
Supplemental Episode 2

The rough linen sack that had covered my face for too long was yanked 
angrily from my head, peeling away painfully as the sack separated itself 
from my skin, bonded by blood. I attempted to focus my old and weary eyes 
on the figure walking away from me, but the dim light that filled the room 
kept the figure shrouded mostly in darkness. Regardless, I felt a sense of joy 
begin to fill me at the sight of another human, something I hadn’t seen for 
what felt like weeks. I had been in this dark place for too long I realized, with 
nothing to keep me company but silence. After years of raising a boy into a 
man, living in a bustling city and being married, wishing for peace and quiet 
nearly the entire time, I had had enough silence to last me the rest of my 
life. 

As my eyes finally began to sharpen I began to take stock of the room 
around me. Six dimly burning torches barely lit the room, revealing what 
occupied it. Two burly men sat at a small table, passing playing cards 
between them, large mugs of ale at their side. What looked like a human size
pad was hewn into the rock across from me with large bucket below it, 
stained black and red from years of what I believed was blood. As I stared at 
the bucket, thoughts of torture filling my mind, a scream leapt into my throat
as I did my best to contain it. I had not noticed it prior, but as my eyes 
continued to adjust it became apparent. The black covering the bucket 
was…...moving. It was not old blood that stained the bucket, but a swarm of 
flies that was enjoying what appeared to be fresh blood. So, this is where 
Nero brought me; his own private hell. Bile began to rise from my stomach 
and I spit upon the floor, thankful for the first time in my life for not having 
eaten in days. I could feel how weak my body had become without food as I 
attempted to raise my arms and stretch against the shackles that bound me,
the clinking of metal softly echoing off the walls around me. At the sound one
of the guards looked up at me and set his cards down before rising and 
walking toward me. He grew closer, the details of his face beginning to 
become more vivid against the flickering light in the background. The man 
stood before me and looked into my eyes, his black rotting teeth making bile 
rise into my throat once again with each shuddering exhale. His face was 
blank, scars dotting it from years of pock marks I guessed. Neither of us said 
anything and the silence began to make me feel uneasy. I shifted against my 
shackles once more doing my best to find some sort of comfort for my raw, 
chaffed skin. The man surprised me with a hard slap across the face, blood 
instantly pouring from my nose and mouth, dripping to the floor where flies 
swarmed it quickly. “I suggest you shut up and let me and my pal here enjoy 



our game, ya see, I just can’t concentrate with you making noise.” The man 
stepped back and raised a finger to his pursed lips, motioning for me to be 
quiet. “So shhhh sweetheart, or you’ll get another!” he cackled as he walked 
away before stopping midway to the table and looking back toward me. “Can
you believe this old bird took out Varo?” The man said over his shoulder to 
his comrade while still looking at me. “From what I heard,” said the man’s 
comrade, not looking at me. The man turned and started back toward the 
table muttering “doesn’t seem so tough to me.” Under his breath. He sat 
down with a heavy thud, his body absorbing the small chair he sat upon. 
“You know you shouldn’t do that Petra, boss doesn’t like it when you play 
with his prey.” The man who had hit me, Petra it appeared, only growled in 
response. “What the boss don’t know don’t hurt em, we still got a bit before 
he arrives anyway, now shut up and deal.” Guzzling ale as he said it. His 
comrade obliged as I bowed my head, beginning to pray to the Gods for help.

I realized the Gods had not heard my prayers as I saw the look that plastered
Nero’s face as he entered the door into his dungeon. A grin stretched across 
his face, stretching unnaturally from ear to ear as his eyes burned holes 
through me. He whispered something to his men before crossing the room 
toward me, almost skipping with excitement, a tight role under his arm 
clinking its metal contents each time he did. He stood before me and stared 
into my eyes, the smile never leaving his face. “So, are you ready to tell me 
where DuPaul is? Are you? Are youuuuu?” (Last are you is loud and angry). 
Spit sprayed my face, but I dare not move, his gaze held me tightly, his eyes 
ablaze with fury. When I did not respond he began to clap his hands giddily, 
his face lighting up with excitement. “Good! That makes this so much more 
fun.” He turned momentarily and threw what he had under his arm onto the 
slab carved into the wall, metallic clanking echoing when he did. He turned 
back to me and grabbed me by the hair, yanking my head back and boring 
his eyes into me once again before his fist crashed down upon my face, 
blood flowing anew. “You see every day you don’t tell me is another day my 
men have to look for DuPaul.” Nero said as he wiped my blood upon my 
tattered blouse. “Normally this would make me very…...angry, but, it just 
means you and I get to spend a little more quality time together. You see, I 
never had a grandmother, or a mother for that matter, and I have really 
come to enjoy the matronly company you provide. The warmth you bring to 
my home.” Nero said, his hands waving in the air. “My mother was nothing 
but a whore, an embarrassment to my father, so when she died giving birth 
to me my father solved one problem but was left with another.” He stepped 



back and grabbed a torch from the wall, bringing it close to my face. “Me.” 
Nero said, eyes wide. “So, he kept me here, out of sight and out of mind, 
long enough for the world to forget I ever existed. Do you know what it’s like,
not to exist? To be right there, living and breathing but are considered so 
insignificant by those around you they forget that you exist?” I said nothing. 
“Well I do, and let me tell you something…...it’s very…. liberating.” A silence 
filled the room. “Once I was free to do as I pleased my father finally noticed 
me, he decided to utilize some of my…...talents. For once in my life someone
noticed me, I EXISTED. And it was my own father no less. And your boy, 
DuPaul,” Nero spat out DuPauls name and grabbed me by the blouse, 
drawing his face closer to mine, noses now almost touching, “took THAT 
FROM ME! He is going to pay for what he did, and I am going to enjoy every 
second of it. So, let me ask you one last time, where is he?” Nero finished, 
releasing my blouse and stepping away. I opened my mouth to speak, my 
throat dry and voice raspy. “I…. I… I’m…” “You, you, you, spit it out you old 
bag of bones!” Nero screamed at me. I swallowed hard “I wish…I wish I could
help you…...but I’m…. I’m just so useless without my morning tea.” I finally 
managed to croak out, a smile forming on my face, splitting my dry lips. 
Nero’s face grew grim before his eyes lit up once more. He looked over his 
shoulder at his men sitting by the door, eyes fixated upon us. “Tea, she says.
Useless without her tea. Well, I’m going to show you what the term useless 
really means.” A terrifying smile stretching once more across his face. He 
turned from me and walked over to the slab carved into the wall, unrolling 
what he had brought tucked under his arm. He looked back at me, flames 
from his torch dancing in the reflection of his eyes. He never broke eye 
contact as he lowered the torch and spanned the contents of what was 
inside, illuminating the contents for me to see. Metal utensils stained by 
blood and years of use greeted me. His hands moved over the utensils, 
picking something up and setting it down quickly before finally settling on a 
small hammer. He looked back toward his men, “hold her.” Nero said, 
excitement bleeding into his voice. I prayed once more to the Gods, harder 
than I have ever prayed as Nero’s men descended upon me, covering my 
face once more with the rough linen sack, old blood and new mingling.


