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Taken by the Inquisition

Katie was careful to keep her passion to herself. She twisted and buried her face in the soft pillow as a deep sigh of contentment escaped her lips. Her fingers fluttered where they were buried atop her clit as her pelvis jerked frantically against them. The small waves of passion that had started when, almost asleep, she had been thinking of Matthew, had grown into a veritable gale-force tornado of ecstasy. 

It made her body writhe and wiggle with delectable joy as her hands, of their own accord, had found their way down to between her legs. Katie imagined her beau naked, a sheen of sweat glistening along his muscles as she squirmed silently in the tight confines of her bed. It was dark and she didn’t want to wake her mom and dad sleeping in the chamber next door. 

Lost in the throes of passion, at first she thought she heard thunder. But the loud booming sound was soon met by another, and then another. 

“Open the door in the name of the Holy Inquisition or we will burn the house down!” echoed a deep gravely voice from downstairs.  Soldiers! But why?  Katie froze as cold panic gripped her heart. Even though her desperate mind was fighting to come up with plausible explanations for the late intrusion, her heart skipped a beat.  They know! 

She had no idea  how  they knew, but somehow, however impossible that could be, they did. 

Immediately, she flipped onto her back and arched her belly upwards as she pressed down into the mattress with her feet. Her fingers grappled ineffectively for the hard wooden flange between her cheeks. Her anxiety made her muscles instinctively constrict causing her abdomen to squeeze and suck in on the object that sat shamefully within her. 

Loud cracking echoed throughout the large house as the soldiers downstairs started breaking down the door with axes. 

 Oh Lord! No! I’d rather die!  Katie took a deep breath and bore down as if she was about to use the bathroom. A loud rumble escaped her stomach as the plug slowly, excruciatingly, started making its way out, stretching her tiny hole. 

It had been Matthew’s idea. She had been against it, of course. It was sinful and wrong, but he had laughed and pleaded with her. He had told her that it would be their little secret. That way, he said, he would still be able to take his pleasure in her body without running the risk of actually putting a

baby in her tummy. He had reminded her that it was a sin to let a man’s seed go to waste. He had begged her to do it. And then he had laughed again. Oh God, how Katie loved the sound of his joyous laugh! She had agreed. She would use a crude wooden plug they had found in her mother’s dresser and stretch herself keeping it in for a couple of nights before she actually let Matthew take her like that. 

And now she needed the nasty thing out! If the Inquisition, or  God forbid,  her parents ever found out… She couldn’t bear the thought. Finally, her fingers found purchase and she pulled on the flange ignoring the vicious bite of pain as the wide part of the plug stretched her down there as it made its way out. 

“Katie!!!”  Her mother! “ Come down immediately, we have to go!” 

 Oh dear Lord!   What was going on? 

“Coming, mother,” Katie screamed tossing the offensive device out the window before she opened the door and ran downstairs. 


***

Katie was blindfolded. She didn’t know where she was, but she knew she didn’t want to be there. Her wrists were tied and suspended above her head. She could hear the rope creaking as she swayed back and forth uneasily. She wasn’t sure how long she’d been there, but holding herself up had become painful and she sagged, her restraints digging hard into her wrists. Whoever had tied her had taken her clothes. Cold drafts moved across her bare skin. Wherever she was, it smelled of dust, and just now she thought she could hear the rustle of fabric in the darkness beyond her blindfold. 

“You have sinned, Katelyn Grace, daughter of Lord Anthony Grace and his Lady Danna Grace,” came a voice from the darkness. 

A whistling sound cleaved the air and a white hot sting fell across the backs of her thighs. Katie cried out and heard her scream echo back to her in the chamber. 

“Confess your sins and those of your family to us and we shall set you free.” 

The sound of the whip came again and Katie was struck by another blow. 

“Refuse, and face the wrath of the Lord at the hands of we, His faithful.” 

The footsteps came closer and then something slid over her thighs where she’d been struck. The welts forming there prickled in response to the contact. 

“Please, I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Katie whispered. 

“Please let me go!” 

“Not until you’ve told us what we want to know. Take some time to think about our generous offer. We shall return.” 

There was more rustling of fabric and footsteps as if many persons were leaving the room at once. Katie called after them, begging to be released, but if anyone heard or cared she could not tell. She strained her hearing in the hopes of detecting the presence of a sympathetic soul, but she was met with only silence. In her solitude, Katie began to weep. 

It had been only months before when Danna, Katie’s mother, told her a secret she wished she had not heard. It had slipped that Katie had been born just six months after her parents were wed. Tearfully, Katie’s mother had told her everything — how her father had courted her and they had fallen in love. 

