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"Ronja..."

"Ronja..."

Who...? 
Who are 
you?

A friend.

Your hand is 
very warm.

Are you 
going to take 

me away?

No, just stay 
with you for a 
while... Keep 
you company.

Would you 
like to hear 
a story?

Yes. I 
would like 

that.

"There once was a 
young man who 

lived far away. In 
a land where sand 

is like the sea."

A great eagle 
swooped down and 
took him away as a 
slave, forced him to 

fight in foreign 
lands.

For All the eagle 
saw, the eagle laid 

claim. So great was 
his domain that it even 

encompassed an 
ocean. But still the 

eagle was not 
content.

© DOFANTASY.COM



© DOFANTASY.COM

"Ronja..."

Then one day, the 
eagle saw a great 
wolf in a forest. a 
dark forest that 
was not yet his. He 
attacked the wolf, 
and the wolf fled.

The eagle 
pursued the 

wolf to a chasm 
and drove it over 

to it's certain 
death.

The eagle flew 
down and began to 
devour the great 

wolf's carcass. For 
many days the eagle 

feasted. But the wolf 
was not dead. It was 
biding it's time until the 

eagle grew fat and 
complacent.

When the eagle 
had his fill, the wolf 

lunged. it's jaws 
clasped the eagle's 

neck and shook hard. 
So hard that the 
young man fell 

away.

The eagle was able to 
extricate himself, but 

was gravely wounded, so 
he flew away. Leaving the 
young man alone to fend 
for himself in the middle 
of the dark forest. lost 
and longing for home.

What 
happens to 
the young 

man?

I don't know. 
That is for you 

to tell.

"Still 
alive?"

Get up! 
Jarl Seigfinn 
calls on you.

This is her. 
Ronja, 

daughter of 
Halvdahn.

That will be my 
maid servant? 

She's so puny, how 
can she keep up 

with me?



Aagh!

I wouldn't have 
believed that the 
mighty Halvdahn 
could sire such 
an inadequate 

offspring.

Can you at 
least run?

Keep up with 
my horse and 

I may keep 
you.

Trail too 
far behind 

and you're on 
your own.

I can run, 
Mistress.

Good! 
Let's go.

Judol, 
Halvdahn was 
a good friend. 
Make sure his 
daughter does 

not go to harm.

You have 
my word, 

Jarl.

Jarl...?

It's nothing, 
friend Judol. 

Just the old war 
wounds and some 

numbness of 
late.

Yes, 
Mistress.
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"I'm hoping that 
in time, Ronja will 
manage to soften 
Seigfinna's rough 

edges."

"She acquired all 
of her Roman 

mother's beauty, 
but none of her 

timidity and charm."

Instead, she 
gained my ferocity 
and my cruelty. A 
warrior's heart 

and more.

She is truly 
her father's 
daughter, 

Jarl.

Cursed Wotan. 
If only she 

were born a 
man. If only... 

Ungh!

Jarl...?!

7 years later.

"What are you 
waiting for?"

Yes, 
Mistress.
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Ah!

Ah! Cold! 
Cold!

We're not 
suppose to 
cross the 

river, 
Mistress.

There are 
things on the 

other side. 
Nameless 
things...

"Nothing but tall 
tales, Ronja. Stories 
meant to keep little 
cravens like you 

from venturing too 
far."

...Dangerous 
things, 

Mistress.

"Please, is there 
anything more 

dangerous than me? 
Get over here and 

for Wotan's sake..."

"...don't drown. I 
won't be saving 

you again. Fat tits 
make you heavy."

Don't drown... 
Don't drown...

See, not so 
bad on the 
other side.



© DOFANTASY.COM

Brennus... 
Brennus of the 
Boii will be here 
soon. Shouldn't 
we be preparing 

for his...?

<sigh!> Yet he persist. 
Brennus can go fuck 
himself. I'm weary of 

his impotent advances.

He knows how 
to woo me and it's 

not with shiny 
trinkets nor boast 
of unsubstantiated 

valor.

A duel, a test 
of skill is all 
I ask. But he 
repeatedly 
skirts the 

matter.

You're a better 
match for his 
pathetic ass. 
You should go 
fuck him. Eh?!

Get 
off me!

I told you 
before, not to 
lay on me with 
cold breasts.

So sorry, 
Mistress. The 

river was 
freezing.
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I don't care! 
The cold makes 
my back muscles 
twitch, slowing 

my reflex. 

Warm 
yourself up. 

Just do 
something 

about...

"...it. There!" Go run 
after that 

hare.

Quickly now. 
If you catch it, 
we can make a 
rustic stew.

Stay right 
there little 

one. Almost...

Got it... 
Oops!

HahahAH! 
You're about as 

clumsy as a blind ox 
in a pottery barn. 
Try Enticing it with 

your fat tits.
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???

