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She took a deep breath and finally sum-
moned up enough courage to enter her 

mistress’s inner domain.

She was  not sure which 
she feared the most, the 
violent rumblings from 

outside or the ire of her  
cruel mistress, the Prin-

cess Erzebeth.

Finally reaching the 
door to her mis-
tress’s chambers, 
the bond maiden 

paused, frightened…

Annais; the young bond 
maiden, scurried up the 

castle stairs on her way to 
her mistress’s chambers. 

She nearly stumbled as the 
castle shook once more.

 
 

 
 

 

 

 

Y-You 
sent for 
me, Your 

highness?

 

 

 

Yes.

You’re the new 
girl, Annais. from 

the Florentine 
convent was it?

Come 
closer; Do 
something 
for me.
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From the corner of her 
eye, she glimpsed her 
fellow bond maid  Jo-
liet; already suffering 
under the Mistress’s 
perverse passions.

Hmm, sump-
tuous. Your fig-
ure speaks to 
me even more 
than Joliet’s. 

My father 
chose well.

Joliet has be-
come a little re-
bellious lately. 
I want you to 
discipline her.

I’ve finished my tap-
estry lessons with 

Joliet. I desire some 
amusement.

I have been stuck 
here for months 
and I tire of this 
dreary place. Now; 

take off those 
rags. I want to see 

you au natural.
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Come closer; 
I don’t bite.

Yes, your 
highness.

I said 

closer!!!

That’s it. Feel 
the whip? It’s made 
of good leather, 

wouldn’t you 
think?

Y-yes, your 
highness. 
Uungh!!!

It comes from 
Al Hambra. It was 

made from the 
flayed skins of 

Christian slaves.

Uungh!

Take the whip! 
Feel it’s weight and 
texture. It is well 
balanced and makes 
a wonderful sound 

when it splits 
the air.

Now use it on 
Joliet. Be par-
ticularly hard 

on her breasts. 
Twenty lashes 

each.

Yes, your 
highness.
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Do not hold back! I’ll 
know when your hold-
ing back by the jiggle 

of your breasts. Disappoint me 
and you’ll both be 
spending the night 
on wooden ponies 
under my guards’ 

whips.

Yes, your 
highness.

Annais began lath-
ering Joliet’s soft 

bosom.  The unhappy 
girl’s tears flowed in 
torrents as her body 
bore the marks of 
her flagellation.

Then, with no warning, the 
chamber gave a powerful 

jolt, and a huge stone ball 
smashed right through 
the wall behind princess 

Erzebeth.
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The loud crash 
brought a very 

concerned 
King Boris into 
the Princess’s 

chambers.

Guards, secure the 
princess’ chambers. 
Daughter, are you 

hurt? I will summon 
the physicians!

Father, I am in 
perfect health and 
in no need of your 
silly alchemists. 
Your presence 

and concerns are 
unwarranted.

As i recall, you are 
not to enter my room 

unless requested. Now; 
take your noisy, boorish 
soldiers and leave me 

in peace!

I don’t care if 
two cannon shots 
did hit this room! 
This is still my 

domain.

Yes, daughter. 
Men, you heard the 

princess, back to the 
ramparts. Time to 

turn the tide.

As the soldiers leave, 
Princess Erzebeth ap-
proached the gaping 

hole and peered 
outwards.

For three 
months I have 
been trapped 
in this castle 

breathing in the 
stench of death 
and gunpowder. 
Curse you, Prince 
Leopold! I pray 
your forthcom-
ing death will be 
slow and pain-

ful.
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Outside; the masses of men and war machines inched ever closer to the castle 
walls, now heavily weakened by projected rocks and cannon fire. It’s fall was 

almost certain as the thinning line of defenders made their final stand.

I pledge my 
sword that 
this castle 
will fall at 
sundown.

Bah...! 
Noon tomorrow. 
I wager Leopold 
does not have 

the stomach for 
a blood bath and 
will negotiate a 

surrender.

The Prince was 
eager for vic-
tory, booty and 
royal pussy. To-
day was the big 
day. He wanted 
his princess. 
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 Mercenary, take your 
men and prepare to attack 
as soon as we shatter the 

western gate. I need my best 
warriors to open the gap 

for the rest of 
the army.

I beg your 
pardon, your high-
ness. But your fa-
ther the king gave 
strict instructions 
that we stay here 
to protect you.

Do as 
you’re 
told!