How they had succumbed to desire on the night of their engagement, and the night Danna had told Anthony that she was pregnant. As soon as they knew, they rushed to have their wedding. No one could know of their sin. And yet, it did not stop the rumors that circulated. 

Katie hated knowing.  She was a bastard, born out of wedlock!  And she couldn’t help the feelings of shame and anger that caused her to lash out at her mother that night. But calling her mother a whore and accusing her of being unworthy of her husband had not made Katie feel any better. If anything else, she felt more ashamed than ever at just how her anger at her mother made her feel about her father. 

By the time the footsteps came back, Katie’s wrists were raw from her struggling and the tears and dust on her cheeks had left a layer of grime. A rough hand yanked at the cloth over her eyes, undoing the knot and tugging her hair as it did so. Katie blinked hard. Her eyes had been covered for so long that it was a long moment before she could see anything. In front of her stood a figure obscured in long robes with a hood that came down over his face. The windowless room she found herself in was made of black stone and lit by torches lining the walls. Looking around fearfully, Katie could see several other figures around the room, each stationed at one terrifying

instrument or another. There were shackles on the walls, a wooden stockade, an Iron Maiden, and several other instruments that she did not recognize. 

Most were covered in filth, and an uncomfortable rust-red stain seeped out from under the bottom of the Maiden. 

“Good morning, Katelyn Grace,” said the man before her. He was clearly trying to be amiable, but his voice was rough as gravel. Katie did not offer him a good morning in return. Instead, she looked down at her feet. They were dirty and scratched. The rest of her did not look much better. Her bare, flat stomach and her small, pert breasts however still showed hints of her smooth, fair skin. Her long golden-blonde hair tumbled down around her face, and Katie could see that it was beginning to become dirty. More than anything, this upset her and tears began to well up in her eyes. 

The hooded man scoffed when she did not answer him. Swiftly, he brought the stiff handle of up whip up to her chin, forcing her to look at him. She could not make out his face, but even looking at this figure stirred fear in her chest. 

“Are you ready to confess, my child?” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. Please, just let me go.” 

The man tutted, trailing the tip of his whip down the curve of her neck. 

“You know what I speak of. I speak of the carnal acts of sin you and your family have committed. Confess and repent, and your soul shall be made pure again for heaven.” 

Fear twisted into shame and memories came flooding back to her, but Katie fought them back. Heaven was a sweet promise, but anyone who would abduct a young girl and hold her hostage could do just the same to her family. 

And to Matthew…

The whip roamed down further, between her breasts. One of the silent figures in the dark shuffled his feet. To her horror, Katie felt her nipples tighten in response to the contact. 

“Your whore body betrays you, girl,” said the man. He reached out and fondled her breasts with calloused hands. He kneaded her tits and twisted her nipples roughly. Katie bit her lip hard to keep from making any noise. Even when his hands went down her sides, she refused to give in. His fingers traced down to the top of her sparse triangle of hairs between her legs and she shivered with a mix of revulsion and a feeling she refused to give name to. 

“Are you refusing to confess?” 

“I have nothing to tell you,” Katie said defiantly. And in an instant, his whip was whistling through the air. This time, it struck her right across her ass and Katie couldn’t help but cry out. Three more times he asked her and three more times he struck her until she was sobbing again. When he was satisfied that she’d received enough punishment, he reached out and grabbed her sore and stinging ass. Katie jerked away from him, but he only laughed. 

“You must just enjoy the whippings,” he said. “Have it your way, then.” 

Katie couldn’t say how long he went on torturing her this way, but when they were done, there were welts across her thighs and ass and her throat was hoarse from crying. 

“Your flesh is as weak as your convictions. We will continue tomorrow.” 

And with that, he and his companions were gone. 

Not two days after Katie had learned of the shameful circumstances of her conception, she found herself alone by the lake with Matthew, the neighbors boy. She had not been able to sleep for the rhythmic thumping against the wall of her bedroom, a wall shared by her parents’ room. She’d slipped out of bed and padded down the hall. Their bedroom door was ajar just so. A part of her was horrified at what she was doing, but still she crept up to the door and peeked in. It was dark inside and filled with the same thumping sound and an undercurrent of sighs and moaning. By the light of the moon filtering in through a window, she could see the outline of a masculine shadow heaving itself again and again into a slender, whimpering figure. A hot blush flooded her face as Katie imagined being that slender figure. Her breath came shaky and a shameful heat spread in the pit of her belly. 

