba's barely-contained shout of pain follows our exit. 
 I again watch, over the closed-circuit monitor. Bubba hangs on the strappado chain, unable to keep still, 
unable to keep silent. It's intolerable enough when it first begins; but after fifteen minutes it becomes 
excruciating, and after half an hour, he is bellowing in pain. 
 Anyone who has ever had their arm twisted behind their back will have an inkling of how the pain might 
be; many have broken within minutes of being hoisted like this. And yet history is full of accounts of men and 
women who have endured strappado without a single cry. 
 Bubba is not one of them. Below his contorted shoulders, his face is red with torment, and he shouts 
repeatedly at the floor as he twists slowly on the end of the chain. The sweat drips from him, glistens on his 
naked body. 
 Bubba's muscles have been fighting to support his weight in the strappado; but after more than an hour, 
they are burning, cramping, and losing strength. It makes the torment much worse, as the full strain goes onto 
his tendons and ligaments. It is a hot, hot pain; like burning irons thrust deep into his joints.  
 Three hours since Bubba was put in strappado. His cries echo off stone walls. I finally call together 
Steve, Austin, and the two assisting guards, and we make our return to the torture chamber. Tina volunteers to 
attend, in case her expertise is needed.  
 Things are about to get much worse for Bubba if he doesn't confess. 
 "So … you've had time to think about this," I say, one hand on my hip, regarding his wretched, naked, 
hanging body with slight amusement. Between his parted thighs, his cock dangles soft and vulnerable. I eye it 
meaningfully. "What's say we get serious, and discuss your knowledge of the Black Arts?" 
 "Aaargh," Bubba gives. He shakes his head, sweat-drops tumbling. 
 Is this guy a sucker for punishment, or what? 
 Austin hands me two objects of heavy black iron. I cradle them in my palm and hold them beneath 
Bubba's pain-filled face. "Do you know what these are, Warlock?" It doesn't take much imagination: each 
consists of two slightly-concave studded plates, mounted in opposition on a screw-tightening device, the size of 
oval castanets. Bubba gives no answer, so I tell him. "They're ball-crushers, baby. And right now, they're all 
yours. Let's see how they fit, shall we?" 
 "Fuck you," Bubba manages to spit. "I won't confess! You're - aaah! - torturing an innocent man!" 
 "We'll see," I say with a shrug of one shoulder.  
 "No!" Bubba shouts. He tries to kick or thrash his outspread legs, but the beauty of the spreader-bar is 
that he can merely twist his hips and swing his feet ineffectually - and the chain connecting it to the fifty-pound 
iron weight on the floor restricts his freedom to a few inches. Struggling only sends worse agony through his 
arms and shoulders, and he quickly realises his helplessness. 
 With tenderness, I reach out and cup his testicles in my hand; they are warm, firm. I select the left, 
rolling it between my thumb and two fingers; even that is enough to make him groan. Holding the testicle, I fit 
the first crusher over it. It is a simple matter to turn the screw until the two plates press lightly on his ball. I do 
the same with the other testicle, so that he hangs there with two black metal clamps on his scrotum. 
 Neither Steve nor Austin are watching; they keep their eyes averted. Tina, on the other hand, cranes her 
neck to get the best view of proceedings. 
 No point in wasting time: I twist the screw of the first, impelling the plates together, and the pressure 
begins to tell at once. Bubba gives another shout; despite the agony in his twisted shoulders, this is a different 
kind of pain, deep and nauseating, as the rounded studs inside the crusher's plates press into his testicle. 
 I twist the other screw, the plates tighten. Bubba twitches and grunts. 



 "The truth, now," I say, looking up at his anguished face. My fingers are on the screw of the left crusher. 
"Give me the truth." 
 "May God forgive you," Bubba gasps. 
 I twist the screw. The plates compress, and Bubba jolts in his strappado, giving a new cry of pain. His 
knees try to rise in reflex to the pain; but all he does is jerk against the iron weight to which the spreader-bar is 
chained, wrenching his own shoulders. 
 I tighten the other crusher again, then again; Bubba gives another groan as his testicle begins to distort 
under the pressure. The rounded metal studs of the device impress themselves in the sensitive tissue, and the 
warlock is feeling it badly. 
 "Confess!" I urge, and twist the screw again. 
 Bubba gives a howl as his ball is squashed tighter. "Oh god, take it off!!" 
 I screw it tighter. 
 Bubba lets out a long scream of pain, jolting and thrashing, swinging his shackled feet, pumping his hips 
as if he's simulating sex, trying to shake the crusher loose; but he is confined to the pain. I ride out his efforts, 
and twist the screw once again; his testicle is now squeezed to half its normal width, and Bubba howls. 
 But still no confession. 
 I step back and regard him. His face is dangerously pale with growing nausea from the crusher; his 
shining and twisted body still agonisingly in strappado. It's time to crank the torture up a notch or ten. 
 "Let's do it," I tell Austin and Steve. 
 Bubba is still howling, and, twisting from his back-wrenched arms with the crusher tight on his testicle, 
he doesn't notice that Steve and Austin have moved to the winch, until it begins to turn, and he is raised up. As 
the clattering chain hauls his wretched shape higher, the chain linking the spreader-bar to the fifty-pound weight 
grows taut. 
 Bubba throws up. The pain from his testicle is expressed as nausea, and a watery spurt splashes to the 
floor from his open mouth. 
 I shake my head in disgust. "Oh, how uncool. Just wind it in, guys." 
 At my instruction, Austin and Steve together haul the winch around. In the few moments before the 
weight is lifted from the ground, Bubba's body visibly straightens - his arms, backwards, up behind his head; his 
spine and legs straight down - and he gives the most terrible screams yet. 
 The winch rolls, and the fifty-pound weight on his ankles is lifted from the flagstones. The additional 
strain on his burning and tortured joints and ligaments is agony beyond belief, and he is screaming like a 
madman. The winch is locked with the weight four inches from the ground. 

