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The Human Empire has reached the very limits of it's 
expansion. Their armies, bred for war, had no equal. 
Their mighty war fleets, ever victorious, have
eliminated all challenges before them. Humanity was 
now the sole power of a vast network of worlds and 
star systems.

But as humanity spread, so did all their hidden evils. 
Scratch the surface of any Aristocrat and you find the 
festerings of greed, envy and the lust for power.

Soon enough; when there were no more enemies to 
fight, the great Generals with their mighty armies
turned against each other, seeking to gain more power 
for themselves. This great chaos lasted for a thousand 
years. Worlds disappeared from the Imperial star
maps, totally obliterated by the ensuing conflagration. 

No sooner had one Usurper taken the throne of
imperial power, another would dispatch him and take 
his place in the next bloodbath. This became the norm 
for a thousand years, until a new God arouse from the 
ashes of an old religion. He sent forth his word and 
both great and small listened. Humanity cried out for 
peace and it became so.

A treaty was ratified  among the warring factions. A 
line of succession was to be set in stone. Only a
woman can bear the child that would carry on the
name of a Great House. The Emperor was reinstated 
with all his powers to become a counter weight to the 
other great houses. A Primate was chosen among the 
faithful to become the spiritual heart of the Empire.

These three forces would balance the Empire and
brought peace. And thus for a time, the guns of the war 
fleets were silent.

It became law that a girl from each of the Ruling
Houses would be chosen. she would be the bearer of 
the name and the genetic marker of her lineage. She 
would then be taken into the protection of the Primate, 
to preserve the family line.

For the next thousand years there was relative peace.



But in truth; ambition still seethed in the 
veins of the great generals. Bred for 
conquest, they can nary dissuade their 

nature. The great houses still took every 
opportunity to seize more power for 

themselves and the women who were the 
bearers of the name became their pawns. 
Creatures whose sole value was to be 
traded as prizes from which to justify 

further conquest.

Y-Yes, your 
excellency.

Lady Isobelle of 
Aquinia. Soon to be 

Isobelle, Lady 
Superior of the Grand 
Abbey at Tempest, are 
you ready to receive 

the blessing?

Faithful 
Warriors of 
the Teutonic 
Order will 

bear witness.
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The Blessing is a 
great honor to be 

received by one whose 
family no longer bears 

the name. It is the 
wisdom of the Primate 
that you be granted 
the Grand Abbey of 

Tempest and recover 
the lost honor of 

your lineage.

The sting of the 
whip is to remind 
you of the great 
importance your 

position will 
hold.

Monseigneur, 
Please grant 
me a moment 

to...

Silence! 
This Part of the Holy 

ceremony allows 
you no voice. But you 
may scream as much 

as you so desire.

The seer whip re-
molds itself to the 

task, perfectly 
aligning to the 

curves of the body 
to make the most 

impact. 

 It knows 
where it is most 
painful before 
it delivers it's 

hardest sting.

AAAIEEH!!!

AAAIEEH!!!AAAIEEH!!!

AAAGH!!!

I understand 
You are not 

familiar of this 
ceremony.

It's tendrils 
purposely 

seek out the 
nerve points.
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The Seer Whip has 
sufficiently tasted 
your flesh. It now 
knows your body 

and will inflict it's 
sting with greater 

efficacy.

Aagh!

AAaieeh!!!

AAaiyeeh!

AAAgh!

Y-Yes, 
Monseigneur.

Huh-
huh!

It is done. You have 
demonstrated the 
true qualities of a 
Noble born woman. 
Now, Are you ready 
for the annointing? 
The true part of the 

blessing.

You may speak 
to answer my 

questions, Lady 
Isobelle.

 It almost 
leaps out to 
caress your 

sublime flesh. 
You may take 

that as a 
complement.

It likes your 
taste, Lady 

Isobelle. The 
whip vibrates 

with the 
anticipation of 

use.

AAaieeh!!!AAaieeh!!!

© DOFANTASY.COM



Excellent! AAAgh!

HUngh!

When you have taken 
your place, these 

will have better use 
than mere fondling. 
It will suckle the 

future of your clan.

You may find 
this part a 

little more... 
shall we say 
pleasurable.

HnnnH!

 ...And when you 
have had children, 
they will be heirs 
to the  revival of 
the House Aquinia.

You will be allowed 
to take part in the 
carnal pleasures 

reserved for Noble 
lords as Lady 

Isobelle of Tempest.

 Our god 
bears 

witness upon 
your 

annointment.

Allow your 
legs to 

Part, Lady 
Isobelle of 

Aquinia.
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Huh-
huh!

HUngh!

HnnnH!