Before she knew it, she had fled the house and was tapping on Matthew’s window. Katie knew he’d been in love with her for a long time, and she knew she could get him to follow her. When he saw her distress, Matthew put his arm around her and suggested they take a walk and that’s how they ended up sitting by the lake. Katie was still shaky and not in her right mind when she leaned over and kissed him, but he did not protest. He put his hands in her hair, kissing her deeply. Almost without her permission, her hands went to his chest and then down to the hem of his shirt, seeking bare skin. His breathing became labored as she slid her hands back up, relieving him of his shirt. All Katie could think about was that darkened room and the sounds she’d heard. Matthew laid her down in the grass, running his hands down her body. His fumbling hands cupped her breasts lovingly. Katie settled herself

under him and she could feel his eager erection against her tummy and it sent a giddy thrill up her body. She put her hand on his trousers, rubbing his hardening cock through the material and was rewarded with a groan. 

Clumsily, he undid his fly. His member was thick and throbbing. Taking a deep breath, Katie reached out and wrapped her hand around it. It was hotter than she’d expected, and smooth as well. She stroked it up and down, even rubbing her thumb over the head. A bead of liquid came out of the top, and she smoothed it over him, using it as lubricant for her strokes. 

When he couldn’t take it any more, Matthew reached up her nightgown and found her panties wet. He slipped them up and settled between his legs. 

They were both nervous and shaking as he pressed the tip of his cock against her. He rubbed the head back and forth a bit, his breathing hot and heavy. 

When he finally did enter her, Katie whimpered. She didn’t think he was going to fit! But he pushed her legs open wider and worked his hips back and forth. It hurt in the most fantastic way. The more of him she got, the more she wanted. 

“Deeper,” she begged until his entire length was buried into her pussy. 

Katie locked her legs around his waist like she’d seen that slender figure doing, and they rocked their hips together. 

The night was a chorus of crickets and the rustling of grass with an undercurrent of sighs and moaning, and Katie’s face blushed hot with the memory of her father in her head as she came. 

The monks were back again. This time, they had untied Katie, picked her up, and thrown her on the rack. It occurred to her that this was her chance to flee, but she was too tired to make her limbs work. They strapped her in and she wondered exactly how a device like this worked. It creaked under her weight, and even being tied into it put pressure on her joints. She was terrified, but she didn’t want them to be able to see it. 

“Confess, and you shall be saved!” 

The monk had lowered his hood for this torture and Katie was disgusted that he had ever put his hands on her. He was the most unattractive man she had ever seen, even worse so when he screwed his face up with displeasure when she inevitably refused to talk. 

The monk stood by with his whip while another worked the levers and pulleys on the device. Slowly, Katie could feel the tug on her limbs and a dull ache sprang up in all of her joints. 

“I can make it end, girl. It’s not hard.” 

Even as the rack pulled at her arms and legs, the monk began to trace the handle of his whip over her again. He slid it down her side, all the way down one leg, and then back up again. Katie twitched as it ran over her inner thigh and stopped. 

“You’ve been a very bad girl. But even sinners may return to the fold.” 

Sighing with relish, the monk pushed the handle up against the crux of her thighs, rubbing it back and forth over her. 

Katie clenched her teeth, feeling it rub against her cunt. She truly hard herself when the friction began to make her wet. The monk nodded to to his companion and the levers thudded and creaked again, causing her pain to worsen. 

Her captor’s breathing became labored and uneven as he tortured her. 

“You bring this upon yourself.” 

The leather handle of the whip pushed aside her panties, rubbing against her lips and getting wet with her juices. Wriggling made the pain worse, but she couldn’t help herself. She didn’t want that inside of her. 

Unfortunately, she was far from in control of the situation. With a salacious grin on his ugly face, the monk pushed the end of the handle into her, rotating it in circles to press against the tight entrance to her hole. Katie cried out, but that only seemed to egg him on. He pushed it deeper into her cunt until she was blatantly crying and then he drew its entire length out again. He repeated the process several more times, each time asking if she was ready. The mix of pain and pleasure was beginning to drive her insane. 

Before too long, Katie was sobbing and begging incoherently. She didn’t know if she wanted to cum, or if she just wanted them to let her go, but the torture went on and on. 

Finally, the monk relented and fucked her with gusto, pumping the hard leather rod in and out as if it were his cock. The look on his face clearly said that he wished it was. The rack was pulling so hard on her limbs that she thought they would pop out of their sockets, but the sensations in her sex were driving her mad in a different sort of way. 

Katie rolled her hips just as much as she was able until finally she spasmed with the most excruciating orgasm she’d ever had. 

The monk growled under his breath and withdrew from her. When he’d composed himself, he tutted quietly. 

“I suppose we will have to try this again next time,” he said. 

Katie lay there, sweating and panting as the pressure of the rack finally let up and she couldn’t decide if that was supposed to be a blessing or a curse. 


***

“I think she actually is enjoying herself, the little harlot.” 