There is no way Bubba can thrash about, or even move, now; so I step in close again, and reach up to the 
crushers squeezing his testicles. None too gently, I tighten the looser of the two, until it compresses his ball into 
an oblong. His screams are endless. 
 "I think the crushers need to be tighter still," Tina offers. 
 I block her with a casual arm. "No, babe. Not yet. Patience." 
 Over the next half hour, Bubba proves his ability to endure. In strappado, with his ankles locked widely-
apart in a spreader-bar, a heavy iron weight hanging off it, and testicles squeezed to the point of rupturing in the 
crushers, he is in overwhelming pain. The sweat pours off him. The veins stand out on his forehead, through his 
contorted shoulders; the striations of his arm muscles are stark and fierce with strain. He shouts and moans and 
wails. But he does not confess that he is a warlock. 
 I hug myself against Tina's glances in my direction: what are you going to do about it? she seems to be 
saying, while Austin and Steve simply wait patiently, expectantly for the next stage. I feel my face reddening 
with humiliation that this man dangling in agony before us is refusing to break under my ministrations. 
 "Fine," I say, after forty minutes: he hasn't so much as asked for mercy. "We'll play it your way." 
 "That's more like it," I hear Tina say. 
 I stand in front of the groaning warlock. "Confess, and it will go no further." 
 "Suck my dick," the warlock manages to gasp. 
 Well, if the circumstances were different … 

My hands are on the testicle crusher's screw an instant later, and I give it two full turns. Bubba screams 
in agony as a soft pop! comes from between the iron plates, his ball’s delicate internal structure finally 



surrendering to the pressure. I make a twirling signal with my finger, and Steve and Austin begin to turn the 
winch again. 
 By his bound and back-wrenched arms, the screaming Bubba is hoisted higher and higher, the weight 
still dangling off his ankle-bar. Inch by inch he is raised towards the ceiling, until finally his wrists touch the 
ring through which the chain runs. The iron weight itself is more than six feet above the floor. 
 "Confess, or you are about to discover pain you never even imagined." 
 Bubba gives a wail of terror, looking down in dread, but shakes his head. 
 I signal to drop him. 
 Austin releases the brake. The winch spins. The chain clatters. Bubba plunges towards the floor, his 
descent lead by the iron weight; then abruptly, Austin snaps the winch's brake back on. Bubba is jammed to a 
halt with a bang! and his shoulders instantly, spectacularly dislocate. His arms are suddenly straight up above 
him, yet around the wrong way; his shoulders look grotesque and corkscrewed. His eyes bulge, even as dust 
floats down from the shuddering chain; the heavy iron weight swings inches above the floor. 
 Bubba screams. He screams without pause for over a minute, long howls of agony that are painful to the 
ears. His body slowly twists on the end of the chain like a piñata. His own ligaments are the only things that 
keep his arms attached to his body, and the pain is beyond imagination. 
 "Again!" I call, and Tina gives a small cheer. 
 Now, Bubba is pleading through his shrieks. As the winch turns and he is raised up towards the ceiling 
again, he begins gibbering like a madman. 
 "Oh god, no, no! Stop! Don't do it again, I beg you, I beg you! Don't, please!" 
 "Confess and it stops," I promise. I select an iron bar from the nearby implement table, and return with it 
dragging across the flagstones, a metallic scraping joining the slow clatter of the winding chain. 
 Bubba pisses in terror as his wrists again touch the ring. I have to jump back to avoid being splashed. 
"Oh god, no more! No more!" he begs. Tears and sweat have wet his face. 
 "Oh, for heaven's sake," I complain. "Drop him." 
 Bubba is shrieking and screaming as they let him plummet. He bangs! to a halt on the end of the chain 
for the second time, his body jolting upwards briefly as if his ligaments were bungy cords. 
 His screams are terrible. 
 As he hangs there, bellowing and shrieking in maddened agony, heft the iron bar. I eye my target, then, 
in an, upswing worthy of a baseball star, I smash the bar up into Bubba's literally ironclad testicles. It strikes 
with a clang, slamming his tortured balls up into his groin. 
 There is disappointment that the blow seems to have no effect; in fact, Bubba falls completely silent.  
 The truth is that the breath has been flung from the poor fellow's lungs, and his eyes, all but popping out 
of his head, prove that. Then, he screams; like a little girl. It is a high, blood-curdling shriek of agony. 
 "Christ!" shouts Tina, putting her hands over her ears. Even I am taken aback by the utter dementedness 
in his voice. He takes deep, rasping breaths between each scream, then chokes and vomits again; this time, it 
splashes my bare shoulder. 
 "Oh, yuck!" I shout, while Tina, behind me, laughs. "Dammit - drop him again!" 
 Steve and Austin begin to turn the winch again, but as Bubba's ruined body is hoisted in jolts and jerks 
again towards the ceiling, he starts shaking his head wildly. 
 "No more! No more!" Bubba shrieks. "I confess - anything - anything at all - take me off - no more - let 
me down!" The words run together in a desperate garble, and then he is screaming again, unable to form words, 
unable to stop his cries. 
 "You confess that you are a warlock?" I check. 
 Shrieking yes. 
 "And if I bring you down, you will ratify that confession before the Witchseekers?" 
 "Oh go-o-o-od ye-e-e-sssss!" he howls. 
 I sigh relief, then signal Austin and Steve to lower the screaming wretch. 
 Bubba loses consciousness before his feet touch the ground.  



