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Taken by the Warlord

They say that you need to adapt if you want to survive. But what do they know? Do they know how I feel when I crave the touch of my husband? Do they know how I feel when my only anchor to reality is my infant's lips when he suckles on me and makes me feel needed? Do they know what it feels like to be alive and yet forgotten by the world, left to linger in a Third World country where every single instant is an explosion of culture shock? 

I don't think they do. To be honest, I don't think they know very much. 

The embassy people almost made me want to return to Minnesota. They said I should go home. They appeared to be actually worried. But how can I return home when home ceased to exist for me? Home was here, in the middle of this bustling and loud Central American country where Jason and I came to build our lives. Home was where we created life of our own and where our baby was born. 

The embassy people appear to honestly mean it when they say they are worried for my safety. 

Revolution is coming, they say. 

What do they know? 


*****

I lie in our bed and reminisce of the endless sessions of lovemaking it somehow survived. I am alone now and I do not know how to fill the void. 

When Jason got cancer and died in what felt like a blink of an eye, I lost my lover, my friend, my harbor. Sweet and predictable to a fault, he was my high school sweetheart. He taught me that there was hope after my parents passed away in a freak car accident. 

He was also my first lover and now at twenty-three I only have my

memories of him to fall back upon. 

Most women realize from the moment they have stopped being little girls that it takes more than a big dick and a deep, hard, long fuck to make a girl come. We climax with our mind before we do with our body. 

My experience with guys is limited, my husband was my first, but I suspect that for them it is rather easier. It probably doesn't matter whether they are thrusting in a hot wet mouth, a tightly held fist, or an eager pussy. 

All they really need is friction, and maybe speed, and they will get there. 

Every. Single. Time. A modicum of faint desire might help as well, but it is not absolutely required. 

But for a woman, orgasm is something that taps into our most hidden, darkest, guarded, most cherished recesses of our mind. For some of us, our desires are so foreign to our otherwise civilized and safe existence, that our way to truly experience a soul-rendering orgasm is only via our imaginations. 

For some of us, our nice, tame, and docile boyfriends and husbands are simply too vanilla to do what it takes. 

For some of us the number of times we have been there, so close to the edge, unable to let go and surrender to the pleasure is so numerous, that we are virtually bored with the experience before it even begins. We merely go through the motions pretending enjoyment lest somebody glean our deepest, darkest fantasies. 

Sometimes we pretend so often, that we start to believe our own bullshit. 

I was that way, and I didn't even know it. Funny how it is the things you don't plan for and actually try to avoid that turn out to be the cornerstones of your life. 

I didn't discover that side of me until I was kidnapped: taken, and threatened into mind-numbing, blood-pounding, tear-rendering submission, that something clicked and I discovered I was actually enjoying the sense of being truly alive. What happened to me that year in the mountains of Central America did the virtual opposite of making me come undone – I discovered what truly makes me hum. 


*****

The first thing I remember after I was kidnapped, were not the screams or the implied threats, but the children I saw on the path between the palm groves. It was a gaggle of kids really and they were all playing with dolls. I had not seen dolls like that before but I knew what they represented. They

were enemies, and the kids huddled in a little clique, there on the side of the road, were going through the motions of mutilating and torturing them. 

It was perhaps the scariest thing I actually saw during the entire time I was hostage of the guerillas. 

The leader of our group, a grizzled old man swinging a machete and nothing else, saw me gazing at the kids and their gruesome dolls. He broke out laughing and kept on walking past me mumbling something in a dialect that I understood nothing off. 

“He says we have no need for torture dolls. He says we have the real thing,” a young girl helpfully translated. She had a heavy machine gun swung over her left shoulder. I looked at the hills ahead, covered in mists and the meandering path behind us. 

I wanted to run. 

I have never wanted something so badly in my life. 

I wanted it more than to see my husband get well and beat cancer. 