HSSSSS!
By Wotan's 
beard, this 

is no...!

SCREE! 
SCREE!

...Hare?!

GRRRRR!

"Werebeast!"

"Ronja, 
move back!"
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AAh!!!

I can't, 
Mistress. I'm 
scared to 

move!

No!

Now move 
your ass 
while it's 

distracted!

"We can't out 
run such a 
beast."

Yes, 
Mistress.
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EW! It 
stinks!

"You'll be a 
stinking corpse 
if you don't move 

any faster."

We'll stay 
and fight, Attack 

on two sides. 
Where's your 

sword?

I left it back 
at the enclave. 
It was heavy.

What?! 
You fuckin' 

idiot!

"We'll 
have to..."

UngH! 
...improvise.

"See where 
I stuck the 
javelin to 
his chest?"

As I take the 
fight to him. Grab 
hold and drive it 
right through 

it's heart.
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HEEYAh!

Agh!
Hide is 
tough.

Like piercing 
mail armour.

Ronja! 
Anytime 
today!

Y-Yes, 
Mistress.



Grab 
hold...

drive it 
through...

"...the 
heart!"

Hhhhh! 
...drive it 

right through 
it's heart.

Good thrust, Ronja. 
The werebeast's heart 

lays deeper in it's 
chest, making it difficult 

to kill. Unless the 
wound is mortal, it 

can still live on.

...angle 
seems off. 
Is it truly 

dead?

"Angle? I 
think it's... 
DEAD?!"
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HnnnH!

UngH?!

Aagh!

Ah! 
Accursed 
beast! I'm 
Stuck!

Hungh...?!

NO!
Mistress, 

Help!
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HnnnH!

Noo!!!

Get away 
from her, foul 
Monster. I will 
kill you with my 
bear hands!

No! No! 
STOP! Wotan...!
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Wait! Who are 
you? What are 

you?

Ronja!
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AAAIEEh!!!

"Ah! 
Help me!"

But how 
did...?

I fell 
back and 

it went inside 
me. Aaw, it 

hurts!

It's going deeper, 
It's going deeper. 
Please Hurry!

It's going 
to split me 
open! Ah!

Hah!

Hah!
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Ronja, 
you're 

falling 
behind.

I can't run 
anymore. I'm 
tired and I'm 

cold... Mistress 
Seigfinna...

"Ronja."

Milady, I 
haven't seen 
you in a lo... 

Blood!

 So much 
blood. You're 

hurt?!

It's not my 
blood you 

should worry 
about.

There... 
go, Ronja.

"You will find 
answers to 

questions you 
have yet to 

ask."
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No!

Behind that 
tree... I see... 

red?!

"A red cloak!"
It's 

beautiful.

"It's a warm 
cloak. Take it, 
it's yours."

Further 
<Huff-huff>  

than I 
thought.

I Got it!

Hmph! Who 
dares?!

None may 
approach, 
Barbarian!
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AAh!

"You were 
dreaming?"

More like a 
nightmare. How 
long was I...?

"For the 
better part 
of the day."

"Look, It's still 
wriggling even 

now. Evil 
looking prick."

"No more 
bleeding. I took 
it out in time." 

Hurts 
still.

Don't be too 
concerned. Not 
like you've lost 

anything of value. 
It'll heal.

Hungry?
I made us 

some grub.

"I think 
I'll pass."

"Meat is meat. 
When you're on 
unfamiliar soil, 
you take what 
you can get."

Mistress, 
fire. it's 

big.

"Fire?! The 
enclave!" Get up! 

We need to 
get back 

now.
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"This one's 
still alive." Finish him 

quickly and 
continue 

the count.

"Don't miss 
anyone. We need a 
full accounting 
of our kills."

...so we can 
make a proper 
offering to 
the gods.

Ghak!

"Don't bother 
with the spoils."

You have stained 
this ground with 
the blood of my 
people. You will 
neither return to 
your families nor 

worship your gods 
ever again.

Ronja, if you 
don't want me 
to use you as 
a shield, pick 
up a sword.

To arms! 
We have 

company.
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YeeAsh! 
Let go! 
Let go!

Ha!

Gah!

Blood for 
blood, Celt! 
I'm not one 
to bargain.

Give my 
regards to 
your Master, 

Brennus.

When he 
follows you 
to Hades.
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Ronja, you 
still with 

me?

Yes, Mistress. 
This lighter 
sword suits 

me.

"Don't be silly, that's 
a Roman sword. We 
gift those to little 
children. Smelt 3 to 

forge a proper 
sword."

"Come out, 
Brennus. Face me 

Or are you so 
much of a coward 

that you would 
draw behind my 

walls."

Would that 
be her, friend 

Brennus.