Execution 
 
 The Warlock Bubba was brought into the Witchseekers' chateau months ago. He was put to the 
Question, and despite his best efforts to resist, eventually confessed to witchcraft. He then betrayed more 
witches with whom he used to associate, bent utterly to his interrogators' will, revealing every last secret. 
 It was worse than we had thought. His confession detailed the many good souls he had turned, the 
innocents he had cast dark magic over. A warlock who bathed in the blood and ate the flesh of people with the 
misfortune to cross his path. These were the words coaxed from his confession, signed in a shaky hand before 
he was removed from the examination. 
 Since then, he has languished in chains in a damp and lightless cell. 
 But one more step must be taken before Justice has been done. Bubba must die. 
 I am always reluctant to see unnecessary suffering. Yes, the warlock's soul must be cleaned in the 
purifying fire. But the Witchseekers' panel has also decided that an example has to be made; Bubba's suffering 
has to send a clear message to other would-be warlocks and witches. 
 For this execution, I alone am responsible. I have dressed in the traditional colour - black. But it is a 
delightful dress, a short silk baby-doll dress with shoestring straps, an open lattice back with cris-cross strings. 
Shoes are simple open sandals with laces that tie at the ankle. My outfits are a strategic part of the Witchseekers' 
marketing; our video content has picked up considerably since I stepped into the Chief Torturer role, with views 
going off the scale. 
 It's impossible to wear a bra with a dress this flimsy, though, and I can see my associates' eyes 
wandering from time to time to my breasts - my nipples jut against the feather-light fabric in the chill of the 
dungeon as we march to Bubba's cell.  
 We reach a cell at the end of a narrow, musty passageway in the very bowels of the dungeon, dug into 
the bedrock. The cell door itself is solid iron, and must weigh five hundred pounds. The jailer finds its key, 
releases the padlock, draws the bolt, and, with effort, draws the creaking door open. The light of our torches 
spills into a slimy, claustrophobic space. Windowless, putrid; it stinks of sweat and human waste. 
 Against the facing wall slumps a greasy figure. Bubba, the once-arrogant Warlock who was brought to 
us and cruelly broken in the torture chamber. When he was delivered to us, he was tanned, muscular and tall; 
now, for all his stature, he seems fragile and pallid and thin. 
 His arms are locked in chains above his head in manacles; his hands droop uselessly from the iron 
fetters. He has a full beard now; he has not shaved, nor bathed, nor worn clothes, nor even had the freedom of 
his hands, for more than two months. I can feel my mouth curling in disgust, and my eyes travel down to the 
filthy nest of hair in his groin, his greasy cock and one surviving ball. 
 There was a time when this might have been a man to whom I would feel attracted. Flirted, laid my 
small hand on his powerful thigh. Unbuttoned his shirt with excited fingers and gasps of delight; stroked his 
fuzzy chest or nuzzled my face into the fragrant pockets of hair under his arms. Once I might have caressed the 
firm plateau of his muscular belly, closed my fingers around his cock and made it hard, so that I could take it 
into my mouth and deliver him to a new dimension of pleasure. 
 Now, though, the thought repels me. 
 My gut instinct is to grab the blade of one of our guards and slice this wretched man's undefended 
throat, putting him out of his misery. But his sins are too great for that, and Bubba's death will not be so quick 
or merciful. 
 "Unchain him, then bind his hands and bring him," I order. 
 Bubba has not seen daylight for months, and his face is twisted against the early morning light as, with 
arms tied behind his back, naked and grubby, he is led out to the execution site, flanked by eight guards, Austin, 
and myself. He is bewildered, dazed, and fails to see some of the things that may otherwise cause him to cry out 
in horror.  
 This time, we have chosen a spot in the Chateau's extensive lawns, away from the amphitheatre. A pick-
up is parked nearby, its tray piled with coal. There are stacks of wood and brush. A lit brazier. All are clues to 
the day-long spectacle ahead. I note, with slight amusement, the hose that stretches across the grass like a snake, 
coiled beside the brazier. Just in case the fire gets out of control. 



