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ROMAN CRUELTY 
& DECADENCE

DAMIAN 



‘We’ll sell off these fattened sows to the pro-Roman tribes. They’ll use them for 
breeding stock for a few years. But we’ll take their daughters – hey, you sulky brats! 
Stop blubbing! Say goodbye to your mums – you’re coming with us to learn just what your 
elders meant when they warned you of Roman cruelty!’

We girls have been huddled together all night, not daring to whisper, hearing just the 
clink of our chains and our mothers wailing, weeping for their men, our fathers, their 
sons, our brothers, slaughtered like vermin by these Romans, and the Romans yelling and 
lashing and brutalising them. The gods know what they were doing to them – look at 
them now. It’s sickening to imagine…

I take a last, long look at my poor mother’s tear-reddened eyes, her whip-scarred 
body, the womb that carried me, even the place where I was conceived and came into the 
world. The brutes haven’t spared her. A soldier’s stick thwacks my thigh, it’s time to 
go…

Say goodbye 
to your 
mums

©Damian@ dofantasy.com



Fusca

Ouch! He’s so rough. I want to cry out, to struggle, but I daren’t, I 
know I must keep here, kneeling as he wants me, down in the smelly 
chicken-shit. My naked body’s his, to do whatever he wills. Forget 
my childhood, play, laughter, freedom, games, I’m a slavegirl now – 
these tight irons tell me, chains constant jingling to remind me  – not 
just my body, no free will, no thoughts, no girlish dreams, only learn 
how to serve, and not get whipped…

‘Be brave, young slave,
your girly games are done –
Rome’s won!’

Be brave, 
young slave
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Pia

I know what a slave must do, kneel naked, keep my eyes lowered, wait… 
let my tousled curls hide my face, I don’t want to look, don’t want 
them to see I’m crying, trembling…. want to wee…



Military 
property

Broninia

Mithras! His grip’s so strong! He could snap
my arms like dry twigs – throw my head
back, thrust out my breasts – ah, feel his
lust-bite in my neck! His fingers, rough
from the toils of war, exploring, invading,
discovering my secret parts – aaahhh!
Feel my wetness ooze down my thighs, my
girlhood yielding helplessly to my 
monstrous Master!

Rufina

We’ve been picked to serve the soldiers
– gods, I’m terrified! His leather’s harsh
against my nakedness. His cane’s as long
as my legs. These men have come still
sweating and stinking of battle, smeared 
with the blood of our dads and brothers 
they’ve been slaughtering. 
Now we’re their prize!

Blandina

Ugh, I can’t bear the thought.
I’m retching, almost vomiting – and yet,
I must… kneel up, no need to look, scent and taste
tell me – the tip’s on my lip, already oozing, give him
my tongue, taste the salty slime,
be ready, open wide
as he thrusts it in.
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Lucillius, the Ædes

Most honoured Consul, it is my pleasure to present you with this gift from your grateful
Citizens: two virgin slavegirls, formerly called the daughters of that vile, subversive, so-
called senator Gentilius who now is feeding vultures on the Appian Way.

Gentilia 

Urgh, the pudgy fingers squeezing my tit belong to the mightiest man in Rome, now the
Emperor, never comes! Oh goddess Juno, why did our father try to challenge him? Daddy
was a good, brave man but doomed. He’s dead, and now we’re the possessions of this evil
monster and his wolf-bitch of a wife – Hades! His fingering is making my tits swell, my
woman-juices warm – oh powers of the night, spare me. Don’t let my poor, weak sex succumb!

The senator’s 
daughters
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Slavewoman Eulalia’  - Oh yes, Miss, I was just thirteen when I was branded – and I can 
tell you that I screamed and screeched loud enough to scare the geese right off the Capitol! 
But now I’m proud to wear your father’s, my honoured Master’s, brand – the folk of Rome look 
up when they see the mark of Gaius Maximus Crudelis, Gaius the Cruel!
But this ungrateful, little bitch doesn’t deserve such honour. She’s only fit to squat in the
pig-sty, shoveling shit, thankful if Master’s prize boar’s fat, firm phallus tears open her tight
twat!
Do your work, Faber. Hurt her! Let’s smell the piglet’s bacon sizzling under your iron!