Friar Joseph wasn’t sure the abbot had actually heard him. Sometimes he found it hard to believe that His Eminence the Bishop had entrusted the old man with so much responsibility. Being in charge of the local Office of the Holy Inquisition was an occupation that could easily overwhelm a much younger man, let alone someone in his seventies such as the abbot. 

Right now for example, he seemed preoccupied, carefully extracting a large rectangle honeycomb dripping with sugary goodness amongst a cloud of angry insects. Friar Joe took a few steps back placing himself as far as possible from the dangerous spectacle unfolding before him on the roof of the ancient monastery. 

“Uh…so as I was saying, perhaps we should consider the possibility that she is actually either telling the truth, or perhaps, we need to intensify the duress of her questioning…” 

“Honey!” 

“Excuse me, Father abbot?” 

“Honey,” the old man repeated holding up the square honeycomb as he turned around to face the friar. “Do you know what it's made out of?” 

“Uh…actually no, I don’t,” replied friar Joseph fighting to control the rage threatening to get the best of him. Here he was trying to explain his progress or lack thereof on the important matter of breaking the Grace family. 

Their incarceration had been ordered by the king, no less, and the abbot was asking inane questions about useless nonsense. He was definitely going to have to have a talk with His Eminence the Bishop. Perhaps it was time for some reshuffling of responsibilities as far as the local office of the Holy Inquisition was concerned. 

“Neither do I,” confessed the abbot as he fumigated the air chasing away the little buzzing fiends. “That makes it no less tasty, wouldn't you say?” 

“Indeed, but…” 

“Just like women. Tell me Joseph have you ever been with a woman?” 

The monk felt his anger turn to molten anguish. "Surely you don't mean to imply…” 

“Ah, no I don’t. And I'm not speaking of the dozens of wretched creatures you take so much pride in breaking in your torture chamber. I'm talking about having carnal relations with a female, a daughter of Eve, a fragile seductress, a member of that group of humanity that seems to entirely be made of fragile seductress that we call women. Have you had carnal relations with one of them? Ever?” The old Abbott had suddenly crossed the distance to where the monk was standing and was now an inch from the giant inquisitor's face. 

Brother Joseph felt his heart lurch sideways. He didn’t need to see past the dark mesh of the protective hood that the abbot was still wearing to feel the ice of the old Inquisitor’s stare. 

“Um…

“Right. I didn't think so.” The abbot smiled, turned, plucked off his hood dropping it to the ground, and with surprising alacrity started taking the narrow winding staircase down into the bowels of the monastery two steps at a time. The monk hurried to catch up…

“So when you say you think she is actually enjoying the pain and whippings, how would you know? Because, correct me if I'm wrong, but it would take somebody versed in the idiosyncrasies of the female psyche to be able to glean such an epiphany. Perhaps what appears to you as pleasure is merely a different facet of the young woman's agony?” 

The abbot and the monk finally made it downstairs where the old man took a seat by a crackling fire. Friar Joseph remained standing a few paces back, his mind suddenly drawing a big stultifying blank as to what to say. 

“Now, please don't take my words to imply any reprimand, my son. 

Dear me, no. If anything, I'd wager you have more of an inclination to understand the nuances of the innately devious soul of a woman than I ever could.” 

Joseph felt ice in his stomach seeing the malicious twinkle in the old man's eyes.  How much did the old man know? Surely he couldn't have heard the rumors? And if he did know of them, did he believe them?  

Brother Joseph wiped the cold sweat that had suddenly blossomed across his forehead. Seeing as no question had been asked, he judiciously chose to remain silent and simply nodded. 

“Yes, my dear boy. Therein lies the problem. The Holy Mother Church relies on us to hunt down and ferret out the Devil wherever He might be hiding. But often times the hunt leads us to places we are ill equipped to

negotiate.” 

A solemn silence enveloped the old friar and Brother Joseph saw his eyes turn dreamy. The logs crackled in the fireplace and the silence built upon itself making the bigger man shuffle uncomfortably on his feet. 

“What would you suggest I do, father?” friar Joseph finally asked unable to take the silence much longer. 

“Didn't Aristotle say that if one becomes lost while searching for the truth, one should always test their presumptions? It seems to me, Joseph that this is exactly what we ought to do.” 

“Yes, brother abbot,” Joseph said feeling completely at a loss. He couldn’t remember having ever felt more out of his depth than now. He didn't have the foggiest idea what the old abbot was asking of him. 

A big smile split the old man's face as he suddenly focused his stare on the big monk. It made friar Joseph squirm in discomfort reminding him of the image of a snarling wolf that had once chased him down a dark alley. 

“Here is what I want you to do, I want you to recruit the girl. Have her work for us, so to speak.” 

