
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 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 
 
 
Witchseekers Part Six - Tina 
 
Questions 
 
 I receive word that Tina deDance is ready to be questioned, and it sends a pang of sadness through me. 
 Tina. The once-respected Witchseeker, whose glowing references had opened the way for me to become 
Chief Torturer at the Chateau. The brilliantly-inventive torturess whose advice had led to confessions and 
outpourings of information. 
 Now, she has fallen from grace. The first to stand up and point the finger of accusation at Oberon, she 
had then run to the side of Matmos, the Man In Black, seeking safety there, before realising the error of her 
ways and, humbled and trembling, turned herself in. 
 I check myself in the mirror briefly. The simple red halter top, teamed with tight black leggings and 
boots. The top, which leaves arms, shoulders, back and midriff bare, and leaves little else to the imagination, 
seems a little flippant under the circumstances, but teamed with my super-short pixie hair cut, halters are a sure 
win. The pants make my ass look good, anyway, so I decide to stick with the outfit, for now, and make my way 
to the steep, spiralling stairway down into the chill depths of the dungeon. 
 This is not the first time Tina has erred. Once before, stirred into a rage by a personal falling-out with 
Austin, she freed the then-captive Man In Black, Matmos, and all but deserted us; I was able to persuade her to 
change her mind, but her punishment had been a public and very painful whipping, for which, I am sure, she 
never quite forgave me. 
 Oh my God, I chose Austin as her interrogator. 
 Surely he has no resentment of her, any more? No ongoing grudge? A consummate professional like 
Austin? As I descend into the darkness, the hairs on my arms stand on end as I realise that there may have been 
more than professional interests behind Austin's request to conduct the sessions. 
 I could replace him, but that would be deeply insulting to him, and it is my role to be diplomat as well as 
leader to those who choose to follow. 
 The guards at the door to the torture chamber gaze a little too lingeringly at me as I approach, and the 
half-smile on the face of one makes me wonder what would be my fate, if ever I lost my footing and fell, as 
Tina has done. 
 Then the door is opened, and I step inside, welcomed by the familiar aromas of charred flesh and smoke, 
sweat and fear. 
 The interrogation party is already waiting in the middle of the huge vaulted chamber; Austin, huge and 
ominous, dressed in black, the tallest. Three guards stand alongside him, as well as a scribe. And kneeling at 
their feet, a slight and slender brunette figure. Tina. 



 Her wrists are bound behind her back with rope; no need for iron, as she is not suspected to be a witch. 
She wears denim jeans, frayed and damp around the cuffs from her time in the cells; and a woollen sweater, 
cosy protection against the cold dungeon air. She is barefoot, her pink soles bared to my view, toes curled. 
 Surrounding them, beyond the slimy columns of stone that support the dingy ceiling, are the instruments 
of persuasion, sadly so necessary to loosen the tongues of reluctant witches. 
 Tina's head lifts a little at the sound of my approach. "Kirsten?" 
 "I am sorry that it has come to this, Tina," I say gently as I draw near. "What were you thinking?" 
 She looks up at me, and her eyes show her fear. "I had to do it. I had to speak out against Oberon … but 
then I didn't know where else to go!" 
 "I would have protected you," I tell her. 
 "Please, take me out of here," Tina says. "I told them there was no need to come here, that you would be 
understanding. You've got my back. I will tell you everything of my own free will." 
 "You know the rules," I respond. "Heck, you wrote most of the rules. You have to give evidence as any 
other, and we can only accept testimony given under torture." 
 She shakes her head, pleadingly. "Don't hurt me, Kirsten." 
 "I won't, Tina," I promise. I glance at one of the guards. "Untie her hands." 
 The guard looks to Austin, who nods. A moment later, Tina's wrists are freed, and she massages 
circulation back into her own small, icy fingers. In my halter top I'm well aware of the cold down here. My bare 
back is covered in goosebumps, my nipples are like bullets. 
 "Now strip," I tell her. 
 Tina's face is shock. "What?" 
 "Strip off your clothes and give them to the guards." 
 Tina knows that she has no choice. She strips herself, or is stripped by the guards. Reluctantly standing, 
she grasps the bottom of her sweater with arms crossed over her body, and slowly draws it up. Her hands are 
shaking. Her sweater is her confidence, her modesty, her security; divested of it, she is vulnerable and exposed. 
 Beneath the sweater, all she wears is a bra. Her slender and pale body is all but bared; with shaking 
fingers, she fumbles at the clasp of the bra, and shrugs the straps off her shoulders. The bra falls away, and four 
sets of eyes fall on her naked breasts. Small and firm, with rosy nipples already erect in the chill air. She bites 
her lip, her eyes filling with tears of humiliation and dread as she fumbles with the buttons of her jeans, and 
bulldozes them down her creamy thighs. 
 The guards ogle her petite body, her carefully-trimmed thatch of dark pubic hair, as she hides her breasts 
with her hands. I feel only empathy for her shame and fear. 
 "Bind her hands again," Austin orders. 
 Poor Tina. She would not try to escape, and tying her hands is only to add to her shame. Her wrists are 
roped securely behind her back, and she is, again, made to kneel. She is shaking violently, now. 
 "Please don't torture me." She request is made in a low, shaking voice; it is all she can do not to scream 
out in dread. Austin looks to me; his face shows a conflict of emotions. A reluctance to hurt the woman he once 
respected, a brutal passion to test the instruments that he has waited so long to operate. 
 Biting my lip against my own tears, I go and crouch alongside Tina. "Tell us everything, then. Tell us 
about Oberon and his lies, his seductions, his burnings of innocent women. Tell us everything." 
 "I will tell you everything," Tina promises. 
 She begins, and she speaks for an hour.  
 Tales emerge of Oberon's abuse of power; his visits to condemned witches, how he would promise them 
mercy for a night of sexual favours, then let them go to the stake, regardless. His fondling of unfortunates who 
hung agonised in strappado or lay, wrested out of shape upon the rack. And most shocking of all, his midnight 
sweeps upon the homes of mothers and daughters, his insistence that they both gratify him at once - and those 
who complied and those who refused would be dragged from their homes alike, and burnt to death at the stake, 
without trial, often even without their names being offered. Trusted by all who served him, Oberon was able to 
terrorise and persecute at will, and for months did so, with impunity. 
 "And what of the witches Daffy? And Allielle?" I ask. 
 "To those witches, at least, Oberon kept his promise," Tina says. "Wendy and the other girls were not so 
lucky, despite their trust in him." 



 Tina goes on to tell the harrowing tale of Wendy Satin. How the confessed witch, safely restrained in 
chains in her cell, had received a visit from Oberon. On the promise of freedom, he had used her body in the 
most perverted ways imaginable; and then, in an act of cold disregard, arranged for her to be executed 
regardless, tortured most horribly before she went to the burning-stake. 
 Tina confesses that she had not endorsed Oberon's sentence of punishment, but his authority had carried 
the decision. It barely matters; through her failure to intervene or speak out, Tina is guilty, too. 
 But of course there are more questions to be answered. Perhaps Tina thinks I have forgotten them, but 
now, as she kneels still on the stone floor, naked and with hands tied behind her, I ask. 
 "And what of Matmos, the Man In Black?" 
 Tina stiffens at the name, and I detect a tiny shake of her head. 
 I persist. "On September 14th, in a declaration to all the Witchseekers, you accused Oberon of 
corruption and sexual deviance. You are to be commended for that. 
 "You then went on to say, and I quote, 'I am taking leave and joining my one and only mentor, the 
brave, pure and courageous Matmos, the only soul who has had the sense and intuition to correctly judge the 
trap Oberon, in his vileness and wickedness, has led us into.' Two days later, you returned to the Chateau, 
turning yourself in to me, for which you are also to be commended. 
 "My question is this, Tina. Where is Matmos now?" 
 Until this point, Tina has knelt erect, despite having her hands bound behind her, despite being naked 
before her inquisitors. But now she seems to sag, as if her spine has lost its strength. Her fingers curl beyond the 
ropes that secure her wrists. 
 She shakes her head. 
 "I will not tell you." 
 "Please, Tina." 
 "No." 
 Now, I crouch alongside her. I feel afraid. "Tina, when I first arrived here, you spoke up for me. You 
told Oberon that I was not a witch and that I would serve him well, and I realise now that you saved me from a 
terrible fate at his hands. 
 "Because of that, I have vowed that I will not personally harm you. But Austin can - and will. He will do 
whatever is necessary to make you reveal the location of Matmos." 
 Tina is shaking. "I won't talk." 
 "Tina, please! If I had my way, I would give you the mercy of a quick and painless death. But too many 
souls will be lost to Satan if we don't capture Matmos, so we must draw the information we need from you." 
 Tina finally turns to me. There is hatred in her eyes. "Then you'll rot in Hell, you traitor whore!" 
 I can do no more. Now her interrogation is in Austin's hands. I stand.  
 "Return her to her cell naked," I say, "and burn her clothes. Leave her hands bound, but you don’t need 
to chain her to the wall. We will resume tomorrow." 
 That small mercy of not chaining her with the shackles’ key in my quarters, of course, is to be my 
mistake; for during the night, the witch Kelley Smith steals her way into the chateau, bewitches Tina's guard, 
and frees the traitor. Together, the two women flee into the woods. 
 
 
  



Breast Crusher 
 
 The events that followed Tina's escape have thrown the Witchseekers Chateau into chaos. 
 Fed by her posts to message groups and pages, Tina's accusations, rumours and lies have created chaos 
amongst the Seekers, staff and guards. Allegations of corruption, self-indulgences, wanton sadism and sexual 
deviance, nobody is spared the mudslinging. Oberon, of course, who now languishes in a cell of the Chateau. 
Steve, Austin, Zell - I'm less surprised about the latter - and even me, under the moniker, 'Viper:' a snake, cold-
blooded with a terrible bite.  
 My task of calming these turbulent waters feels daunting indeed. The supporters and funders of the 
Witchseekers project are demanding answers and infighting is on the cards. My first task, though, is to recapture 
Tina, and the hunt starts with Kelley Smith. 
 I have been trying to call her phone for two days when she finally answers. 
 "Hello, Kirsten." 
 I don't want to provoke or lose her again. "Kelley. We need to talk." 
 "Sure, but first, listen. You and I both know that Tina was about to get her ass handed to her by Austin. 
The problem is, I don't think she knew where Matmos was. So I helped her escape, gave her a phone, money, 
and clothes, and told her to go. I guarantee went straight to him." 
 "She's in hiding, Kelley. So how does that help us?" 
 "Duhh. I gave her a phone." 
 Tracking the location of Tina was simple with the app Kelley had installed on the phone. Tina was 
hiding out in an apartment towards the outskirts of a nearby town. It was then just a matter of sending out 
Austin and Zell to bring her back in. 