Aagh!No!? 
Leg clamps 

then, if modesty 
is too difficult 
to overcome.

Better! 
Now we 

are ready.

I am the Seed 
Bearer. It is my 

sacred duty to give 
rise to your lineage 
once more. You are 
the name bearer and 
you will use your 
body to safeguard 

my seed.

My Seed burns like 
fire so you must not 

carry it in your 
womb, less you wish 
to be laid barren.

Hold fast 
for I do not 

hesitate!
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AAaiyeeh!

AAaiyeeh!

AAAgh!

AAAgh!

I see you have not 
allowed yourself to 
be made use off by 
others. I commend 

your vow of 
chastity.

S-stop! It's 
like I'm being 
torn in half, 
Monseigneur.

Silence and make 
your penitence! 

Utter one more word 
and I shall burn your 

womb and end your 
lineage right here and 

now.

I am 
almost 
done.

Poor Lady 
Isobelle!

Hush! This 
sacrifice is 

for our 
benefit.

© DOFANTASY.COM



The 
blessing is 
complete.

Know this, 
Lady Isobelle.

�My seed is designed 
to survive 

indefinitely within 
your body which 
shall be their 

vessel until made 
use of.

It can only 
fertilize women 

from your 
bloodline and your 
bloodline alone. To 
all others, it will 
mean their ruin.

The Grand Abbey 
of Tempest will 

have the facilities 
to extract my seed 

from your body 
and be used to 

fertilize the women 
of your clan.

Faithful Knights 
of the Teutonic 
order, you may 
use the Holy 
Seal upon the 

vessel.

The vessel 
must be capped 

to preserve 
its contents.

What?!

 No!!!

This seal can only 
be extracted from 
the Abbey. If you 

fail in your mission, 
in due coarse my 
seed will devour 
your body from 

within.

I pray you 
succeed.
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�Lady Isobelle, 
You have not been 
given permanent 
harm. You will 
recover very 

quickly. Go now, Join your 
sisters and be on 
your way. We will 

be within the 
Tempest System 
in a few hours.

The Primate 
sends his 
prayers.

Thank you, 
Monseigneur.

Go with god 
and let him 
light our 

path.

Uungh!

Sister 
Isobelle, we 
await your 

wishes.

Command 
us, Milady.

We have been given the 
divine mission of retaking 
the Abbey of Tempest from 
the apostate sisters of 

Ravanne. The house Ravanne 
is to be stricken for all 

time as  cursed.

To your 
ships, we 
must make 

haste.

An hour later the 
formidable Primate 
Fleet arrives just 
outside the Tempest 

system.
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"We have achieved 
geosynchronous 

orbit with Tempest's 
moon."

"Confirmed. The 
moon is 

masking our 
presence."

"Deploying five 
Fastships."

"Confirmed. 
Tracking them 

now."

"God speed, Lady 
Isobelle of House 

Aquinia."

A quick sweep 
indicates no 

immediate activity 
on the planet's 
surface. The 

planetary defenses 
remain inert.

Have the capital 
ships paint all heavy 
weapon facilities on 

Tempest. Should 
they become active, 

they have permission 
to fire.

...and 
Inform Lady 
Isobelle's 

party of our 
arrival.

To the 
fastships, my 
Sisters. Our 

destiny awaits.

Yes, My 
Lady.

As you 
command, 
milady.
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"I beg your pardon, your 
eminence. But this a fools 
errand. How can a handful 
of nuns secure the most 
heavily protected place 

on the planet."

"If Lady Isobelle should 
fail. Then you will have 
another opportunity to 
demonstrate the power 

of your Knights."

This is too 
dangerous! 

Instruct all ships 
to land. We will 
move on foot.

Milady, Our sisters 
are scattered over a 
20 kilometer radius 
but have made safe 

landings.

Tell them to 
proceed to our 
previous landing 

coordinates.

Be quick, Sisters. We 
have the misfortune of 
landing the farthest 
from our rendezvous 
point. Our sisters may 
grow impatient and 
move on their own.

"They are Chaste Maidens 
of Royal Blood. The 

Abbey's defenses will not 
touch them. It is hard 
coded to protect, not 
harm women of royal 

lineage."

But your eminence. 
Clearly we have taken 

them by surprise. 
Send forth the 

Knights and let us be 
rid of these Ravane 
Harlots forever.

Patience, Grand 
Master. Let us 
not tip our hand 

to quickly.

I have great respect 
for the power of the 

Teutonic Order. But let 
us try a more subtle 
approach. The Primate 
would prefer to take 

the Abbey intact as well 
as the novices that 

dwell within.