As you wish, 
my prince. My men 

are ready and 
itching for 

a fight.

Fool! I need 
not be reminded 
of my father’s 
wishes. I com-
mand this army, 
not my father!

The men’s wagering was rudely interrupted 
by the hoof beats of heavy horses.
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From atop her 
battered tower, 

the princess, still 
naked, watched the 
chaos and slaugh-
ter below her very 
chambers amused.

Her presence did 
not go unnoticed 
by a particular 

mercenary.

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

Princess, we 
will soon see if 
you are worth 
the blood that 
has been spent 
these past 3 

months.

 

 
 

 

 

Suddenly; a powerful ex-
plosion ripped through the 
western gate, surprising 

the beleaguered defenders. 
The massive wooden gate 

had split open.

To your arms! 
They have breached 
the gates! Prepare 
to push them back!

But before the castle 
defenders could form 

up, Leopold’s best 
troops were already 
exploiting the gap.

Hundreds of 
battle-hard-

ened warriors 
poured through.
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All that stood before 
him were felled by his 

sword.

He quickly dispatched 
the king royal guards 
with equal skill and 

grace.

The mercenary displayed his talents, 
invigorated by the knowledge he 

is being observed by the ravishing 
beauty above them.
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Your high-
ness, riders 

coming up the 
road!

Quickly, form 
up! Pikes at 
the ready!

But it was too late. The 
lightly formed battle 

lines could not possibly 
stand up to the charge of 
armored knights. They tore 

through Leopold’s men 
who were too stunned to 
put up much of a fight.

What? 
Riders? Even at 

the threshold of 
victory, my father 
would ruin it by 

sending his knights 
to take the glory 

from me!

Your high-
ness, they 
are attack-

ing!

 

 

 
 
 

 

 
 

Outside the castle walls, Prince Leopold received the news of the 
breach and the collapse of the western defenses. He moved his men 
closer to the crumbling walls, ready to make another assault.
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Arrogant 
fools. Their leader is 

dead and their army’s but 
a fleeing rabble. Their 

bravado means 
nothing now.

Captain, bring up 
the pikes. Make an 

orderly withdrawal 
back through the 

western gate. Let’s 
not have a rout.

Re-
treat! Now?  
When we are 
so close?

The 
Prince is dead! 

Sound the 
retreat!

Trapped between the 
crush of charging 
cavalry and fleeing 

infantry.  Prince Leopold 
fell, run through by a 

knight’s lance.

The rabble that was 
once his army now 

fled in panic as Leop-
old died slowly from 
his mortal wound.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We’ll 
be back, Prin-
cess! Count 

on it. 
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We were 
betrayed, 
your Maj-

esty.

Emperor 
Otto’s lancers came 
out of nowhere and 

cut us down.

Several days later at the fortress of 
King Stephan, Leopold’s father…

 

 

 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 

 
 
 

Daughter, 
Get dressed. It is 

time for a feast. The 
siege is lifted and a 

mortal blow has been 
struck upon our 

hated foe.

We should 
thank Otto 
for his aid.

I am 
betrothed 

to him, father. 
That is more 
than enough 

thanks.

And I really 
should return 
to my tapestry 
lessons since I 

have a fresh new 
canvas to work 

with.

There was 
nothing we 

could do, your 
majesty.

Forgive us, 
your Majesty. 

By the time my men 
could fight their 

way to prince 
Leopold, he was 
already dead.

His body 
was defiled and 

dismembered but we 
were able to recov-

er his head.
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Shall we 
behead them 
now, Your 
Majesty?

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Indeed, Captain. My son fell by 
treachery. Converts in the guise 

of trusted merchants promised him 
that no aid would come for King 
Boris and his lascivious harlot 

of a daughter.

They promised 
him Otto would not 
go against us as an 
agreement with the 

Merchants Guild 
to stay out of 

the war.
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Your 
Majesty, please 

forgive my father. 
He did not know 

of Emperor Otto’s 
intent until it was 

too late.

This mat-
ter should have been 

known to me, Juda. If I had 
known, my cavalry would 

have crushed Otto’s knights 
under foot and my son 

would be alive!

Now I 
have no heir, have 
lost many men, and 

my dynasty is in peril. 
You have failed me 

grievously!

 
 

 

 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

He offered him 
the hand of his 
only daughter.

Have pity, your 
majesty! King Boris 
offered Emperor 
Otto a prize he 

could not refuse.