<Sigh!> yes. The 
Lady Seigfinna, 

warrior queen 
of the Cimbrii.

Brennus, you 
cocksucker. I 
have something 

for you.

"Here are some of 
your friends. There 
are more, but I don't 

want to dull my 
blade before it can 
take a bite off your 

neck."

Sacrilegious 
whore!
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Might as well 
have this out then. 

That mad bitch gives 
neither quarter nor 
mercy. She will not 

be taken alive.

Pity though. I would 
very much have wanted 
her taken alive. The 
capture of such an 
exotic beast would 
carry favor in the 

senate.

I do not 
envy you, 
my friend.

To 
battle!

Brennus, you 
disgrace yourself 
and your people. 

Serving as lackeys 
to Roman masters. 
How the Boii tribe 

been laid low.

I was right 
to spurn you. 

You're no better 
than shit under 

my boots. Mistress, aren't 
we a little too 

rash. I feel a bit 
exposed, perhaps 
the woods could 

provide...

As our 
ancestors did 
in the face of 

great odds, We 
stand and 

fight.

Archers 
at the 
ready!
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...But our 
ancestors 
died to a 

man.

And so 
they did... 

with honor 
and glory.

I don't... 
I don't think 

I can...

Try and run, you 
won't get far. They'll 

rape you 'til your 
dead. If not, I will 
kill you myself.

Mighty Seigfinna, 
You still believe in 
fighting without 

armour... or 
clothes?

I believe 
in holding fast to 
my peoples time 

honored traditions. 
What do you believe 

in, cocksucker?

"Gold to line your 
pockets. Trivial 

luxuries that soften 
men's fortitude. Or 
the inconsequential 

pat on the head, 
craved by dogs from 

their masters."
I have 

heard enough. 
Sharpened steel 
will carry this 
conversation.
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You want a 
duel, you'll 

have it!

She's 
goading 

you.

That's a quick 
way to lose an 

arm, Judol.

Pardon my haste, Master 
Brennus. But it's a ruse. She 

wants you to fight on her 
terms, single combat. You 

won't last long. To her, your 
armor is nothing but dead 

weight. Once you're slain, your 
men will fall away like 

leaves to the wind.

Let me take up 
the challenge 

and I promise to 
take her alive.

You dishonor 
me, Judol. A 

challenge was 
made and 
accepted.

Brennus, Let him 
prove his worth. 

Honor can always be 
won back through 

conquest and gold. 
The life of a trusted 

ally, not so much.

"Judol, what 
makes you 
think you'll 
fare better 
against her?"

Face me, 
Brennus. Or 

Have you been 
unmanned...

I 
trained 

her.

Mistress Seigfinna, 
I will take up the 
banner of the Boii 
tribe. My sword 

will speak in their 
name.

Judol?! 
No! No! Why would you 

betray me? You 
were my father's 
closest friend. 

Why?

 ...by the 
Roman silk 
cradling 

your 
gonads?
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I was close 
to your father, 

not to you. Defend 
yourself half-
blood queen.

Master Caius, 
allow me the 
pleasure of 

challenging the 
blond one. My 
blade and fist 
will speak for 

Rome.

Do what you 
will, Rufio.

"But heed my 
preference. Alive... 
with the minimum 
of scarring. The 
slightest blemish 
detracts from 

her value."

You dare...! 
Expect no 

mercy!
Agh! 

That would 
only be fitting, 

my queen.

EeW! A 
dwarf!

I'm no 
dwarf you 
daft bitch!
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To be candid.
 You're a remarkable 

warrior but a piss poor 
leader. You go on your 

adventures, leaving the 
enclave to famine and 

pestilence.

Your father had 
a thousand men at 

arms before his 
death. This morning, 
barely fifty were 

defending the 
walls.

Too many died 
on campaigns with 
Ariminus or have 

left for the peace 
and tranquility of 

other tribes. 

Agh!

HAh!
HAh!

I have the 
understanding...
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Aagh!

AAh!!!

...that this 
spot is just as 
vulnerable with 
women as it is 

with men.

Before I send 
your treacherous 

ass to the 
underworld. 

Tell me why? Was 
it just gold?

...Should 
have done 

this myself.

Let the 
archers 
take her 
down.

"No! Unlike Romans, 
my men will not 

follow cowards."

Well, Brennus... I'll 
open up that armor 
just to see if a man 
still resides within. 

EH?!

The Boii 
offered 

prosperity 
and 

abundance...

But most 
importantly, peace 
with Rome. But you 
could not stomach 

a union with a 
Roman ally. And 
then there is...
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Ah!

You may 
best me with 

the sword, but 
I still have a 
few tricks.

Should have 
expected... 

Ungh!

such 
loathsome 

tactics cannot 
avail you 
forever.

I don't need 
forever. This 
duel IS over.