We lost 
Fastship 2! The 

navigation sensors 
are off. The 

coordinates don't 
match any previous 

sensor reading!
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Women? 
Is this what 
they send?

Royals, 
undoubtedly. Or 

else the auto 
guns would have 
destroyed them 
already. Let's 
take them!

Stay where you 
are! They are 
outside our 

protective field. 
Our weapons will 
be useless beyond 

this area.

Wise choice. 
The Lady 

Superior has 
other plans 

for them.

Already the 
Abyss Simians 

have their scent. 
You would not 

want to be 
between them and 

their prey.

Just sit back 
and watch. This 
will be quite a 

show.

M-my weapon is 
not functioning! 

I need a new 
weapon! We're 
defenseless!

Hush and stay calm!
We have wandered 

into one of the many 
exclusion zones. No 

powered weapon 
will work here.

Movement... I 
see movement! 
Over there!

We should 
regain use of 
them once we 

reach the 
rendezvous 

point.
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What is 
it!?

...lurking in the 
shadows. It was 

some kind of 
creature. -Not 
Human. It was 
Larger than a 

man.

Try to make 
it back to the 
Fastship and 
warn the 
others.

Be ready for 
anything. Switch 
to hand to hand 

weapons.

Use your 
Brazen 
Knives.

 There! I 
see them.

WHERE?!

"My God! 
So many!"

 Aagh! 
They're too 

fast!

 Wha- What 
are they!?

AAaieeh!!!
NO!
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HnnnH!

"The Abyss Simians maybe 
blind but their other senses 
are razor sharp. They can 

taste the air and follow scent 
trails many leagues away."

God help us! 
W-what are 

they?!

"They fear nothing. Devoid of 
sight and hearing they are 

not prone to common terrors."

Ack!

"They are bred from 
humans and are still 

susceptible to earthly, 
primal passions."

Sniff! 
Sniff!

No!

S-stop! 
God, No! 
Don't! 

"Keep your distance. They 
will kill you if you 

intrude in their activities."

Shlick!

Flick!
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AAaiyeeh!

MnnnH!

"Let them satiate 
themselves with 

this royals."MmmNh!

"They'll be killed!" 

No! Don't! 
Y-you can't...

"We live and die under the 
thumbs of these royals. I 

have no pity for their 
arrogant asses." 

 "Will get to them when 
they finish. No point in 
ruining a good show."
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AAaieeh!

We have lost 
contact with two of 

Lady Isobelle's 
landing parties.

We can confirm the 
destruction of one of 
the fastships and a  

corresponding distress 
signal from another 

party.

Surface tracking is 
erratic. The entire 

continent seems to be 
in flux. Tempest is a water 

world. Everything on 
the surface simply 

drifts.

"The Aquinians are woefully 
found lacking. Such work is 
best done by the Military 
Orders, not dying clans, 
desperate for revival."

It was a 
fool's 

errand!

By this time, the 
Ravanne Sisters are 

alerted to our 
presence. Now; more 
blood will need to 
be spilt in order to 

capture the 
Abbey.

Captain, ready the 
Knights for a hard 
assault. We will 
bring the fleet 
closer for the 
bombardment.

Hmmph! I may 
have misplaced my 
better judgment 
in place of a more 

expedient 
solution. © DOFANTASY.COM



The longer we 
wait, the heavier 
the loses, your 

Eminence. So be it, Grand 
Master. Send 

forth our mighty 
host. Rid us of 
the Ravanne 
Scourge.

But try not to 
completely 

obliterate the 
Abbey and it's 
residents.

I make no promises, 
your Eminence. Lay 

your blame on those 
wretched Aquinian 
Sisters. It is their 

failure that brought 
Us to this.

Back on Tempest. The 
remaining Aquinian Sisters 
regroup, hoping to find 

safety in numbers.

These tunnels 
should lead us 
to the service 
stations under 

the Abbey.

This place make 
me very uneasy. 
Perhaps it's best 

this matter be left 
to the Knights 

...AaH!

No! 
To your 

weapons!

We should 
wait for Lady 

Isobelle before 
we go further.

Agreed! But 
where is Lady 
Persephone's 

group?
I thought I 

received a faint 
distress signal 

but it was 
unclear from 

whom.
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HUngh!

HnnnH!

Fuckin' Royals! 
They still live even 
after a round with 
the Abyss Simians. 

They're all 
nothing but 
Imperial 

whores born 
for breeding.

Help us!

Spare us! 
We beg you! 

AAAgh!

No more! 
Please!

This one is not likely to 
last. Take the others 
away and leave this one 
to the Abyss Simians. 