A guard later told me that, upon Tina's arrival, Austin had personally stripped her, removing the new 
woollen sweater she had somehow acquired and ordering it, along with the rest of her clothing, burned at once. 
Then, he had returned her to her cell, this time sitting her against the wall with her wrists shackled over her 
head, her ankles chained to a ring in the floor. Naked, secured, awaiting her questioning.  

I had been away on business, and it is only after more than a week that I return to find the key to Tina’s 
shackles waiting in my Chateau quarters. That is a good length of time for Tina to reflect on her treachery 
before she is questioned by Austin, and he has been awaiting my attendance. 

He has asked me to be there as witness and perhaps moderator for the interrogation. It is a serious 
business, so I dress seriously. My best black turtleneck sleeveless shift-dress, close-fitting, its hem mid thigh. 
Sleeveless is my signature, regardless of the weather outside; I have a tendency to sweat under my arms and 
cannot abide the aroma that creeps into clothing. In this dress I can stay fresh but still look professional. I 
complete the ensemble with black flat shoes, ruby stud earrings, a gold bracelet on each wrist. 

Kelley is with me. I don't know if I should trust her, but the woman knows how to play the game. 
Nobody would suspect such a crafty mind for a woman who looks the part of a vamp through and through. 
Strawberry-blonde hair tied at the top of her crown with a pink hairtie, nightclub-sexy in a pink tube dress with 
high-cut assymetric hem, white trainers and lightly-tanned skin. Freckle-dusted shoulders, cool-green eyes. 
 The door to Tina's cell creaks open, and the guards, Kelley and I find ourselves looking at a wretched, 
naked creature. Tina sits chained against a slimy wall with arms over her head, her hair greasy and lank, her 
face dark with fatigue. Her legs stretched out in front of her with ankles trapped in fetters also. 
 "What the hell were you thinking, Tina? Running away like that?"  
 Her weary face shows that sleep has been elusive in her cell. Dull eyes meet mine. "You would have 
done the same, if it was you." 
 "I can understand your fear, Tina. Nobody would choose to be questioned here. But you just made it 
worse for yourself.” 
 "So you caught me again. Enough gloating. Just get on with it, and execute me already," Tina retorts. 
 "Tina, you know I would," I say kindly. "But we still have the matter of Matmos to discuss. We know 
you met up with him. Where is he?" 
 "Met up with him? I didn't!" 
 I shake my head. "Tina, you went directly to him." 



 "It's not true!" Now Tina's eyes widen in protest. "Matmos had nothing to do with this! Kelley gave me 
money and clothes, and I found the apartment on my own!" 
 Kelley folds her bare arms confidently. "Don't try and drag me into this, Tina. You're just sore that I 
tricked you so easily."  
 "Enough!" I interrupt. "You're just trying to sew more lies and smokescreens!" I look to the guards 
standing beside me. "Use the retractor, I don't trust this one." 
 "Kirsten!" Tina pulls on the shackles that hold her arms over her head, but she can't stop the two guards 
fitting a dental retractor into her mouth. It is a very simple kind of gag that stops her talking, its little steel bars 
holding her mouth open by bracing against upper and lower teeth, cranked open with a simple lever. 
 "Oh my god," Kelley murmers, beside me, in delight. "How humiliating!" 
 I say to Tina, "You have already declared your allegiance to Matmos, and you've already shown me that 
you're more than prepared to spread lies and rumours to undermine the Witchseekers, so I'm believing Kelley. 
We'll hear from you once Austin thinks you're ready to talk.” 
 Tina knows exactly what that means. She knows that the pain will be severe. But I can see in her eyes, 
over the retractor that holds her mouth open, a particular kind of defiance. The calm, detached look of 
somebody who is already resigned to her fate. 
 "I am truly sorry." I straighten and tell the guards, "bring her." 
 "Devious bitch," Kelley adds.  
 Even though Tina is weak from her days chained, as soon as her wrists and ankles are freed from the 
iron shackles, she has her arms secured behind her back with tight cords around her wrists. She is hoisted to her 
feet, half-dragged to the torture chamber. 

Austin has been making preparations for her arrival, accompanied by Zell, and Steve. A scribe stands 
nearby, ready to document everything that will follow. As we enter the vaulted chamber, Austin rubs his big 
hands together in anticipation. Even I feel vulnerable and nervous as Tina, the two guards, Kelley and I cross 
the floor to where he stands.  
 Tina makes no sound as her eyes fall on the table laid out with terrible implements of torture. There is a 
wooden bench alongside, and she is forced to sit upon its chill wood.  

"Welcome to my little kingdom of pain, Tina," Austin says grandly. "Here, you will discover a whole 
new world of agony and suffering." 
 With the retractor in her mouth, Tina reply. Her eyes appear blank as she regards the assembled tools; 
pliers, pincers, whips, flails, manacles and many more. The device Austin selects looks, at first, like a grossly 
oversized version of a thumbscrew. Two squared iron bars, an inch wide – almost like the blades of files. Each 
roughly fourteen inches long. At the ends of both bars are eyelets, through which screws have been threaded; by 
turning the screws, the bars can be brought closer together. 
 A breast-crusher. 
 "Hold her," Austin says. 
 By Zell and Steve, Tina's arms and shoulders are grasped firmly, forced forward, effectively hunching 
her over and making the most of her petite breasts. Relishing his task, Austin fits the breast-crusher over them - 
one bar below her breasts, one bar above - and quickly tightens the turnscrews. The bars are wound closer 
together, closing on Tina's goosefleshed breasts at their base. 
 “Auuugh!” Tina protests, her tongue flailing in her open mouth, but she cannot speak. 
 "Should've talked when you had the chance, bitch," Kelley gloats.  

With Tina’s breasts trapped between the iron bars, Austin begins to tighten the crusher. Tina squeals and 
tries again to vocalise her innocence as the closing bars squeeze her breasts’ weight away from her ribcage, 
exaggerating and distending them. She caws with the growing discomfort.  
 Her breasts are small, but the breast-crusher stretches them like little water balloons, so that they are 
effectively extruded between the narrowing gap between the bars. 
 Austin does not respond to Tina's wordless shrieks; he simply screws the crusher down a little further. 
Tina gasps and struggles to free her bound wrists, tries to pull her arms from Steve and Zell's grasp, but she is 
held steady. It makes me wince to see it; now her breasts look like balloons going through a wringer. They are 
turning crimson; I can see the veins beneath her skin, and her nipples have swelled and darkened. For someone 
so poorly endowed, she now seems to have doubled her cup-size in a matter of minutes. 



 Another turn of the screw; compressing the base of her breasts still further. Tina’s face wears an 
expression of growing agony. She groans with the next turn of the screws.  
 "Ooaaah!" Her feet stomp and scrape on the stone floor with the growing agony, she shakes her head 
and wails through the retractor in her mouth. Austin ignores her, and screws the crusher down further still.  
 Tina gives another wail, the iron bars now exerting unbearable pressure on her tender flesh. With the 
next turn, her cry is louder, more anguished; the tendons on the side of her neck stand out and her shoulders 
shake, her head dipping and rising. Her skin is starting to shine with perspiration. Zell and Steve hold her 
steady, watching as her breasts, swollen and shining, bulge grotesquely through the crusher. 
 Tina gives a high pitched wail – then makes a sound like a duck. A moment later she throws up, a hot 
watery spurt through her retractor that splashes over Austin’s robes and splats between her bare toes. 
 “Shit!” Austin yelps.  
 Tina looks dangerously pale, her body suddenly limp in her captors' grip, her skin glossed with a sheen 
of cold sweat as she gives a long groan of misery. 

 The pain must be awful already; but the torment has not even begun. 
Motivated by Tina's regurgitation on his best dungeon robes, Austin grabs up two lengths of thick, oily 

rope. Standing behind Tina, Austin loops the rope about her upper arms, immediately above her elbows, then 
cinches it tight. Tina’s elbows are wrenched together, and she gives a shriek of pain as muscle and sinew 
through her chest and shoulders is stretched painfully taut, stretching muscle fibre against the firm anchoring of 
the breast crusher. Austin tightens the rope until Tina’s elbows are firmly pressed together, a deep gully 
between her straining shoulder blades. Then he binds it tight, around and around her arms. 
 Tina gives another wail of pain, her eyes fixing wide on the ceiling. A droplet of sweat runs down her 
face. Her lower jaw trembles. Her wrists, and now her elbows too, are tightly tied, pinioning her arms 
inescapably behind her back. She doesn't even struggle, knowing there is not a chance she could get free. 
 But it is still not over. Austin is meticulous in his preparation. Even as Tina is moaning through the 
retractor, he selects two more items. Small screw-down spider-clamps. Intricate, ingenious, about the size of 
bulldog-clips that one might use in the office, but with a small screw to tighten its jaws, and a secret spike that 
extends as the screw is turned. 
 I want to turn away. But I have to watch. Kelley, alongside me, leans in to get a closer view. 
 Tina's nipples are already swollen from the strangled circulation in her aching breasts, and they present a 
fat and ready target for the clamps. Austin places the first over her left nipple, and twists the screw. Tina gasps 
and tries to pull away; the little spiked jaws squeeze down on her nipple with gradually-increasing pressure, 
flattening it, squashing it out. And, a fraction of an inch at a time, the central spike pushes into the very front tip 
of her nipple, piercing the nerve-rich flesh. 
 Austin screws it tightly, so that Tina gives an involuntary shriek, her eyes showing every bit of the pain 
she feels. Then Austin gives it two more turns, to make his point, and Tina gives a scream. 
 The second clamp is screwed on to Tina's right nipple, closed tightly so that her tender, over-sensitised 
flesh is crushed and pierced. Tina is rocking slightly from side to side in her pain; a dark line of blood runs 
down the shining, balloon-swollen curve of her trapped breast. 
 I put my hands over my mouth. I feel sick. 
 “Goddamn,” Kelley marvels. "Austin is one sick bastard. I love it!” 
 Austin looks philosophical, then grasps the ends of the breast crusher and tugs hard, brutally stretching 
Tina's crushed breasts and pulling her whole body forward. Tina gives a scream of pain. She writhes her 
shoulders in a frantic attempt to free her bound arms as Austin twists the crusher, shaking it from side to side. 
Tina’s ready-to-burst breasts are wrenched about, the clamps jiggling on her mashed nipples.  
 “Aaauuuughh!" is all Tina can give through the retractor.  
 Austin scowls, stands, and, holding the breast-crusher in one hand, drags Tina after him. She yelps, 
stumbles, twisting her own breasts agonisingly in the process. She is half-dragged for several yards behind the 
big man, before finally managing to get her feet Her bare soles scrabble on the floor; shrieking and whimpering, 
arms twisted behind her, she helplessly stumbles after Austin. 
 When she sees the chain dangling from the ceiling, she knows what has been planned for her, and she 
gives another wail, this time in abject dread. The very torture she had once excitedly described to me for the 
suspected witch Stacy Sambilay is now to be inflicted on her. 