But I knew I had no choice. I  had to follow these people for I would surely perish if I tried to escape. If they didn’t manage to catch me, then the mountains would most definitely kill me and my infant baby. It was why virtually nobody was paying the tiniest bit of attention to me and baby Jace as we ambled up the tortuous path to wherever they were taking us. 

It took us almost three full days walking through mosquito-ridden sweltering jungles that eventually gave way to forests, deep and luscious, and better adapted to the cold air of the high mountain, before we finally made it to the base camp of the guerrillas. 

Once there, among the thatched roofs and squalid structures, they virtually forgot all about me. There was a fence guarded by fierce-looking overly-young and armed-to-the-teeth sentries but everybody knew I had nowhere to go. 

All I could do now was simply concentrate on survival. 

Questions ran panicked in my fevered mind. How long would they keep me? What would happen when they discovered that there was virtually no one alive who might care enough to even attempt and put together the ransom these vile people undoubtedly would want? 

I turned out to be one of the few young women in the camp and certainly the only Westerner here. All I had was my baby and I concentrated on pretending for his sake that it was all some wild adventure: we were on an expedition we were sure to survive and tell our grandkids about. 

Days trickled by and coalesced into weeks. 

As time passed, one of the things that really stuck out at me was the carefree nature of the people that had abducted me. Except for the stern faces they all invariably acquired when dealing with the prisoners, amongst themselves my captors appeared to be the embodiment of joy and relaxation. 

It was not unusual for couples to engage in lovemaking blissfully oblivious to their often crowded surroundings. 

It reminded me of all those stories I had read of the way adventurous Westerners would describe natives they encountered on their trips many centuries ago. It seemed like sex was the one activity that absolutely everyone here did. 

And did it often. 

What was most odd however was that partnerships appeared to be fluid. 

Often times I would get used to seeing a certain man and woman regularly making out in a corner by the fence only to discover that, one week later, they have broken up. Very soon both of them would have taken up with somebody else and now completely ignored each other. 

Often couples would smile at me when they saw me watching. A couple of days ago, I smiled in return. The girl I had been observing giggled something into the ear of the boy she was making out with. He turned and actually waved at me! It was as if they wanted me to join in! 

I don't think I will ever be able to understand these people! They want to kill me if I don pay up. But they also want to make love to me. Weird! 

Time makes everything acquire a sheen of normalcy and soon it feels as if we had been here forever. Baby Jace, I named him after his father, appears as carefree as ever. He seems to be growing so quickly, I find it hard to believe his only nourishment is my breast milk. I started worrying that one of these days I might run dry. He's only four months old now and I am still very hesitant to wean him off. 

Sometimes I feel that nursing my baby is my only anchor to the world around me. I am afraid that if I stop, he might get sick. I cannot permit that, my very sanity, would unravel. His little lips, tight and needy, suckling on me make me feel needed and loved like nothing else. 

I have heard that stress and poor nourishment can sometimes reduce a young mother's output. They feed me well here but I was certainly stressed the days and weeks after we were captured. Thankfully I'm still able to put out enough to satisfy my hungry little baby. 

*****

This morning I finally met him: Il Commandante, the commander, his people call him. It is almost two months since Jace and I are hostages here. 

How can such a handsome man be the commander of such ruthless people? 

Yesterday I watched them march out and execute one of the old male hostages. I didn't know the man but I cried nonetheless. Nobody talks to me other than the girl with the machine gun who brings my food daily. She said the man's ransom money had not come through. The commander decreed that the man had to die. Apparently it was necessary to set an example. 

So she said. 

I don’t know her name. I don’t know anyone’s name here. Maybe it’s easier that way. 

All through the execution the girl was filming on her smart phone. I suspect that they will email the footage to the poor man's family and also probably post it online so people know what happens when nobody pays. 

Much good that will do me: a young mother from Minnesota, alone, with no relatives anywhere. Nobody cares. 