Bravo, Judol. 
We were never 
in any doubt.

This one is 
finished as 
well, Master 

Caius.
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HnnnH!

The Bastards! 
Of all the luck. We 
fought and bled 
just as hard as 

anyone. But here we 
are, stuck on the 

walls.

Enough 
bellyaching. 

You're on 
watch. You'll 
get yours.

When?! I like mine 
unbroken, with a 
little bit of fire in 
'em. They'll be used 
up by the time we 
get our turn.

If you hens would 
stop cackling for a 

moment... I hear of two 
who were spared from 
the celebrations. We 

can have at them if 
we're discreet.

Here, here! 
To victory.

To the BOII! 
To our Roman 

friends!

To be 
honest. I had 
expected them 

to be more 
restive.

You mistake them for 
their ancestors. The might 
of the Cimbrii have long 
come to pass. They're 
beaten, withered in 

pride and submissive 
to their betters.

Friend Caius, 
you may take 
your spoils 

after the 
revelries.
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No need, my friends. 
An outpost to check 
the westward advance 
of the barbarians is 

quite sufficient.

 And when our 
benefactor, the 

great Julius Ceasar 
Germanicus becomes 
Emperor, the Boii will 

be first among 
Rome's esteemed 

allies.

"Besides, parading 
a Cimbrii queen in 

front of the 
senate will bring 

it's own rewards."
"She'd been a thorn 
at the side of Rome's 

northern provinces, 
raiding peaceful 
villages from 

Germania to Noricum."

"Apologies to my 
dear friend Brennus, 

for taking his 
initiative away. But 
the woman will not 

be wooed."

"But he may yet 
partake of her 

glorious bounties 
whilst she 

languish in our 
midst."
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HnnH...?

AAh!

"Ronja... Such a 
strong name for 

a woman."

"It's just a 
name Caius, no 
different from 

any other."

"She did manage to 
dispatch a number 
of your seasoned 
men. No mean feat."

"Don't remind me. 
Each man has a 
wife and family 

to placate back 
in Pannonia."

She'd make a fine 
gladiatrix. We'll make 
good coin selling her 

to a distinguished 
Ludus in Capua. 

what's her story? 
Anyone?

Call her 
Ronjiana, present 
her as a godless 

warrior woman from 
some monstrous 
northern tribe and 

be done with it.

Why need 
bother with her 

story? She's only 
a slave now. 
Make one up.

Yes, but it's 
always better to 
have an authentic 
one to embellish 
upon. You girl...

But I know 
you women like 
to prattle on 

with proliferous 
details...

"...So my friend 
there will apply an 
escalating degree 
of discomfort to 
hurry things 

along."

...tell me 
about this 

Ronja 
woman.
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She's the daughter 
of Halvdahn, a great 

warrior. Aah, Please..! 
'Killed many Romans 

before dying in battle.

So that the tribes 
of Germania would 

always be victorious. 
Her mother, Frejdis 

was sacrificed to the 
gods.

Sacrificed to the gods? 
It's my understanding 

that only warriors and 
virgins would be 

suitable for such a 
lofty request.

"Frejdis was an 
honored Volva, 
daughter to Baba 
Salmei, the highest 

of the Volur."

"Volva, high priestess 
of the barbarian cults! 
now this is interesting. I 
don't have to make up any 
story. A Volva fighting in 
the arena would make a 
great attraction all on 

it's own."

Please make 
him stop!

You mean 
'butchered' in the 

arena. The reputation 
of these witches 
are not lost on 

your people, Caius.

Roman captives are 
routinely tortured 

and killed by the Volva 
to appease their gods. 
Your people will cheer 

as she's torn and 
rend to pieces.

But she's not 
a Volva. She was 

never consecrated 
as a priestess. 
please stop!

Aaaieeh!

She has the blood 
ties. That's enough to 
call her a Volva as 
far as I'm concerned. 
Her public torment 
will be spectacular.

That will 
do, Vindex.

Thank you, 
Master.
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HnnnH!

Master Caius, I will 
take the privilege of 
bedding with this girl. 
I reserve that right 
after besting her in 

combat.

Go ahead, Rufio. 
Take care not to sow 
any seeds. We don't 
need to see anymore 

stunted Rufios 
fussing about.

<Sigh!> With all 
due respect, 
Master. my 

condition is not 
hereditary.

"So you say, Rufio. 
But don't get too 
attached. The 

sands of the arena 
awaits the taste 
of her blood."

Did she 
just...?

I don't often 
find women who 

can so readily cum, 
straddling a wedged 

cross. You're 
curiously 
interesting.

Don't 
underestimated me, 
girl. My prowess 
in bed is equal to 

my prowess in 
battle.
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"He's asleep... 
for now. His 

wounds are..." When he's better, 
we'll leave for 

Chauci territory. 
Hopefully, they'll 

take us in.