 There are people gathered to watch the execution, even this early. Perhaps no more than a hundred, but 
more will come as the day goes on. 
 As we near the place where Bubba is to die, he sees the centrepiece of what we have prepared for him, 
and a hoarse cry of denial and dread rises from his throat. A wooden cross, thirteen feet long and with a seven-
foot crosspiece, lies on the grass, its upper end slightly raised on chocks, its base positioned over a narrow post-
hole in the ground, a small pile of earth alongside. There are guide-ropes looped around the ends of the 
crosspiece for raising the cross, and close by, seven-inch nails and a heavy iron mallet. There is more to this 
cross, though; halfway down its upright post is an upward-facing hook of iron, like a giant fishhook complete 
with a barbed tip. This simple addition will bring him a whole new world of suffering as the day wears on. 
 We are met by Austin, who has been given the duty of leading the execution team. 
 The morning air is cool, and there are goosebumps on my bare arms and thighs; but I doubt it is cold that 
has the naked Bubba trembling so violently. The warlock's knees seem to grow weak. He can barely put one 
bare foot in front of the other as he is led over to the waiting cross. 
 "Lie on it," I order calmly, when we arrive. 
 No ceremony. No point in delaying it. But Bubba, already on the verge of breaking down, finally gives a 
howl of misery. "Don't do this to me! I beg you!" 
 "Oh, for heaven's sake." I really don't need this. 
 "Please! Have mercy! I've suffered enough. Just make it quick, just kill me quickly, please! Not this!"  
 "Your suffering will be a warning to others," I tell him. "We will proceed as planned. Now get down!" 
 "Secure him." It is the growling voice of Austin, and at his order, the guards wrestle Bubba down. 
Despite his months of incarceration held in chains, he fights now with every ounce of his strength. But it is 
inevitable that he will succumb, and all too soon they have him sitting on the cross, the cruel hook less than an 
inch below his groin. Swiftly, the bonds on his wrists are loosened, but a guard grabs each wrist and his arms 
are wrenched wide, his shoulders just below the level of the crosspiece. 
 "Nail the bastard down!" comes a shout from the small watching crowd, and laughter and whistles of 
approval echo the call. Knowing full well what is about to happen, Bubba shrieks and struggles, the sweat 
building up over his bare skin now, terror and desperation, his heart pounding hard, panic and dread driving him 
to fight. His long arms are laid out along the crosspiece. 
 "No! No-o-o-o!" he screams, as a third guard holds his legs in a bear-hug grip, and a fourth grabs his left 
hand, positioning it on the wooden crosspiece of the cross. Now, Austin takes up one of the iron nails and the 
hammer. 
 I don't want to watch. Blood unsettles me. But I am transfixed as Austin positions the tip of the nail in 
the centre of Bubba's thick wrist, below the heel of his hand. Bubba's fingers claw and clutch helplessly.  
 Austin raises the hammer. 
 Clink! 
 The first blow drives the nail deep. It plunges deeply into Bubba's wrist, shunting aside the delicate 
structure of bones and tendons, but not destroying them; the pain hits, and Bubba lurches with such violence 
that the guards are almost thrown off him. 
 "Aaaaaaaagghhhh!!" It is a hideous scream, and it lingers as Austin strikes the nail again, then again, 
then again. The iron sinks further with each blow, now driving into the wood beneath Bubba's wrist. He is no 
longer trying to pull his arm away; the pain of the nail through his wrist, shooting tendrils of fire up his arm, is 
too intense. A small corona of blood appears around the shaft of the nail, and dribbles down the side of his 
wrist, but it is slow, proof that Austin has avoided any major blood vessels. 
 The first nail in, the guards go to Bubba's left arm. He shrieks and bellows, begging and pleading: "no! 
Oh God, no! Stop, please!" But his arm held in place, his upturned wrist presented, and the sharp tip of the nail 
is pressed to the skin. 
 Clink! Clink! Clink! Bubba shrieks in pain as the nail is hammered through his flesh and into the wood 
beneath. Each solid blow sends a shockwave of agony down his arm, his fingers involuntary curling as nerves 
are violated by the nail's path. 
 The guards release their hold on Bubba. Wretched, weeping, his body already clustered with sweat, 
Bubba lies naked on the wooden cross, arms outstretched and nailed in place. His legs shift and stir in the 
agony, but it is not over yet. 