Branding
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You’re an enlightened father, Gaius Crudelis, letting your
daughters learn how women can make love to one another!
Not love, mere lust. They’re low-grade animals – hey, keep those
tits together! Don’t you dare pause!

But yes, I’m sure that girls, if they learn to pleasure one another,
only improve their breeding prospects – never forget: our women
are just livestock, brainless beasts.

And – pay attention, girls! You’re laughing now and rightly.
It’s good to enjoy our little entertainment – keep your head
back, slave! Don’t let your shoulders sag! But, mark my words.
These slave-twins, two years back, were just like you, giggling and
dancing, and shopping in the Agora. The Wheel of Fate turns 
suddenly
in Rome. Tomorrow you could find yourselves naked and chained

ready to be auctioned in the bazaar.
Oh daddy, don’t! You’re only teasing us! Hey, isn’t she oozing
milk?
Yes, and their knees are working all the time against each other’s
cunts, their breasts and hips gently gyrating – now, see they’re
sweating, starting to pant – ah! Such a shudder! What an orgasm!
I know what’s in your minds, girls – off to your room. Enjoy your
game. Now, shall we gentlemen discuss philosophy? Or maybe
we should first try out this tall newbie? What are you hiding,
slave-slut? Covering your cunt’s a crime in my household. 
You’ve already earned yourself twenty lashes!

Lesson in 
lust



 
Mastered 

Ula

Please Master, don’t! I’m sorry I didn’t obey… these ropes on my wrists,
they’re tearing my skin… please let me down. I’ll kneel for my punishment.

 

Master

What are you whining for? It’s no good begging for mercy now. You had
your chance. A slavegirl who won’t strip? She doesn’t deserve a Master
handsome as me. Before I fuck you to Hades and back, I’m going to give

that sow’s skin of yours such a lashing that you’ll never want clothes on !

Pia

I’ve only been a slavegirl a few months, but I’ve learnt – yes, I’ve learnt 
how to do it so well my Master trusts me to use my fingers to stroke his 

scrotum, he doesn’t even whip me while I suck…
Gently now, kiss the tip, let my lips grow moist on it, flick with my tongue, 
so it grows harder, swells inside, keep sucking, working, gradually faster, 

feeling it now against my palate, back into my throat, he’s starting to 
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throb… 

Slave-pet

Come here, little slave. Let me inspect your body’s curves. Those sallow young
breasts, with their glistening, silvery sweat, they’re to my taste. I like the skip of

your hips, your smooth flanks like a deer’s. On your tender rump, on your buttocks,
loins, lithe thighs, those red marks from my rod look quite divine!

But in your dark eyes I see fear, welling tears – yes, so there should be!
See how this wretch who failed to please me is now stretched, how the ropes make

her strive, make her wrestle and writhe! As she struggles, each part of her that she’s
pulling is another limb, sprained or strained.

When I whip her, she leaps to it, ha! See how her girlshape strains! Spine, shoulders,
roped wrists, and joints all spring to the sting of my whip! How her golden curls toss
and weave as the whip whisks! Her breast-buds too, how she thrusts and hurls them!

While the lash makes her twirl, the scarlet blood’s starting to spurt from her 
thrashed
flesh...

But you, little brownie, you’re quick as a whip. You’re learning to dance in your role.
You’re picking up quickly the skills you have to display, what mouth, lips, tongue,
teeth, and throat-muscle moves you must perform. Kneel down, open wide, tongue 

ready -

that’s my slave-pet!
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It’s the ultimate sign of our
subjection, our humiliation.
We kneel to do it.
We’re naked – nearly always – and
often have our wrists in bondage.
We’re held by our hair, controlling
how we move our heads to serve– it’s
like we’re just kids again.

We get hurt. Our Masters like to
use the rod or the whip while we’re
serving them.
We have to do the work, using our
lips, our tongues, our teeth (very
gently), our spit, sucking, drinking in
all the spunk (and if our hands are
free, we may use our fingers too).
We have to be totally responsive,
judging just when to lick gently,
when to suck eagerly, when to pause
– it’s an art, a skill, like playing a
flute.

We have to be horny ourselves to
give the best satisfaction. We have 
to train our bodies so our juices 
flow, our tits and clits grow tumid 
as we work, call to serve.
In short – mark this well, 
slavenewbie humbly waiting your 
turn! – we have to be slavegirls.