There is 
no male heir.  

This guarantees 
that Emperor Otto 
will take all once 
King Boris dies.
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I see now 
the true plot, hidden in the 

lies. You did not want my son to 
take Erzebeth as his wife. You knew 
that Leopold would be vulnerable 
to the charms of your daughter 
if he failed to take Erzebeth by 

force of arms.

But 
your scheme 

failed with the 
death of my son! 
Strip the wench!

Your 
majesty, we are 
innocent. We are 

no traitors.

 

 
 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

No, your 
Majesty!

Your daughter, 
Chana, is beauti-

ful and bountiful. 
Ripe for the taking, 

except for one flaw. 
She is a convert. No 
son of mine would 

be allowed to marry 
a convert.
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Is the 
taste of your 
flesh worth 

his life?

...and 
find it 

wanting.

To be a 
bride of Leopold would 

bring prestige, name and 
rank. No longer would 
you be landless mer-

chants.

 

 

 

Are these 
luxurious bo-
soms worth a 

kingdom?

With this 
body, you would 

corrupt and 
ensnare my son

I weigh your 
offering...
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Then 
again, it 

would be a sin 
to waste this 
opportunity to 
sample such 

bounties.

No! 
Leave me alone! 
Your Majesty, I 

beg you to spare 
us! You can have 

whatever you 
wish from us.

 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 
 

 

Whatever you 
have is not enough, 
harlot. And what I 
will take, you will 
not be so eager 

to give…

Chana!!! 
Leave her 

alone!

Come, 
harlot. Let 
us measure 
your worth.

©
 w

w
w

.d
o
fa

n
ta

sy
.c

o
m



 

None, Your 
Majesty. I have 
been chaste.

Your 
majesty, please 

spare my daughter 
this humiliation. 
For the sake of 

her honor.

You will know 
first hand why 
I earned that 

name.

  

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

My son is gone 
but I will have my 

satisfaction.

Silence!!! 
Converts have 

no honor!

Tell me. How many men have known 
this body of yours? How many have 

taken pleasure between your thighs?

They call me 
the Devil’s 

Horn.

A chaste 
harlot? Indeed. 

Do you know what 
my cowering en-
emies call me?

I do not know, 
you majesty. ©
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King Stephan ravaged 
the girl for hours 
before giving her to 
his men to continue 

her defilement.

Hah! It takes 
more the a foot 

long shaft to kill 
the likes of you.

A red hot fork was 
plunged into the old 
merchant’s eyes. The 
king made sure his 
last sight was of 

the horrible, 
violent rape of his 

only daughter.

Look 
well, merchant. 

See the cost of your 
treachery. Bear witness 

to the anguish of 
your child.

How 
do you like 
losing your 
chastity to a 
king, harlot?

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

Aaaagh!!! 
Your majesty, 

nooo!

Stop! Please! 
You’ll kill me.

Oh God, it 
hurts!! Stop! 

Please!!!
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What 
do you have to 

say for yourself, 
wench?

Aaaagh!!! 
Mistress, 
please!

Your highness, 
I was about to get 

dressed when they came 
into my chambers. They 

forced themselves 
upon me. I could do 

nothing.

But alas; all 
good things 
must end...

They were too intoxi-
cated to here the girl’s 
whimpering protest or 

to care about their 
mistress’s wrath as 
they fucked and bug-

gered the maiden.

Back at the battered 
castle. The victorious de-
fenders; drunk with mead, 
took their merry making 
into the servants cham-
bers. There they chanced 

upon one of Princess 
Erzebeth’s bond maidens.

 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 
 

 

 
 

Mnngh!!!
Uungh!!!

P-Princess Erzebeth! 
Forgive us. This girl 
seduced us. We were 

bewitched!

Joliet! So, 
this is what’s 
delaying you!

Excuses! That is all 
I hear from you. The 
whole entourage is 

late because of your 
shenanigans!
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Now, 
soldier. Flog this 

wench’s flanks, back 
and breast. Stop only 

when I say so.

 

No, your 
highness. Not 
that! Please!

  
 

 

 
 

 

 

 

You will receive 
30 lashes for 

your impropriety.

No, your 
highness. I 
beg you!

Aah!

Come here, 
you stupid 

whore!
Later.

My plea-
sure, your 
highness.

As for you! It 
will be worse for 
you. You need to 

be disciplined 
once more.