 "Now his feet," Austin orders. 
 Grasping the warlock's lower legs, the guards lift and jerk his body downwards. The result is instant and 
spine-tingling. Bubba screams in agony as his wrists are twisted about on the nails, his arms wrenched, and the 
barbed tip of the iron hook stabs up into the sensitive pucker of his anus. They draw him downwards, not quite 
enough for his legs to be straight, then place his left foot flat on the upright of the cross, his right foot on top of 
it. Bubba is still wailing, tortured by the nails in his wrists and the violation of the hook in his arse, and makes 
no effort to resist as Austin positions the nail. 
 The mallet falls. 
 Despite his pain, Bubba jolts and shrieks anew as the nail smashes into his foot, driving through muscle 
and sinew. He twists where he lies, again wrenching his wrists on the nails, and this time tearing his rectum on 
the hook that skewers him. The agony is already excruciating, and his execution has not even started. 

The nail pierces both feet and enters the wood; the solid thunk thunk of its penetration sends more 
shocks through the wood as Austin hammers it firmly in. Then he and the guards finally stand and move back, 
so that they can inspect their work. 
 Shining with sweat, his stark ribcage and hollowed belly heaving with agonised breath, the naked Bubba 
lies on the cross in the classic position of the crucified man. His eyes stare wildly towards the sky, his mouth 
open in a grimace of pain. The dark-red trickles of blood mark where the nails pinion his wrists and feet, his 
pelvis oddly tilted to try and lessen the pain of the hook embedded in his ass. 
 Austin looks to me, and I nod. 

"Raise him," I order. 
 The guards take their positions - two to each guide rope, four crouching at the crosspiece, ready to lift. 
On Austin's order, all eight men heave, shouting and grunting. Bubba squeals as the cross is lifted slightly, 
tipping as its base sinks into the hole. Taking advantage of the inertia, the guards lift and haul, and the cross 
rises up; two feet, three feet, four feet, its ascent cheered by the crowd. 
 For a moment, it seems to stall, its upright wedged near the top of the hole, the men readjusting their 
positions. Then, as all eight refocus their efforts, the cross rises up into the morning air. Like a crowing rooster, 
Bubba gives a long scream as he is lifted, his weight suddenly shifting, stretching his arms, dragging on the 
nails through his wrists, forcing the hook in his arse deeper inside his bowels. Those in the watching crowd clap 
and shout their delight at the spectacle. 
 Then, the base of the cross slides down into the two-foot-deep hole. The whole thing rocks forward, and 
thuds into place with an impact that seems to shake the ground, jarring Bubba violently where he hangs. It all 
but wrenches him off the nails, and he gives another terrible scream of agony.  
 The crowd gives a mighty cheer of approval. 
 While six of the guards hold the cross steady, their two companions grab shovels and pack earth down 
into the hole, wedging the base firmly. Even with its lower part as a foundation, the cross is tall enough for 
Bubba's skewered feet to be almost a yard above the ground. His head rolls forward and he wails again in 
agony, crucified. 
 The ropes are tugged free of the crosspiece, the earth around the upright is packed. The cross stands, a 
symbol of suffering throughout history, with this worthless wretch hanging upon it. The dawn fog has not even 
lifted from the nearby trees, the first sunlight catching the uppermost tip of the wooden upright. 

There is another scattering of applause from the watching crowd. Some are wandering off, to return 
later; others seem to be here for the day, with picnic baskets and blankets. Understandably, all phones and 
cameras are banned, here, and the break from the digital world is a welcome respite. Across the open space, I 
can see more people arriving. 
 In making Bubba's last day alive also the longest day he will ever endure, we're not doing him any 
favours. His first few minutes hanging on the cross are utter agony, and it will only get worse. Far, far worse. 
The torture of crucifixion is widely known, and in Bubba's instance, it is even crueller. 

The agony of hanging by the wrists is bad; by nails through the wrists is more terrible still. With the 
barbed hook buried deep in his rectum and a nail through his feet, every moment is sheer living hell.  
 Posting the first shift of four guards to flank the cross, Austin, the remaining guards, and I retire to the 
Chateau. Bubba is left to suffer, alone, naked, high on his cross as the morning sun ignites his flesh. 