When I met the commander, he was playing with a scraggy little emaciated dog, a bundle of thin, muddy fur. Apparently, he had rescued it from a trap down in one of the large estates in the Valley. It is a long ways away, the Valley. I know because that is where we started walking when they made us get off the pickups before we were marched up here. Apparently, the commander fed the sick, abused puppy scraps of his own rations and carried the dog with his own hands until the creature was strong enough to be able to walk on its own. 

I sneak a look across the dusty yard at him. He's surrounded by his warriors: young and old, men and women, serious eyes, loud voices and boisterous gestures, but he's the only one I notice. 

He looks like he might have come from some photoshoot on an African safari. Thick black curls frame his high cheekbones and blue eyes. Many days of stubble do little to hide his naturally beautiful face and hard jawline. 

In another life, in another place, I would have done all I could to seduce the man they call The Commander. 

Today I quiver when I see him. 

He looks at me and smiles and I see no compassion in those pale eyes. It is obvious his charisma is what holds these men and women together. His steely

glance is all that is required to issue a command. 

He stands, a lean, muscular body that looks just as good in his muddy uniform as I suspect it would out of it. I don't understand a word he's saying but I hear his voice as he laughs and chats with his people. I can see by the way they behave around him that words like respect and deference only begin to describe the way they feel for their leader. The young girl who has been my main guard, the only one willing or able to speak with me in English, walks up to him and he hugs her tightly. 

They kiss and out of nowhere I find an irritating and fascinating sense of jealousy fill me to the very core. He looks at me, then back at her. They exchange words and she laughs. 

I shiver and shake because I know that tonight would be the night they would come for me. The girl lifts a finger and points at me. Her smile broadens. I bring my own hand to my breast and I feel mortified: I am leaking milk. It has moistened my white cotton shirt and now both the commander and his lover are laughing openly at me. I feel ashamed and humiliated like never before in my life and then I realize that in spite of my consternation my bottom lip is caught against my right pointy canine and I'm wet. 

Jace was asleep when they came that night. I wasn't because I was expecting them. I was hot and troubled and pushed away the covers and bedsheets when I heard the guards unlocking the padlock on my door. It is only the commander and his lover who enter. I still do not know their names. 

They are both naked. He tells her something and they both smile without the faintest glint off sympathy. 

“The Commander says he wants you to nurse your baby now,” the girl tells me. I tremble and shiver and look to the corner of the room where Jace is soundly asleep swaddled away into never-never land. And snoring loudly. 

I shake my head, not sure why I refuse. I have been nursing my baby forever. Everyone here has seen me do it many times and it has never bothered me before, perhaps because nobody made me do it. 

“No.” 

I see the commander's cock — big and long that had been until now resting at the periphery of my vision, slowly come awake as his owner shrugs. 

Il Commandante and his lover: Adam and Eve from some parallel reality, her only attire, a heavy Soviet-era assault rifle slung across her shoulder

almost absentmindedly. She arches her eyebrows and cocks her head sideways. My refusal has peeked her interest. 

“Okay,” she says. “My name is Tanya, by the way.” And she is gone only to return holding something that makes me fall to my knees weak with fright. 

I have never seen something like that outside of a museum or a textbook, but I know a pillory when I see one. 

“Stand,” she orders me carrying the heavy piece of wood my way. It is almost too heavy for her as she drags its edge along the floor. Il Commandante is observing from by the door, arms akimbo. 

I stand. 

Tanya is just a foot away from me, her muscular thighs covered in dust. 

They shine in the flickering light of the solitary electric bulb in my cell. I steel my nerves and stand on shaking legs and hold my arms tight around my body as if hugging myself will shield me from whatever terror these creatures have in mind. 

“Undress.” Tanya's voice comes melodic and peaceful as she rolls her Rs. 

All I'm wearing is the white cotton shirt I had washed immediately after my embarrassment earlier in the courtyard. It is long and comes midway down my thighs. It is almost completely dry already, desiccated by the heat emanating from my body as I gingerly take it by the hem and start peeling it up and over my head. 

Both of my torturers nod appreciatively saying something in that dialect of theirs that is so incomprehensible to me. Their intonation reminds me of a couple commenting on a statue at a Museum exhibit before moving on. 