Take her to the 
courtyard as she 

is. Strap her to the 
whipping post.
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After 30 minutes of agony, 
Erzebeth signalled the 

floggers to stop. The girl 
was now half conscious 
and half mad from pain.

Princess Erzebeth 
now takes the bul-

bous end of the whip 
and abruptly shoves 

it into the girl’s 
posterior.

The unwelcome intrusion 
was enough to bring forth 
further cries of anguish 
from a bewildered Joliet.

Erzebeth had driven 
the whip’s handle deep 
into the girl’s anus.

The girl swayed her 
hips sensuously as her 
sensitive anus took the 

terrible strain.

Other soldiers now start on her breasts, 
flogging them mercilessly. All the girl 

could do was scream madly as excruciating 
pain swept through her body.

Using a cat-o’-nine tails, 
the soldier began flag-
ellating the girls bare 

back and rump.

 

 

 

 

Its small metal 
beads bite into the 

girls flesh, eliciting 
tortured screams 

from the poor girl.

AAAGh!!!

Aaaaaiyh!!!

Soldier, 
hand me 

your whip.

Noooo!

© www.dofantasy.com



Unfortunately for the girl; 
Princess Erzebeth had not 

finished with her torture. She 
commanded the other floggers 
to force their whips into the 

girl’s throbbing ass.

Erzebeth now turned to 
her other bond maiden.

Annais, on your 
knees and ap-
proach your 

friend.

Yes, your 
highness.

Now show us how 
dexterous your 

tongue is. Pleasure 
Joliet.  Don’t stop 

until her juices fill 
your mouth.

Yes, Your 
Highness.

As Annais begin to lick and 
slobber at Joliet’s sex lips, 
the third flogger thrust the 

third whip up her ass.

Joliet 
wailed 
like a 
ban-
shee 

as her 
racked 
body 
was 

trapped 
in a 

limbo 
of 

plea-
sure 
and 
pain.

Annais was 
oblivious 
to Joliet’s 

lamentations. 
She was too 

busy fulfilling 
her mistress’s 

commands  
until...

...Joliet’s body, confused 
by the two powerful sen-
sations eventually surren-

dered to Annais’s expert 
tongue. Her juices flowed 
freely into the servants 

surprised mouth.
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After watching Annais 
lick up every drop of 
Joliet’s juices, the 

King came forward, ea-
ger to asses the girl’s 

tongue techniques.

Meanwhile 
Joliet had 

fainted from 
her ordeal 
and was cut 
down from 

the whipping 
post.

Come on. Take it in 
your mouth. Help 
your king ease 

his mind.

This one is very 
skilled, Erzebeth. 
Her mouth is soft 
and her tongue is 

like a serpent’s. She 
would make a good 

courtesan.

Indeed.  Her 
convent was 

well frequented 
by friars and 

clergy.

She has learned many 
tricks. I hear the bishop 
of Rome was grief strick-
en when she left. A face 
from heaven with a body 

for the earthly.
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Soldiers began to 
drag the uncon-

scious Joliet to her 
chambers with in-

structions to dress 
her for the journey.

Remember to 
bring back the 
whips and have 
them cleaned 

this time.

Yes, your 
highness.

Greetings and 
salutations, Princess 
Erzebeth. I have been 
sent by Emperor Otto 
to escort you on the 

long journey to 
Bavaria.

Well, noble 
Knight. Kindly in-
troduce yourself 
to your charges 

or does the knight 
prefer to remain 

nameless?

Forgive me, 
your highness. 
I am Captain 

Carlos de Boli-
varre, at your 

service.

Salutations, Captain 
Bolivarre. As soon 
as my bond maidens 
are dressed, you 
may proceed with 

your duties.
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Princess Erzebeth’s entourage was large 
and well protected. Imperial lancers 
flanked the caravan as it snaked it’s 

way north, to distant Bavaria.

Captain Bolivarre 
is a handsome Knight. 
Hails from Aragon I 
believe. They say he 

is from the crusades 
and fought valiantly 
against the Turks.

Tell me, Annais. 
Would you love 
a man more for 
his power or 
his beauty?

I would not 
know, your 
highness.

It was getting dark and 
the entourage was seek-
ing shelter for the night 
when they happened upon 
a wrecked wagon block-
ing the road across a 

thick grassy field.

You there! Move 
that carcass off the 
road. Make way for 
the Royal Caravan.
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Excuse us, your 
lordship. We are 

traveling entertain-
ers from Genoa on 
our way to Navarre.  
We were set upon 

by highway men. They 
took all of our be-
longings and broke 

our cart.