Better 
he died.

Asfrid!

It shames me... 
what he did. She 
was our queen!

He had no choice. If 
he didn't do what he 
did, you would be out 
there fucked raw by  
Celts and then sent 
off to brothels to 

be fucked by 
hundreds more.

I would have 
fought, like the 
other warriors. 

Like Ronja...
And when 

have you ever 
handled a 

sword?

Ronja? 
She's there, splayed 
and teetering, with 

her cunny on a wedge. 
Is that what you want 

for yourself? Be 
sensible!

Well, well. See 
here brothers? 
Two wily birds to 

help temper 
your cackling.
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Agh!

Come no further! 
Your captain gave 

us his assurance of 
protection. No harm 
may come to me nor 
to my daughter or 
your life is forfeit.

Bastards! 
Leave us 
alone!

Harm? I assure 
you, we have no 

such evil 
intentions.

We're 
just here 
to fuck!

No harm
 in that? 
Whoa!

These are quite
a handful... 

make that two 
handfuls.

She has a lot to 
make up for. This 
feisty one is as 
flat as a board. 

Is she 
even a 
girl?

Let's find 
out.

No! 
Don't!
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HnnnH!

AAh!

Hmm... definitely 
a girl. For all 

the good that'll 
do her.

She's all 
pink and 

randy, let's 
have at it. Mama, 

help me!

She makes me 
hard just by 

looking.

Please, do 
whatever you 
wish with me, 
but spare my 
daughter. I 

beg you!

We can do 
whatever we want 

with you now. 
We've no reason to 

submit to your 
plea.

to show you 
we're no band 
of brutish 
barbarians. 
We'll spare 

you...

...the sights 
and sounds 

of her 
ravishing.
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Mmnnff!

Girl, I hope 
you like nice 
thick Celtic 

meat between 
your legs.

"You'll be getting 
plenty of it and 

more."

No-no... 
Please!

ooh! I like 
how this 

feels. She's 
so warm and 

tight.

Bah!
 This one's 

already spewed 
it's young. Her 

sheath would fit 
a broadsword.

Will do with 
the other 
hole. that 

never looses 
it's taut.

Fuck yes! 
This bitch 
can grip.



© DOFANTASY.COM

AAAh!!!

MnnnH!
Take her 

other hole. 
She yearns 

for it.

Bah! 
I'll take the 
young one.

Make room, 
friend. Let me 

have a crack at 
this sapling.

Alright, 
let's give 
this a try.

Change 
position, my 
little slut.

Here you 
go. She's 

all yours.

???
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It hurts! 
It hurts! 

Stop! 
Please!

Mama! 
Papa!

"Mama!"

"Papa! 
Aah!"

I'm not a 
brute. I can 

trace my roots 
to a region 

south of here.

But you 
serve the 

Roman.

That I do. It's my 
lot. Your lot will 

be similar, but will 
include quite a bit 

of pain.

But not tonight. 
We can make this 

time equally 
pleasurable for 
the both of us.

You just 
need to be 
calm and 
submit.

I am a connoisseur 
of exotic potions, 
particularly those 
that are native to 

this region.

W-what 
is it?

Something I've 
concocted that 
guarantees to 
heighten the 

passions of the 
meekest of 
creatures.
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UnnnH!

Take a 
good swig, 

my dear

No! 
GUlk!

<Cough!>

Glk! Ack!
<Cough!>

Bleah! 
Taste horrid! 

<Cough!> 
<Cough!>

Taste was 
never a 

consideration.

There are 
other methods 
to get it into 
your system.

Some, more 
efficacious 
than others.
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Mmnnoff!

MnnnH!

You'll be 
feeling it 

soon.

D-don't...! That's... odd 
sensation... but 

it's so good.

Hard to believe, 
little bastards 
twice the size 
of my fist pass 
through here.

"Makes one feel 
somewhat... 

inadequate. Eh?" 

I feel hot down 
there... Please 

rub it some more. 
I need...

I'll do 
more than 

that.
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Gahk!
Ack!

I feel 
dizzy. What 

are you doing 
back there?

Aw, No!
It's not 

suppose to 
go in there.

It'll hurt more 
if you struggle 
like a skittish 

mare.
Just wait. It 

gets better. If 
not for you, 
definitely for 

me.

Good 
now, Eh?
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You'll be 
joining them 

soon.

Stay! 
we'll finish 
this later.

Don't stop 
now.

This won't 
take long.

So, you 
betray us 

as well, old 
Warrior.

Infernal 
dwarf!

Hah! 
You're just a 
withered old 
tree in need of 

felling.

Agh!
 Many a warrior have 
looked down on me. 
Now, they're just 

food for the 
worms.
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AArgh!

HnnnH!

fuck me! 
I need you 
inside me.