 Her bloated breasts jiggle as she tries to pull away, but Austin has been joined again by Zell and Steve, 
who grab her bound arms and hold her steady. To an iron ring in the suspension chain, Austin has attached two 
shorter chains ending in heavy padlocks. Calmly, he locks the chains to either end of the breast-crusher, while 
Tina desperately wails. 
 With the chains secured, Zell leaves Tina in the hands of Austin and Steve, and crosses to the winch, 
grasping its worn wooden handle. 
 “Here's where the ‘toadie’ gets to have fun,” Zell bubbles, and cranks it over. Tina shrieks again as the 
chains lift the crusher like a warehouse crane. Her half-squashed, half-bloated breasts are wrenched upwards, 
and her shrieks rise in pitch accordingly as she is hoisted. Her legs stretch beautifully as she rises onto tiptoes, 
her arms pinned together behind her back. 
 Austin chooses the moment to release the retractor from her mouth. 
 “Austin!" Tina's first word is a desperate plea. Stop! You don't need to do this! I've been set up!" 
 "Bullshit," Austin responds. 
 "Kelley, tell them!" Tina appeals in panic. "Please!" 
 "I liked you better with the dental gag," is all Kelley says in response. 
 "Austin, listen to me! We can do a deal!" 
 “Sure. You talk, I stop torturing you,” Austin rumbles. 
 “You bastard! I’ll see your balls mashed to pulp for this!” 
 Her temper condems her. At a signal from Austin, Zell cranks the winch again, and a moment later Tina 
is lifted off the ground by her trapped breasts, and her head flies back as she screams in pain. She doesn’t even 
kick her feet, her legs slightly splayed and down-pointed toes shaking. In a matter of seconds her entire body is 
covered in tiny droplets of sweat, her body arched backwards. 
 I feel sick. Kelley is smiling, hands on her hips. 
 Zell secures the winch with Tina’s toes six inches from the floor; Austin still stands taller than her. Tina 
squeals in pain, the chain groaning as her body slowly swings at its end. I can only imagine the feeling; it would 
be hideous, intense, urgent. It would feel as if her breasts are on the verge of being torn out of her chest, ripped 
at the core from their bed of muscle. In contrast, the clamps on her nipples will feel like two points of white-hot 
agony, like branding irons pressed directly where her breasts are their most sensitive. I can see it is taking a 
supreme effort not to scream again. 
 “Tell us where Matmos is,” Austin growls. 
 She gives more information without hesitation. “The last I knew was a training camp in Dogville! But he 
moved from there, and now I swear don't know!" 
 "Where did you meet him this time?" 
 "I swear, I didn't meet him! Kelley set me up!" 
 Firmly, with one big hand, Austin grasps the crimson balloon of Tina’s left breast, and twists the screw 
of her nipple clamp. Tina screams in pain, flinging her head back, as the tiny spiked jaws crush and mash the 
tender stub of flesh, and the sharp spike thrusts deeper. Another dark line of blood escapes down her breast. 
Tina’s bare toes are fanned out in response to her helplessness to escape such agony. He does the same to her 
right nipple, closing the clamp so tightly that its teeth all but meet through her flesh.  
 "Oh my god! I swear, it's the truth!" 
 “We’ll take a break now,” Austin announces. “Resume in an hour or so.” 
 The two guards are posted to watch over her. As Austin, Zell, Steve, Kelley and the scribe all leave, I 
stand in front of my former colleague, watching in horrified sympathy. Tina’s head rocks from side to side, her 
shoulders strained and arms so fiercely bound behind her, her stretched and distended breasts compressed 
cruelly within the crusher by which she hangs, her nipples mashed and bleeding in their clamps.  
 “For God’s sake, Tina, what are you thinking?” I say, after a while. “You know you can’t keep Matmos’ 
location a secret. Evil cannot be tolerated. Tell us where he is, and it will end. I promise, you’ll be treated well.” 
 Sweat polishes Tina’s skin, her face shows agony, but she manages to force a few words past the pain. 
“I'll live to see you burn, Viper …” 

I sigh, and leave her to her suffering. 
 



In my quarters, I am chased by the promise Tina made: I will live to see you burn. She won’t, of course. 
She will be executed, and I will watch her die. But the possibility that I may one day be called to defend my 
actions as Dungeon Master is real indeed. 

I lie on the hard wooden floor of my room, spread myself in a star, and close my eyes. 
Throughout history, there are stories of those who have endured the cruellest tortures without breaking. 

Many, without even giving a single scream. Anne Askew, stretched on the rack in the Tower of London, did 
scream – her cries were heard even outside its thick stone walls. But she never renounced her faith, nor named 
any of her fellow believers. 

It is said that these people are able to find a detachment within themselves, so that they can transcend 
their pain and find a level of resistance that cannot be broken by the torturer, however skilled. This, too, is the 
skill I have learned. My meditations are designed to separate my mind from physical form, so that I will remain 
true to my faith and truth, no matter what. 

 
 It is another two hours before Zell taps on my door to inform me of the session’s resumption. 
 In the dungeon, are greeted by the sight of Austin chatting to the sexy vamp, Kelley. Austin grins at me 
and Zell as we draw closer. “Guys, I’d like you to meet Kelley Smith, our newest recruit.” 
 I am surprised. My opinion of Kelley is that she is little more than an avid groupie. While she did prove 
some value in her double-cross of Tina, she is completely untrained and inexperienced as a Witchseeker, and 
still something of a wild card. 
 Across the torture chamber, I am aware of the dangling figure of Tina, shining with perspiration, arms 
still wrenched behind her, suspended in agony by her mashed breasts.  
 But it gets better. “I’ve invited her to assist in the interrogation,” Austin explains. Again, I am surprised, 
although it is indeed a novel twist to make Kelley an honorary torturer, rubbing salt into the wound of betrayal. 
 “What did you have in mind?” I ask. 
 The whip Austin hands Kelley is made of heavy plastic cable, like a car jumper lead. A yard in length, 
tapered at the tip, with a rubber handgrip. Kelley is dark-eyed in delight, and swishes the lash through the air a 
few times. It whooshes dangerously. 
 “My god,” she says, “this will hurt!” 
 “That’s the idea,” Austin says, “now come with me.” 

Trailing the whip along the floor, still looking like a nightclub goddess in her little pink tube dress, 
Kelley sashays after Austin, swaying her hips and playing to the ogling stares of the Zell and Steve. Even the 
scribe risks a second glance between his note-taking.  

By grim contrast, Tina hangs by her misshapen and purple breasts, her crushed nipples encrusted with 
blood beneath the teeth of the clamps. Her head lolls, her eyelids heavy with suffering. 
 “Tina,” Austin calls. 
 Tina groans. Her toes twitch. She picks her head up. Austin says, “you know where Matmos is. On the 
fourteenth of September, you left the Chateau and joined The Man In Black at his secret hideaway. Where is 
that place?” 
 "I only know of Dogville, nowhere else," Tina groans. 
 Austin steps aside, and Kelley, brandishing the whip, flashes her eyes at Tina. "Hello, Sweetheart!" 
 "Kelley!" Tina's expression is one of dread. "Oh, God, Kelley – please, what are you doing?" 
 "'Your back, breasts and torso, legs and ass, groin and feet, thighs and hands, sliced to ribbons, welt 
after welt with a cane and cat, burrowing step by step into your treacherous and deceitful flesh.' Remember 
those words, Tina?" Kelley asks. 
 "No," Tina sobs. "No, no, no …" 
 "Your curse comes back to haunt you, bitch." 
 Seeing what is about to come, Tina gives a wail of horror, but she can’t do a thing to prevent it. Kelley 
raises her arm, and slashes down with the whip. It angles across Tina’s exposed belly with a heavy crack! and 
Tina screams with pain, her body set swinging. 
 I have felt the bite of the whip, and I know how fiery and intense the pain is. It is searing, a terrible 
agony, and as the whip smashes again across her flesh, raising a fine spray of sweat into the air, Tina twists and 



shrieks, an agonised piñata. The wrenching of her tormented breasts must be utterly excruciating; but she cannot 
help herself. 
 Kelley circles her helpless victim, her eyes shining with a lust for retribution as she throws the lash with 
frightening talent, striking hips, thighs, the backs of her legs. The whip lands with resounding impacts, leaving 
thick welts across Tina’s skin. A dozen or more strokes, until Tina is begging and pleading for it to stop. 
 Kelley pauses, breathing hard. Tina swings by her breasts, sobbing and wailing. Her fingers curl and 
stretch beyond the tight ropes around her wrists, an expression of utter helplessness as Kelley measures up the 
next lash. 
 It cracks across Tina’s lower belly, and as she raises her knees in a feeble attempt to protect herself, 
Kelley swings a beautiful upstroke that scores a direct hit with the very tip on Tina's labia. Droplets and a few 
hairs are flung free, Tina’s legs jerk downwards, her head flies back, and she screams long and loud in agony. 
 "Woohoo! Did you see that?" Kelley squeals. "Right in the clit!" 