If you would 
be so kind as 
to allow some 
of your men to 
help us fix it…

Why did I 
stop?  Don’t 

tell me we are 
going to camp 
in the middle 
of a field.

Come now. Sure-
ly you can spare 
a few hands with 
so many in your 

command.

I know him!  
I know that 
man! He is 

one of Leop-
old’s men!

Before the soldiers could 
react, a powerful explo-
sion ripped into the front 
of the entourage, killing 
and maiming many knights 

and soldiers.

Up and 
at them!
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Now 
men!

The thick grass suddenly 
rustled and heaved as 

multitudes of men at arms 
emerge from hiding. The 
smoke cleared revealing 
the source of that ter-

rible explosion.

For Prince 
Leopold!

Taken by surprise 
by the appearance 

of so many soldiers, 
the column was in 
complete disarray.

From trees and high 
ground, archers rained 
lethal bolts upon the 
vulnerable Lancers.
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With his men nearly in a 
rout, Captain Bolivarre 
rallied his forces. He 
knew full well that 

few could stand up to 
his armored lancers. 
The tide would turn if 
the men’s spirit held.

The mercenary knew 
this. He knew he had 

to act fast. They 
were clearly after 
a special  prize...

...The daugh-
ter of their 
most hated 

enemy.

Holy mother of 
God please pro-
tect us and our 
chastity from 
these savage 

men.

Couchman! 
What are you 
waiting for!? 
Get me out of 

here! 

Sorry, driver, but 
this carriage is on 
a long journey and 

you’re just dead 
weight

We meet 
again Princess. 
Are Otto’s men 
treating you 

well?

Yes, your 
highness.

Will you 
two be silent! 
I cannot hear 
myself think 
with all your 
mutterings.
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Bastard! Don’t 
you dare touch 
me, filthy scum!

sorry I don’t have 
time to deal with a 
wildcat at my back 
when Lancers are 

on my tail

Taking advantage of the confusion of battle, 
the mercenary sped off with his prize.

They’re taking the 
princess’s car-

riage! Stop them!

Beating off further attacks, 
Captain Bolivarre watched 
helplessly as his charge 

was taken from him.

The Prin-
cess!

Men, finish off this 
rabble and follow 

them! To the ends of 
the earth if neces-

sary. Let none return 
to Bavaria until she 

is recovered. © www.dofantasy.com



Morning at King Stepan’s fortress. The Guards had grown 
accustomed to the constant bellows of the tortured Chana.

News from the 
mercenary, your 

majesty.

Well? 
Spit it 
out.

Success, 
your majes-
ty. They await 

you at the 
old citadel.

Good. My vengeance on Old 
Boris will soon come to pass.

Captain, she’s begin-
ning to like being taken 
in every hole. I don’t 
want her to feel one 
ounce of pleasure, 

ever again. Burn off 
her clitoris.

My pleasure, 
your majesty.No!!! 

Don’t!
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The stench of her 
own burnt flesh 

filled Chana’s 
nostrils

Aaah!!!

Tell me. Is 
losing your 
little bud 
equal to 
my loss?

No, your maj-
esty. But please 
have mercy. By 
all that is Holy, 
I can take no 

more.

You will take 
this and more. While 
life flows in your 

body, you will know 
nothing but pain. 

That I swear.

I leave for the 
citadel and my new bride. 
You may do with her as 
you please. Rape her, 

whip her, burn her, let 
the soldiers have her. 
As long as she suffers 

I will be happy.

Thank you, your 
majesty. The men 
will appreciate 

your generosity.

My Lord! Mercy!! 
Mercy! mercy!

Chana contin-
ued to beg and 
plead but none 

heeded her.
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The old citadel was an ancient Roman 
fort that stood on the coast above the 
high rocks. It had but one approach.

In the old days 
it was one of the 
strong points of 
Christian Europe, 

holding firm against 
the Moorish invasion.

Now it sat idle; mere ruins 
long neglected by the 
rulers of the day who 
were more interested in 
warring with each other.

Aagh!!!

This one is 
feisty. Just the 

way I like it.

The only men 
now manning 
its ramparts 

were brigands 
and cutthroats 
in the guise of 
noble knights.

See here! 
Now this 
is quality 

meat.
No, don’t! 

my mistress 
won’t approve. 

