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The year is 1000AD.  All Europe had sunk into a period of brutality.

The Middle Ages, the dark ages, were a time when ordinary people

lived their daily lives against a background of stark terror.

The Church spread and reinforced old superstitions, among them

belief in witchcraft, for its own ends.

The chosen instrument was the Inquisition.  God’s judges struck

fear and trembling into the simple, uneducated souls in their

charge.  Leading church members, and members of the Inquisition

itself, used their power for their own personal benefit and pleasure.

They confiscated private estates and murdered their opponents.

These cruel, despotic men also used their power for the gratification

of their own sexual needs.  In the name of the Lord all pleasures

were possible...



THE INQUISITOR GENERAL
ZALAVOVO IN CENTRAL EUROPEry9do



In the name of all
that Is holy, what Is

my offence?

the InquIsItor General hImself has
drawn up a lonG lIst of unfortunate
women for InterroGatIon.  all of
them are younG and beautIful...

Get movInG, you
she-devIls!  the

InquIsItor wIll take
care of you!



the female prIsoners are paraded throuGh
the streets, half naked.  the sun Is not yet
up, but a few townsfolk Go Into the street
to see them.  news of theIr arrest wIll
soon be all over the provInce.

they smashed the door,
kIlled my father and
took me.  God wIll

punIsh them!



the sInIster processIon reaches
the cathedral, now head-
quarters of the InquIsItIon.

enter In sIlence, you
temptresses!  and do not
dare to speak lest your
Impure words defIle the

house of God!



you sluts!  cover your
nakedness!  you cannot
enter the temple of
the lord showInG your

sInful tIts to the
parIshIoners!

the unfortunate younG women enter the
cathedral, sobbInG.  It Is very cold and the
noIse of the soldIers’ boots rInG echo round
the walls.  It Is the Gateway to hell Itself...



a lonG, narrow passaGe
takes them down to
dark chambers.  they
pause before the bars
of a damp cell.  theIr
hearts sInk...

you won’t
need your clothes
here, blondIe.  the

InquIsItor General wIll
want to see you naked.

and so do we!
ha! ha! ha!

keep GoInG, you
fIlthy sInners.  the
InquIsItor General
Is waItInG for you!



oh, no!  thIs Is
humIlIatInG!  It’s

pIerre testaferro,
my father’s
confessor!



It Is a dark and damp place, and the cold
Is penetratInG.  there Is blood on the
floor.  the prIsoners are tremblInG from
cold and frIGht.
the InquIsItor General looks hunGrIly at
the women.  hIs eyes run over younG Isabel
roquefort's naked body.  yes, he Is Glad
he put her on the lIst...

shut the prIsoners
up In the caGes.

leave the blonde.
I wIll see to her
InterroGatIon

myself...

move your
asses, you sluts!

you wIll watch from
your cells.  and no

talkInG, rIGht?

well, well... on
your knees, sInner.
you are In my holy
hands now.  I can do
whatever I lIke wIth
you!  ha! ha! ha!

monsIGnor,
why...

sIlence,
you bItch!!!



you are here because
there Is somethInG perturbInG

In your temptress’s body!
only a woman who deals wIth
the evIl one could have thIs
effect on a holy man lIke

thIs humble servant
of God.

cease your
weepInG, bItch!

your tears wIll
not move me.  your
very fear proves

your GuIlt!

uGh!

stop
temptInG

me,
satan’s
whore!

my lord,
I beseech you

by all that Is holy!
belIeve me, I am not
a wItch.  I am falsely
accused.  take pIty
on me In the name

of my father’s
frIendshIp!



soldIer, strIp
the raGs from
the wItch, shoes
and all.  I want
to feel her In
all her evIl
power of
seductIon.

yes, I can feel
the devIl hImself In my
erectIon!  he has taken

up hIs abode In your woman’s
body!  floG her!  floG the

whore tIll she shouts
the name of

satan!

my lord,
I am not
a wItch!

I always
wanted to
floG you

naked. sInce
the fIrst tIme

I saw you!

aaaGhhhh!!!
mercy!  have
mercy on me!



stop, my
lord... you
wIll kIll me!
arGhhhhh!

aaaaGhhh!!!
noooooooo!
aaaGhh!!

aaaGhh,
 aaGhh!!
 aaGhhh!!!!
   nooo!

  evIl bItch, the fIre
 wIll purGe thIs devIl
In your woman’s body!
    I feel hIs lust
   burnInG In me!

I... I’am not a
bItch!  please
stop... I’m GoInG
to dIe...  you’ll

kIll me!



no, you
wIll not
dIe now,
Isabel...