The girl steps up to me and lifts the bottom part of the massive obviously well-used wooden implement of torture and I voluntarily place my neck in the center indentation and my wrists on either side. I feel the second half of the pillory come around and clasp me tightly almost cutting my breath off as it squeezes my neck while Tanya ties a rope at either end of the obscene implement. 

I can only imagine how grotesque I look: A former beauty queen from Minnesota, blond and healthy, I am bound like a brood cow about to be taken to the market. The weight of the solid wood hanging around my neck and hands makes me bend slightly forward and I feel my breasts jiggle as tiny droplets embarrassingly tickle at the tips of my nipples. 

I try to force my mind away from the thrum I start feeling again and pray to God that the floor opens beneath me and this nightmare ends and I faint. 

Of course nothing of the sort happens. It is all about to begin. 

A sense of unexpected relief washes over me. After two months of expecting the torture to begin, it is at last about to start. Questions flood my mind with mind-numbing alacrity and speed. 

Are they going to rape me? Will they tear me up? I haven't been with a lover since that night, more than one year ago when we made love with Jace. 

Jace! Where are you dear lover and husband, my soulmate, to save me from these beasts? He already had cancer and after that one time, never had enough strength to make love to me again. She leaves me there on shaky knees and walks back to where the baby is sleeping and gently picks it up. 

It starts whimpering and soon I hear the sounds my baby makes when it is hungry. They make my milk drop. I know it is not angry to be awakened but merely anticipating to be offered my teat any moment now. Tanya holds it up and I see genuine tenderness as she cradles it against her own tight bosom. 

She looks up at me and sees my quivering clip and my milk dripping to the dirty floor making a puddle of mud where I stand. 

“Will you feed it now? I think it is hungry,” she asks. 

“I will,” I whisper and this time Tanya nods at Il Commandante who steps forth to release the pillory. I feel his cock, thick and proud, brush against my thigh multiple times as he moves around to untie the bindings holding the two pieces of wood pressing against my neck and hands. He is leaking precum and it leaves wet contrails along my skin. I’m free at last and Tanya hands me the baby while her lover lets the obscene instrument of persuasion fall to the ground. 

As I bring up baby Jace to my bosom to feed, I moan when I feel his soothing lips latch onto my nipple and look up mesmerized to see Tanya kneel before Il Commandante. She has all but forgotten about me and places a gentle kiss on his throbbing member. His eyes moisten and he squints in what I assume is ecstasy as his woman gently kisses tiny packs all around his thick head. She inhales deeply and I feel my own heartbeat and breath fall in sync with hers. I watch as she pushes down on her master's cock to where it is under her face as she lifts herself up on her knees and kisses that part of his abdomen just below his navel. 

Pure love and warship. I have never seen anything like it before. 

She snuggles her nose and mouth at the base on the side of Il Commandante's cock kissing a spot that is only known to her and her lover. 

With one hand she gently caresses her lover’s manhood, and with the other, massages his balls as she nuzzles in his curly black hair. Her eyes are closed — long black eyelashes all the way down as if in peace as she warships the member she knows so well. I feel dew dripping from my nether parts. It tickles and I absentmindedly bring up a hand between my legs and then keep it there. 

Il Commandante steps sideways giving Tanya more space as his hands find her head. His right hand comes around the back gathering up her curly black locks in a ponytail while his left guides her head down as her lips part and take him in her willing, hot, moist mouth. He pushes down and sideways angling her head just right so that with a powerful jerk of his hips that she evidently expects, he's able to push himself past the back of her throat and all the way down and in. He stays buried in her for a long while before slowly allowing her to pull back. 

My knees shake as I hold my pussy in my warm palm while keeping Jace latched to my breast that he's hungrily devouring. Tanya takes a deep breath before straightening her shoulders and pushing herself forward. She takes her lover’s cock all the way down her mouth that has suddenly become a second pussy on her willing body. 