Please let 
me go!

Aaaargh!!! 
You stupid 

bitch!

you should 
get your priori-
ties straight. You 
should fear us 
more than that 
silly fuckhole
of a princess.

It’s time you 
got acclimatized 

to your new 
masters.

Bring out 
the shack-

les.
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Let’s tame 
ourselves 
a shrew.

you better 
be a good fuck 
wench if you 
wanna keep 
your teats!

Meanwhile, in 
the dungeons 

below...

She doesn’t 
look like no hellcat 
to me. Looks like any 
other silly wench.

She went for 
my sword more 
than once so I 
put her lights 

out!

Too bad her 
dress is all torn. 
I could have got-

ten good money for 
it. Still has gold 

threads.

Yeah, go 
for it!

Let’s take 
this off. You 

won’t need it... 
aaargh!

Take your 
hands 

off of me, 
swine!

Wha..! My 
sword!
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I warn you. 
I’m good with 

a blade.

And I am good 
with a stick. Steel 
is not everything. 
Care for a chal-

lenge?

Fool!

I have no 
time for 
this... eh!

You do have 
skill, milady. I 
give you that.

but so 
do I.

AAGH!

AAH!

you move 
fast for a 
naked prin-

cess.

I know you are the leader of 
this band of cut-throats. Give me a 
horse, clothes and food and I will 
ride out of here.  If not, I’ll slice 

that grin off your face.
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Aah!!!

Had enough, milady? 
No matter how sharp 
the blade, the skills 
of the bearer are 

paramount.

You, bastard! 
Send me back 
to my father! 
I command 

you!

 If you don’t be-
have, I’m sure my 
men will be more 

than happy to teach 
you manners.

Your sta-
tion means 

nothing here, 
milady.

I’m sure 
your pret-
ty little 
servants 
would like 

you to 
join them 
upstairs.

They’re having 
a wonderful 

time entertain-
ing my men.
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Your death 
will be slow, 
bastard. My 
father will 
have you 

flayed alive!

Still fiery 
are we? Let’s 
try to cool 

you off.

Come on, 
milady. I have 
something to 
swell your 

pristine little 
ass.

No! 
Wait!

The comely Annais was 
still providing more 

direct sexual pleasure 
to a long line of men.

Heh! 
Heh!

AAGH!!!

Above the dungeons, the 
soldiers were still bru-
talizing poor Joliet who 
was now upside down and 
having her cunt whipped 
raw. Her anguished cries 

seemed to delight her 
tormentors.

Her convent skills 
came in handy as 

she was forced to 
satisfy several 
men at a time.

Mnngh!!!
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Late in the 
day even 

poor Annais 
was scream-
ing in agony 
as the men 
continued 
to ravish 
her now 

extremely 
sore body.

Down below, Princess 
Erzebeth is about to be 

introduced to a new world 
of personal torment. She 
could not help shedding a 
few tears as she is pre-
pared for the stocks.

Now firmly installed 
in the wooden 

stocks, her arms 
were tugged pain-
fully up by her 

torturer…

You should be 
glad I didn’t use the 
witches’ stocks with 
iron spikes. The king 
doesn’t want you dis-

figured yet.

Erzebeth’s breasts were the first to 
taste the sting of the whips. Next, the 
soft sensitive cleft between her legs.

But a good 
hard flogging 

will do you 
some good.

©
 w

w
w

.d
o
fa

n
ta

sy
.c

o
m



It did not take 
erzebeth long to 
change her mind. Please stop! 

I’ll do whatever 
you want. Just 
stop the whips!

That’s a 
good little 
princess.

I think her 
breast could 

use a few more 
whacks.

Maybe, but 
first, some-
thing a little 

special…

A shiny trinket 
from his majesty. A 
gift for his future 

bride; The ring.

Would you 
care to guess 

where this ring 
goes.

M-my 
finger.

No. not exactly. 
Let’s see; where was 
I supposed to put 

this?

On your 
tits? No. On your 

tongue? 
Maybe.

Aah! 
you’re 
hurting 

me!

Erzebeth suddenly feels a 
sharp painful stab right 

through her swollen bud.

Aaiyeeeeeeh!!!

I remember 
now. The 

bride’s ring 
goes here.

She had never felt such an awful pain. Her 
mind went blank and Erzebeth mercifully 

lost consciousness.
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It was almost dawn when 
watchmen noticed the trail 
of dust in the northeast.