“Oh God, please sto-o-op!” 
Tina's plea is answered with another slice of the whip across her ribcage, an angry red weal branding her 

skin. It is followed by a backhand slice in the other direction, then another, then another; Tina's thrashing body 
scored with angry red lines. 

Finally, on an instruction from Austin, Kelley lowers her arm, and the whip slithers back. Sequins of 
perspiration glitter on her bare shoulders, and her pouting breasts heave in the tube dress. She smiles at me. 

Austin closes on Tina. He grasps her face in his massive hand and forces her to look up into his eyes. 
Tears stream down her cheeks. "Talk, you traitor. Talk, because there is a lot more we can still do." 

Tina's bare feet stir. Her mouth is a grimace of misery. "Please, no more!" 
"Where is Matmos?" 
"Have mercy on me, please! I can't tell you" 
I see a bright line of blood run down the inside of Tina's sweat-slick thigh; the whip-lash to her clitoris 

must have cut her. The pain must be hideous. And it isn't over. 
"We proceed to the next stage. Bring the belt, and lead weights," Austin says. 
"Oh God – no, no!" Tina begs. 
It is an iron hoop, hinged on one side, with holes along the opposite side, so that it can be padlocked 

around the victim's waist. A slim chain of sharp-edged and spiked links spans the diameter of the hoop; when 
the 'belt' is in place, the chain rides up between the victim's legs. One end of this chain then passes through a 
hole in the back of the 'belt' and dangles free; at its end is an iron ring to which weights can be attached. Put in 
the most simple terms, it is a device designed to turn the innocent 'wedgie' into true torture. 

While Zell and Kelley hold the dangling Tina in place, Austin places the cold iron around Tina's waist, 
adjusting it so that it sits straight, then cinching it tightly and closing its lock. Steve, then, brings from 
implement table twenty-pound lead ingots, dented and chipped from past use.  

"Austin, you are torturing me for no reason! I can't give you the information you want!" Tina protests in 
agonised desperation.  

"She can so," Kelley says brightly. "She told me she visited Matmos every night!" 
"Kelley!" Tina shrieks. "Why do you say such lies? You were my friend!" 
"How can I be the friend of a traitor?" Kelley snaps in reply. "Steve, will you please hand me one of 

those weights!" 
"My pleasure," Steve murmurs. 
Tina tries to see behind her, twisting her head about in dread, as Kelley hefts the first of the weights and 

fits its hook through the ring of Tina's crotch-chain. "Suffer, bitch," she says, and lets the weight drop. 
The chain snaps taut, disappearing up into the hair in Tina's crotch; the iron belt jams down into her 

hips; and Tina jolts, additional weight now wrenching her agonised breasts. "Ohhhh Jesus!!" 
Kelley takes a second weight, and, without ceremony, hooks it on. The chain between Tina's legs cuts 

into her most sensitive flesh, and she howls with the pain of it, as her creaking breasts stretch a little further 
under the added weight. Despite the agony, she kicks her feet desperately, twisting and struggling. 

"Kirsten! Oh God, Kirsten, help me!" Tina shrieks. But there is nothing I can do, and as Austin, Zell and 
Steve prepare to leave, I accompany them. Only Kelley remains, slowly walking around the tortured figure of 
Tina, taunting and laughing at her. 



"A few more hours of this, and she'll break," Austin says, with confidence. 
There can be no doubt that it all hurts, but I am not so sure. "She's tough," I say. "And presuming she 

does know where Matmos is, there is a lot at stake. Especially if she believes that he can still save her. If she 
betrays him, she is lost." 

"She'll talk. You leave her to me," Austin says. 
 
 Tina is left to hang by her tortured breasts with the crotch-chain jammed up into her vulva, spiking her 
clitoris and anus, for the rest of the day. When the rest of the Chateau is finally enjoying dinner in the banquet 
hall, I tiptoe down into the torture chamber, rubbing my own bare shoulders against the chill. The door is 
guarded; and two more guards stand inside. 
 By the flickering orange light of torches, Tina still hangs by her breasts. They seem to have stretched 
grotesquely, still clamped within the crusher, now resembling two purple socks with tennis balls inside. There 
are lines of old blood down her ribcage from where the iron crusher has torn her flesh. Her nipples, inside the 
mashing clamps, are almost blue. Her whip-scored skin, crazed with savage raised welts, shines with sweat. Her 
back-twisted arms, roped together at elbows and wrists, are also dark with slowed circulation, her fingers blue 
and swollen. 
 My eyes follow the sharp little chain of the iron waist-belt, down through the trimmed patch of her pubic 
hair, where it disappears between her labia. I can see, on the floor below her dangling feet, splats of old blood 
from where the chain has slowly worked into her sensitive flesh. 
 Her head lolls on one shoulder, but even as I draw close, I hear a low groan from her throat. The agony 
goes on. Every moment must be a battle of sheer willpower, an overwhelming urge not to scream out that she 
will tell us everything.  
 "Tina," I call softly. 
 It takes supreme effort for her to lift her head; her eyes seem dull, and I am surprised that she even 
recognises me. Her dry and swollen lips form a single plea: "Kirsten … for God's sake … end it …" 
 I shake my head. She will only be granted the mercy of death when she tells us what we need to hear.  
 So she asks for the one thing I may grant: "water …" 
 From a pail beneath an old faucet in one wall of the dungeon, I fill an iron ladle, and carry it to the 
suspended Tina. I raise the ladle to her parched lips, and gently tip it, so she can drink. Her agony is such that 
she can only take a little at a time, but eventually the ladle is emptied. 
 

By morning, when I join the interrogators in the chamber, new torments are already under way. Tina has 
hung for nearly twenty-four hours by her breasts, and she looks utterly exhausted.  

Kelley is in a tight black leather dress that hugs the voluptuous curve of her hips and flatters her high, 
round breasts with a plunging neckline, its hem high on her creamy thighs. She grins at me as she heaves 
another twenty-pound lead weight and carries it across to the tortured woman. 

"Oh, you're kidding," I realise in horror. 
As Kelley hooks the third weight onto the chain passing between Tina's legs, a barely-human sound 

echoes around the torture chamber. Tina's scream is hoarse and hideous. The chain slides fractionally, its tiny 
spikes and sharp edges tearing at her clitoris, between her labia, her anus; all but slicing her open. Even her 
pelvic bone must be throbbing in the most terrible agony from the pressure. 

This, in addition to the pain in her distended breasts; the searing fire in her ruined nipples. Now, as Tina 
shrieks and sobs anew, Austin crouches at her feet. His first act is to put rope around Tina's ankles, binding 
them tightly together. Such is the agony between her legs that Tina can't even struggle, but allows Austin to do 
whatever he wishes to her feet. 

Aligning her two big toes, Austin fits a simple thumbscrew over them. Like a miniature version of the 
breast crusher, the little wide iron bars span the knuckle of each toe, pinning them together. Deftly, firmly, 
Austin begins to screw it down. In just a few twists, the pain arrives – with such intensity that, despite the agony 
of the belt, Tina gives a new shriek of pain, and tries to pull her feet away. 

Austin twists the screw again; then again. Tina's screeching becomes frantic, and she jerks and writhes 
so that the sixty pounds of weights hanging off the belt chain smack lazily together. But she can do nothing to 
stop Austin turning the screw, until I hear the distinct crack of one toe-knuckle fracturing. 



Tina screams. 
Austin twists the screw again, and a moment later I hear the pop of her other toe cracking also. Fresh 

sweat forms like condensation over Tina's body, as she screams and shrieks in pain. 
Austin leaves her, then, with her broken toes rapidly turning dark, and fetches two more weights; 

another forty pounds. These he attaches to the screw on her toes, then signals Zell, who has been patiently 
waiting at the winch. 

The chain slowly clatters through its overhead pulley, and, by her distorted breasts, Tina is hoisted 
higher. The chains connecting her crushed toes to the lead weights quickly grow taut before the weights 
themselves are lifted from the floor, hanging fully on her broken toes. 

Tina's eyes bulge and she shrieks in new agony. 
 "Talk!" Austin bellows at her. "Tell us where Matmos is, and you will be shown mercy!" 
 "For pity's sake, I don't kno-o-ow!" Tina screams in her pain. Then her voice dissolves into wordless 
howls and sobs, as she slowly twirls on her mangled breasts. Scowling, Austin gives the order that we should 
leave her, and return later in the day. 
 
 Six hours. 
 To Tina, every second of those six hours must be a lifetime. When the pain is so overwhelming, when 
the roaring, screeching cacophony of pain receptors becomes so intense that not a single thought can form, 
every shift of the second hand across a clock's face is a lifetime. When sweat creeps and beads from every pore, 
when one's entire body is a temple of exquisite suffering, six hours is Eternity. 
 Six hours must be long enough to be driven insane by the agony. Or so Tina may well wish; but the 
reality is that she is aware. Lucid, alert, conscious; and yet utterly helpless, unable to either tolerate or escape 
the agony. All she can do is groan. 
 Her breasts must feel as if they have become red hot mounds of lava, crushed and mangled but still a 
part of her, still the source of unending agony. Her nipples throb in slow, immense waves of white-hot pain, at 
times so severe that she screams out across the chill torture chamber. 
 Her shoulders and arms feel as if they have been dislocated; muscles burning and straining, joints and 
tendons swollen and strained, her elbows still bound so that they touch together, her wrists so tightly tied that 
her hands have lost all movement. 
 Between her legs, too, is fire. Bearing the force of sixty pounds of lead weights, the spiked and edgy 
chain has burrowed up into her sex, bisecting her vulva, cutting into the tender flesh of her clitoris, her 
perineum, her anus, and must feel as if it saws into the very bone. 
 Her toes, also, are an unrelenting agony. The narrow, serrated bars of the thumbscrew have cracked and 
crushed the knuckle-bones of her largest two toes, and forty pounds of lead hangs from them, putting constant 
and terrible pressure on the fractures. Already they have turned almost black, and swollen grotesquely. 
 I make it my task to bring her water, again. This time I am obliged to stretch as high as I can reach, to 
get the ladle to her parched lips. She can only swallow with difficulty. Much of the water spills down her chin, 
splashes over her crushed and blue-shaded breasts. 
 She does not thank me. She does not say a word. She only moans to herself in her nightmare of agony. 
 I am amazed at how motionless she hangs. When every tiny movement is agony aggravated, when even 
the act of breathing is torment, she dares not twitch a muscle. If one were to sit and watch her for an hour, they 
might believe her dead, were it not for the shallow, spasmodic shifting of her belly, and the groans that come 
from her throat. 
 She does move, though, when the door to the torture chamber opens, and the footsteps of half a dozen 
people echo through the cavernous room. Her head half-lifts; it is the only thing she can move, now. And she 
gives a tiny whimper. 
 "My God, Tina! Look at you!" Austin scoffs as he, Zell, Kelley, a scribe, and two accompanying guards 
draw close. "You're a mess! You think your precious Matmos is coming to save you?" 
 "I heard he likes to know a woman is suffering because of him," Kelley adds. "He doesn't care whether 
you live or die!" 
 "I can't tell you what you want to hear," Tina groans. 
 "Kelley, bring the lash," Austin orders. 