 The morning hours pass slowly for the suffering warlock. From my open window in the chateau, I can 
see the cross that stands in the wide open space below. The crowd of sightseers steadily grows. From time to 
time I hear a cry from Bubba, like the lowing of a distant cow. Such is his pain, he will barely be aware of the 
burning in his chest as he draws breath to cry out again; but it is a hint of the horrors still to come. 
 I break for morning tea at ten, knowing that the three hours Bubba has spent nailed up on the cross have 
been a nightmare beyond imagination. The pain in his nailed wrists and strained arms is so intense that he 
would do anything to ease it. Almost anything. Because every time he tries to push himself up, he tears the flesh 
and bends the bones of his feet a little more on their impaling nail, and rakes the lining of his rectum with the 
barb of the hook in his arse, bringing unbearable pain. So he hangs again - but that is equally unbearable. And 
so it becomes an endless writhing dance, up on the cross. It is much to the delight of the spectators; it looks as if 
he is trying to fuck his own arse on the iron hook. 
 The sinewy musculature of his body is stark and defined with his ongoing struggles, emphasised by the 
oiling of sweat that glistens in the morning sunlight over his body. He is consumed by the pains that torment 
him, struggling simply to exist through each terrible second. 
 I return to my work. 
 By lunchtime, there are perhaps five hundred people gathered, so I take a leisurely stroll down to the 
execution site for a closer look. Most in the crowd don’t even care to watch the ongoing torture of the crucified 
Bubba, preferring to chat and pass the time with their friends, knowing that the warlock is paying dearly for his 
pact with Satan in every shrieking moment. I hear reports that he has been pleading and begging from his cruel 
suspension, imploring somebody to please kill him. But his cries are met only with derision and laughter. 
 The sun is high, by now, and while it warms my bare limbs in my barely-there dress, its searing touch 
only adds to Bubba's his ordeal. It draws new sweat from his skin. As his struggles tear the flesh of his wrists 
and feet, slow rivulets of blood run down the wood of the cross, staining the crosspiece, dripping to the bare 
earth below. And now, six hours after being lifted into place, Bubba is beginning to experience a new torment. 
 The muscles of his chest and diaphragm have been struggling against the unusual stresses of suspension. 
Now, fatigued, he is fighting to draw breath. The only way he can relieve this new torture is to try and push 
himself up by his nailed feet; now, despite the agony, he does so. His feet grind down onto the nail that pierces 
them; the hook in his arse tears a terrible wound, and as he rises up and gasps precious air, it is released almost 
at once in a horrible scream. He drops at once into a hang again, but the damage is done. Fresh blood runs down 
his feet, and now streaks the insides of his legs from the hook inside him. 
 For a time, Bubba is racked with sobs, his chest and belly heaving, his spirit utterly broken by his torture 
on the cross. But even if he wanted to let suffocation end his agony, his body wouldn't let him. The urge to 
breathe overcomes the pain, weakness, and humiliation of hanging wrecked and dying in front of the crowd. 
 Again and again, he struggles. Tearing the flesh of his feet and wrists, humping the hook in his arse like 
some depraved gigolo. Crying and screaming out. Suffering without dignity or bravado. 
 The afternoon drags on for Bubba while the crowd swells to just under a thousand. A surprising turnout 
considering it is a man, and not some pretty young woman, being executed. But the nature of this execution is 
so novel in its cruelty that it appeals to the curiosity of all, and Bubba doesn't disappoint. He suffers in such 
misery, struggling and screaming, although he grows weaker as exhaustion and dehydration take their toll.  
 I return to my work, but rejoin the crowd a couple of hours later, this time bringing my official papers. 
The sun is sinking behind the chateau, its shadow long across the open ground, and the crowd is growing 
restless as the day grows cool. Bubba is nearing the end of his strength, finally hanging crooked and drained, the 
blood dried on his limbs and the wood of the cross, his chest barely shifting. His eyes are still open, but seem 
glazed. Only the constant sheen of sweat shows that he is still aware of every agony in his ravaged body. 
 It is a little before six when Austin makes his return, accompanied by three volunteers carrying shovels. 
The brazier has been smoking quietly, twenty feet away, all day; its dusty-smoke smell has been since joined by 
the aroma of barbecues, foreshadowing what is about to come. In the minutes following Austin's arrival, people 
begin hurrying forward, their attention again on the warlock on the cross, and quickly the scattered audience 
concentrates into a throng, a huge half-circle fifty feet from the execution site. 
 The pick-up laden with coal, parked nearby, is reversed to within a dozen yards of the cross; Austin 
stokes the coals in the brazier, sending sparks up into the air. 



 God. Six o'clock. My moment. Even in this dress, I can feel nervous sweat in my armpits as I unfold my 
papers and make my way to the foot of the cross. I raise my hands high and call out,  
 "Witchseekers! Citizens!" 
 A hush quickly calls, although there is at least one wolf-whistle. Apparently my dress is appreciated, or 
maybe it's the way a slight breeze keeps trying to lift its fluttering hem above my hips. Battling my self-
consciousness, I begin proceedings for my first execution. 

"As Acting Witchseeker General, I welcome you all, this evening. In these turbulent times, we face 
many threats from those who have fallen into evil ways, and treachery has wounded us all. The warlock who 
suffers before you now is such a case, one who tried to join our ranks as Seeker, but was soon exposed.  

