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Lady Strafford. 
Lady Wilhemina 

Strafford, this is 
Emma Watling. Your 

distant cousin. I 
was...

I mean, I hope 
you were told 
of my coming.

Dear Emma, of course 
I was notified. Please 

forgive my delay. I too 
only just arrived and the 
servants here are few 
and somewhat slow.

Please, 
come in. 
Come in.

Make yourself 
comfortable. The 

servants will take care 
of your luggage and 
your room is being 

tidied up as we speak. I must say, 
it has been 

awhile since last 
we met. So much 
to catch up on.

Nearly a 
decade, 
Mina.
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You must feel 
positively tired and 

filthy from your long 
journey. I had a bath 
drawn just awaiting 

your arrival. 

I didn’t wish 
to impose. But 

Thank you, Mina. 
I would like 

that.

The 
temperature is 
just perfect.

Oh, I'm sorry. 
I'll come back 

later.
Don't be daft. The 

bath is inordinately 
large, well suited 
for two and we do 
not want to waste 

the water.
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“Don't be bashful. 
It's not like we 

haven't seen each 
other naked 

before.”

My-my.
 You have grown quite 
substantial since I 
remember. No longer 
the scrawny wisp.

They came in 
suddenly and just 
would not stop. 

I may have a 
condition.

Alright.

Nonsense! 
Come on in. 

Before it get's 
nippy.

You're father 
has made excellent 

arrangements 
before his 

departure to 
India.

Your Suitors will 
be arriving soon and 
you'll have your pick 
of the most eligible 
gentlemen in London.

Suitors...?
 I see. Still, I do 
have reservations 
about this whole 

matter.



Why? Feeling 
apprehensive. 
Like it's all 
coming too 

soon?

Well, yes.
 I’m just not 

ready for 
all this.

But, I...

Dear Emma. We 
women don't have 
the luxury of time 
whilst setting our 

priorities.

If you waste precious 
moments fancying 

alternatives to your 
current state, you'll 

eventually find yourself 
old and alone with little 

recourse.

This way, your future 
can be secured early 
and all you need to 

think about is how to 
please your husband.

You can 
fantasize about 
alternatives at 
your leisure.

Wait!
 what are 
you...?!

Mina, no! I don't 
do that anymore. 

The physicians 
have cured me of 

that malady.

Cured you? 
Hogwash!
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Oumnnf!

?!

Excuse me, Lady 
Strafford. I must... 

I need to leave.

I can not abide 
in this sort of 

behaviour. 
Please, send for 

a carriage. 
I’ll...?

You're going 
nowhere, Miss. 
Unless the Lady 

wishes it.

“Emma, you 
gave me no 

choice.”
“It would appear that 

you will require a 
certain degree of 

conditioning before you 
are deemed satisfactory 
for your suitors taste.”

Huh?!

© DOFANTASY.COM



© DOFANTASY.COM

“Mr. Rafferty, 
take care not to 

over indulge 
yourself. We don't 

want to drown 
the poor bird.”

An hour 
or two will 

suffice.

I will carry on with 
her conditioning later 
this evening. Prepare 
the special room and 

our tools.

Yes, Mum.

Ghaah!
 Stop, please! 

No more!

And in you 
go again.
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“You used to be 
forthcoming when it 

comes to daring 
experimentations.”

“You've 
changed so 
much, Emma.”

Now, you've 
become a dull, 
boring little 

twat.

“That will 
just not 

do.”

Please, Mina.
 Don't do this. Let 

me go. I promise I'll 
never speak of this 
to anyone. Just let 

me....
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AAh!AAh!
No-No!

Promise what exactly, 
Emma? You can't go 

dredging up my 
character without 

dredging up yours and 
your family's.

“The slave trade 
is such an unsavoury 

business.” 

You're father was 
fortunate to still find 
work with the East 
Indies. After all, his 

ships were 
confiscated for 

slave trading in the 
Americas.

No, reputable 
institution would 
employ a man with 

such a seedy 
background.

Oh... Your body 
betrays your 

anticipation. Hmm, 
such good skin.

Would be a 
shame to see 
it tarnished.



© DOFANTASY.COM

HnH!

Ah! It burns! 
Mina, please 

stop!

Don't worry 
your head, 
Emma. The 

effects are... 

...Merely 
superficial.