 As Kelley goes to the implement table, I have to turn away. Tina again starts to beg for the torture to 
stop. "No … no … no … no more, please …"  
 "Where is Matmos?" 
 "I told you, I told you, I don't know!" Tina wails. 
 Kelley returns with the whip, cracking it in the air. It makes a startling sound, and Tina gives a wavering 
cry of dread, even before Austin gives the order. With the darkest smile, Kelley swings the lash. It encircles 
Tina's unprotected hips, wrapping around her body and slicing her flesh with a crack! and, despite all the 
torments that cripple her body, Tina jolts in reaction to the pain. 
 Her scream is terrible. A second stroke, across her shining thighs. A third stroke, same place.  
 Suddenly, Tina is twisting and shrieking and pleading under the precise and agonising touch of Kelley's 
whip. It must feel like a lifetime since the torture began; Tina's flesh has been crushed, twisted, scored and 
striped until she screams mindlessly in her pain. Now the heavy lead weights clatter and sway as her body jerks 
and swings, hanging by her tortured breasts. 
 I see stripes of blood, now, appearing across Tina's belly, her buttocks. Kelley even lashes Tina's bound 
arms, letting the heavy whip cut into the shrieking woman's hands, its tip biting tiny divots of flesh from her 
ribcage. I count thirty strokes, measured and hard, while Tina bellows and wails. 
 But Kelley has saved the worst for last. Aiming carefully, she slices the whip across Tina's distended 
and agonised breasts, by which she is suspended. The nipple clamps jump, the underside of both breasts 
instantly scored. A second lash, then a third, and Tina's screams are insane.  
 Five times more the whip strikes hard on the taut and super-sensitive balloons of Tina's tortured breasts, 
and her screaming is manic. Kelley's eyes are wild with a lust for her task.  
 Finally, the whip slithers obediently to Kelley's side, leaving a smear of blood on the floor. There is 
silence, save Tina's agonised whimpering. 
 "Where the fuck is Matmos?" Kelley shouts. 
 Tina says nothing, but sobs piteously. I make eye contact with Austin and slowly shake my head.  
 As brutal as this torture is, I don't think Tina will break. It will take something even more painful to 
wring her most deeply guarded secret from her. 
 Austin scowls, then concedes. "Let her hang another hour, then bring her down." 
  
 Tina has been returned to her cell. Barely conscious, exhausted, but chained to the wall with arms over 
her head and ankles secured to floor rings. We cannot risk anyone freeing her again. 
 I have called a meeting to discuss Tina's questioning. 
 "The question is, does Tina know where Matmos is," I begin, when all are seated at the table. 
 "I think she doesn't," Austin says. "She would have told us, long ago." 
 "Most people would have," I agree. "But this is Tina. She's tough. Pain, to her, is something to focus on, 
something to embrace. It's like her meditation. Especially sustained pain, like she's been subjected to." 
 "Then we're screwed," Austin says. 
 "Not necessarily. We just have to think smarter." 
 "Think 'Smart,' that's good, Kirsten," Zell sniggers, to icy stares from the others. 
 "What do you suggest?" Kelly asks. 
 "This is what I know about Tina," I say. "She believes that as a woman, she is inherently superior to 
men, who are all sex-driven animals and easily manipulated. If we destroy her womanhood, we win." 
 "So … we rape her?" Austin tries. 
 "No, we do not," I respond. "That would only strengthen her. It would vindicate her. And it would make 
her a martyr to all those women who suffered at Oberon's corrupt hands." 
 "I agree." Kelley is clearly not impressed with Austin's suggestion, either. "What do you suggest?" 
 "The pear. It was always her torture of choice, and for a reason. It's the ultimate degradation to a 
woman; it destroys her, without killing her. If Tina knows where Matmos is, the pear will get it out of her." 
 Austin looks inspired. "Then the pear it is. But I'm holding you responsible if it doesn't work, Kirsten." 
 All eyes are on me. I bite my lip, and nod. 
 
 



Pear  
 
 It is another two days until Tina is considered recovered enough to be questioned once again. Austin 
heads the session, with Steve, Zell, and Kelley assisting, a scribe recording events, and me as observer. 
 All eyes are on the entrance to the torture chamber as Tina is brought in by four guards, her wrists again 
bound behind her back. Naked, but determined to hold on to dignity, she hobbles on her own. But she is a mess. 
Toes broken, swollen and black, she can only walk on the outsides of her feet. Her legs, buttocks, belly and 
ribcage are a mess of cris-crossing welts from the whip. She moves awkwardly, her crotch still sore from the 
belt-chain. But her breasts are the most gruesome; black and yellow and purple with bruising, her nipples 
swollen and dark.  
 "Haven't you had enough yet, you sadistic fucks?" Tina groans as she is brought near. "Just let me die!" 
 "Where is Matmos?" Austin asks. 
 "I've told you a hundred times, I don't know. All I knew was his hideout." 
 "He must have given you another place to meet him, or a way to contact him," Steve says. 
 "No!" 
 "Tina, you will be tortured until you tell us. So save yourself a lot of pain, and tell us now," Austin says. 
 A tear trails down Tina's cheek. "What the fuck do you want me to say? Should I make something up, 
just to avoid you hurting me?" 
 "You will tell us the truth," Austin hisses. 
 The iron torture frame has been set up, the same bed of interrogation on which Oberon broke so quickly. 
Tina is loosely shackled, at first, naked in an X-shape; but then Zell and Kelley turn the screws tightening the 
chains to her ankles.  
 Slowly, Tina's feet are inched apart; drawing her downwards on the frame, stretching her arms gradually 
from the wrist manacles. She bites her lip and tips her head back, watching her own arms draw tight. As her legs 
are cranked apart, her sense of helplessness must be overwhelming. Her vulva is completely exposed, drawn 
open, every little cleft and contour of her already-wounded genitalia presented to the idle gaze of those gathered 
to torture her. 
 Zell and Kelley keep turning the screws. Tina's ankles are spread four feet apart, the muscles of her 
thighs taut, the tendons like cables. Tina gives a groan from the strain; her left hip gives an ominous pop as it 
nears its fullest extension. Her arms are tight, her ribcage lifted, her hollowed belly shifting rapidly with her 
breath. Fearful sweat glistens in her stubbled armpits and between her ruined breasts. 
 "Enough," Austin says. Kelley skips to his side.  
 Zell hesitates, then grasps the iron lattice of the frame, smiling down at Tina where she lies helpless. 
"You know, when you're like this, you do look beautiful," he says. "Although not nearly as beautiful as when 
you start screaming." 
 "Come on, Zell … " Tina offers desperately. "Think of what I could do for you?" 
 "Tina baby, this is doing it for me right now," Zell says happily, and gives the frame a light shove as he 
moves away. From its four suspending chains, the frame sways lazily, and Tina gives another groan. 
 "Kirsten said I'm not to rape you," Austin says, a segue to the coming session. "Which I think is a pity 
… as will you, when you see the alternative." Tina's eyes widen at the sight of the gleaming brass bulb-shape in 
Austin's hands. Then the tears come; her mouth curls into a grimace, and she is sobbing uncontrollably.  
 "Oh, God, no, anything but that!" 
 "Do I need to remind you how the pear works, what it can do?" Austin rumbles. Holding it up so that 
Tina can see it clearly, Austin turns its handle. Before Tina's horrified eyes, the bulb splits into segments, like 
an opening flower-bud. Gradually, the petals extend outwards, until it is several times its original diameter. Its 
diabolical implications are obvious, but Austin delights in explaining. "… Inserted into the anus or vagina, the 
pear is slowly opened. It is exquisitely painful - and in many cases, eventually fatal." Without hurry, he closes 
the device. "Although in your case, I have asked for Kelley to make sure it doesn't get to that point." 
 Kelley, her hands clasped behind her back, steps forward with a smile. "You can trust me." 
 "Austin, no … please," Tina pants from where she lies, starfished and helpless on the frame. I can see 
the utter panic on her face. But I can also see the absolute blood-lust on Austin's, as, putting one hand on Tina's 
heaving belly, he positions the nipple-like nose of the pear at the entrance to her vagina. He pushes, hard. Tina 