“Pardon?” Joseph wasn't sure he had heard right. 

“If you are correct in saying that torture turns that twisted little creature on, I think it is best that we retain her help and have her teach us ignorant monks more about the female body. Perhaps then we would all be better prepared to extract the truth when faced with recalcitrant sisters in the future. 

Who knows, you might still even succeed in gleaning the truth about the Grace family in the process as well.” 

“But surely that is sacrilege!” exclaimed Joseph. “She's a woman! She cannot possibly be ordained…” 

“Nobody is talking about ordaining her as one of us. I am merely suggesting that you expose her to situations that facilitate her, how shall we say, natural proclivities? Just make sure that you and your acolytes are in presence so you can observe and learn what truly drives a female to pleasure and pain. God in all His wisdom has provided us with a learning experience. 

Something tells me even though women belong to the same species as men, very different desires course through their minds. And don't forget, God sees us all for the truth we hold in our hearts. If your heart is pure, He shall know.” 

It took a couple of moments for the giant friar to grasp the full meaning of the abbot’s words. Finally a tentative smile crossed his lips. He had to give

it to the old man, he definitely deserved the trust of the Bishop after all. 

"How would you recommend I do that, father?" Joseph asked casting an impatient glance at the door already thinking of possible scenarios. 

“I am sure you are a creative man and the Holy Spirit shall inspire you to an appropriate course of action, but it would seem to me that given your suspicions of her carnal relations with that young neighbor boy, you simply introduce him into whatever little scheme you already have cooking in your mind… I believe the boy’s name is Matthew.” 

“Yes, father! Of course! Thank you so much! You are an inspiration…,” 

friar Joseph started saying but the abbot had already turned his back to him and was using one hot metal poker to torture the screaming logs in the fireplace into yielding more heat. 


***

Katie squirmed as she cast an embarrassed glance at the three unshaven monks sitting less than a couple of feet from the bed. Right now she wanted nothing more than for them to simply vanish, but she knew that wasn’t an option. She still found the offer they had made her impossibly hard to grasp and expected any moment now to awake. For only a dream could explain the sudden turnaround in their attitude toward her. 

“If you accept this, all the charges against you and your family will be dropped,” the monk had said. 

“But what you are asking of me is a sin.” 

“Yes it is. But when we are all done, the Father Abbot will absolve you. 

Sometimes we all have to dirty ourselves just so we can learn the beauty of true chastity and virtue.” 

“But…what about Matthew?” She asked in a small voice. “We aren’t married. It would be a sin…” 

And so the strangest of ceremonies that had ever been witnessed by the dark and foreboding walls of the ancient monastery had taken place that night. Naked, like the day they had been born, the young bride and groom had walked down the nave of the church and came to stand before the Abbot. 

All the while, in spite of her deep embarrassment at being naked in front of

all these men, Katie couldn’t help but steal glances at her Matthew’s raging manhood as it jutted into her line of sight from here he stood by her side. 

She could feel him breathing deeply and sensed the lovely musk of his body as the young man sweated in anxiety while they waited to be pronounced man and wife. In less time that it would have taken to say the Lord’s Prayer ten times, the old Abbot had finally said the words and without further ado, the young couple had been ushered back into Katie’s cell. 

While they had been down in the church, the small room had been fitted with a tiny bed and a rough mattress and blanket which contrasted oddly with the rows of torture equipment lining the walls. The monks had also placed four chairs in a row so close to the bed that the men seated could reach out and touch the newlyweds if they so desired. 

“We will ask you to do things,” said the giant man who appeared to have seniority among the three monks. “We will also ask you questions and expect your honest answers. Remember, you are here as per your obligation to our Mother Church. If we suspect you are being less than candid, well…” the man smiled and Katie felt goosebumps blossom all along her skin. “If that happens, let me just say that you will find the whippings that you experienced earlier mere discomfort in comparison to what your punishment shall be. Do we have an understanding, my dear children?” His dark eyes shifted ominously from Matthew to Katie almost taunting them to renege on their agreement. 

Katie reached out and took her young husband’s hand in hers and squeezed it tightly. 

“Yes, father,” she said quietly. “We will do everything you asked of us.” 

“Good. Let us commence then,” brother Joseph sat back in his chair and Katie couldn’t help but see the giant bulge that was lifting his robes up in a tent in front. She felt a hot blush cover her head to toe. 

 Her nakedness was making the church men excited.  Katie felt ashamed and guilty for leading them into sin like that. But she also felt an unknown and dark thrum in the center of her tight abdomen at the thought that her tiny naked body had such a profound effect over so many men. 

The two, younger acolytes had placed stencils with paper on their knees and were taking copious notes. “We better get on with it because there is a lot of ground we have to cover before the night is over.” 