It's only meant 
to wake up 

those senses.

Senses which you 
appear to have 

neglected. Do you 
still recall using 

that tough of 
yours?
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Ooh. You do 
remember.

But you have grown 
rigid. No doubt from 
whatever conditioning 
your father saw fit.

“I had these 
especially made for 

such occasions.” A ball tip 
should suit 
your fancy.

Mina, 
wait!

Stop that! 
Don't put 
that in!
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HnnnH!
HnnnH!

Oumnnf!

Ungh-Hngh!
GHulmngh!

You were 
saying?

Already starting 
to moisten and 
your hips are 

thrusting. That was 
quick.

Oh, dear. 
You have denied 

yourself for far 
too long. Your 
body craves 
attention.
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Mmnnff!

Alas. As much as I 
enjoy watching you 
writhe about, I must 

prepare for the 
arrival of our 

guests. 

Mr. Rafferty, 
can you please 
help Emma with 

her climax.

Yes, Mum. 
May I use 
the gags, 

Mum?

May I ask 
Why?

Ladies tend to 
say things they don't 
really mean during 
coitus. Like 'stop', 
'don't', It can be 

distracting.
Of 

course.



© DOFANTASY.COM

Good 
evening, Lady 
Strafford.

Good 
evening, Mr. 
HOLZKNECHT.

Late as 
always, 
Armin.

No, Mr. Lucian 
KNELLER . It just 
so happens that 
you are early.

More time to 
delight in lady 
Strafford’s 

company. As one 
would, Mr. 
Kneller.

Patience, Armin. Let 
me offer you some 
fine entertainment 

courtesy of my 
latest acquisition.

Yes, of 
course.

Excuse my 
bluntness but What 

does the evening 
offer, Lady 
Strafford?
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Make yourself 
useful, My dear. 
Give us a dance.

“She hale’s from the 
northern reaches of 

the mysterious orient. A 
rare beauty from the 

courts the raj.”

She looks 
deliciously 

exquisite, Mr. 
Kneller.

The kingdoms of 
the orient offer 

many heady 
delights that 

awaken the fires 
of passion.

Orientals are such 
slaves to their baser 

predilections. This would 
be scandalous in bridled, 

civilized society.
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Do you find this 
vulgar display 

amusing?

Not in the least. 
I think Mr. Lucian 

has been in the East 
a little too long.

“Do you still have 
your Mr. Schwarz 
skulking about?”

Why Of course. 
One never knows 
when he will be in 

need of Mr. 
Schwarz's 
services.

Let's change 
things up shall 
we. I’m in the 

mood for 
something more 

visceral.

Hello, 
Pretty 
Pretty.

???
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Ah!

Now for 
some real 

entertainment.

<GASP!> 
stop this. 

He'll ruin her.

If there is 
anything at 
all to ruin. 

“She's just an 
exotic whore who 

lays about in 
those quaint 

Oriental courts.”

“I doubt 
she’s of any 
significant 

value.”

“Worry not. 
Armin offers to 
compensate you 

for your 
troubles.”

“Let's just enjoy 
the show, good 

friends?”

“And remember. 
This is only the 

appetizer.”
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“Let’s not forget, 
dear friends. You’re 

in My house, so abide 
by my rules.”

“When Mr. Lucian 
finally invites us to 

his estate.”

“We will all abide 
by his rules.”

I will hold you 
to that, Lady 
Strafford.

Nothing wrong 
with a little 
incentive, Mr. 

Lucian.

“But to be 
honest.”

“She really 
isn't much of 
a dancer.”
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AnnH!

HnnnH!

AAh!

She be 
ready, Miss. Here. You may 

barrow my 
crop.

“Not much of a 
dancer at all.”

“But maybe she would 
make a more worthwhile 

screamer.”
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AAAIEEh!!!AAAIEEh!!!

Mr. Schwarz, 
kindly pick 
her up for 

me.
Yes, Miss.

To the rafters, 
Mr. Schwarz.
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“My turn to 
make her 
scream.”

You don't 
mind do you, 
Mr. Lucian.

Bah! 
Your house, 
your rules.

Excuse me for I 
have not done 
this in ages.

“It may take 
a while-”

-to regain 
some bit of 
accuracy.



Aagh!

AAh!

AAh!

AAh!