...fIrst we must expel the
devIl In you.  we wIll apply
holy sperm to your throat.

on your knees, woman,
and take In my

holy rod!!!

no..
please,

noooooo...

suck deep,
swallow...  the

more sperm you
swallow the more
chance you have
of defeatInG the

evIl one...



no doubt your father Is watchInG from
the tomb wIth an erectIon.  do not
dIsappoInt hIm.  GIve the old bastard
somethInG to look at!  ha! ha! ha!

ohmmmm....
GaGhhhh...

suck on,
satan’s

whore!  thIs
InquIsItor Is
GoInG to fIll
your sInnInG
throat wIth
holy oIl!

uGh!  now...
swallow the dIvIne

lIquId, sInner.
the InquIsItor’s

seed wIll defeat
satan hImself!

please, sIr,
be mercIful.
I ... I have
swallowed

deep...

sIlence, sInner  you have fondled
my member wIth the skIlful tonGue

and lIps of beelzebub hImself!

mmmm..!
GaGGhGG
slurp!!!



you are Indeed
possessed of the devIl,
Isabel.  that Is clear,
as Is your sentence.

you opened the door to
the evIl one and shall

burn for It!

please, I beG
you, my lord...

I swear I am not
possessed!

walk, wItch!
on all fours lIke

the bItch you
are!

sIlence!  no
more blasphemy!
satan speaks
throuGh your

mouth!



tIe her to the
wood, wIth her

leGs wIde apart.
I shall drIve the
evIl one out wIth

my prIck!

 In
mercy’s
name!
 you’ll
pull my
arms
off!



satan has spoken
throuGh you!  those bIG
tIts have provoked my
lust.  I shall drIve hIm
out and then punIsh you
for havInG commerce

wIth hIm.

forGIve me,
sIr, I beG you.
I am a sInner
as are we all,
but I am not

a wItch.

no, please no...
aaaarrrrGhhhh!!!

I’m Innocent,
I swear by God!

GaG the prIsoner.
 I am sIck of her

blasphemy!

the GaG wIll also
prevent the evIl one

from escapInG throuGh
your mouth!

oomhhh!
nGGGG!!!



he Isn’t a
God mInIstry!
he’s mad!  how
can anyone be
capable of such

 cruelty?

I wIll make you
curse the day

you opened your
leGs and showed
beelzebub your
cunt, Isabel.

the evIl
one wIll not
escape here...
he’s trapped
InsIde you!

...I can’t
take any
more

torture!
ooohhh!!!

ooommhh!!
please, God,

put an end to
all thIs!

uuuGGhhh!
nGGGGGGGG!!!



uuuGGh!
plzzzz
nGGGGG!

these bIG
tIts must have

attracted
beelzebub to you.

they shall be
punIshed!

they even
led a holy
man lIke me

to sIn!

God made breasts
to feed chIldren,
not to drIve prIests
wIld wIth lust.
satan has taken
hIs abode In those
huGe Globes of
   sInnInG flesh!



what Is thIs?  do you
Groan wIth pleasure?
your slut’s cunt Is

flowInG!  how dare you!
you take pleasure from

a prIest’s hand!

more proof, to resolve all
doubts!  she takes pleasure
In a hand that Is GuIded by
God!  only a she-devIl would

do that!

I shall Insert my fIst
In your cunt, you

sInner!  I want to make
sure you have no devIl

hIdInG In there!



nnnooohhh!!!
arGhhhh!!
nGGGGGGGG!

now for your breasts, the
devIl’s Instrument, Isabel.
suffer, for your paIn wIll
weaken hIm.  he draws hIs

strenGth from you...

no... he’s not
here... you
vIle slut!
a satanIc

member has
stretched
your cunt!
look at the
sIze of It!



uunnnhhh!!
nGGGGG!

arGhhhhhh!

does It hurt,
Isabel?  I would

pull thIs nIpple off,
but It would be

too easy...

suffer, satan!
I, holy pIerre
  testaferro,
  wIll defeat

  you!

nnnooohhh!!!
uuuuhhhnn!
stppppppppp!!!

nGGGGGGGGGG!!!



fuckInG wItch!
even on the rack, your
soft flesh and woman’s
Groans provoke thIs man

of God and stIr hIm
to desIre...

enouGh!  her sInews wIll
GIve!  satan wIll escape

and attack us!

tIGhten the
ropes!  break the

devIl In her!

uunnnhhh!!
nnnoooohh!
unnnhhh!!!
plzzzz!!!



uuunnnhh!!
nooooGGGGGG!!!

the tIme has come
to elImInate your
sacrIleGIous lover,
Isabel.  there Is
only one way...

I shall mark
you wIth the
fIre of the
holy cross...

ooohhhh!!
nGGGG!!



the evIl one
cannot stand

the holy
cross.
he wIll

surrender.

nnooohh!!!!
plzzzzz!!



     yes, Isabel,
    It Is tIme for the fIre.
  I wIll mark your delIcIous

  sInnInG flesh wIth the brand
  of the hIGhest one.  you
     wIll then be hIs slave,
       and not the devIl’s!

ooommmhh,
nnnnooooGGhh!!!
aaaarrGGhhh!

nnnoooooooGGhh!!
hhhhaaaaarrG!!