"Had he infiltrated our society, there is no telling what evil he could have wrought. Thankfully, in his 
own arrogance, believing he could pass Examination, the warlock Bubba gave himself away. To crimes of 
Witchcraft, to acts of fornication with witches and demonesses, and to sins against Mankind and God, Bubba 
has confessed. 

"For these crimes, in these times, he must be punished severely, so that a warning will be sent to all men 
and women who would follow his despicable example. Let Bubba now be put to death by fire!" 

My cry is echoed by a great cheer form the crowd. Austin scoops a shovel full of burning coals from the 
brazier and sprinkles them on the ground three yards in front of the cross. Another guard brings another shovel 
full, then a third, until there is a small heap of burning coal on the ground. 
 Then, the heaped coal from the back of the pick-up truck is shovelled on top of the small fire. It crackles 
and smokes, a grey pall that drifts up into the dusk, and a few orange flames flick hungrily up through the 
drifting coal-dust. More and more coal is added, until there is a great black smoking mound before the moaning, 
crucified Bubba. 
 As the cremating coals heat, a girl comes forward from the crowd, talking her way past one of the 
guards and hurrying up to Austin. The big man bends to listen to her, then nods, and goes to fetch something, 
which he hands to her. A moment later, she is braving the growing wall of warmth from the coals, to approach 
the cross on which Bubba hangs agonised. It is then that I see the long, slim steel skewer in her hand - and the 
mallet, which Austin has given her. 
 Despite the tortures inflicted on him, including the mashing of one testicle, Bubba still has the other 
testicle intact. A detail obviously not missed by some of the more keen-eyed in the crowd. Now, while the 
wretch hangs gleaming and exhausted, the girl rests the point of the skewer against Bubba's unprotected ball, 
raises the mallet, and begins to tap gently. 
 Life and awareness return to Bubba with a terrible scream. His body arches up on the cross, wrenching 
himself on the nails and hook again. The skewer, half an inch into the testicle, is almost shaken loose, so as 
Bubba sinks back down, the girl hammers it hard. It slides through his ball and into the wooden post of the 
cross. Bubba shrieks again, but this time he is pinned in place by his own impaled testicle, and as the girl 
hammers the steel pin deeply into the wood, the warlock throws his head from side to side, howling in agony. 
There is cheering from the crowd; and her task completed, the girl quickly darts away from the growing 
discomfort of heat from the coals. 
 But for Bubba there is no escape. Naked and raised up on the cross, he is spread out and open as the 
scorching heat of the burning coals radiates out. Even from twenty feet away, I can feel it on my face and bare 
limbs, opening capillaries and heating my skin. Bubba, barely ten feet away from it, turns his face. New sweat 
beads on his naked body, and I can see his muscles shifting, but he is held immobilised by the excruciating pain 
in his skewered ball. 
 Over the next hour, as the sun sets and darkness falls, the fire grows. Flames break out through the 
mound of coals, flaring to the sky, rolls of smoke billowing up. Bubba is orange-lit in its glow, appearing to 
shimmer and shift behind the fierce heat. It is close enough to scorch and sear him, but not to kill him, and the 
constant cooling effect of air being sucked into the fire prevents heat from ending his life too soon. It grows too 
hot for me, and I take a long walk around the edge of the crowd, listening to the excited chatter. Bubba's 
wounded howls occasionally echo out from where he hangs on the cross, proof that he still lives, still suffers. 
 Finally, the roaring flames of the coals die down, and instead they shimmer and pulse angry orange with 
savage heat. Austin and his volunteer companions gather their shovels for the next stage of the execution. 