They may still be a 
little rowdy. Best to 

leave them something to 
play with.
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Our sisters are 
in danger! I am 

receiving distress 
signals from all 
the other teams.

Wha-what 
shall we do? 
We need to 

call in 
support.

We are the 
only ones 
here. We 
are the 

support!

Quickly sisters! 
Our kin are in 

need of our aid.

 S-Sister 
Persephone?!

 W-What 
has done 
such evil?

I am near the 
threshold, Mistress. 
This is why I was not 
taken. You can do no 

more for me.

Sister 
Persephone, 
please don't 

talk that way. 
Sniff...

You've come, Lady 
Isobelle. Thank god 
you are safe. They 

were so many and our 
weapons were 

useless. They took 
the others...

Flee, Mistress! 
You can do nothing. 
For the sake of our 
House and the name 
you bear. Flee for 

your lives.

Hush! save your 
strength. We 

will get you back 
to safety.
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Sister 
Persephone? 

Is she?

She is gone.
 May God forgive 

her sins and allow 
her passage 

through the gates 
of heaven.

Camilla, Mia! 
Go back to the 
fastship and 

return to the 
fleet.

I will 
continue the 
mission on 
my own.

But we 
would be 
disgraced.

That is of little 
consequence now. Should 
I fail, you two will carry 
on our lineage. If we all 
perish here, our house 
will be forever lost.

... And hundreds 
of generations of 
our family history 

will cease to 
exist.

But Sister 
Isobelle... 

How could you 
alone do this?

I committed our 
sisterhood to this 
sacred task. I take 

responsibility for it's 
success or failure. 
Should I not return, 
someone must remain 

to carry on the 
bloodline.

Now go! 
This is my 
command!
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AAaiyeeh!

I was too quick to 
accept the Primate's 

request. I was a fool 
not to have doubts. 
Blinded by my own 

ambition.  Now, the very 
existence of House 
Aquinia hangs in the 

balance.

Voices 
ahead?

"My god! They 
have my sisters!"

You're gonna 
enjoy this, Milady. 
I hear you Royal 

bitches are partial 
to pain.

See this? It may 
not be as fancy 
as them Seer 

whips, but they 
can still be very 
excruciating.

AaGh! No, 
stop! It 
hurts!

We haven't 
even started 

yet, your 
ladyship.

Hnngh! 
P-please 
No! Not 
that!

 Lower 
caste footmen. 
Mercenaries in 
the service of 

Ravanne?

Hah! She likes 
it Alright! 

Royals; Harlots 
all of them.
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AAaiyeeh!

AAAgh!

AAAIEEh!!!

"My God! What are those 
creatures? They are of a 
different species yet they 
ravage women with equal 

barbarity as the 
mercenaries."

No! 
Stop!

"Monstrous! They 
will pay for this 
abomination."

Please forgive 
me, Sisters. I 

could not aid you 
in your time of 

greatest need.

But my 
mission 

must come 
first.
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AAaiyeeh!AAaiyeeh!

AAAgh!
There! They 

haven't closed 
off the aquatic 

vents.

"I pray my sisters 
pleas and screams 

will distract the 
mercenaries long 

enough..."

How do you like 
that, Royal? Get 
used to it. Where 
you're going, this 

will seem like 
heaven.

Give 'er a full 
charge! She can 

handle it. The Mistress 
prefers them muted 
and docile before 

being presented to her 
benefactors.

Your 
sacrifice will 
not be in vain, 
dear sisters.
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These waters 
are quite warm. 

The vents 
adjacent to the 
Abbey must be 

close.

What is that 
silhouette?! 

It's following 
me.

It appears to 
have Quasi-
amphibian 

adaptations.

It has sensed 
my presence in 

the water! 
...Drawing 
closer!
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Ungh!

What fiendish 
creature is this?! 
Another of the 

Ravane's 
abominations? It's 
remarkably agile 

in the water.

 Aagh! I Can 
barely see it 
come at me. No! My 

weapon.

This creature is 
merely toying 
with me. It's in 
its element.

My blades may not 
be enough to deal 

with such a beast. I 
have to get to the 

aquatic vents 
before this thing 
overcomes me.
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HnnnH!

AAAgh!
Even my blade 
will not cut 
through it's 

scales!

Ungh..?

*Bring her 
to me.*

"She is not for 
you, be patient 

my pet."

No!
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AAaiyeeh!

Stay with us, 
Monseigneur. Let 
the Knights fight 

the Church's 
battles.

No sisters. I must 
follow the Grand 

Master to Tempest. It 
is my responsibility to 
recover whatever is 

left of the good 
sisters of Aquinia.

They are all lost, 
your eminence. There 
is no need for you to 
risk you most holy 

person on their 
remains.