gives a rising wail as, against considerable resistance, the pear is slowly forced inside her. 
 I can see the muscles of Tina's widely-spread legs flexing as she desperately tries to close them together, 
an instinctive reaction against the cold metal intrusion. Even closed, it hurts badly as it penetrates her. Eight 
inches long, its nose pushes into her cervix when it is finally in place, only the ornate brass handle protruding 
grotesquely from her entrance. 
 She pisses herself. 
 Austin should have seen it coming; as it is, he gets caught by the stream, and jumps away, cursing and 
scowling with a wet sleeve. Laundry time again for his robes. But nobody seems to care especially; it is an 
inevitable consequence of the pear's insertion. 
 Tina lies on the frame, helpless, the pear inside her. Her ribcage shifts fast. Her skin is shining. 
 Finally gathering his composure, Austin returns to his task. "I'll ask you one more time," he growls. 
"Where is Matmos?" 
 Tina: "I really, truly don't know!" 
 Austin grasps the ornate turn-key of the pear, and gives it a quarter twist. Inside Tina, the pear creaks 
open slightly, and she gives a groan. "Oh, God!" 
 "I'll ask again. Where is his hideout?" 
 "... I don't know, I swear …!" 
 Another turn. Tina's groan is louder. I can’t imagine the feeling. The device itself is already oversized, 
and with every minuscule expansion, the agony must increase exponentially. This is the kind of technique I 
have always endorsed: rather than repetition of pain, like the whip, or prolonged pain, like breast-hanging, here 
each refusal to cooperate is met by greater and greater agony, a slow, measured increase.  
 "Oh God … stop …" Tina is begging. "Fuck … it hurts, it really hurts …!" 
 But Austin turns the handle again: this time, Tina's cry is more pained. I can visualise the pear's four 
segments gradually flowering outwards; blades that distend her most intimate cavity. She is moaning, mewling 
softly to herself. I can see that the pain is immense, but she is trying to focus through it. 
 I glance at the others. Zell has his arms folded, a look approaching satisfaction on his face. Steve looks 
vaguely distracted, as if imagining lighting a fire beneath Tina's feet. Kelley, alongside the torture frame, is 
watching intently, her eyes flicking from Tina's spread legs, to Tina's agonised face. 
 Austin turns the pear's handle again. This time, Tina gives a scream. Her head is tipped back, I can see 
her face shining with sweat, her eyes wild and staring at the ceiling. She is unable to struggle, unable to do 
anything but lie there and feel the torture that ravages her body. Already there is a hint of a bulge above her tidy 
pubic thatch. 
 "Where is he?" Austin shouts. "Tell us where Matmos is!" He twists the handle, the pear's metal blades 
force her vagina fractionally wider, and Tina's screams echo in the torture chamber.  
 Kelley moves to stand by the top of the torture frame, so that she is looking directly down into Tina's 
barely-focusing eyes. Bending, she takes Tina's face in her hands, making soft 'shh' noises until Tina's screams 
fade into whimpers. 
 She says gently, "come on, Tina. Do you really think you can hold out? It's over. It's over for you, it's 
over for Matmos. Tell us where he is!" 
 Somehow, despite the agony, Tina manages to hiss, "go to Hell." 

Kelley glances at Austin. "Give it to her." 
 He twists the handle; once, twice, three times. Tina's screams are dreadful, and on the third turn, I hear a 
muffled 'pop.' I don't want to speculate on what that sound means, but the bulge in Tina's lower abdomen has 
grown visibly. I see blood seeping along the thread of the pear's handle. This time, Tina doesn't stop screaming, 
but draws breath only to scream again. 

Now, Austin twists the handle slowly, milking every desperate, agonised shriek from Tina as her vagina 
is brutally distended. "Stop! Oh, god, stop!" 
 The pain must be beyond all endurance; but Austin has no intention of stopping. He again twists the 
handle; again the pear expands, stretching her vaginal walls. Tina screams and howls at the top of her lungs, 
until her voice is hoarse. 

Beneath her screams, I hear more cracking, popping sounds; the pear is now, quite literally, tearing her. I 
feel a twinge of sympathy within my own body, and I can see Kelly's hand wander to her groin. 



 Austin turns the pear's handle a little further. Tina howls and screeches, shaking her head over and over, 
her stretched body shining as the bulge in her abdomen grows.  
 It seems to go on and on. Austin and Kelley asking the same question, over and over again; and each 
time Tina gives the same answer, the pear is opened a little further. Tina screams and shrieks in agony. 

Half an hour after the torture began, Tina lies, stretched out, wet with sweat. Half of the pear's handle 
seems to have disappeared inside her. Blood trickles along the screw-thread of the handle, runs down between 
her buttocks and over the iron frame on which she lies. More has splashed to the floor below. Her lower 
abdomen is distended visibly, the shining skin between her hip bones stretched by the device inside her.  

"That's far enough," Kelley says. "Now fuck her with it." 
Austin gives a smile and grasps the handle once again. Tina begins shrieking and begging. "No – no – I 

swear I don't know where he is, I swear, I swear!" 
Her pleas dissolve into a terrible scream as Austin rocks the pear gently. The pain must be 

unimaginable, and Tina's screams sound inhuman. The act of shifting the pear inside her makes her entire body 
move on the frame, the shackles jamming against her wrists and ankles. She shakes her head with the agony. 

Austin pauses. "Talk! Tell us where Matmos is hiding!" 
But Tina can not reply. She can only shriek and sob and wail in pain; but then, suddenly, her voice trails 

off into a faint squeal, then stops entirely. 
"She has fainted," Kelley reports. 
Austin looks grim. "It's not over yet. Bring the rheostat." 

 Tina awakens after only a couple of minutes, but lies barely aware of her surroundings for a while 
longer, her head turning, moaning endlessly. 
 Kelley is standing behind the frame, and gently takes Tina's head in her hands, lifting it from the lattice 
frame so she is forced to look along her own body. She can see the swelling of her own lower belly from the 
pear inside her; but it takes a few seconds more for her to notice the red wire that trails from between her 
widely-spread legs, across her thigh, to the control unit on a gurney alongside the torture frame.  
 "Take a good look, Tina," Kelley purrs, as Tina starts hyperventilating in utter panic. I can see her 
stretched arms suddenly straining to get free of the manacles that hold her, as she realises what is about to 
happen. Kelley says, "if you don't tell us where Matmos is, Austin is going to electrify the pear." 
 "It will be pain unlike anything you have experienced," Austin warns. 
 "You will go insane," Kelley elaborates. "You won't die, Tina, but you will sink into a nightmare and 
never emerge. Do you want that?" 
 "Please, why won't you believe me? I don't know!" Tina wails in her misery. She is crying again, 
whooping sobs, a truly broken woman. I bite my lip. It is becoming evident that she tells the truth; but this is not 
my session to control. Tina belongs to Austin and Kelley; painfully and inescapably restrained, presented, and 
helpless for whatever tortures they choose for her. 
 Kelley lets Tina's head drop. Austin turns a dial, charges the rheostat. He takes hold of the circuit-braker 
closes it casually. 
 Despite the strain in her limbs, Tina's back arches. New pain, diabolical pain, white hot pain explodes 
deep inside her. She begins screaming, screaming and shrieking, helplessly, in agony. 
 When Austin stops the current, Tina falls to the torture frame, again in a faint. But after a few moments, 
she groans, stirs again. I know that every nerve must be jarring with the aftermath of the electric shock as the 
current found its exit through her limbs. 
 "Goddamn," Zell says, "that was the sexiest thing I ever saw!" 
 "Right," Steve agrees readily. 
 Austin speaks. "I'm warning you, Tina. Loosen your tongue or lose your mind, it's your choice." 
 Tina is panting hard. Panic. She tries to struggle, but she is too tightly stretched, and can only beg: 
"Please, please don't, please ..." 
 "Five hundred volts." 
 Tina's back looks as if it will break as her hips lift from the table. She is screaming insanely. Her joints 
make loud popping noises as her own body stretches itself in a helpless arch. Electricity thunders through the 
pear into her vagina, delivering pain beyond description. 
 When the current stops, she falls heavily. For a few moments, she doesn't even breathe. A wisp of steam 



– or smoke – curls up from between her legs. I can smell the sweet odour of searing sweat. Her shining limbs 
are shaking. 
 When Austin closes the switch again, there is an audible thump. Tina's body arches again, and in the 
split-second before she starts screaming, I can hear her very bones and ligaments creaking. Then come her 
screams: shrill and demented, utterly inhuman, like the shrieking of Hell itself. Little blue sparks are flashing 
between her legs as current burns into her vagina. 
 It stops. She falls. Her head rolls from side to side. The sweat is running from her naked body. 
 "Where is Matmos?" Kelley demands. 
 "Where is Matmos?" Austin shouts. 
 Tina makes no reply. Her jaw is slack, there is blood around her lips; she has bitten her own tongue in 
agony. Her eyes roll in her head, unseeing. Her fingers are held in helpless claws. She has lacerated her wrists 
and ankles on the fetters that hold her stretched on the torture frame. 
 Austin closes the switch. 
 Sparks snap viciously around the protruding pear handle and Tina's pelvis thrusts into the air as if she's 
having the orgasm of her life; but her screams tell of a nightmare of pain beyond imagination. Now I can see 
there is smoke coming from her vulva. 
 Austin stops the current, and Tina flops, her limbs shuddering. 
 Enough. 
 "Stop, for God's sake, stop!" I shout. "She doesn't know! You're going to kill her! No more shocks!" 
 Austin and Kelley are staring at me. Tina lies there whimpering, utterly broken. If she knew where 
Matmos is, she would have told them ages ago. 
 "She'll talk," Kelley says. Her eyes are fixed on me with a frightening intensity. 
 Austin realises, and shakes his head. "No, Kirsten's right. She doesn't know." 
 If I thought it would do any good, I would encourage them to keep going. But Tina lies there, her 
bruised breasts heaving, barely conscious. Torturing her more would be as pointless as torturing a fly. 
 "Take the pear out, take her off that thing, throw her back in her cell. I'll go and do the paperwork."  
 It is an effort to hide my disappointment. 
 