Il Commandante keeps plunging in and out for a long while, wet gagging sounds accompanying the gasps and moans coming from his own labors as I watch mesmerized the couple in love. I can see Tanya's hands buried deep in her own nether parts as they jerk feverishly while she works on her master. 

Jace whimpers and I move him to my other breast. It takes me a while to adjust and when I'm done I hear the commander growl something. Tanya pulls back and sits on her heels taking his cock in both hands as she brings her tongue up to its head. She rubs its tip back and forth under the base. 

When Il Commandante comes, he does not spurt but froths forth spewing out in one endless continuous eruption. Liquid pours out from his tip and covers Tanya's face almost completely masking it beneath its creaminess. I gasp and quiver and feel Jace has fallen asleep again. I relax back into my bed and sit at its edge. 

I place the baby safely to the side as I realize I just came for the first time since my husband left me a widow. 

Il Commandante looks up at me as if just remembering my presence and smiles. This time, somehow, I see care and affection in his eyes. 

“What is your name?” He asks in perfect English which does not surprise

me. 

“You don't know it already?” I hear myself say and I don’t know why, but I'm not afraid at my newfound sassiness. 

He chuckles. “I want to hear you say it,” he replies as he helps Tanya up on her feet. She is using her thumb and forefinger to collect her master’s seed from her face and she gently eats it from the palm of her hand. “It always sounds different on the lips of the person who bears it.” 

“Michelle,” I reply. 

“Michelle, I like watching you nurse your child.” 

I nod, I know. He laughs out loud and hugs Tanya before leaving us both alone. She looks at me a playful twinkle in her eyes. 

Tanya comes up to me where I'm sitting, at the edge of my bed, naked and still trembling with aftershocks of my climax. One last drop of his sperm still lingers on the tip of her forefinger and she slowly like in a dream brings it to my lips. I part my mouth and move to lick it but in the last moment her hand flits away and she sucks her own finger clean. 

“You are lucky, you know,” she says and I'm not sure what she means. “I always wanted a baby but I have not been able to conceive.” Somehow I do not feel I deserve her confidence. 

“I don't know if it is me or him,” she continues. “But life here is hard.” She suddenly takes a seat by me on the edge of my small cot. And places a cool palm on my knee just slightly to the inside. It feels awkward and goosebumps breakout beneath her elfin touch. 

She appears lost in thought for a long moment. 

“I have never seen him so aroused in a long time,” she says in halting English. “Out here, we do not have the luxury of fertility clinics.” And then she looks at me square in the eyes as if struck by an epiphany. 

“I will make you a deal.” Her voice is quiet but the earnest and her grip on the inside of my knee feel that much stronger. “If you stay here and help me conceive, I promise you, you shall be safe.” 

She looks at me her eyes questioning and I nod. 