No! 
Let go, 

you fool!

Hah!

Judol, 
you're 
here?

will you 
please fuck 

me. I'm 
burning 

down there.

<sigh!> 
Go do it 

yourself.

What's 
wrong 

with her? She's 
intoxicated.
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<Sniff-Sniff!> 
It's a very strong 
henbane extract, 
mixed with potions 
I'm not familiar 

with. She could be 
like this for days.

Why do we 
need her? 
Let's just 
leave!

You'll need 
her. Ronja's 
as good with 
a sword as 

I am.

"Go to the shallowest 
part of the river 

marked by the great 
stone. There, I hid 

some supplies. Follow 
the river north, but 
don't dare cross it."

I won't be 
joining you. My 
wounds will not 
heal. The dwarf 

has seen to 
that.

But 
Papa, No!

There's 
no time to 
argue... 
Agh!

From this day 
on, Ronja will 
be your sword 

arm.

Now, help me 
with my armor. 

They mustn't 
see me bleed.

I will delay 
them for as 
long as I 

draw breath.

RUFIO!

"Jarl Seigfinn, 
Halvdahn, I kept 
my word. Please 
spare my wife and 

child from the 
dire reckoning 

of my sins."
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Poor Rufio, 
you will be 
avenged. I 
swear it.

I didn't think 
you cared for 
the dwarf all 

that much.

Overtime, even 
slaves become 

family.

Don't call him 
a dwarf. He 
doesn't like 

that.

We have Judol 
cornered near 
the great hall!

And the 
others?

Nowhere to 
be found, 
Master.

They're beyond the 
walls by now. Send 
the scouts to find 

them.

"I'll deal with 
that traitor 

Judol." Who wishes to 
follow? Make it 

sporting at least 
you cowards.

Show 
me some 
honor.

Honor is 
reserved for 

those who merit 
it. Not for 

treacherous 
dogs like you.
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There, I 
see it.

???

Food, clothes 
and weapons.

"Asfrid, 
where are 

you off to?"

I need to wash 
their stench 
from my body.

You should 
do that when 
we're further 

out.

I can't 
take the smell 
anymore, Mama.

You, come 
here.

Ronja's 
sword...

Here. 
Put this 

on.

No, I don't 
want to. It's 
heavy. I can't 
swim with it.

<sigh!> It's 
your sword. 
How does our 
queen put up 

with your 
whining?
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We're staying 
on the banks, 
we won't be 

swimming 
across.

The lady.

"What did 
you say?"

Where are you 
going? We still 

have to... 
Ronja!

Milady!

She's seeing 
things. The 

potion from that 
dwarf is driving 

her mad.

I'm not 
dreaming 

this time. Am 
I?
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Aagh!

AAAIEEh!!!

It's much 
preferred 
that they be 
taken alive. 
Riders to me!

ASFRID, 
run!

Hyaah!
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Ah!!!

Hah!

Agh!

Fuckin' 
Cunt!

UNGH!
I've had 

enough of 
this!

Mama!!!



© DOFANTASY.COM

 HnnH...

mama...

No! Come 
with us.

"Come 
now!"

"No where 
to run to, 

girl."

What are 
you...?!

"What the 
fuck did you 

do?"

"Nothing!"

Lousy little 
cunt! Just went 
off and drowned 

herself.
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Such waste! 
Recover the bodies. 

We need to show 
proof of their 

demise.

Listen! We're 
being watched. 
I see something 
moving on the 
other side.

yEEARGH!

"Defensive 
positions!"

No!
 Fall back 

to the 
enclave!
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Aagh!

Ah!

Ghaah!
Commander's 
dead! Fall 

back!

Quickly! 
Ru... 
AaGH!

"Run for 
your liveS!"

Fuck!
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This 
place...

The red cloak... 
But that awful 

smell...

Death!

Those 
sounds... 
A Battle! "The lady... but 

she's not alone. 
She's with..."

"Mother!"
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Aagh!

You...! Me?!

Aarh!

...Should not 
be here. This is 
no place for 

children. But...

Pardon me, I'm not 
familiar with the 

spirits of the far 
northern woods. But 
wait... you're not a 
wood spirit are you?

Dream 
walker. 
That you 

are.

Now, why would you 
bring yourself here? A 
walker can get lost in 
their own dreams, never 

ever finding their way back 
to the waking world.  That 
red cloak, it's a soldier's 

cloak. How did you come 
by it?

I don't really 
know. I was 

following the 
lady in the blue 

cloak.

The 
Volva?!
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Mother! 

mother! 
Where did 
she go?

She's 
already 
dead.

"Everything you see 
here had already come 

to pass. You are 
strolling through the 
echoes of time. You can 
do nothing but bear 

witness."

You talk 
of strange 

things, archer. 
Who was he?