Itold you:
you wIll reGret

the day you were
born, Isabel!
dIe, satan!!!



oooommmmhhh!!
ooommmmhh!

now you carry the lord’s
mark.  you are no lonGer

a danGer, Isabel...

It Is tIme to use your
body In accordance

wIth the lord’s
wIshes.

ha! ha! ha!

nnnnooooGhh;
nnnoohG!



nooo, nooohh,
nnnoooGhh!

sIlence!  thIs InterroGatIon wIll
not chanGe your fate.  you let
the devIl smell your cunt once

and you could do It aGaIn!

soldIers, you may use
the prIsoner!  have no
fear!  she Is a common

woman now, not the
brIde of satanas!

nnnnoooGh,
nnnooo, nooohhh!!



ooorrGhhh!!
nooooooo!!!
plzzzzzz!!!

come here, woman.
don’t tell me you
prefer satan to

a man!

Gooodd!!!!
uGh! ... uGh! ... the
evIl one has a
Good eye for

cunts!   she’s a
Good fuck!

nnooGhhh!!
plzzzzzzzzz...

nooooooooooo!!!



Get ready,
slut... I’ve

been wantInG
to rape you
ever sInce
I arrested

you!

nGGGGGGGGG!!!
aaarGhhh!!!

here’s some spunk, you
slut.  that’s what you
really want, Isn’t It?



you want to
come, don’t you?
alrIGht, I’ll make

you come...
uGh! ... uGh!

stttooop,
pleeeassse!!!

nooooooooooo!!!

noooo!!!
plzzzzzz!!!

nnoooGGh! ooonnmmmhhh!!
nnnoooooGhh!

nooGGh!



from theIr caGes, the prIsoners watch In horror.
they tremble as the InquIsItor General’s men approach...

tIme for a bIt of
fun, redhead!

no... leave me
alone...  Get
your hands

off me!

shut your
mouth, red

wItch...

I’m GoInG In your dIrty
shIt-hole!  no devIl up

there, I reckon!

no! you’re
hurtInG me!
don’t! ...

nooooooo!!!



shut up and move
your asshole!

embrace my dIck,
squeeze lIke you
were shIttInG!

please,
take pIty...

I lIke you, redhead.  I’m
Gonna put a ‘reserved’
notIce on your caGe.
that way I’ll be the

only one to rape you...
I’ll be In that wrInkly
hole day and nIGht!!!

no... no...
please...



squeeze, damn you... squeeze
me wIth your ass... oooh ...uGh!

no my lord...
have mercy...
please, please!

look!!!

suck me!!! lIck!!! swallow,
damn you!!!  clean my

prIck, you fuckInG wItch!!!



the days went by, slowly...  the prIsoners’ lIves were a successIon of
unbearable sexual tortures, humIlIatIons and rapes.  they were abused
all day, wIth no rest, for the pleasure of theIr captors and judGes.
many dIed.  that nIGht, Isabel de roquefort and her two companIons pushed
the floGGInG tree under a cruel whIp...



aaaaaaGhhh!

push harder,
fuckInG bItch! stop the

tree, soldIer.
GIve me the
brunette.  I
fancy a Good

wet cunt!



fuckInG tIme, bItch!
watchInG you turn the tree
Is more than I can stand!
my dIck’s GoInG to explode!

no, please...
don’t...

I beG you, sIr...  I
have never

known a man...

a vIrGIn?  that’s a
peace of luck!  Get
up, you’re Gonna rIde
me, you’re Gonna let
yourself down onto
my dIck and bust
your own cunt!

no...
please...

no...



shIt, that’s what I call
a tIGht fIt!  come on,

you bItch, move!

arGhhhhhh!

squeeze that
cunt ... now Go
up and down It,
all the way ...

keep pressInG ...
uGh! ... mIlk my
balls slowly...

If you bIte,
I’ll pull your
teeth out,
one by one!



yes ... uGh! ...
uGh! ... now Get
off me, sInner!

you’re not
worthy of all
thIs spunk!!!

that’s enouGh!  stop now
and fetch the blonde!
the crowd’s GettInG

excIted.  they want to
see how a wItch burns!

death to
the wItch!!!

onto the fIre
wIth her, she’s
satan’s whore!!!



kIll that,
wItch!

that’s for
lettInG the

devIl In
your cunt!

walk, bItch,
walk to the

flames!

kIll her,
burn her!!!

hand the wItch
over to us fIrst!

dIe, wItch!!!

take your bIGs tIts
down to hell!!!



tIe her to
the stake!

a slow roast! we wanna
hear her scream!

thIs Is for your bIG
tIts, you slut!

and thIs Is for
your pretty face!

nooooooo!  please!
kIll me fIrst!!!

It’s Gonna be a
slow death, bItch

no way!  people
have come a lonG

way to thIs!



burn, wItch, burn!  all
the way to hell!

nooooooooooooo!!!!!!!!!!!!

end