 
  



Execution  
 
 It is a perfect day for a hanging. 
 Low clouds filter a gloomy, grey-tinged light across the Chateau, and a chill wind rustles the red-brown 
leaves of the trees that border the amphitheatre. That same wind whistles through the hangman's noose that 
dangles from the gallows above the wooden scaffold, making it sway as if an invisible corpse already twists 
slowly beneath it. 
 The temperature is sixty Fahrenheit at most, too cold for my outfit: the tight black sleeveless dress with 
its mid-thigh hem. But it is the colour of mourning. Out of respect for the condemned, I will wear it. 
 From my window, I look down over the execution amphitheatre. It is full; easily 1500 have come to see 
this, the execution of Tina deDance. Once, she was one of the most outspoken and passionate of the 
Witchseekers. As Oberon's right hand, she was a formidable Dungeon Mistress, but also the first to raise her 
voice against him. On the strength of her accusation, he was arrested, and even now awaits interrogation. 
 But Tina was not the pure and righteous Witchseeker she pretended to be. Beneath the veneer, she was 
in league with Matmos, The Man In Black - a powerful warlock who, by his own admission, seduced innocent 
women and turned them into witches, then allowed them to be caught and executed, deriving an obscene 
pleasure in their long and agonised deaths at the stake, 
 Attempts to locate Matmos through Tina failed. Since then, she has languished in a cell, chained and 
wrists and ankles and watched over by CCTV. Knowing this, she even attempted to inspire a mutiny within the 
Witchseekers' ranks, until the cameras were muted.  
 Her unrelenting treachery cannot be ignored, nor tolerated, however, and today there are items upon the 
scaffold that do not appear related to hanging. A brazier. A pail of pitch. A coiled rope. And a simple upright 
post, four feet tall. These are for one purpose only: punishment before her execution. She has tried to sow 
dissent, so an example must be made. 
 I glance at the clock on my desk. Midday. Time for the execution to begin. I know that, down in the 
dungeons, Tina is having her hands bound behind her back, and is being led, naked, out of the cell that has been 
her home for the last few weeks. Up the narrow, slimy stairway to see daylight for the last time. 
 Steeling myself for the chill outside, I make my way downstairs. 
 The excitement of the crowd is palpable as I enter the amphitheatre's circle and walk to the scaffold. 
There is a cheer as I climb its steps, although whether in approval for my performance as Witchseeker General, 
or merely approval for the brevity of my dress, I can't tell. But less than ten seconds after I arrive, there is 
another cheer, followed by a surge of shouts and jeers: the execution party is approaching. 
 Austin and Steve at the front; then Zell and two guards. Between them, naked, hobbling, pale and 
wretched, hair lank and loose, arms bound behind her back, Tina. She looks so very vulnerable and lost, and 
keeps her eyes down.  
 How many times has she seen others do this walk of shame? I wonder. How often has she mocked their 
misery? Now it is her turn to feel the humiliation of knowing that these people have all come to watch her die. 
In an hour or so, they will return to their lives, celebrating, happy, entertained; and she will just be a corpse 
swinging in the autumn wind. 
 Behind them all comes Kelley, demurely wrapped in a brown robe. 
 Austin and Steve lead the ascent of the scaffold. Tina, injured by the tortures inflicted upon her, can 
barely climb. She is helped by one of the guards, and Zell, who is almost tender in his attentions. 
 At the top of the steps, she hesitates, and her eyes meet mine. I expected to see hatred, or fear, or some 
flicker of appeal for mercy; but they hold nothing. It is like looking at the face of a corpse already. It is the only 
thing that could have surprised me, and my surprise must show, because Zell glances at me with concern. 
 "Mistress Kirsten, are you all right?" 
 "I'm fine, Zell," I say. 
 Even now I cannot identify my feelings towards Zell. His motives and loyalties are complex; unlike 
Austin and Steve, who would happily torture and burn me if the opportunity arose. 
 Bare-limbed, I am starting to shiver in the chill, so too bad for Tina, I want to hurry her execution up and 
get inside. As Tina is made to stand facing the crowd, a thousand people openly gawking at her nakedness, I 
raise my hands for silence. 



 "Ladies and Gentlemen! Fellow Witchseekers! Today we witness the execution of Tina deDance. Once 
thought one of the most upstanding and honourable Witchseekers, respected as a leader and revered as Dungeon 
Mistress, she betrayed us all by her complicity with Matmos, the Man In Black. 
 "The sentence for her treason is death by hanging. But we have also deemed it appropriate, considering 
her trying to spread sedition and unrest – that Tina receive extra punishment, to be carried out without delay." 
 Tina makes a small whimper. I turn to Kelley. "Proceed." 
 With dramatic flair, Kelley shrugs off her robe: beneath, she wears a tight red PVC dress, shoestring 
straps, a swing-skirt playing about her tanned thighs. There is an additional cheer from the men in the crowd. 
 Tina's hard-won composure begins to crumble. She sobs out loud as Austin and Zell tug her towards the 
short upright post that has been secured to the scaffold. As they untie her wrists from behind her back, she tries 
to pull her arms free; but Austin grabs them, and holds them to either side of the post, with Tina facing it and 
dthe crowd beyond. 
 Zell quickly binds her wrists to the post, lashing it tightly, so that they are held in place in front of her, 
her trembling hands extending beyond. 
 In desperation she looks over her shoulder at me. "Kirsten, don't do this!" 
 "Hurry it up," I tell Kelley, avoiding Tina's eyes. 
 Kelley winks at me. "I told her what I'm going to do," she confides. "Tina's not happy." 
 As Kelley begins her preparations, Tina clenches her hands into tight fists, but it is futile. Kelley pulls 
on a pair of latex gloves, then, with a sweet smile at Tina, bends to collect a heavy daub of tar from the pail. 
 "Kelley, no!" Tina shrieks. But Kelley calmly wrenches open Tina's thumb and begins to smear it with 
tar, almost tenderly, as if it was a tiny cock. Tina cannot pull away; she can only shout in horror and dread, and 
watch as, in the same manner, each of her fingers are coated in the thick, rubbery goo. I am reminded how eager 
Tina had been for me to try the tar out on Wendy, not so long ago. 
 When Tina's fingers and thumbs are all coated thickly in tar, Kelley strips off the gloves and tosses them 
into the brazier. They crackle, then flare into bright flames as the tar ignites and burns. Tina cannot help but 
watch in horror, knowing what comes next. She waggles her fingers frantically, trying to flick the tar from 
them; but she has no chance. 
 "Baby, this is really going to hurt," Kelley says, as she lights a taper in the brazier and brings it close. 
 "Please, Kelley, please, please please," Tina gibbers frantically, but Kelley holds the flame the black-
coated fingers of Tina's right hand, and the flames flap and flutter around them. In moments, black smoke 
funnels up into the air, and the tar begins to bubble. The savage heat engulfs her hand, and a gasp becomes a 
wail, then a shriek. 
 "Oh shit! Aaaah!!" 
 The exposed skin of Tina's hand blisters in the torch's flame; then the tar ignites with a crackling, hissing 
sound, and Tina gives a terrible scream of pain, echoed by a cheer from the crowd. Kelley moves the torch to 
Tina's left hand, quickly lighting it. 
 With both Tina's hands alight, Kelley steps back. 
 It is an astonishing sight. I am both awed and horrored by Kelley's ingenuity. Tina, naked, screaming, 
her wrists bound to the post with her hands engulfed in bright fire. Its coruscating light reflects in her panic- and 
agony-filled eyes. Screaming insanely, she twists and flings her hands about, stamps her legs and tugs to get 
free, but the fire only intensifies. Little fiery droplets of burning tar and skin drip to the scaffold.  
 "Scream, you bitch!" Kelley shouts over Tina's hideous shrieking, and jumps with delight as the torture 
takes hold; even from six feet away, I can feel the heat of the flames. 
 The pain must be unbearable. Screaming and shrieking, Tina braces one bare foot against the post and 
tries to tear herself away from the agony, but she is unable to get free. Tears stream down her face. Her entire 
body runs with sweat as she tugs and writhes against her bound wrists. But, finally, her legs give way and she 
sinks to her knees as her fingers continue to burn. Beneath her howls, beneath the cheering and chanting of the 
crowd, I can hear the crackling and popping of her fingers burning; I can smell her cooking flesh. 
 Unlike Wendy, Tina cannot confess to save herself. Her hands must burn completely. And it is not 
quick: the tar burns lazily, feeding on itself and slowly consuming Tina's fingers. 
 It takes quarter of an hour. Tina screams and cries while her flesh burns, her finger-bones split and crack 
noisily, and more chunks of burning tar drop to the scaffold. 



 Finally, the last flame dies, leaving Tina's hands as smouldering ruins. Tina slumps at the post, her arms 
still stretched up to where her wrists are bound, her forehead pressed to the wood in exhaustion and shock. Her 
fingers and thumbs are completely gone, now just steaming stumps remaining; what is left of her hands is 
burned to the bone. She has stopped screaming, but moans quietly. 
 Kelley has pulled on fresh latex gloves and gathered a large dob of tar. While Tina is still in shock, 
Kelley crouches behind her and slaps the tar up between Tina's legs. Deftly, she smears it, from Tina's pubic 
hair, all the way back to her anus. 
 Her lips are close to Tina's ear. "For later," I see her say. Her eyes are shining, and I feel uncomfortable. 
I do wish she would show a more decorum on such a solemn occasion; she seems to be enjoying Tina's agony 
altogether too much. 
 "Prepare the noose," I say. I am anxious to get this over with. 
 This task has been given to Zell, and he is joined by Austin in untying Tina's wrists from the post, 
scored and grazed from her desperate struggles. She sways in their grip as they lift her to her feet and half-carry 
her to stand beneath the gallows, so that she is looking through the noose's teardrop at the anticipating crowd. 
Her face is streaked with tears and sweat, her eyes glazed. She is shaking violently. 
 Austin continues to hold Tina steady as Zell stands in front of her. He takes the noose in both hands, and 
quickly places the heavy loop of rope over Tina's head. 
 "Wear this as a token of my feelings for you," he mutters to her as he draws it snug, the coils sitting 
behind her nape, then moves to the other end of the rope, ready to pull down on it, and raise Tina up into the air. 
 Tina begins to cry. Her lip trembles, her shoulders shake, and she is sobbing uncontrollably.  
 "I don't want to die," she says in a small voice. 
 How embarrassing. Not a shred of dignity left. Standing naked in front of fifteen hundred people, she's 
crying like a baby and feeling sorry for herself. I am about to remind Zell to bind her wrists so that the hanging 
may proceed, when he says, "Oh for Heaven's sake." 
 He and hauls on the rope. 
 By the noose around her neck, Tina is suddenly lifted off the scaffold, Austin releasing her arms as she 
rises up. Her voice changes abruptly; she sounds like a cartoon character as she tries to scream, her eyes bulging 
with the sudden increase of pressure in her head. Her mouth is wide open, and she draws air with a rasping 
whoop, her arms and legs flailing wildly. 
 They haven't tied her hands! The objection lodges in my throat as Austin joins Zell in hoisting Tina a 
little higher, so that her twirling toes are a foot above the scaffold. Quickly, Zell loops the free end of rope about 
the gallows' iron stay to secure it. 
 "Uhhhh … oh … oh …" Tina is croaking, and, to my horror, her charred hands automatically go to her 
neck, and burned palms and bone ends begin tearing at the rope. Despite having no fingers or thumbs, and 
despite the horrendous burns she has suffered, panic drives her to paw at the noose that has lodged under her 
chin. Her neck appears to stretch as she dangles there; her body twists from the creaking rope, and she continues 
to gasp and whoop loudly. 
 I feel my heart pounding. I am transfixed with horror. Still the raw stumps of Tina's hands scrape at the 
noose, leaving a horrible residue of burned skin on the hemp. I look to Zell, but he seems enthralled by her 
struggles, like a little boy watching a bug slowly drowning in a bowl of water. 
 "Uhhhh …" Tina rattles. Her legs are kicking madly. 
 How long has it been? Two minutes? The rope creaks as Tina sways beneath it like a grotesque pinata. 
The gallows post itself shifts with her swinging weight. Her face is flushed, her eyes bugging, her lips are 
puffed as if in arousal. But the awful gasping noises still come from her throat, and she continues to kick and 
strain with her feet, reaching her toes for the scaffold. 
 I glance at Kelley, by the brazier. She has one hand at her own neck, her eyes wide, awe and delight on 
her face. Zell, near her, appears equally enchanted. Even the crowd has fallen quiet, and I can hear Tina's gasps 
clearly. Bloody fluid from her burned hands begins to stain the rope around her neck. Somehow she is 
managing to stop the noose from truly strangling her, and the effects are gruesome beyond description. 
 I can't take any more. 
 "For fuck's sake, someone tie her hands!" I shout. There is hesitation, so I stride to the implement table 
where the ropes that had earlier bound Tina's wrists lies. "We need to tie her goddamn hands!" 



