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Weep young maid, there is no escape, 
your proud beauty offends thee! 

Bleed young maid, there is no escape, 
your soft, delicate flesh offends thee! 

Hell on earth does exist. 
And you have been handed over to devils. 

You body is held hostage by the nature  
of your gender.  Trapped from birth in a spider’s  

web woven by men’s avarice and vanity. 

Your short life on Earth is a vale of tears, 
and salvation but a glimmer in a long forgotten dream. 

The rest is nightmare, the nightmare 
that greets your every waking day...
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Years ago, A mighty for-
tress towered above the 
hillside. Ever vigilant to 
the approach of danger.

It’s thick walls and bat-
tlements stand steadfast 
against many an invader. 
It’s Knights, ever ready 
to ride out to meet them.

But those days are no more. The 
fortress still stands, but there 
are no valorous Knights ready to 
ride out. It’s gates closed shut. 
The only ones it protects are 

those fortunate to dwell within.

Once valorous men now 
cower within its walls 
and their sovereign 
Prince stricken with 

bouts of madness. It is 
the time of the Plague. 

What 
is it?

Fires at 
the town, 
captain.

It was bound 
to happen 
sooner or 

later.

 What are 
they doing?

They dug large pits 
to bury the dead and 

set fire to the mountain 
of corpses. Those left 

are abandoning the 
town.

This place wreaks 
of death. We should 
leave also. The town 

is lost. We have 
nothing to protect.

Where 
will we 

go?

The Plague is every-
where. We sent messen-

gers to all the neighboring 
lands and it is the same. 

Neither peasant nor noble-
man is spared, even the 

clergy.

This is where 
I served for most 
of my life, this is 
where I prefer 

to die.
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Accursed fires. 
You can barely see 
the sun anymore. 

It vexes me.

Your Highness, 
perhaps it is time to 
confer to a higher 
power and ask for 
spiritual guidance?

Look around you priest. 
No one is listening to your 

prayers. Either God has for-
saken us or He too is dead of 
the plague. Be off with you. I 

tire with your council.

Old fool. I should 
send him away. He’s 

just one more 
mouth to feed.

Ungh!

Silence! I can’t think 
with your incessant 

bemoanings!

AAAGH!
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This should 
give you some-
thing to scream 

about!

Aaayieeh!!!

There, there. 
Did that hurt? 

It hurts! Please 
stop this. I can’t take 

this anymore. I’m 
going mad!

Lies! How 
about this?

Aaaieeeh!

See, you can take 
much more. I could have 
your tits flogged until 

they are as red 
as apples.

Please, I’ll do 
what ever you 

want! Just stop 
this torture!

Finally!
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Now, was that 
so hard? My 

terms are not 
too harsh.

My dear Contessa. 
I took you in and shel-
tered you. You would 

already be dead if not for 
my protection. My protec-
tion means life and that 

comes at a price.

You will serve me in every 
manner I so choose without question 

nor hesitation. Defy me once more and I 
will let the soldiers indulge themselves 
with you before I have you thrown into 
the arms of death beyond these very 

walls. Do you understand me, Contessa? 
show me your tongue!

Y-Yes, your 
Highness.

GOOD.

At the Eastern gate, the sin-
gle draw bridge remains open 
to accept supplies and allow 
the occasional foraging raids 
for the castle. It is heavily 
guarded should it be mobbed 

by desperate townsfolk.

Look, there! 
Someone ap-
proaches. Who 

could it 
be?

Matters not. Just 
turn them away! No one 
comes into the castle 
without permission 
from the Prince.

It’s just one 
person with 

a cart.

Just the same, 
turn him away. 
He could be 
diseased.
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That’s far enough! 
Go now, there is 

no food or shelter 
here for you.

Please, I had no 
one to turn to. I ask 
only for a priest to 
perform the last 

rites for my father. 
Everyone is dead in the 

village monastery.

A girl?! You 
are either brave 

or a fool to 
show up here.

My God! 
This one is 
dead from 
the plague!

Quickly! 
Torch it and 
clear it off 
the road!