“Why don’t we start with the simplest task first and then go to harder

ones from there,” the big man looked at Matthew who right then appeared to be sitting back on his haunches and cowering by Katie on the bed. “Boy, it is your wedding night after all. Take your bride and make love to her as you would, if we weren’t here. Try and put a baby in her tight little belly. It is only the right thing to do.” 

Katie groaned in embarrassment. She hadn’t considered that particular issue. She had just had her eighteenth birthday less than two weeks ago. She didn’t think she was ready to have a child of her own and be a mother, not yet. Most of the townspeople and family friends still called her  Little Katie on accounts of her youthful looks, radiant skin and tomboyish demeanor. All that was about to start coming to an end tonight. 

 Oh, dear Lord! 

“Is there a problem dear child,” asked the monk

“No…she said softly. It is just…I don’t feel ready for that yet…” 

“Surely you know it is a sin to waste a man’s seed, Katie,” the man growled. “And seeing your husband’s state of arousal, surely you wouldn’t want to be accused of yet another sin that the good abbot will have to absolve?” 

“No, father. I wouldn’t,” she said demurely looking down at the bedsheets where she was sitting. 

“Good, because once you are with child, something tells me the abbot will want you back here again so we can all better learn how to properly interrogate a pregnant woman. Now get on with it then. We don’t have all night.” 

“Darling,” she felt Matthew’s hand on her shoulder. Come sweetheart. I love you. It is just you and me. Ignore them.” He kissed her and for a blissful moment Katie lost herself in his strong arms. She almost succeeded in making herself imagine they were all alone enjoying their first romantic night together. 

“Tell us when you start cuming, boy,” instructed the monk. His voice was husky and thick as he spoke. “When that happens, I want you, Katie, to turn and look me in the eye. Do you understand? I want to see if in the moment of conception, a woman’s irises change color as it has been indicated by some philosophers.” 

“Yes, father,” Katie heard Matthew say. 

It was only the second time they were making love. 

Still inexperienced and overwhelmed by the anxiety of the situation, she

felt him roughly push back on her shoulders as he mounted her. He was much more abrupt than that first night. A sharp mewling sound escaped her lips as she felt his thick manhood plow past her dry folds. Katie was still overwhelmed with thoughts of future motherhood and hadn’t had time to get aroused just yet. Everything was happening too fast for her young impressionable mind. 

She felt the cock slowly grate against the surface of her birth canal as her husband pushed forward. It wasn’t supposed to be like that. Her first night was supposed to be one of gentle intimacy, cuddled in the arms of her beau. It wasn’t supposed to happen like that — watched by a group of leering old men taking notes and issuing orders. Tears poured down Katie’s face and she turned her head to the other side attempting to hide her shame from the inquisitors. 

“Turn your head this way, child,” ordered the older man. “Remember, I want to see your expressions at all times. Thank you.” 

Then he looked at one of his acolytes. “Brother John, please make a note of her flushed skin and the tears pouring down the girl’s face. Also note the distinctive smell of musk in the room. It is no doubt emanating from her body as a result of her excitement at pleasing her husband. I was right after all. She does cry and appear in pain, when in fact her body is in the throes of ecstasy!” 

Oh how she wanted to scream at the ignorant man how wrong he was. 

Oh how she wanted to jump and claw his eyes out. But Katie demurely laid back in the bed and allowed herself to be buffeted this way and that by her new husband’s violent jerks. She forced her mind to blot away the ongoing commentary of the men leering at her body. Slowly, very slowly, with every excruciating blow Matthew delivered against her pelvis, every bounce of her firm breasts, she came awake. 

“I can’t see much down there,” complained one of the acolytes, a young-looking man with a face covered in pimples. He had craned his neck to peer between where Matthew’s and Katie’s pelvises met. “Perhaps we should have her shave her snatch for next time?” 

“Excellent idea, William. You will do that tomorrow morning.” 

“Me? But, master…” 

“Are you questioning me, son?” 

“No, father. You know best.” 

“Yes, I do. And don’t forget, we will all be absolved of our sins once we

are all done learning what we can from the wench.” 

“Yes, father,” the young acolyte replied. 

 A wench. Is that what she was becoming?  Katie felt her flush deepen as the first tingles of moisture wetted her husband’s manhood. Matthew was breathing deeply, his head buried in the pillow by her head as his lower body became one blurry knot of motion and energy. 

Her husband leaned in and pressed his lips to her forehead. Katie realized she was trembling with a mixture of fear and anticipation. The first time they had made love, it had been a quick affair of passion and they had made sure that he came on her tummy and not inside of her. This time it was for real. She was his wife and Matthew was her husband. He was about to put a baby in her. 