Soldiers raced 
up the ramparts 

and prepared 
the defense.

Then a signal to 
stand down. It was 
the king’s colors.

Wake up, 
princess. The 
King has ar-

rived.

Cheer up, 
you’re about 
to meet your 

future husband 
and master. He 
wants you clean 
and perfumed.

King 
Stephan!?

The mercenary 
stooped down to see 
his handiwork, giv-
ing it a good tug.

And you’ll 
show him how 
much you love 
his beautiful 

gift.
uungh!!

From the shadows, two fa-
miliar figures emerge, na-
ked and still bearing the 
marks of their ordeal.

We were or-
dered to clean 
you up, your 
highness.

Joliet, An-
nais, help me 

escape.

We apologize, 
your highness. 
But we are only 
here to clean 
you up for the 

king.
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Wait! My body 
is very sore. 
I can barely 

move.

We know, 
your high-

ness.

But we are or-
dered to clean 

you thoroughly.

Aah! Stop! 
It hurts! The 
bristles are 
too hard!

Yes, your 
highness.

Ungh!

the king 
wants this 
specially 
clean...

HNNGH! 

Now for the 
hard-to-reach 
places, your 

highness.

Joliet’s face hints a 
mischievous grin as she 

take out a new tool 
from the water bucket.
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The bristles of the 
handled brush were like 
hundreds of tiny needles 
piercing the sensitive in-
sides of Erzebeth’s anus.

No!!! 
Aaah!

Joliet sodomized her mis-
tress with the handled brush, 

thrusting it in and out...

Burying the bris-
tles deep in Erze-

beth’s orifice.

Joliet then took the same 
brush and began to clean 

her mistress’s mouth. Erzebeth could only 
make gagging noises 

as tears rolled 
down her cheeks.

That’s 
enough.

The women 
turned to see King 
Stephan; flanked 
by royal guards.

Leave us. 
I come to 

inspect King 
Boris’s harlot 

progeny.
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King Stephan, 
this is an out-

rage. My father 
will avenge me!

Harlot, my 
lineage is extinct 
because of you. 
I have no heir.

But I can yet 
turn the tables. 
You will bear me 

a male heir and he 
can lay claim to 
both our king-

doms.

 And the treach-
erous Otto will 
gain nothing for 

his efforts.

Shackle the 
harlot for branding. 
She will have the seal 
of my kingdom seared 

into her flesh.

You have 
strong, child 
bearing hips, 

milady. You will 
bear me many 

sons.
This won’t 
hurt a bit, 

milady.

Please, 
don’t! Not 

that.
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Just 
kidding.

Aaaiyeeh!

Now you belong 
to King Stephan. 
No one else can 
lay claim to you.

Since you are 
already wearing 
my ring we can 

consummate our 
union.

Please, your 
majesty. Have 

pity.

The shackles 
were drawn up 
higher, forcing 

Erzebeth to stand 
on her toes.

Time for 
your bridal 
duties, har-

lot!

I hope you 
don’t mind 
large men.
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My lord, 
you’re too 
big. You’re 
tearing me!

Shut up and move 
your ass, harlot! 

You’re like a sack of 
grain. Lash her back! 
I want her to ride my 

cock

The sharp 
sting of the 

whip soon has 
Erzebeths’ body 
squirming on 
King Stephan’s 
well developed 

member.King Stephan 
was a man 
of legend-

ary virility. He 
took Princess 
Erzebeth from 
the front and 
the back, as-
saulting both 
orifices and 

ravishing her 
till nightfall.

Now show 
her the 
bride’s 
mask.

Uungh!

This is what you’ll 
be wearing from now 
on. This will be your 

public face. It may only 
be removed in my 

presence.

No!!! 
God, no!

Erzebeth shook her 
head in disbelief at how 
much her fortune had 
changed. She trembled 
as rivers of tears ran 

down her face.
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The golden mask entombed 
poor Erzebeth’s lovely 

face. Her beauty was to be 
seen only by the king.

A matching 
gold bell was 
attached to 

the ring that 
perforated her 

clitoris. It’s 
weight forced 

the bud to 
swell up.

Now shackled in a 
painful position, her 
mouth is sealed by a 
golden branks, muf-

fling her cries. 

I will retire 
to my cham-

bers. I want to 
hear that bell 
ringing  when I 

awake.

Our plea-
sure, your 
majesty.

to be continued…
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