What’s wrong 
with you, bring-
ing a dead man 

to us?!

You should have 
thrown this car-
cass into a bury-
ing pit and burned 

it to ashes.

is he 
dead?

Burn it well, 
then throw it over 
the side. We don’t 
want the sickness 

to get in.

Father, 
no!

He’s already dead, 
you ignorant peas-
ant! Last rites will 

do him no good.
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burn this 

too, wench!
Wait, no! 

That’s my only 
cloak.

What’s with 
all this 
ruckus?! 

Who is this 
woman?!

She just came 
up to the gate, 

Milord.

A vagabond 
whore no 

doubt.

Milord, it’s 
been a while 

since we’ve, you 
know... maybe 

we can... I know what 
you mean soldier, 
but this is not a 
place of recre-

ation.

But, Milord... 
better than 

having it with 
the pigs.

Hmm, you are 
pretty. It would be 
a pity to send you 
out there to per-
ish... And the men 
do have needs.

Check her thoroughly 
for any signs of the 

plague. If she is fit, then 
you may have her.

You are 
most gra-

cious, 
Milord.

All right, 
brothers. 
Strip the 
wench!
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You won’t be 
needing this 
for a while.

Please 
don’t!

Just shut up 
and like it, like 
a good peasant 

girl.

Well, look what 
we have here broth-
ers. Take a gander 
at those succulent 

morsels.

Spread those 
lovely legs, 

missy. Show as 
that juicy clef.

Aaah!
Any signs of 
the plague? None.

Doesn’t that 
feel good, 
wench? Oh, 

I have plans 
for this.

Unngh!
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Well, broth-
ers. Is she 

clean?

The wench is without 
blemish, brothers. The 
Good Lord has seen 

it fit to grant as this 
one last favor before 

we perish.

Aye, she 
even smells 

heavenly. Unlike 
the half dead 
whores in the 

city.

See this! A bum 
fit for buggering. 
You won’t find that 
on lazy street har-

lots. Only hardwork-
ing peasant girls 
have such shapely 

bottoms.

Enough, 
brothers. 

Don’t soil the 
wench before 
your betters 
have had their 
way with her.

Please, 
don’t hurt 

me.

Come here, 
wench. Think 
of this as a 

service to your 
lord and pro-

tector.

Now, now. 
Nothing good 
ever comes 
without a 
little pain.

Are you sure 
this gate will 

hold her 
weight?

Hah! Just be 
fleet of foot 
before you 

get skewered.

Easy for you 
to say, you 
have less 

of a man to 
lose. Get on with it, 

brothers. Time is 
wasting. She will 
be performing 

all night.
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She be a 
fine cunt 
worthy 

of a long 
hard bug-

gering.

Please! I 
beg you. 
Don’t do 

this!

Fine with me. 
I’ll take her 
by the cleft.

Her smell, the softness of 
her skin bedevils me. My cock is as 

hard as the hilt of my sword. I 
can’t wait to shove it in that 

tight little pucker.

Her cleft is 
still pristine 
and intact. A 
rare find in 
these times 
when every 
slut from 

here to Venice 
would give 
away their 
cunts for a 
bushell of 

wheat.

Such boun-
ties! Soft 
and oppu-

lent.

Allow me to 
have a little 

taste.

Aah! 
Don’t!

Quit, squir-
ming! She’s so 
damn tight, I 

can barely get 
the tip in.

This should 
keep her 

still.

Aagh! Stop, 
you’re tearing 

them off!
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Ungh! 
Much 

better.

This is 
great!

AAAIEEH!!!

Scream lou-
der! Show more 
conviction! His 

highness is 
watching.

AAAIEEH!!!

She’ll take two at 
a time. Three, if you 
don’t mind getting 
bitten. HaHAhaha!

Brothers! This may well be the 
very last woman we will ever have in 
these God forsaken times, so don’t 

break her. There are more than 200 
men in the garrison and she will 
have to satisfy every last one.

Be patient, take 
a number and form 
a line. Bring more 

rope! She’s not go-
ing anywhere.