The sisters of 
Sol Masala will 

comfort you, ease 
your mind of their 

passing.

No woman may 
touch the flesh of 

the Primate's 
servant without 
sanction! It is 

sacrilege to do 
so!

M-my arm! 
It's 

broken.

Take your sister
 to the infirmary. I 
shall let this little 

transgression pass. 
But should it be 

repeated, a broken 
arm would be the 

least of your 
worries.
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"The Vanguard squadron 
is within range of the 

planetary defenses. No 
response yet."

"This is highly 
unusual. We should 
be getting some level 

of fire by now."

"Begin launching rapid 
assault vessels and 

open fire on all 
painted targets."

"We have incoming 
fire. Two ship 
destroyed one 

heavily damaged. 
But..."

"They're not from the 
Vanguard group. 

Attack is coming from 
the southern 

hemisphere and it is 
mobile."

Recalculate firing 
solutions and find 
the new target, 
whatever it is.

"We have confirmed the 
new target. It's huge, 

coming from just 
behind Tempest. A 

leviathan class."

"Bring the fleet 
around and engage the 

heathen hordes!"
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MNNNh!!!

How is 
she 

doing?

There! I see 
them. Max 
the pumps, 

now!

Y-yes, 
Sister.

She's nearing 
to peak again. 
She's bleeding 

a little.

You've foolishly 
made her orgasm 

earlier, her flow will 
not be as profuse. 
She must be at full 

orgasm so her fluids 
would permeate the 

waters.

I've opened the 
sea gate. He's 
coming in. Be 

ready with the 
cradle.

Yes, 
sister.

And don't be 
over zealous 

with the 
pumps. Just 
keep a steady 

rising rhythm.

Blood is fine. 
The added 

taste of blood 
should 

compensate.

Make that 
mistake again and 
it will be you on 

that cradle; 
Playing the role 

of bate.
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HUngh!?

"Break out 
the branks."

"...Letting go of 
his succulent 

prize for us to 
fish out."

"Vaginal fluids 
with the mix of 
blood should 

leave a 
strong enough 

taste in the 
water to drive 

the beast 
mad..."

Good, she's having 
a full orgasm. She's 
having uncontrolled 

spasms and 
convulsions. Her 
fluttering in the 
water would make 
her more enticing.

Yes, Sister! 
Releasing the 
cradle locks!

Now! Drop 
her into 
the pool 

now!

She's 
climaxing, 

sister!
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MnnnH!

"Have the eel hooks 
bring her up quickly. 
The beast may change 

it's mind."

She's regaining 
consciousness.

She will be 
presented to the 
Abbess. Remove 

anything that can be 
used as a weapon.

"What of 
Sister Gillie?"

"She's fodder for the 
Beast. Nothing more 

can be done for her."

"The Beast will take it's 
time; perhaps several 

hours before it's spent 
its scum."© DOFANTASY.COM



HnnnH!

"If you're feeling lucky? You 
can go in and fish her out. 

But by this time their 
probably 10 fathoms down."

"The beast likes the 
crushing pressure 
for a tighter fit."

"We've lost 
many sisters to 
that creature."

 "Tomorrow we'll need to vent 
the sea gate grotto. Hopefully; 
we will find enough remains of 
our Sister Gillie for a descent 

burial ceremony in the morning."

Don't mind the 
branks and gag. 

You're very 
fortunate that the 
Abbess has spared 

you from the 
beast.

Rest assured that 
things will be 

considerably�worse for 
you, for I can not see 

the purpose of 
sacrificing our dear 

sister for your 
worthless arse.

Welcome back 
to the living, 

Lady of Aquinia.
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"Incoming transmission 
from the command ship, 
Abbess. It is from his 

eminence."

"This transgression 
will not be forgotten 
nor forgiven, Abbess!"

"Save your words, Monsigneour. 
In the absence of any possibility 
of action, idle threats acquire 
an air of pettiness. A less than 
desirable trait for a man in your 

position."

"This changes nothing, 
Abbess. You remain among 
the damned and all others 
who seek to ally with you."

So we are agreed. 
The Primate Fleet, 

with it's complement 
of Teutonic Knights 
may depart from 
Tempest's space 
unhindered.

Yes. But with a 
great deal of 
reservation, 

abbess.

The Doge will stay 
their hand. And for 

their service to 
House Ravanne, they 
may take their pick...

...From any of the 
respectable Sisters of 
the Abbey of which will 

be subjected to a 
thorough inspection.

No, don't 
abandon us! 

GOD, NO!

Don't leave us 
at their mercy, 
Monsigneour.

Silence! 
The decisions 

are final.