Fellatio
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Susia (fuck-slut)

The tightness of my bondage, the burning of the 
cane, the rough warmth of his flesh beneath 
my thighs. My breasts are hot, flushed. My 
hair-locks tickle my tits. His cock’s inside me, 
growing firm – work, fuck-slut. Keep my muscles 
striving to the rhythm of his thrusting. Work 
while he whips me on.
Working my wide-spread thighs against his 
legs, I’m squeezing and easing my bum-cheeks, 
tightening and softening my womb.

I feel it grow, feel it harden. My girl-moisture’s 
oozing - but gently, don’t rush it, keep answering 
his drive with a wave, with a shudder
through my loins. He’s pounding, I’m streaming, 
aaaahhh! He explodes!

I say ‘Thankyou, Sir,’ softly, but still keep my 
moving. I won’t cease

while he whips me – I then prostrate myself 
gratefully, his seed inside me.

Sugia (cock-slut)

All I can see are my fondling fingers on the
Consul’s cock. Focus, no distraction… warm,
spicy, meaty taste – ah, a salty drip on my
tongue! Such a scent, oh, the fierce, fiery smell
of a man’s sweat! And the sound of my quick
breathing, pounding heart, my soft, persistent
sucking, his growling, grunting – and the crack
of the whip on girlskin, squeal of the pain-slut,
marking the rhythm of the throbbing dance
as he tugs my hair to guide my head, utterly in
control…

Subia (pain-slut) 

The bite of the tight steel bonds on my ankles hurt. I hear the clink of the chains when I kick in 
pain. I hate the  sore, burning bands on my bare thighs! My shackled arms tug, my hair flows, my 
collar-bone rings as the lash hits! My torso is twisting, desiring yet fearing. My rib-cage hurts, 
bone-bruising and breathblasting.
On my breast, the pain’s burning, flesh cutting and blood oozing. I hear myself gasping, my
cries ring so clearly. Aaah! He slices the thong on my abdomen. Pain-shocked, my torso springs
up like a bow. Ecstasy! Girl-juices flow from my pain-parts. I’m his slavegirl, whip-lover, such
cruelty I crave

Delicious 
cruelty, 
exquisite 
pain
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I’m sore, sweating, naked, thighs
splayed wide apart, arms tugged
above me, and locked in this iron 
strap, tight around my waist, hard 
on my hips. This cruel spike that 
chafes my vulva pokes inside my 
cunt as I struggle and twist. So 
trussed, my arms are stretched up, 
my shoulders forced up, my rib-cage 
raised, and my pert young nipples 
stand proud in their rosy
rings, forced up and outwards…
This man is my Lady’s lover, so
muscular. Look at the size of his
triumphant tool! His left hand
grasps the chain, tugs the tight
collar, and jerks my head down, my
dark brown hair’s flung forward,
whining for mercy –

Punished for
my Mistress

‘Are you ready to admit, you lying turd?’

‘I didn’t. It’s not true… I’ve always just
obeyed my Master’s orders…’
Now I’m tugged up, tipped back, and
forced to yield my breasts once more to
what he wields in his right hand – the
rod!
As he strikes I throw my head back,
eyes wide, mouth stretched, hair
flying. Twisting away from him, I see my
Mistress behind me, watching me, smiling,
victorious, gloating -

“The next time my husband gropes your 
tits,
you little whore, he’s going to get a
surprise!”
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Some slave-kids are shy of opening their legs. The slavemaster’s
got a sure and simple way of remedying that!
Oh – owww! Please stop! You’re hurting me. You’re breaking my
arms – please, let me kneel, please fuck me now – I promise I’ll
never try to shut my pussy ever again…
Too late brat, you’re going to learn that, for a slut like you,
fucking means pain. You’ll only get it when you’re squealing
hurt and streaming with cunt-juice. Perhaps, in time, you’ll
even come to like it that way – not that it matters what a
slavegirl likes or hates; she takes it with her lips and legs wide
open – understand?
Ah-ah… oh, yes, Sir, yes… I’m cumming Sir, oh please let this
end!
Torture her tits, Brutus. Let’s see how many times we can make
her spurt in agony.
Ohhhh – ahhh!
She’s cum again. Right, fling her on the floor. She’s all yours,
Brutus!