© DOFANTASY.COM

 

 
 

 

Stop! I 
beg you. 
It hurts!

Be still, 
Slut! 

You’ll get 
used to it.

Aaiyeeh!!!

Merciful Saints! 
Such Horrors!

Huh?!
Enjoying 
the show, 
Wench?

Would you 
like to join 

them? I’m sure 
you’ll love it.

Aye, show us your 
worth. All you do 
here is eat, sleep 
and tend to your 

arrogant mistress.

Unhand me, mon-
sieur. I have been 
summoned by the 
Prince. He will be 
quite vexed if you 
force me to tarry.

The 
Prince, 
aye?!

Go on then, 
wench. Make 
haste! The 

Prince is always 
in a foul mood 

these days.

HAHAHA! Yes, 
he may need 
your cunt 
to wax his 

knob.
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Your hand-
maiden, Tessa. 
Are you fond 

of her?

I understand she 
hails from Byzan-
tium. Fleeing from 
the Turks before 
she came into your 

service...

Resourceful 
girl to have 

eluded defile-
ment at their 

hands.

When The Turks 
finally captured Con-
stantinople, no woman 
nor child was spared. 
All were forced to 
service the Ottoman 

horde.

But here, 
there is no 

place to run and 
your Tessa has 
caught the eye 
of my men.  That 
is both unfortu-
nate and regret-
table. Sooner or 
later they will 

tire of that poor 
peasant girl and 
they will take 

out their frus-
trations on 
your maid.

I could extend my 
protection to her if you so 
desire. But there is a price. 

Then again if the peasant girl 
survives she could play the 

role of your handmaiden as my 
men play with Tessa.

A fair ex-
change don’t 
you think?
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I have al-
ready submitted 
to your wishes, 
My Prince. Why 
must I still be 
bound to your 

bed?

Precautions, My 
Dear. Submission 

may not necessar-
ily translate to 

obedience.

Besides, you look far more 
delectable this way, than lying flat 

on your back like a novice courtesan. 
Your firm, round ass beckons me.

Ungh!

Your High-
ness, Please. 

I am still very 
sore from the 

wedge.

That maybe true. 
I could fondle 

your soft bosoms 
all night. Warm my 

hands on such boun-
tiful mounds.

But tonight, I 
prefer to warm my 
loins from betwixt 

your fine silken 
thighs. Aaagh!!!
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Have you 
known many men, 
Countess? How 
many fools have 
been beguiled by 
your charms?

I have been 
chaste, your 

highness. I am 
a Virgin.

Virgin, Eh? 
But are you a 
Virgin in every 
way? A woman 

needs not 
spread her 
legs to be a 

harlot.

Aagh!

It hurts! My 
God, It hurts! 
Pull it out! 
Pull it out!

That’s more 
like it. Your 

screams make 
my prick 
throb.

Please, Your 
Highness! At 

least ravage me 
as a woman.

Ungh! Be patient. 
We’ll get to that 

in good time.

Aagh!

AAIY-
EEAH!

MILADY?!
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Lord, have 
mercy! 

Mistress 
Marjorie!

Away with you, 
wench! Can you not 
see your Mistress 
is preoccupied?! 

Leave before I have 
you on a rack!

Aaiyeeh!!! 
Stop! My 

Prince, I can 
take no more!

Milady...

You have dis-
honored the 
Contessa! You 
deserve death!

What?! 
Assassin!

Kill Him, 
Tessa! For 
the love of 

God! Kill him!

Die, Vile 
Prince!
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Die!! 
Die!!!

Foolish, 
Wench! I shall 
not die from 
the likes of 

you!

Ungh!

I have not 
survived count-

less wars and the 
plague only to be 
felled at the hands 

of this harlot’s 
common maid.

Mercy, your 
highness! It was 
the Contessa! It 
was her will...

Silence! I shall 
squeeze your 

treacherous neck 
and watch the life 
drain out of your 

pleading eyes.

You have failed 
me, Tessa! Your 

weakness has con-
demned me to a life of 
misery at the mercy
 of this Bastard!