She felt her pulse quicken as his hands groped and caressed her. They slowly moved from her hips to find her breasts, cupping them, squeezing them lightly, running his thumbs possessively over her thick pointy nipples. 

Suddenly Katie surprised herself when she heard a soft moan escape her own lips. He had just given each of her nipples a careful pinch and she had gasped at the sensation. 

She could feel herself getting wet with desire. She felt herself melting into his body, leaning in, arching into his touch, as her husband roamed her soft skin with his fingers running through her tufts of hair between her legs. 

Slowly the mists of ecstasy descended and she forgot all about the nasty men leering from the side of the tiny cell. She felt Matthew's hot hard cock rubbing inside her, sending tiny jolts of pleasure up and down her body with every movement of his pelvis. Katie wrapped her legs around his hips pulling him close into her, "I love you, baby,” she whispered moving her hips up to meet his thrusts. 

Somewhere far away she could hear the sounds of the acolytes scribbling notes but she forced the distraction out of her mind as she centered her attention on the man thrusting into her body. Matthew continued to push moving more and more quickly, plowing more and more deeply into her. 

Katie was panting, her nails digging into his back as her pleasure continued to rise. Suddenly she realized how deep her feelings ran for this boy. No longer was he simply her lover. He was her husband now. And soon, perhaps too soon, he would become the father of her first newborn child. 

Katie cried out kissing Matthew hungrily. She sucked licked and lapped at his tongue panting in uncontrollable pleasure as she gripped him as tightly

as she could with her legs crossing her ankles on his butt as wave upon wave of delicious ecstasy washed over her. Katie felt her young muscles flex and then relax as her husband continued to thrust. 

“Oh, dear Lord,” she cried out. She had never before felt so overwhelmed with emotions as now. 

Suddenly Matthew froze. His sudden change of pace surprised Katie and she looked up at her husband to see him turn to face the inquisitors. 

"I am going to cum now,” he said breathlessly. 

“Go ahead, my son, cum inside and make that flat belly round!” the monk hissed. “Her body is waiting for your seed.” Then the man smiled as he turned to look at the panting girl. 

“Look at me, Katie, my child,” the chief inquisitor ordered. The big ugly friar reached out and placed his cold spindly hand on her forehead forcing her to turn her head and face him. 

She shuddered but obeyed his order feeling his fingers push back stray strands of hair that had been shielding her eyes until now. She looked deep into the eyes of this man who held so much power over both her and her husband. It was a vision she would never forget — the cold dark glare of the evil man drinking up her lust and love as she lay beneath her husband. She felt a hot flicking sensation in the pit of her belly and moaned softly. 

Matthew had just spewed his gift of life deep into her body. 


***

“How did it go?” The abbot asked. The bees were particularly displeased with his actions today. They were buzzing in an angry cloud about his hooded head as he manipulated out the honey from within the hive. 

Brother Joseph pressed his back cautiously against the far wall trying to keep the biggest possible distance between himself and the angry creatures. 

“It went very well indeed. The young couple is sleeping sweetly now. 

They had a rather busy night,” brother Joseph grinned lasciviously. 

“Next time I want you to have them go about it slower,” the abbot interrupted him in a cold dispassionate voice. 

He knew brother Joseph better than he knew himself. He knew the deep carnal desires that roiled the younger man’s soul and had little time for them. 

Putting young Katie through her sweet paces was merely a means to an end. 

The elderly abbot’s ambitions had not abated with the onset of old age. 

He fully intended on becoming the Cardinal Chief Inquisitor in Rome. For that to happen, His Holiness the Pope had to see in him qualities that were lacking in the other contenders. 

The abbot had heard of trouble brewing in France. A young female rabble-rouser was stirring up revolt there. Joan of Arc they called her, and it was simply a matter of time before his services were called upon to break the young French woman and make her confess. 

All this required just a little more research to be done and Katie was proving to be a most promising and willing subject. 

“There is a book over there,” the old man said pointing at the desk in the corner of the room. “It contains a translation of a pagan manual for lovemaking. Some intrepid travelers brought it here and it has been lingering in our library ever since. See if it can be of any help. I believe it is called the Kama Sutra.” 

“Yes, master.” 

“Also, brother Joseph, I think it might be a good idea to stretch the girl’s nipples. I have been told that they are amongst the most sensitive areas on the female body. We will probably have to explore that area in the near future.” 

“What would her parents say?” asked the giant friar shifting his bulk uncomfortably from foot to foot. Lord Anthony Grace might have fallen out of favor with the King, but he was still a man with powerful connections. 