"Just another 
unfortunate 

legionnaire. Victim 
of the blood 
sacrifices."

The forest 
is teaming with 

dead. Thousands 
upon thousands.

I should 
warn you that 

The Volur 
are preparing 
a summoning. 

"When it begins 
and you're still 
here, you won't 

be able to 
return."
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HRRRH!
AAAIEEh!!!

Please 
help me 
find her.

Listen to me, 
little dream 

walker. You need 
to wake up now. 
You can not stay 
for much longer 
or you will die.

In fact 
you are 

dying now.

Perhaps we will 
meet again in your 
waking world, but 
You need to leave 

now.

Agh! That 
really hurts! 

Why does... 

Blood?!

You must be 
awake to save 

yourself.
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This one goes 
back to Pannonia. The 
rest, to the slave 

markets of Noricum. 
The Romans can have 

their pick of the 
runts.

Aye. We should 
have something 

to show for 
our efforts.

Ungh! 
Please!

"Vindex?"

Just 
about...

I warn you, 
my patience 
draws thin.

Please, 
Master. I have 
done... I've done 
you no wrong.

My thirst is 
still unsated. I need 
to hear the cries of 
agony from my foes, 
Without which It all 
feels incomplete.

Vindex, 
begin 

now!

Ah!
Ah!
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AAgh!

AAh!

Noo!!!

"That accursed Judol 
would not scream. Nary 

a whimper, even as I 
ripped at his gullet."

"Intensely 
disappointing. I would've 
relished to see his face 
as I crucified his wife 
and bastard, but I was 

robbed of that 
pleasure by craven 
allies who run at the 
sight of ghosts."

"Now, I'm left to 
satiate myself with 

your paltry 
screams..."

...which I find 
profoundly 

lacking. Vindex, 
harder!

Stop! 
Please!

"You insult the 
honor of my men. 

They've bled 
enough for you, 

Caius."

"They ran for their lives 
without ascertaining the 

strength of their enemy. 
A few well placed ballista 
shots and they platter on 

about giants with 
superhuman feats."

Even the bravest 
can be unnerved. The 
measure of courage 
is not determined by 

a single act.
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AAAIEEh!!!

"Speaking for the 
honor of your 
scouts is best 

done well after 
coitus."

"Your argument 
would be better 

served if she were 
unbound. It would 

appear more manly."

You don't get 
a say on when 

and how I choose 
to partake of 

Seigfinna's 
bounties.

It took time 
to harness her 
And it would've 
been foolish 
not to do so.

Fucking rather 
than whipping 

would do well in 
addressing your 
sense of lose, my 

friend.

"I won't even 
pretend to 

understand your 
motivations, 
Brennus."

So don't 
pretend to 
understand 

mine.

If this were a 
proper Roman 
vexillation, I 

would have the 
ranks purged 
and decimated.
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UngH!

Ah!

But it is not, 
Caius! This is 
a warband, 
My warband.

No, it 
definitely 
is not!

yet, I do see sense in 
your words. But alas, 
these local strumpets, 
despite their beauty, 

lack the heady flavor 
of a proper Roman 

woman. A quick fuck is 
all they're good for.

Girl, I've done 
you a great 

favor by sparing 
you from the 
slave market.

"You suffer the whip, 
but this would be like 

tender kisses compared 
to the flogging by 

slavers."

If you 
believe in a hell, 
that's where the 

slavers of 
Noricum hail 

from.

"Now, what 
can you do in 
return, aye?"
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Aagh!

MnnnH!

Ah! 
No!

Vindex, I did 
not tell you 

to stop.

Ahh! Please, 
your killing 

me.

You exaggerate! 
This is nothing. A 

true flogging can 
rip flesh from 
bone. And no one 
ever dies from a 

nipple tug.

Caius, do you 
mind? This is 
starting to 
stifle me.

"Very well, 
friend 

Brennus."

See girl. You're 
no worst for 

wear. It stings 
but it's only 
superficial.

Vindex, take 
her from 
behind.

"Give her a 
good rearing."
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No!

"A big Celtic 
rod up the ass 
always makes 

the cunny 
pucker and 

taut."

Now, are sluts 
like these worth 
20,000 Roman 

lives? No?

Wider, Vindex. 
Give us a good 
view of that 
Cimbrii cunt.

"Hold her fast. I 
get a kick in the 
groin, you lose 

yours."

Happy now, 
Friend 

Brennus?

Let us fuck 
these women 'til 
they're raw and 

bloody...

"And tomorrow, we 
cross that river 
in force and root 
out your forest 

ghosts."
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Hrrr!

What big 
eyes you 

have?

What big 
ears you 

have?

What big 
teeth you 

have?

But...

...not as 
big as 
mine!
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Aanh!

Aeiah! GraArH!