Gag... 
Aack...

Really? Do I 
repulse you that 
much, Countess 

Marjorie?



© DOFANTASY.COMMilord, 
you sum-
moned us?

Yes. The Countess
is no longer in need 

of this wench’s servic-
es. Tell Capt. Adolfus 
to take some men and 
fetch the Countess a 
new handmaiden. Make 

all possible
haste.

Immediately, 
Milord.

and as 
for this 
one...

Understood, 
Milord.

...Take her 
below to 
Angelo.

Countess Mar-
jorie, This blade 

is simple yet finely 
crafted. Too well 
made to be in the 
hands of a mere 
servant girl. Do 
you not agree?

You gave 
this dag-

ger to her, 
didn’t you?

You plotted with 
your maidservant 
to slay me in my 

own bed!

Aah!!! 
Yes!
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Go ahead! If 
I had but one 
request...do it 

swiftly. Grant me 
that honor.

A quick death 
is too good 

for you, 
Countess.

What would 
profit a man by 
killing his most 
lavish source 
of pleasure.

Please, My 
Prince. I can 
not live like 
this. End this 

torment!

I would make
your death a spec-
tacle for all. I’d 

have your limbs bro-
ken and braided on a 
wheel. Then I would 

have you slowly 
gutted and see you 

agonize for 
hours. 

I’d have your in-
nards drawn out and 
fed to the pigs as you 
watch. And when the 

devil finally takes you, 
I’ll have your broken 
body mounted on the 
gates of your family 
castle. Yes, I would 

do that.

No! Please 
not that way! 

It is too 
horrible.

Then 
again, If 
you truly 
wish to 

die? Do it 
yourself.

Ungh!

There. You have
the means to take 
your own life. It’s 
up to you. Choose 

your hell.
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Please, my Prince. 
I take back what 
I said. Take it out. 

I beg of you!

Tears flow too freely 
from your beautiful lying 
eyes, Countess. I think I’ll 
let you get familiar with 

the cold steel for a wee bit 
while. I wish to relish 

this moment.

Be glad that you are not 
to share Tessa’s fate. She 

will find to her dismay 
that Angelo can do far 
worst than the Ottoman 

Turks in Byzantium.

Who be this 
wench?

She dared 
to slay the 
Prince. She 

is now under 
Angelo’s 

keep.

She dared to 
kill the Prince, eh? 
She will definitely 
require Angelo’s 
special attention.

At the Eastern gates; Capt. 
Adolfus rides out with a 
small contigent of men 
at arms, fulfilling their 

master’s wishes.
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Where 
is Lord 
Adolfus 
off to?

He has been 
tasked to find 

Lady Margorie a 
new handmaid.

Good, perhaps 
we can have a 
round with her 
before she is 
put into her 
ladyships 
service.

I’ve had my fill 
of this wench. 
She no longer 

entices me.

She has 
gotten too 

loose?

Harlot, can 
you not clench 
that cunt of 
yours!? Show 
these brave 
men some 

enthusiasm!

Aah!

Move aside. I 
have something 
she can clench 
on. Oh, Yeah!

Just be careful 
not to kill the 
little whore.

He-he, I 
haven’t 
lost one 

yet.

Oh, 
God...
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Not far from the walled 
enclave, a horseman trav-

els through the foreboding 
woods littered with corpses 

both of blight and wars.

Abruptly encounter-
ing a band of children, 
seemingly oblivious to 
the stench of death.

What are you 
doing with that? 
Leave the dead in 

peace!

We’re looking 
for mandrake 

roots. It protects 
us from sickness. 
Besides, the dead 

don’t mind.

Sir, Knight. 
What brings 
you to the 
prince’s 
lands?

I would not call 
myself a Knight, lad. 
My sword arm has 
a price and I seeks 

wealthy nobles will-
ing to pay for it’s 

service.

Not many 
nobles left, 

Milord. Those left 
have taken shelter 

in the Prince’s 
Castle further 

north. They only 
come out to 

forage.

Nobles are always 
in need of a master 
swordsman. I’ll try 
my luck there. But 
it’s late and I need 

to rest.