AAAIEEh!!!
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Lady Strafford, as 
much as I like to see 

lowbornes scream and 
wail under the whip. We 
were promised a new 

acquisition.

“And what of 
Mr. Schwarz?”

“Mr. Schwarz may 
carry on with his 

business.”

“The man has 
superhuman stamina. 
He'll amuse himself 
with that strumpet.”

“We can return at 
our leisure and we'll 

no doubt find him 
still pounding away.”

“Lucian's little slut 
will be a little worse 

for wear. Nothing 
she hasn't 

experienced before.”
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HnnnH!

MnnnH?!

“A local?”

“Prey tell, Lady 
Strafford. You 

insult us by 
introducing the 

common trollop to 
our games.”

A French aristocrat 
at the least. We've 
not had one in ages.

She will not 
disappoint. She's of 
quality breeding, 

dear friends.

I knew her father. A 
renowned slave trader 

from whom you've 
acquired... I believe your 

Mr. Schwarz.

I must say, I find 
slave owners a 

repugnant lot. Why on 
earth would one lower 
themselves by owning 

unsophisticated 
savages.

Good 
lord!

“Astonishing!”
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I must 
commend you, 
Mr. Rafferty.   Much obliged, 

Master 
Holzknecht.   

“Your 
ironwork 
rarely 

disappoints.”

“There is one 
thing though.”

The thing I loath about 
ample breasted women is 

the tendency of their 
nipples to hide under the 
flesh. Their need to be 
constantly aroused.

Not to worry, 
Master Holzknecht. 
Such shortcomings 

can be remedied.
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MmnnH!

Tsk-tsk, Armin. 
We don't initiate 
modifications 
before full 
acquisition.

My humble 
apologies, 

Mina.

“I was too 
distracted by the 
sheer quality of 

this prize. I spoke 
in haste”

Hear that, 
Emma?

Armin thinks you're a 
prize. That is high 

praise coming from him. 
The man is rarely 

impressed by blonds.

Men get too 
easily enamoured 
by aesthetics.
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Mmnnff!

You still need to 
prove true worth. 
Otherwise you'll be 
quickly tossed aside.

Mina, as I recall. 
I was promised 
compensation.

HNNnnH!

You know the 
rules, Lucian.

Of course.
I invoke the 
privilege of 
prevenient 
investiture 

rites.
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“That should aid 
her with her 

posture.”

Shall I 
begin?

Be my guess. For 
Emma's sake, I hope 
you've not let your 
skills go to waste.

On the contrary, I have 
gotten quite better at it. 
The Indian subcontinent 

offers many opportunities 
to hone one’s talent.

If they have the 
stomach for it of 
course. Reposition 
her so I may have a 

clearer view.

Hours on the 
cusp have induced 

Ms. Watling's 
pudendum to 

redden and ripen.
A very fetching 

target. It's 
practically begging 
to be berated with 

a lashing.
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Noo!!!Noo!!!

MnnnH!

AAAIEEh!!!AAAIEEh!!!

You may choose 
a different 

implement for 
these.

This will do fine, 
Lady Strafford. 
But why are you 
muffling her?

This room is rather 
confining and she 
has quite the pair 

of lungs.

“Let her do her 
caterwauling, I do 

not mind.”

“And you should 
move back. I would 
not want to mark up 
that beautiful face 

of yours.”

As you 
wish.

No, no! Please 
stop. I beg you, 

please!
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AAh!AAh!

AAh!

AAAIEEh!!!AAAIEEh!!!

“I must admit 
that you are 
right, Lady 
Strafford.”

“Enough. That is a 
sufficient introduction. 
Don't get yourself all 

spent, tomorrow is 
still a new day.”

She is a 
dreadful 
screamer.

It's fortuitous 
that your estate is 
far removed from 
earshot and prying 

eyes.

© DOFANTASY.COM



© DOFANTASY.COM

HnnnH!

“We will have all the 
time to explore the 

intricate pleasures we 
can extract form both 
Lady Watling and that 

foreign harlot of 
yours.”

A shame.
But for now I 
need to retire. 
I am peaked.

Mister Rafferty, 
please see to Lady 
Watling's condition. 

Allow her some 
comforts for now. Yes, 

Mistress.

We'll just swab 
some soothing balm 

down there and 
you'll be right as 
rain tomorrow, 

dear miss.

To be continued.
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