Hah!
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Agh!

Hungh?!

Face me! 
whoever you 

are?

Huh?

Ah!
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You've been 
dead for a 

long time. But 
what keeps 

you upright?

Well, you don't 
need this cloak 

anymore. I'm 
feeling cold and 

a little...

...feverish. 
Oops! 
Sorry.

So, 
that's your 

secret.

More 
Werebeasts?!

"No, more like 
a struggle!"
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HnnH?!

AAAh!!!

Best to go 
the other 

way.

OOPHFF! 
No, the 

satchel!

Where's... 
A giant!

"Huh?"



© DOFANTASY.COM

HUngh?!

HnnrH...
HnnrH...

Those 
wounds 

look 
mortal.

I don't know if 
you're the same 
creature that 
saved me from 
before but...

I don't have the 
knowledge to 

heal your wounds 
nor ease your 

suffering.

All I can 
do is hasten 
your way to 
whatever...

I'm 
sorry.

...afterworld 
your kind 
goes to.
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Agh!

Wha..?!

let go! 
That's mine!

HRRR!

Give that 
back to me.

Blood! 
Volva 
Blood!

Give 
that... 
uh...



© DOFANTASY.COM

Never 
mind. Ack!

Hrrr!

Ungh?!
Hrrr! 

Release 
me!

No,
no!
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AAAh!!!

No!

I don't... 
AH!

Release me 
from your 

curse!

I don't know 
what you 

mean. I don't 
have the 

power to...

Release 
me, Volva 

witch!

I can't! I 
don't know 

how.

Then 
suffer!
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GRAAH! 
GRAAH! 
GRAAH!

It's 
too... 
Agh!

Huh!

Ungh!
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AAh!!!

Uunh! 
Legs feel 
so numb...

Get up! 
Get up!

Suffer!

Ah! NO, 
Don't!

Ah! Please 
Stop! AH!!!

!?
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SUFFER!

You're tearing 
me apart! It's 

killing me!

UnGH! GAagh!

AH!
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We've gone far 
enough, Caius. The 
river's at our back, 

if we should be 
forced to make a 
hasty retreat, 

we will lose 
many men.

We'll be sure 
to abstain from 

making hasty 
retreats then.

We should turn 
back now, make 
our way to the 

Wesser river and 
join with lord 
Germanicus.

We have yet to 
find a forest 
ghost, dear 

Brennus.

I feel the cold 
chill of an ill 
wind blowing. 
The men feel it 

too.

Someone or 
something made your 
scouts scamper like 
rats. Even the Cimbrii 
fear this side of 

the river.

I aim to find out 
what lays within these 
foreboding woods. Is 
there another barbaric 
tribe that threatens 

Rome's northern most 
frontier? The 

Macromanii, the 
Dacians?

This was never 
part of the mission. 
His lord Germanicus 
never ordered us to 
move beyond the 
Cimbrii enclave.

I never took you 
for a coward, 

but now you give 
me doubt.

There is a 
difference 

between 
prudence and 
cowardice, 

Caius.

We're not toys 
for you to 

move around a 
game board. 

Remember that, 
Caius.

Master, 
Caius.
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We found 
this, it looks 

Roman.

It is, you idiot! 
Hand it over. You 

sully it with 
your filth.

Brennus, 
look here. 
Do you know 
what this is?

This is the 
shaft of an eagle 
standard. Who 

would've believed 
that Varus' legions 

reached this far.

"But what are you 
doing? Why do you 

draw back?"

We have done 
all that Rome had 

asked of us. 
Fought, bled and 

died. We are 
done.

My men will not 
follow cowards, 
but neither will 

they fools.

Be of good 
cheer. Once we 

find the eagle that 
tips this standard 
we can go home 
with honor and 

triumph.
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Brennus, You 
know the weight 
of my words. So 

listen carefully.

Once this betrayal is 
made known. Your people 
will bleed like never 
before. Your villages 
will burn, your men 
slaughtered, your 

women and children 
defiled.

We'll take 
our chances. We 

are deep in hostile 
territory, dear 

Caius.

The death of a Roman 
officer, fighting along 
side an allied force, 
that wouldn't be hard 

to believe.

Those will not 
be the last of 
your casualties, 
friend Brennus.

Come on!
The thirst of my 
blade is yet to 

be sated.

Tsk. Tsk! 
Bravado will 
not serve you 

today.

Farewell, 
old friend. 
Archers!

"The casualties 
we've sustained is 
proof enough."

"The Boii tribe 
will cease to 

exist."

"The price for 
treachery is 
high indeed."
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Aagh!

AAAh!!!AAAh!!!

At last, the 
forest yields 

it's monsters.

If I am 
to die this 

day...

It shall 
not be in 
flight!

To Be Continued...To Be Continued...
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