We plead for 
the holiness' 
intercession!
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"Be wary, Abbess. 
Alliance with the Doge 
bears bitter fruits."

"Once they have their 
'pound of flesh', they 

are quick to turn."

"I will take that into 
advisement. But, 

Monsigneour... Will you not 
inquire on the health and 
well being of the chaste 

sisters of House Aquinia?"

There is no more House 
Aquinia, Abbess. This was 
their only chance to be 

proven worthy of 
revival. It serves no 
purpose to speak of 
them any further.

A bit Harsh, 
Monsigneour.

The Universe is 
Harsh, Abbess. And it 
will be far harsher 

should I return.

If they still live, 
you may do with them 

what you will. We 
have other matter 

to attend to. 
Adieu, Abbess.

No!

Be Quiet!
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AAAIEEh!!!

The Seed of the 
Monsigneour is only 
suited to the chosen 
house. It has little 
value to any other.

That matters not, 
Abbess. To many fallen 
Lords, it is a sign of 

hope, real or illusion, 
they would cling to 

that hope.

This is the 
sacred 

extractor for 
the Seed. It is 

the property of 
House Ravanne. 
It is the only 
tool that can 
extract the 

Monsigneour's 
Seed.

We have been very 
generous to House 
Ravanne. We even 

risked war with the 
Primate and 

consequently the 
Emperor himself. 

You dare ask more?

I'm sure the 
client Lords will 
look favorably 

to House 
Ravanne, should 
their services be 

required.

Thank You, 
Doge.

Let's see. Which 
one could be the 
living vessel of 
the Holy Seed. 
Perhaps this 

one.

This process is 
extraordinarily 
painful, I'm told. 

Raise her up!

The Seed of the 
Monsigneour. A 
House in revival 
carries his Seed. 

We also want 
this.

Many client 
Lords would pay 
handsomely for 

this sacred 
spring.

What will 
you offer 

for it's use?

Well...?
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AAAIEEh!!!

...After a 
good Zap.

I prefer to go with 
the vagina first. It 
takes less effort. 
Now, let's see...

No more, 
please. I beg 
you, Abbess. 

No more!

Quiet, 
Bitch!

No?! If she 
carried any Seed, 
this would have 

found some. She's 
not the sacred 

vessel.

Inspect all 
of them, 

Abbess. The 
Doge wishes 

it.

The Monsigneour 
either leaves his seed 
locked near her colon 
or her cervix. Either 
way the extractor 

should at least detect 
their presence.

N-No! No!
Stop! 

Please!

So red and 
raw!? The Abyss 
Simian's doing, no 

doubt?
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Aagh!
No, 

Please!

I personally find 
it distasteful to 
probe sisters of 
dead houses. It is 

no better than 
consorting with 

lowly commoners.

If you do not 
mind, I leave 
that task to 

the Doge.

 "They are very 
adept at finding 

hidden things 
during their 
extensive 

examinations."

Make use of our 
facilities. The 

Physician Cradles 
are at your 

disposal, Doge.

Just remember 
not to kill them. 
The Abbey always 
has need for more 

live bate.

You wound us, Abbes. 
Abysmal Surgery is 

never meant for 
killing. Our purpose 
is to prolong life.

"The Abysmal 
Surgeons will 
do a thorough 
job, Abbess."
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AAaiyeeh!

The mortality 
collar is set. We 
have full control 
of her vital signs.

Then let us 
proceed.

No, 
Please!

Fear not, Milady. 
Your life is well 
and truly in our 
hands. Death has 
no dominion here, 
pain however...

Doge, please allow 
me and my sisters to 
retire to chambers. 

These unsavory 
nature of these 

spectacles are very 
unsettling.

Very well, Abbess. 
The Ravanne Sisters 
may retire. But have 

the other sisters 
restrained in 

temperance and 
confined to their 

chambers for 
personal 

inspections.

Of course, 
Doge.

Prioress, mind 
your scowling. 
You know your 

duties.

Pity, I find the 
Abysmal 

Surgeons' work 
highly 

fascinating.

That too, 
Prioress.

Surgeons, 
Begin! The Doge 
commands it.

Yes, Abbess. 
Excuse us 

Doge.

'Arousing' 
you mean.
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Later...

You've given 
them too much! 
Even the Sacred 
Seed Extractor? 
We have little 
left to bargain 

with.

The Holy Seed 
should not have 
been so easily 
parted with.

Yea of little 
faith, 

Prioress.

 The Doge may scan, 
poke, probe, dissect 
every member of the 

captured Aquinian 
Sisters and they will 

no doubt find 
nothing.

I know precisely 
who and where the 
sacred vessel is. 