Who lives in
that dwelling 
over yonder?
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That is Old man 
Ruppert’s place. He 

was stricken with the 
blight about a month 
ago. His two daugh-

ters took care 
of him.

Daughters, 
you say?

Let’s go. 
I’m hungry 
and I don’t 

like him.

Ok. Well, good 
fortune, Sword 

Master.

The smell of 
death is still 
ripe. Someone 
has died here.

You there 
inside!!! Ye’ be 

living or dead. I 
seek shelter and 

perhaps some 
company!!!

Are you 
alone, 
wench?

Y-yes, 
good sir.
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I was told an 
old man and his 
daughters lived 
in this abode.

Father died a 
couple of days ago. 
My sister insisted in 
giving him the last 
rites and took his 
body to a priest.

I see. 
Such silly 
rituals.

So she left 
you all alone. 
With no one to 
protect you...

Tell me. Do 
you entertain 
menfolk here?

I know not 
what you 

mean, good 
sir?

Simply put, 
are you a 
whore?

No, Milord! 
I am chaste 

despite these 
evil times.

Good! Now 
strip out of 
those rags.

But, 
Milord?!

Be quick! I’m 
in no mood to 

tarry.

Hah! God smiles 
on the poor and 
weary. He favors 

the gentry with the 
most voluptuous 

of souls.
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Come 
closer, 
girl.

Don’t 
test my 
patience!

But I...

Are you 
going to 
kill me?

Far from it, 
silly girl. You 
are far more 

profitable living 
and heaving.

Ah, it 
hurts! Why 
must you do 
this, Milord?

Silence! 
almost done.

Lovely! You’d make 
a fetching slave girl. 
The Ottomans pay well 

for a fine buxom Christian 
lass. But a good trader 

must first test the 
merchandise.
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You are a wel-
come sight for a 
tired old soldier, 
wench. Your skin 
is like fine silk.

Ungh!

I would al-
most regret 
tarnishing 
it. Almost...

Aaah!!! 
Milord, 

You’re hurt-
ing me!

Your mounds 
are so plump and 
tempting, they beg

to be treated 
harshly.

Enough foreplay! 
Spread those 

creamy thighs of 
yours. T’is time to 
test the veracity 
of your claim.

No, Milord. 
Please, I’m 

a vir..!

Be quiet and 
enjoy the ride. I’ll 
have you moaning 

and groaning like a 
common street slut 

soon enough.
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if you have a lying 
tongue, wench. If 
you prove to be 

a whore, you will 
quickly learn what 

regret means.

You are 
tight. That is 
promising.

Aah! It 
hurts!

A bit
of blood 

too.

Yes! A 
fine virgin 
you are..!

Ack! I can’t 
breath... 

I’m... Ungh!

Hmm, I wonder if 
you are a virgin in 
every way. Come on 
raise that fine bum 

of yours.

AAIYEEH!! No! 
What are you 
doing! STOP!
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No, please! 
Your hurting 

me!

It’s not so 
bad when you get 
used to it. You may 
even find it very 

pleasurable.

Milord, have 
pity. It burns!

Aaeeiyah!!! 
Allah Ahk  

bar!

Fuck!!! Look’s 
like your arse 
will get a re-

prieve, for now.
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What is it, 
Milord?

Silence, 
wench! 
We have 
company.

Argh!!! 
Bastards 
got me, 
Captain!

They’re trying to 
drive us to their 

formed spearmen! Take 
most of the men and 
break through to the 
left while I’ll take the 

rest and hold their 
center. The Prince must 

hear of this!

But, Captain! 
You’ll be 
trapped!

Do as 
you’re told, 

soldier.
Ride them down! 

Hold them off for 
as long as you can! 

Show these heathens 
the courage and 

valor of our 
Lord’s men!

Ottoman Turks! 
Must be stragglers 
for Mehmet’s army. 
They are trouble-

some bastards even 
in defeat.

opportunity 
beckons.

God 
protect 

us!

Heeyeah!