And now, this little trollop over here – you know what’s
coming to you, don’t you? Stand up, legs open!

Legs wide!
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Mistress

Feel your cunts, slavegirls. Make sure they’re wet and warm, lips soft and
supple, ready to welcome in your Master – or maybe his friends – that’s

how you have to be, all day and all night, no matter the time of the month 
or how you’re feeling. There’s no excuse for a frigid slavegirl. 

But there’s a treatment!

Frigida 

Aaaagh! I can’t bear this agony, this thing inside me, thick as a cart-shaft, 
tearing my cunt-lips wide, my bladder’s squeezed, my birth-passage scraped 

so sore, its pointed tip is probing into my womb – oh, mercy! 
If I don’t keep taut on tiptoes, tugging at the chains, it jabs me further, 
even if move my loins in the least, it tortures me, sharp pains pierce my 

insides. 

Yet this monster whips me, making my body jerk and twist no matter how 
I try to keep control – thighs, buttocks, owww! Right across my breasts! 

Arghh! On my abdomen, just where the stake is! 

Oh gods, now what’s he going to do? Oh no – he can’t, by the powers of 
Hades NO!!!

Frigid 
slavegirl
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Scream 
all you like!

Scream, girl! Scream all you like! The crowds love it.
That’s what they’ve paid to hear. We like the way you
kids are made to stand, watching and waiting, naked,
for your turn, all prettified with flowers and girly

garlands. You look so cute – and we take bets on which
of you is going to faint next.

So you flaked out, but we soon woke you up – enjoyed
your whipping? Would you like some more? We’ve time
to kill – we have to hold you here for a little while

until His Holiness the Emperor sends down his command.
How will it please his Godship for us to torture you to

death?

Yes, death, my little piglet, but it won’t come quick –
slow agonising death, burning or beasts, or crucifixion,

we can never guess, His High Divinity has interesting
tastes…
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The competition is fierce. The Emperor has promised the
champion freedom and a bag of gold. The rules are simple:
beat a girl to death, but lay the most number of strokes on
the front – yes, the front – of her naked body before she
snuffs it. Competitors can choose whether we girls are stretched
out on the sand or hung on a whipping-frame.
Of course they select us girls with care, picking us out
from all the livestock in the slave-market and choosing only
 the healthiest, athletic, nubile youngsters.
Drums pound. I’m wheeled out to play my death-role – I
can’t believe the horror that’s happening! The thug who’s
going to kill me swaggers as he shows my body, female parts
displayed, all round the ring. Ten thousand eyes drink in
my helplessness. Youths whistle; their girlfriends giggle
and gloat. They like to see the flash of my animal teeth and
the toss of my brown hair as I tug at the taut leather
bonds, struggling in vain. Old men, the connoisseurs, opine:
“A sturdy cow. Small breasts, strong thighs – I’ll lay good
odds she’ll take a hundrd.

The death
whip challenge
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 Merry 
dance
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A merry dance you’ve led us, 
crux-brat, struggling and 
squirming, screaming all the 
way through the tunnel and out 
across the sand. And now you’re 
going to pay us back, for giving 
us such trouble!
Hey, Crispo, youngsters like 
this dance well up on the cross, 
just feel her muscle, slender, 
firm and tight, no puppy fat on 
this one!
I know, they’re strong at this 
age, if they’ve not been spoilt 
with lazy living, plenty of 
supple sinew, not much weight. 
You hear that, girl? You can 
hang here panting and sweating 
while we get you naile

You’ll try to keep still, but 
you won’t, with the whips and 
hot irons, we’re going to make 
you dance! You’ll put on a fine 
show for the crowd tonight 
– and after that, we’ll leave 
you here to die.
And that won’t be quick. I 
know, I’ve cruxed girls young 
as you on the Ostian Way, 
they’ve still been twitching, 
gasping, whimpering for the 
mercy-man to come and break 
their legs, on the third day….
Come on, Lucullus, make that 
little Christian cunt shift – 
the whole arena’s waiting for 
you!