 It is tough work; even in long sleeves and heavy clothing, the men struggle against the heat as they begin 
to spread the coals around the base of the cross, like a glowing lake of fire. Three inches deep, ten feet across, a 
fiercely-glowing blanket. Bubba on his cross is lit from beneath by its cruel red light, and as the coals are 
shifted into place, the blistering heat engulfs him. 
 It takes only a minute. 
 He squirms. Shifts. Gives a moan. But like meat over a barbecue, he is surrounded by a terrible bed of 
glowing coals, and there is no escaping it. There is a visible wall of heat, a shimmering updraft that stirs his hair 
and causes him to turn his face towards the sky. 
 His feet begin to roast. 
 Bubba gives a wail as this new agony overrides everything he has suffered before. The heat of the coals 
is literally starting to cook his skin, and as the fats and oils are drawn out and the ends of his toes start to split 
and blister, he is suddenly trying to wrench himself higher up the cross. He barks, shouts, then screams at the 
top of his voice, as his lower legs start to redden. In a frantic effort, he flexes every muscle in his tormented 
body to rise up. As he does, the skewer through his testicle rips his scrotum open. I look away, but there is no 
avoiding the screams as remaining ball is suddenly exposed to the blistering air, the delicate internal anatomy 
hit by the funnelling heat. 
 Somehow, Bubba arches his back and pelvis off the cross, his legs straightening, the nail through his feet 
bearing all his weight in a hideous torture as he tries to escape the heat of the coals. He has left his ball behind, a 
fat bloodied grape on its skewer, even as the hook in his rectum all but disembowels him, ripping him open in a 
horrific display. Blood streams down the insides of his blistering thighs, and some in the crowd put their hands 
over their mouths in amazement at the gory spectacle. 
 But the terrible agony of the fire is so great that Bubba can't help rising and falling again and again, 
despite the grinding of the nails through his flesh, the hook brutally tearing in and out of his arse. He screams 
and howls but he can't stop trying to lift himself away from the fire. His feet are beginning to smoke, oil and fat 
dripping to flare brightly in the seething coals below him.  
 Bubba's screeching is hideous, and the crowd cheers at the spectacle of the warlock suffering so terribly. 
The hair on his body is charring. The wood of the cross is beginning to visibly scorch, and there are small 
flames licking up around the base. The air becomes heavy with an unmistakable smell; that of roasting meat. 
 By now he must be in a nightmare of near-madness. Tortured by an entire day up on the cross, and now 
being slowly roasted over a bed of coals. People point and cheer and exclaim, all knowing that the warlock is in 
his final climactic throes of torment. 
 Then, an act of cruelty that takes my breath away. Three pretty teenagers in halter tops and boob-tubes 
and miniskirts run giggling and shouting up to the hose that has been provided in case the fire goes out of 
control. I look in alarm to Austin, but he is watching with interest; a moment later, they are jetting cold water 
onto the suspended, screaming warlock. Steam curls from his skin, billows upwards from the coals beneath him; 
but as quickly as it was turned on, the hose is shut off. 
 Temporarily cooled, Bubba stops his shrieking, and hangs bewildered and dripping, dazed, his lower 
legs steaming. But in less than half a minute, the water has evaporated, and the searing heat again begins to 
torture him. Once again, Bubba begins to shriek, struggling, writhing and rearing up on the cross. 
 "Oh God, please have mercy!" 
 They are the only discernible words, as his cries dissolve again into inarticulate screams of pain. 
Shouting and jeering at him, the girls with the hose let him burn and scream for long minutes, then hose him 
down again. 
 The three girls torture him like that for almost an hour. 
 It is a hit with the crowd, cheers rising up every time the water spray reaches the crucified Bubba, slow 
rhythmic clapping as the heat and pain again build up. I have never witnessed a burning so prolonged. How this 
man has remained alive throughout the horrors of the day is beyond my comprehension. 

With each round of water from the hose, however, Bubba's ensuing reaction to the fire becomes weaker. 
Finally, the heat and exhaustion steal the last of his strength. Steam, and then smoke, wisps up from his feet and 
lower legs, and though his head shifts from side to side and his clawed fingers twitch from the ruined nerves in 
his wrists, he has no more reserves to struggle. He can do nothing other than suffer unbearable, excruciating 
pain, and wait for death's release. 



 Their game over, bare limbs oiled with perspiration from the heat of the fire, the three young women 
return into the night amidst cheers and high-fives. 
 Seeing that the warlock is fading fast, Austin signals his three volunteers. They gather up armfuls of the 
brushwood that has been bundled ready for the burning, and, turning their faces from the savage heat of the 
coals, bring it close enough to throw onto the fire beneath Bubba's feet. 

The brush is dry and thin, and flames explode upwards, reaching, spiralling, twisting up around the 
warlock's unprotected legs. More is thrown onto the fire, and the crackling, roaring sound of the burning 
brushwood is joined once more by the shrieking of Bubba as he is encircled in savage, tearing razors of fire. 
The heat of it feels scorching even from thirty feet away.  
 Flames rip and race upwards, as more fuel is tossed onto to the fire. The cross itself is alight, even the 
crosspiece beginning to smoke. Bubba's writhing becomes jerky and frantic, but now that the flames are licking 
and embracing his body, it is all but over. His skin is curling back, flayed from him by the fire. His flesh is 
alight like a giant candle, and the mellow aroma of roasting is replaced by the odour of charring. 
 As fire explodes up into the night sky, chasing a fireworks-cascade of sparks, the crowd hushes to listen 
to its crackling, bellowing thunder. Bubba has become a shifting form veiled by flame. And then, at last, he 
hangs motionless in the midst of the inferno. 
 It has been a day of suffering in the extreme for the warlock Bubba. But finally, it is over. A scattering 
of applause goes through the crowd. Some people are packing up and leaving. Others will wait to watch the 
warlock's bones explode, the eyes melt from their sockets, and his charred remains finally begin to drop from 
the cross. 
 Justice has been done. 
 
Read part five: http://ralphus.net/special/stories/kirstensmart/05_Witchseekers_Wendy.pdf 
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