Praise Allah! 
There be their 
leader! Bring 

him down and the 
rest will lose 

heart!
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Their Captain 
has courage; 

facing down so 
many to save 

his men.

It would be 
a pity if he loses 
his life to such 
a noble yet so 

futile a gesture.

Argh! Bring down 
their steeds! 
Don’t let them 

escape! Over there! 
I think there 
is someone 

inside.

Cowering 
Christian dogs 

no doubt.

Alas; we 
have drawn a 
bit of unwel-

come attention, 
my dear.
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Bastards!!!

Allah be 
praised! The 
Christian dog 

is felled!

Don’t kill 
him yet! Let 

him lead us to 
their camp.

Yusuf, be at the 
ready! Even cow-
ering dogs still 

have fangs.

Huh!!! A 
woman?!

Allah is very 
generous 

today.

I’m inclined
to agree, but 
not to you. Aack!!!

Infidel!



© DOFANTASY.COM

DIE! 
Christian 

dog!

After you, 
Jannisary.

Aagh!!!
Y-You’ve 
killed 
them?!

Yes, now it’s 
time for you to 
do your part. 
Kindly hand me 

the ropes.

We have the 
leader. Shall 
we behead this 

infidel?



Christian, Where 
is your camp? How 
many men do you 

have? Speak now or 
lose your head.

Go ahead, finish 
me! My Prince will 
avenge me and my 
fallen comrades a 

hundred folds.

Christian dogs 
have no redeeming 
value other than 

courage. Grant the 
man the death he 

wishes.

Hold your 
swords, Ottoman. 
Hear my proposal 

before you dispatch 
this wayward 

knight.

Who dares 
speak?!

Just me. 
A simple 

traveler.
He’s one 

of them. A 
Christian 
soldier. 
Kill him!

Let us not 
be hasty. Let 
us hear his 
words. Let 
him speak.

I would 
not call myself 
Christian. I am 

a mere swordsman 
without a master. 
I have no part in 

your war.

I know you’re not 
here spoiling for a 
fight. Your troupe is 
probably lost after 
your army’s defeat in 
the face of Hunyagi’s 

forces.

He insults 
us! Cut out 
his tongue!
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Funny how 
you did not 
accuse me 
of lying.

Be quick! I’m 
tired of your ram-
bling! My patience 
grows thin. What 

do you want?

The Knight’s life 
under my charge in 

exchange for safe di-
rections leading out 

of these lands.
...And a little 
entertainment 
for the night.

What if we just
kill you and take the 

woman for ourselves. 
We could use this 

whore for the 
journey home.

Do you like fucking 
dead whores, Ottoman? 

I assure you, she will be 
dead before you can bring 
your sword within swing 

distance of my neck.

You would 
not dare!
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I dare many 
things, Otto-
man. On your 
knees girl!

Milord?!

Now!

I am fairly 
certain that even 

by some miracle you 
could kill me instant-

ly, my sword will 
still plunge down the 
back of her neck and 

out through 
her heart.

Does the Caliph 
and his pride want 

to be party to death 
of a beautiful, in-

nocent albeit 
Christian girl?

Very well, infidel. 
Let it not be said that 
Hassan Bin Fadil al-

lows the butchery of 
innocents, even lowly 

Christians.

Very good. I 
knew we could 
have an under-

standing.

You go girl. 
Give the lord Ca-
liph a closer look 
at your... ahem... 

charms.
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NOOOO!!!

You would have 
made a fine addition 
to Mehmet’s Harem. 
Take her inside, se-
cure her to a bed.

Your sword, 
Captain. These 

men maybe hea-
thens but they 
still keep their 

word.

You would 
condemn an in-
nocent girl to 
these beasts? 
What sort of 
man are you?

I assure you, 
she’s not so in-
nocent anymore. 

She will live, 
that should be 

enough.

Besides, ei-
ther her or 
we both die.

Neither choice 
is palatable...

Enough with 
the ropes! I 
want this one 
to enjoy our 

company.
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Ummph!!

MMMHH!!!

The next day...

There it is. 
Hopefully, my 
men were able 

to make it 
back.