I can’t believe it’s happening to me! The pain in I can’t believe it’s happening to me! The pain in my arms is real enough, yet I 
must be in a dream - a nightmare? Here I am, naked as a frog, in front of all the gawping gropers of Rome, being hauled up to be 
crucified. The girls all around me are screeching and bawling their heads off, and the smoke of the brazier is stinging my eyes. 
I smell, and feel, the closeness of hot iron. I should be mad with terror, maybe they’ve made me mad?
Yet – no, it’s totally insane – and yet, I’m loving it! My body is hot. Sweat is streaming from my festooned forehead, soaking 
my breasts and my tits. I can feel them, throbbing, full. My bum shivers as it feels the splintery rough wood and... in my woman-
parts... ye gods, has a girl ever streamed out so much simmering oil?
Ah, do your worst to me. Show me no mercy. I know I’ll scream. I’ll dance for you. Maybe I’ll laugh and sing. I’m feeling mad 
enough. My whole life up to now has been boredom, decent respectability, and playing the woman’s part while men went out 
and fucked and fought and frolicked through the night.

Night of Fire
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 The Rules of the Game

And, little whore that I am, I know they won’t just torture me: these men want more – and it 
won’t just be rape! 
‘Stand, slut, they’re ready for you now -’
Don’t cry.  Best not to look at them, or at their instruments. Keep my eyes lowered. Flick back 
my hair, hold up my wrists for shackling… 
‘she’s all yours, boys!’ 
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So here I am, kneeling before him, naked, a victim,
ready to be tortured.
Don’t try to play the heroine. Too late for that
now. Just obey.
It won’t be long before they’ll scarcely need to
touch my quivering skin to start me squealing.
Don’t fight – that’ll only make it worse, just
let the pain flow through me, conquer me. Let my
whole body writhe and hurl, tug at the chains,
clutch at them, grip till my nails bleed.
Better still, bite! If I’m a good girl, maybe they’ll
let me have a filthy rag to chew on.
And scream! We girls all scream, of course. No one
will hear us. Nobody knows we’re here except
our torturers.



Robber’s 
girl
Too bad your man has run and left his babe to
answer for him – eh?

Now you’re going to tell us where the loot is
hidden along with all the stuff he’s stolen from 
us, all his gold.

The taste of the torture chamber – dirt and stale 
blood and srerm– still lingers on my lips. I blink 
down at them, bewildered, meeting their hate-
filled, mocking eyes. A wave of angry laughter 
breaks over me.

Whip-stings strike across my sweat-wet boobs and 
leave sore weals on my smooth thighs. Youths who 
are roused by a glimpse of a girl in a khiton feel 
with a thrill. How long and strong their tools 
spring up at the sight of me!

Old women yell. Their spit spouts up to me.
‘Thracian thieves’ ‘whore!’
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The night 
before 

You bitches know who we are, don’t you? We are your
executioners! Tonight we get you ready, soften you up.
Let’s see how this cow is going to hang – not bad.
Stretch your arms. That’s right. That’s the way you’ll 
be on the cross. Nice dancing legs, too. But your cunt 
is too tight – let’s get it ready for the cornu!
That’s good. I like the way you jerk when I thrust it
in – it’s hurting you, isn’t it? Lots? It’ll hurt worse if I
twist it, wiggle it about – hey, bitch, you’re making my
cock hard – which would you like inside you, cock or
cornu?
 

Notha

I know I must obey, co-operate. He’s going to torture
me to death tomorrow anyway, but he can always make
it worse…
Oh Dis, what a cock! It hardly fits my little mouth,
argh, almost choking! Such a sour, brackish taste, like
fruit gone mouldy.
My own body’s hot. I’m sweating. He flicks my flesh
with his whip. I like it, gets my girl-juices flowing…
He’s jolting me back and forth, gripping my hair. His
wanger is so big in my jaw. It’s hard for me to help him
– my tongue flicks underneath. My little teeth 
presses,
very lightly. My lips suck as he masturbates inside me.
Thank Juno, he looks pleased with me. I’m giving
satisfaction. Hear how he’s grunting! Yes! He’s
throbbing faster. I feel his hot blood racing under
his cock-skin – aaah! In my throat, the huge eruption,
molten hot sperm, is flooding my gullet.
Thank you, my Executioner. This girl that you’re
going to kill tomorrow will die content with your
sweet sperm still warm in her insides!
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Woman 
must 
suffer

Daughter, you must understand this well, 
it is the Lord's judgement on the daughters 
of Eve, woman must suffer. Your mother 
screams when I plant my seed in her, she 
screams when she brings forth babies like 
you. You’re a young woman now yourself, 
you’re beginning to learn the pain, the curse, 
of being a woman.