Come...

But we no 
longer have 

the 
extractor.

There is more 
than one way 
to pry open a 
frigid clam.

Don't think me 
a novice in the 
games of men.

Most especially of the Lady 
Isobelle. Strong willed, 

Chaste, obedient and 
fanatically loyal to her clan. 

None other could be the 
candidate of 'Seed Bearer'. 
She would have drawn the 

Monsigneour's attention like a 
moth to a flame.

The Doge know nothing 
of the Aquinian 

sororchial hierarchy. 
Being a distant cousin, 
I am very familiar with 
the Aquinian lineage.
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"I can not believe we withdrew 
from the battle. A single Leviathan 

could not hold up against the 
Primate's Fleet and Teutonic Order. 

It is disgraceful... Cowardly."

"Please, do not mistake prudence 
with cowardice, Grand Master. 
You are a warrior. All that 

matters to you is victory, at any 
price. You are not burdened by 
the weight of cost to victory."

"The Teutonic Knights have my full 
confidence. No army can stand 
against them, in land or sea."

"But we are in space... The 
Primate Fleet is formidable, but 
not equal to an Imperial fleet."

"The Leviathan is heavily armed, 
nothing more than a massive armored 
weapons platform. To destroy it, we 
would require the fire power of the 

whole fleet and would cost many 
ships. Ships bearing Teutonic Knights."

"The Empire is held together by the 
combined might of the Imperial Fleet 
and fear of the Teutonic Order. To 

lose so many Knights in an erstwhile 
skirmish of little significance would 

be very damaging."

"Monsigneour, we have 
received word from the 
Imperial Fleet. Victory!"

"Very good. Grand Master, 
accompany me planet side. 
Even victorious outcomes 
require patient diplomacy."
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AAaiyeeh!

HnnnH!

AAAIEEh!!!

"Adventurism, even by 
the faithful must be 
quelled if we are to 

sustain relative order 
within the empire."

"Tempest can wait. For 
now, we need to remain 
in the good graces of 

the Emperor."

As for Sister 
Aleta. She must 

remain to complete 
her prayers under 
the mortification 

ritual.

 If you so choose, 
you may use the 

sanctified gag, to 
perform the ritual 

in collective silence.

Y- Yes, your 
eminence.

Inform all the 
sisters of Sol 

Masala to perform 
the Mortification 
ritual as well. 

We will need his 
aid if we are to 
wrest Tempest 

from the apostate 
hands of the 

Ravanne's and 
the Doge.

Licentious 
deportment by the 
sisters must be 
kept in check. 

Sexual improprieties 
weaken the 

foundations of the 
faith and empire.

This kind of 
transgression 

must be nipped at 
the bud before it 

becomes a 
pandemic.
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It is unfortunate 
that we are forced to 

take action against 
our fellow brethren. 
But the faith will be 
stronger with their 

sacrifice.

The Primate was very fond 
of Duke Otto; a true warrior 

of the faith but a poor 
judge of character. 

specially with his betrothal 
choice. We must be more 
active in arranging the 
proper wives for the 

Royals.

Duke Otto was too kind.
 I hear he never whips 

his slaves much less his 
wife. Idleness with the 

whip is a sin and a failure 
of conjugal duties, it 

proved to be his undoing.

How dare you lay 
hands on a person 
of royal blood. You 

shall all be 
flogged and flayed 

for this insult.

Duchess 
Mishka, I am so 
glad you remain 

safe.

Monsigneour, 
What is the 

meaning of this 
outrage? I demand 
your explanation 
and apology for 

this heinous crime!

Where is my 
Husband, Duke 

Otto?!

Here, 
Duchess.

My 
God!
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AAAgh!

You are not very 
different from the 

Ravannes. You plot and 
scheme as soon as you 

leave the hallowed 
convent. A more cruel 

master would have kept 
your appetite in check.

Poor Duke Otto allowed 
you to manipulate him into a war 

with the fallen even though 
victory was unlikely, albeit 
impossible. The fallen would 
then take you as their own to 
legitimize their succession. No 

doubt, confident in your abilities 
to manipulate them as well, you 
would then gain more power.

All of 
Duke Otto's 

possession will 
now be under 
the protection 
of the Primate.

You have no 
right! I am the 

legitimate 
successor and 

regent.

W-Wait! What are you 
going to do? I am the 
Sacred Vessel of this 
house. I am accorded 
protection from harm, 

even from you!

That protection has 
exemptions, Duchess 
Mishka. To be honest, 

'Harm' is a rather 
vague, imprecise and 
over reaching word.

You will not 
be killed, be 
content with 

that.

No!
Aah!