A very 
imposing 
place.

Yes, but more 
than half the men 
have succumbed to 

the plague. There are 
barely enough to hold 
off a general assault. 
We need a few more 

men.

I am obliged 
to offer my 

sword for it’s 
defense.

There is your 
new home, wench. 

Be in good cheer. A 
formidable fortress. 
It may not guarantee 
the safety of your 

quimm, but it should 
your life.

You could 
stand a poking 

every now 
and then.
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She will serve 
the Lady Marjorie. 
If she behaves, she 
will live in relative 
comfort and under 
the protection of 

the Prince.

Open the 
gates! It 
is Captain 
Adolfus!

The man has 
the luck of 
the Devil!

I see you’ve 
made it back safe. 
How are the men? 
Have they behaved 
since my absence?

Hah! Surrounded 
by a heathen horde 
yet he still walks 
among us. Satan 

himself would spit 
you out, Captain.

It is Good 
to be alive, 
Sergeant.

Will this be the 
new handmaid for 

the Countess?

Come, Sweety. 
Let us get to know 
you a little more 
before they put 

you in the service 
of her ladyship.
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Leave her be! 
This girl has made 
many sacrifices for 

us to reach the 
safety of these 

castle walls. Until 
she is in the service 
of the Countess, she 

is under my care.

Understood, 
Milord. I meant 
no disrespect.

Very good.

Girl, find 
yourself some 
clothes. You 

are troubling 
the men.

Are you her 
guardian now, 

Captain?

What of 
it?!

It will not be 
easy defending a 
sheep in a den of 

wolves.

Wolves you say? 
They are fine sol-
diers. They were 
once better than 
this. They can be 

so again.

Rabid wolves 
never turn into 

lap dogs captain. 
You should know 

better.

Sooner or later 
they will get at 
her. Question is, 

will you be willing 
to kill for her?
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Hnnh!
  Hnnh!

How do 
you like it, 

Wench?

Mmnnh!

Come on! 
Clench down 
on it! Tighten 

up those 
cheeks.

Mmnnh!

Is cold steel 
not good enough 
for that pretty 

little ass of yours? 
Be glad I used 
some pig fat.

Perhaps 
you want some-
thing meatier 
to clench on. 

Heh! Heh!Uunnh!
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no... 
my SISTER!

Let’s see 
how wide 

you’ve got-
ten, wench.

Unngh!

Still a bit 
tight. But no 
matter. I’m 
sure it can 
go all the 

way in.

MNNGH!

Now, does that 
fill you up? Let’s 
see it all the way 

in. HAHAHA!

Mnnh! 
Unngh!

HAHAHA!

You like 
that, 

whore?
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Peasant sluts 
like their buggering 
long and hard. I bet 

you can take the 
full length of a 
stallion stud.

Let’s find 
out. I’m sure 

the Prince will 
approve of 

such a spec-
tacle.

Wha...? 
Aagh!

Gaah! My 
Arm! You 
Witch!

You fuckin’ 
cunt! I’ll 
kill you...!

Aagh?!

God 
forgive 

me!

No... I killed 
him... I killed 

him...
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The little 
bitch killed 
Rodrigo!

Break every 
bone in this 
cunt’s body 

and have her 
braided on a 

wheel!

No, wait! She 
is in the Cap-
tain’s charge. 

Only he and the 
Prince may de-
cide her fate.

Nevertheless; 
she has taken the 
life of one of our 
own. She will pay 

for her treachery!

Later.
The new 
girl you 
say? ...a 

pity.

Have her 
escorted to the 
dungeons. She 

will share Tessa’s 
fate ...and send 
my regards to 

Angelo.

At once, 
Milord.

By process of 
elimination, it looks 

like we already 
have a handmaid 

for you, Countess 
Marjorie.

I will not 
have anyone 

else but 
Tessa.

We already 
had this 

discussion, 
Milady.

It was either 
you or Tessa. 
Do you wish to 

reconsider.

No.