Now that they had released him and his wife from the dungeons of the Holy Inquisition on condition that his young daughter cooperated fully with the priests’ demands, who was to say how he would react if he learned of what they were planning for her. 

“Leave your worries about the good lord to me, Joseph,” the abbot said. 

“I just received a letter from His Eminence the cardinal. Something tells me Lord Anthony is not long for this world.” 

“Yes, father,” the big monk bowed low unable to hide his smile of glee. 


******




Taken by Rome

Taken by Rome is an erotic romance intended for MATURE audiences (18 years or older). PLEASE

STAY AWAY IF YOU ARE OFFENDED BY SEXUALLY EXPLICIT EROTIC SITUATIONS! 

Here is an excerpt of what awaits: 

-----------------EXCERPT--------------------

Josephus was waiting for it and the moment he felt her start her orgasmic spasms, he let go of her breast and pushed two fingers all the way into her wet vagina as far as they would go using them to lift her trembling form from the ground and take her weight off her jittery knees exactly as they gave out from under her. Her feet dangled, beating the air in helpless spasms as she slumped forward toward him. He still had the index finger in her mouth and as he felt a powerful shudder coarse through her lithe form, he pushed his hand all the way back down her throat and triggered her gag reflex. He saw the sudden surprise as it blossomed in her jet-black eyes as her throat spasmed, gagged and then suddenly she threw up. 

He angled her body away from himself, one hand balancing her lower jaw between his thumb and forefinger, the other-supporting the brunt of her weight with the fingers in her cunt. He lifted her convulsing and semi-catatonic body up and tossed her helpless form into the bed. 

She immediately curled up, her coughing and shivering, raspy sobs mingled with whimpers. 

"Why did you do that? This is horrible," she whispered as she fought to control the dissipating spasms. 

"Breathe. Take a few deep breaths, slave. You still have much to learn," he kneeled to wipe his fingers in her dress that lay by his feet. He patiently waited as her breaths found their natural rhythm and her body relaxed on the bed. 

"Stand up, slave. You had your fun. Now it's time to repay the favor." 

"I hate you," her voice came as a raspy whisper from where she had buried her head in the pillow. "I don't want to do this!" She sat back up on her heels in the bed, her perky breasts shaking and wet with mucous as her eyes cast daggers at the naked soldier who stood by the foot of her bed and insolently stroked his monstrous erection. "I’m a free Roman. My father was a patrician. I'm no slave. You have no right to treat me like that!" 

"I agree, little Roman girl," he took a languid step toward her and she scurried farther away across the futile barrier of the tiny bed. "You are not a slave, I am. You are here because you chose to be here. I am here because I have to." 

He smiled, beautiful white teeth glinting in the sharp morning light. "You are free to go. This is your chance — go now and you will be free. Go back to your nice husband and your small farm with its little animals and large debts." Josephus rolled his shoulders and stroked his dick in anticipation. "Enjoy them." 

Josephus leisurely sat on her bed. 

_________END OF EXCERPT_____________



Punished

A submissive’s first punishment at the hands of her Master is something intimate, something precious, almost sacred. When her scars heal and her beautiful skin regains its healthy radiance, she will still get excited at the memory of that first night when her man took away her first innocence. 

Volume 2 of Lena’s Journey



Chastising the Innocent Teacher

When a pretty and impressionable <b> young woman goes to work in the Middle Eastern Sultanate of Zandalar, she finds it to be everything she expected: Quaint, charming, friendly… and very boring. 

Luckily she has a vivid and very naughty imagination to fill in what the traditional conservative society does not allow. 

Soon she finds herself at the mercy of the <b> severe court accused of lewdness and disrespect. 



Humiliating the Schoolgirl

Anna is an eighteen-year old high-school student that is struggling to manage her time between applying for college, submitting scholarship applications and her two jobs moonlighting as a cashier and bartender at a local strip club. 

She has also found it necessary to write and publish erotica novels that she sells to help support her ailing mother. 

Life is tough and joyless until she falls under the dark influence of Jake, a professional dominant Master who has found a secret Anna will pay anything to protect. 

8,205 words. 

Thank you for reading Taken by the Inquisition. I hope you enjoyed it at least as much as I loved writing it. 

If you had fun with this book, please consider more of my works at my Amazon Author’s Page. 

The best way to contact me would be via Twitter: @AlexCarlsbad You can also find me on:

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/alex.carlsbad

Email: alexcarlsbad@gmail.com

Please click here if you would like to know about future release dates and upcoming promotions. 

Your reviews are greatly appreciated! I can only imagine how valuable your time is to you. Writing even a couple of lines in a review to this book will not only inform me of your opinion, but also inspire me to keep writing for your enjoyment. I love reading your thoughts, feedback, questions, comments and even concerns. 
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