 For as long as 
my actions does 

not result in your 
death, I've been 

given tremendous 
latitude in excising 

the evil that 
infests this once 

great house.

The Primate 
has disavowed 
you and the 

emperor 
concurs.
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We shall rebuild 
but without your 
influence. There is 

yet no decision 
whether your 
lineage will be 

expunged.

So we will still 
maintain a small 
contingent of 
your sisters. 

You, however...

Tempest...

MNNNH!

I hope you 
are enjoying 
your stay.

Remember 
Sister Sybille 
of Cenna? She 

was our mentor 
when we were 

novices.

She was a very 
sensual creature 

and introduced 
us to all manner 

of forbidden 
pleasures.

Though, she was 
very careful and 

secretive, the Grand 
Abbess uncovered 
her clandestine 

activities.

She was punished 
most severely and 

reconditioned to deny 
pleasure by means 

of extensive 
mortifications.

will be made barren 
and banished to the 

lands of the fallen. No 
royal bloodline will 

pass from your womb.
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AAaiyeeh!

HUngh!

HnnnH!

AAAgh!

 During her many sessions, 
it was determined that the 
pleasures from sight had a 
greater effect, so they put 
them out. But her psyche 
was fragile. At some point 

she broke.

When her lineage 
was lost in a war 
with another clan. 
She was sealed off 
in a stasis coffin to 
be forgotten, that 

is until we took 
over.

Lick her 
harder! We 
don't have 
all day.

Prioress, You are 
forgetting. Lady 

Isobelle is of the 
most chaste sort. 
She will not be so 
quick to yield her 
vulnerabilities.

She will resist 
her own desires 

and will only 
concede in 
masochism.

They kept her locked 
in semi-permanent 

temperance with her 
orifices sewn shut.

We've been coaxing back 
her old nature but it has 
proven difficult. She is a 
little slow. Regrettably; 
we are forced to use the 

same painful mortifications 
to prod her back.

She barely recalls 
her own name, much 

less her sisters. Her 
mind has many holes. 
But at least she still 

follows orders.
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MNNnFH!

See... Now 
that's a good 

girl.

That should 
relieve some of 
the stress from 
Lady Isobelle's 

body. We need her 
relaxed.

Now, to 
remove the 
Holy Seal.

Unbeknownst to most, 
the Holy Seal in fact 

contains the Seed, since 
no mortal body can bear 
the Monsigneour's semen 
without being consumed 

by them.

Someone with 
dexterous hands 
can manually 

disable the 
lock.

Allow me to 
demonstrate...

One should be careful 
less you allow the Seed 
to breach the seal and 
devour the host, Which 

would be very unpleasant 
for our dear sister.

The Sacred Extractor 
is merely a powerful 

magnetic device with the 
unlocking codes to allow 
the seal to loosen. Much 
of the ritual is meant to 

conceal this fact.
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Mnnnh!

HnnnH!

This method is a little 
unorthodox, but I'm sure it is 
far less painful than having 
the extractor electrically 
magnetize the seal. But it 

affords far greater 
humiliation to a chaste woman 

of the Lady Isobelle's 
standing.

Don't struggle...! 
almost had it. The 
release mechanism 
is a little tricky.

Sister Sybille has 
performed her fellatial 

duties very well, Prioress. 
Give her a hot enema and 
find her a suitably tame 

Abyss Simian. She 
deserves a treat.

There we are. 
Still very warm. 

Allow, Lady 
Isobelle sometime 

to recuperate 
from her ordeal.

 She will 
make for a 
delightful 

pet.

Here, bring it to the 
sisters in analytical 
and have them ready 

two samples for 
implantation.

The Doge will 
want a viable 

sample.

What of 
the second 
sample?

I believe 
she is an 
excellent 
swimmer.
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AAAgh!

Send that one to 
Lord Yusuf. He will 
want proof that we 
have something to 

offer.

Y-Yusuf?!
Lord Yusuf?! 

Are you mad dear 
sister? Lord 

Yusuf IS mad.

He is ancient. He has 
used every means to 

extend his life so that 
his Kingdom would not 
fall into ruin. In the 

process, he has become 
insane.

"We are not even sure if it 
is even a man encased in 
that impervious armour." "He can no longer partake 

carnal pleasure from 
flesh, so he torments it 

incessantly." "Being the most powerful of 
the fallen, his presence would 
give pause to both the Primate 
and the Emperor. Something 

we desperately need if we are 
to survive."

"Do you not 
fear this mad 
man, Abbess?"

TO BE 
CONTINUED

"Understand this, Prioress. If I 
have to cavort with the Devil 
himself I would if it would 

preserve our clan and lineage."
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