Too bad. 
I would have 

liked to see what 
horrors Angelo 

would devise 
for our pretty 

Contessa.
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You have my body, 
what more do you 
want of me? Why 
do you persist in 
tormenting me?

Because you
persist in flaunt-
ing your unbridled 
contempt of me. I, 
the one man who 
keeps you safe 

from plague and 
vermin alike.

You retain your 
title as Countess 
at my pleasure. 

Learn to show some 
gratitude. Put on 
a robe! Let’s go 

outside.

Bring out 
the girl! The 
Countess will 
address and 
inspect her.

Hmm... 
Lovely 

creature.
Go on! Move! 

Show respect to 
your Prince.

I see my loyal 
soldiers have treated 
you somewhat well. 

Not too many blemish-
es besides some rope 
burns. You still have 
teeth? These lips must 
have been very accom-

modating. Heh-heh!

Mmmh! Ungh!

This has been 
well exercised no 

doubt. Maybe a 
little sore?

On youR 
Knees!



.
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Tell me girl, do 
you wish to serve the 
Countess Marjorie as 
her handmaiden? Obey 
her every whim, her 

every caprice?

Y-yes, 
Milord.

Behold, your 
Mistress. Care-
ful, she bites. 

For underneath 
this soft, deli-
cious guise lays 
a veiled viper in 

waiting.

Show as how 
much you love 
your Mistress. 
Make her ap-
preciate your 

servitude.

Go on! Do not 
hesitate! If she 
deems your per-
formance unwor-
thy, you will con-
tinue to service my 
men for the rest 

of your days.

Yes, 
Milord.

I thinks she 
has charm... 

for a common 
peasant girl.

You are such 
a beast. Let-

ting this poor 
creature suffer 
further humili-

ation.

She feels 
shame no longer, 
Countess. My men 
are very good at 
breaking in the 
common shrews. 

They can even tame 
your aristocratic 
pride should I 

wish it.
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Hnnnh! 
S-She has 

a very flex-
ible tongue, 

Milord.

Indeed, I 
should par-
take of her 
services.

Do not burden your thoughts 
with the maid Tessa. Her fate 

is sealed. She will never leave 
the confines of the dungeon.

Ishak, slacken 
the ropes. Let 
her have the 

full wait of the 
woodbrace!

Mercy, 
Milords! 
Mercy!!!

Mercy? An hour 
on the horse and 
a few broken fin-
gers and already 
she pleads for 

mercy!
Assassin, We 

have not even 
started yet.
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The hot irons. 
Time to sear this 
assassins flesh 
with a touch of 

fire.

Aaah!
You know, that 

was very foolish. You 
would have been safe 
under the Countess’ 
service. Now you are 

damned to this 
corner of hell.

She was 
my sister...

do you believe 
she would do the 

same for you?

I-I don’t 
know...

Aaiyeeh!!!

The bitch 
pisses all over 

the wedge. 
Hahaha!!!

Enough for 
now. Give her 
a breather. 
Now, Get the 
other one.

Come on, time 
to have a 
little fun.

I bid you farewell, 
Lass. Pray to what-
ever god or deity 

you pray to. Pray for 
a quick death for 

these men will deny 
you that.

Milord... 
Please... 
Help me.
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Quit your 
whining! It’s 
too early in 
the day for 

that.

N-no! 
Please 
don’t!

Move it! Or 
you’ll get a 
hot poker 
next time.

Aah!

Get ac-
quainted. 

Warm each 
other up.

You both have 
committed grievous 
offenses. You have 

been condemned to this 
dungeon for as long as 
you draw breath. Your 
suffering will be long 

and excruciatingly painful. 
This will be your world 
now ‘til the day you give 

up the ghost.

Ishak, raise 
them over the 
course sinew 

rope.
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Unngh!
NOOOO!!! MNNGH!

AYEEE!!!

Straddle the rope 
my lovelies. The weights 
at the ends of the rope 

will be tugged vigorously 
to coax the fire from be-
twixt your legs. May even 

tear off your bud and 
nether lips; saving me the 
trouble of having to burn 

them off. Heheheh!

To be continued.
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