 At my shout, Zell, emerging from his trance, goes in confusion to the end of the hanging-rope. Before I 
can stop him, he has loosened it from the iron stay, and lets Tina drop to the wooden scaffold. Her legs buckle 
and she thumps down onto one hip. The rope loosens around her neck, and she claws it away from her throat, 
gasping air, drool spilling from her mouth. 
 "Oh, God," she howls between breaths. 
 It is a monumental fuck-up. The crowd is howling, some laughing, some enraged. 
 "What the hell did you do that for?" I hiss at Zell. 
 "But you said –" 
 "I said to tie her hands, not let her down!" 
 In a moment, I am crouching alongside Tina where she lies, and, avoiding her mutilated and bloody 
hand, wrap it around her wrist. Tina tugs dazedly and I almost lose my grip. "Fuck, I can't believe this!" 
 Austin, finally, joins me, and brings Tina's arms behind her back with such violence that I hear her 
shoulders crack. It is my chance to lash her wrists tightly together. Tina is moaning, sobbing, pleading and 
shaking her head.  
 "Kirsten - I'm begging you, not like this, not this way, please!" she gasps as I fasten the knots. "End it 
now, kill me please! You can do it, Kirsten!" 
 "More rope!" I call. 
 One of the guards gives me the rope from the post where Tina had been tied. Taking no chances now, I 
use it to lash Tina's elbows together too, so that her arms are securely pinned behind her. 
 "Kirsten ..." Tina sobs. 
 "It will be over quickly," I tell her simply. I hope nobody notices how my hands are shaking; no matter 
how I might want to be rid of my enemy, this is not the way I wanted her execution to be. "Goodbye, Tina." 
Hurriedly I signal Zell and Austin to hoist her up again. 
 "No! – uhhh …" Tina makes a choking sound as the rope draws tight, cinching the noose around her 
neck again; a moment later she is wrenched to her knees, her head forced forward; then her knees rise off the 
scaffold, and she scrabbles to get her feet under her. But Zell and Austin pull once more on the rope, and Tina, 
for the second time, swings up into the air. 
 Her eyes bulge again; her mouth opens, and she begins choking loudly. At once, she is trying 
desperately to free her arms, her shoulders writhing, the muscles in her arms straining as she attempts to pull her 
bound elbows and wrists apart. But my knots are sure, and all she can do is twist her torso, her bare feet kicking 
and sweeping through the air. 
 Watching Tina dying makes me suddenly conscious of my breathing, and I fill my lungs deeply, 
savouring the freedom to do so. The truth is, it's a relief to see her finally put to death, after all her taunting and 
posturing, her efforts to turn popular opinion against me. 
 Long seconds pass, rolling into minutes, before I realise that something still isn't right. I glance at Zell. 
There is a serious bulge going on in his pants, his face is like a little boy's at Christmas time, and a horrible 
realisation dawns on me. Tina hadn't been avoiding strangulation by pawing at the noose: the rope is simply too 
thick, the knot is too stiff, leaving the noose barely tight enough to kill her. It is Zell's gift to her for attempting 
to turn him against me. 
 It is too late to do anything about it, now. She will die eventually. But Tina's awful struggles go on and 
on, her kicking legs, her arms pinned behind her. Her face slowly flushes red as she twists and thrashes on the 
end of the rope. The noose has wedged itself up under her jaw, levering her mouth wide open so that her tongue 
protrudes oddly, and emphasising the slow stretching of her neck. The growing pressure inside her head makes 
her eyes bulge wider, a caricature of her agonised expression. Still the hideous croaking, rasping sounds come 
from her throat. 
  In utter desperation, she lifts her knees towards her chest, as if it might somehow relieve the 
excruciating pressure around her neck. Of course, it is a useless waste of energy, and one leg drops, then the 
other, and all she has done is expose her pussy to a few hundred delighted onlookers. 
 I can begin to understand the others' fascination. I am amazed that Tina doesn't just surrender to the 
inevitable. I watch the way her small, high breasts jiggle on her ribcage as she struggles. I watch the small 
circles her bare toes describe through the air as she flails her feet about, high above the wooden scaffold. I can 



hear the creaking of the rope from which she hangs, and the squeaking of the rope binding her elbows and 
wrists together as she continues to tug at her bonds. 
 It has been a hideous parody, and Kelley's next move is one I should have seen coming. With a lit taper 
from the brazier, she steps to the gallows and thrusts the flame between Tina's legs. In moments, flames flutter 
into the tar Kelley had earlier smeared there, and she steps back as fire engulfs Tina's genitals. 
 Suddenly, Tina's hanging, as awful as it was, is magnitudes worse. Her vulva, pubic hair, pirenium and 
anus are blazing with bright flames, hissing and crackling, licking up her belly and between her buttocks, and 
her struggles renew with a manic frenzy. The agony is suddenly enough to even override the panic of her slow 
strangulation, her eyes flying wide and a rattling croak of a scream escaping her open mouth. 
 Her body lashes and jackknifes like a fish as the fluttering fire in her sex gets hotter, devouring her, heat 
funelling up into her bowels and her ruined cervix, melting her vulva and clitoris. The agony appears to be 
driving her truly insane as she thrashes on the end of the rope. I can feel the entire gallows platform shaking. 
 "Woo!" shrieks Kelley over the cheering of the delighted crowd, clapping her hands. I look at her in 
disbelief, although it dawns on me that she is both psychopath and genius; her additions to Tina's execution are 
winning the crowd, and restoring the Witchseekers' credibility as an organisation to be reckoned with. 
 Dammit, Kelley is good. 
 As lack of air and the shock of her burning pussy overwhelm her, Tina's struggles are weakening. She is 
still trying to pull her arms from behind her back, still twisting her hips about, still searching hopelessly with 
her toes through the empty air. But slowly, mercifully, the rope is drawing tighter. Her neck has extended 
visibly, pale and delicate in contrast to the crimson of her face. 
 The fire between her legs is still burning. I have never seen a woman with fire for pubes, and it is a 
bizarre sight. It sounds like an overcooked pork roast, crackling and sizzling, the occasional popping. But her 
legs are beginning to relax, as if she is losing the will to fight even that mortal agony. 
 Her gasps are faint, now, barely any air making it past the constricted noose. Her eyes, wide, bulging, 
seem to stare out across the crowd in an eternal look of sheer terror, as if she sees the demons of Hell already 
clamouring for her soul. 
 Long minutes. The flames between her legs are flickering out, showing a ghastly char that I cannot even 
bear to look at, but it is mercifully softened by drifting smoke. Tina's arms, finally, are relaxed, as if she is at 
last resigned to death. Her struggles have weakened to little more than shudders, her feet turning and twitching, 
only her face still showing her agony.  
 I am looking up at her eyes when the last of her life seems to ebb away, her eyelids drooping slightly 
over the irises, a last bubbling rattle escaping her throat, her shining tongue protruding from her open mouth. 
 There is one final, violent shudder, and then she swings limply. Smoke wafts from her crotch. 
 "Christ, that took a long time," Kelley says, and there is relieved laughter in agreement from all around. 
She is the first to approach Tina's swaying corpse. "Give us a twirl!" She grabs one bound arm and flings the 
hanging body into a spin, so that Tina turns grotesquely, raising laughter and whistles from the crowd. 
 I laugh, too. I realise that despite my lack of covering on this cold autumn day, I have been sweating in 
my armpits, and it is an immense relief to know that Tina is actually dead. I feel elated, the victory-rush of 
winning; knowing how badly Tina wanted to see me brought down, and yet it is her naked body that twirls and 
twitches from the gallows. 
 Kelley's bare arm brushes mine as she passes. "You're welcome," she whispers. 
 The tools of Tina's punishment are carried down from the scaffold, and I return to the warmth of the 
Chateau, pouring myself a glass of Riesling and perching on my window sill. I can see Tina deDance's petite 
corpse still hanging from the gallows in the middle of the amphitheatre, elbows and wrists bound behind its 
back, lifeless legs swaying slightly in the wind. 
 Tina is gone, but there is still much to think about. 
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