But these proud heathens, arrogant 
barbarians, think their long legs, their well-

musculed thighs, their strong hips, give them 
the right to stride like warriors. They think 
it no shame to display their female forms, 
they dare to answer back, even command, 
men at whose feet they should kneel. Yes, 
though it troubles me to even to whisper 
this, these Amazons bore arms, used swords 
and spears, against the might of Rome! 

It’s only right that you should witness their 
humiliation, see them broken – hark how 

she’s screaming now! Behold her sister’s 
nakedness, her humbled head, her shame. 
Be thankful girl, that you are of the chosen 
people, and that it is the will of our Lord 
for our Roman rulers to give us protection 
from such savages, and offer such fine, public 
examples of the cruel fate of women who 
deny their proper place in life. Look at them 
well, and learn!
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Crux brat

Thrash! Owww! 

Just because we’ve given you a little girly crossbar, piglet, don’t kid yourself 
you’re going to die gently! Hark how this woman’s shrieking, crazy with pain. You’ll 

dance like she’s doing, twisting your teenage torso till your muscles tear. Oh yes, 
my little crux-brat, you can be sure, it will be quite as bad for you as for a full-

grown woman – even worse – now skip! 

Thrash! Aoowwww!
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Good! She’s well crucified. Let her just dance 
for now, guards. Whip her when she weakens. 
If – no, when – she starts to faint, cold water, 
then the red-hot hooks.

Hey brat, we’ve hung you low, just so that boys 
your age can study your anatomy. 

Guards, let them feel her, finger her, explore 
her girly parts, no inhibitions. 
When any lads want to fuck her, urge them 
on – our Roman youths learn how to conquer 
when they drive their untried pricks into the 
cunt of a girl in pain!

So boys can 
study your 
anatomy
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My last dance

Trained in the Roman Ballet School, a lithe young dancing girl, athletic, acrobatic, 
and a songbird too, I entertained the Emperor, he took delight in me, oh yes, I was 

cute and comely, one of his girly pets… 
But now the wheel has turned, the army overthrew him, slew him, seized me to make 

an example. 

But I’ll play my part. I’ve seen girls sagging, drooping on the cross, howling and 
moaning. That’s not my way! I’m sinuous and supple, I’ll delight in my death-dance, 

I’ll squirm and I’ll struggle, wriggle and writhe, I’ll twist and twirl and tease them 
to tantalise… 

It’s my old dancing-master, come to watch my last dance. He knows me, knows this 
girl’s secret thoughts. With his stick – that dear stick, taught me so many hard 

lessons! – he prompts his pupil. 

With a hurl of my hips, lithe and lissom I leap. My last song’s no ugly shriek, but a 
sweet soprano serenade on the evening air.
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Light’s low on these northern hills,
beyond the Roman Wall,
my people’s land
where I played and roamed free as the deer,
till your eagles came,
more than a hundred marching days
from your infernal city.

You’ve made a desert, 
called it peace,
and now you display
your banners of victory -
us, the last pair of trembling fugitives.
Like legionary standards, lifted up
proclaiming to the tribes
of uttermost Thule
the unconquerable might
of Imperial Rome.
Enjoy your triumph,

so far from home.
I forgive you
for fucking me, scourging my sister –
see, how she’s sunk, exhausted,
yet you’ve hung her low,
so you can fuck her too  –
take our pathetic trinkets, pretty clothes
gifts for your girls.

See me, my Pictish sisters,
crouching in caves,
or skulking shivering under waterfalls,
and mark – 
the Wall’s no frontier,
the Eternal City knows no bounds
in space or time,
nor in the depths
of Roman cruelty!

Northern Hills
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IMPORTANT NOTICE - DISCLAIMER
All characters are 18 years old or older.

This comic contains entirely fictional work based on cartoon characters for
adult entertainment. It shows no real people or events. The characters are shown

participating in CONSENSUAL role-play for their own personal satisfaction,
simulating activities which involve sexual dominance and submission.

No actual toons were harmed in the making of this comic.
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