She is so beautiful. 

~~~

Interrogated by the Government

“You are free,” I hear Tanya's voice as the engine of the 4x4 speeds up and with trembling hands I remove my blindfold. They had deposited me not unlike a package in front of the Ministry of Interior, yet another attempt to poke fun at the authorities. The risk had to have been immense and I shudder to imagine what might have happened to Il Commandante and his wife had they been caught. The vehicle has barely turned the corner before two enraged men in uniform run down the steps and gather me up looking both ways as if expecting any moment now a troop of revolutionaries will descend on top of us. I'm dressed the same way I had been when they had kidnapped us. 

I remember I had just been on my way back from the US Embassy and dressed accordingly: blue dress-shirt, dark navy cardigan and demure plait skirt with stockings and high heels had been my attire then as is now as we rush up the steps and I concentrate on not twisting my ankles lest I fall holding Jace in my arms. 

They lead me down endless corridors and many flights of steps before finally opening the doors to the incongruous sight of what could easily pass as the sumptuous presidential suite of an expensive hotel. Mood lighting is artfully ensconced in little alcoves along the walls which are covered in antique looking red velvet wallpaper. It takes me a moment to realize that in the back of the spacious room there is an enormous desk two shaded lamps upon it and its high polish reflecting the austere image of a man. He looks like as if he might have come straight from a power trading session on Wall Street. I could swear he is wearing Armani and when he stands I know I am correct. He is not too old or too young but merely a couple of years older than myself. 

I look around but except for a single chair placed directly in front of his his desk, I do not see a place for me to sit. For some reason I actually feel an increasing sense of unease and foreboding instead of what ought to have been relief at my release from the clutches of the terrorists. 

“Ms. Smith, I am so happy to see you safe and sound with us today.” The man slowly walks from behind his desk. He appears to be in no particular hurry to offer me and my baby a seat and so we remain standing and I wonder how much longer it would be before I faint with exhaustion. 

I nod and he smiles and I see why I am afraid: an evil twinkle in his eyes reflects the shimmering light of the room. Ever since I was a little girl I always had a vivid imagination. For some reason I see myself in a scene from

the movie Schindler's list – austere storm troopers and cynical Nazis surrounding me and barely able to contain themselves with anticipation. 

I shudder. 

“My name is George Gonzales,” the man says and offers his hand. I shake it my fingers week as I feel his clammy grip. I'm eager to let go but he holds on as he peers down on me. He studies me carefully like a scientist would look at a new type of bug. He's a good foot taller than me and I try to suppress a whimper that threatens to escape my lips. Thankfully my baby is fast asleep cuddling against my bosom where I hold him tightly. 

“We have so much to talk about, Ms. Smith, or may I call you Michelle?” 

I finally manage to pull out my hand from his steely grip. “Sure, Michelle is fine. When may I go to the US Embassy? May I have somebody here give me a ride, please?” 

“Absolutely, absolutely, of course,” the man says and his sinister smile from before is suddenly replaced by a look of concern. “But first we need to discuss a few things. I'm sure you would understand I have so many questions,” he says. “I would be very appreciative if you took the time to answer them. All I want is to make our wonderful country safer for everybody and I'm sure you can help me a lot.” He looks at me questioningly and I nod not quite sure what he means. 

“Excellent.” He straightens out and walks back to his desk. “Come.” He takes a seat behind it but does not offer me to sit and so I stand. 

He opens a thick manila folder and starts skimming through it, turning pages rapidly as he speaks. “Ever since your Embassy contacted us about your disappearance, I have had an extensive file put together. It says here that your husband was originally born here and then moved to the States with his family where you met him and married. Is that correct?” 

I sigh with frustration at the man's obvious cluelessness as to my state of exhaustion. I nod. 

“Yes,” I answer hoping that the faster we go through his silly back and forth, the sooner we will be able to find a bed into which I can fall asleep. 

“Good, good.” The man freezes and points at one of the pages he has opened. “What I find baffling though is that your husband came back here in the first place. I must admit I'm not sure I understand.” He looks up at me with genuine bewilderment. 

“What? I am sorry, I'm not following.” 

“Well, you see, miss Smith, your husband's family escaped to the United

States when he was still a baby. They were part of a failed revolution back then and your government gave them asylum. I find it odd that your husband returned.” 

“Maybe he didn't see a reason to be afraid of returning to his ancestral home. After all you just said he was a small child when his parents took him to the States,” I say. 

“Yes, only four years old,” the man says double checking in his extensive paperwork. 

His intonation clearly indicates he's not sold on my theory. Mr. Gonzales starts rifling through his papers again. 

“Let me change gears,” he says. “When you were kidnapped, were you tortured?” I see he's looking at me, his dark brown eyes like bottomless wells as he studies my face for the faintest glimmer of meaning. 

I hesitate, but then I decide for the truth. 

“No, I was not tortured.” 

“Ah, how curious,” Mr. Gonzales looks at me as if I should feel somehow guilty that my nails were not pulled out by my captors. I shake my head and feel frustration bubbling to the surface. 

“Look Mr. Gonzales, I appreciate your dedication to your work,” I say. 

“But I am tired. My son and I have been driven through endless jungle roads blindfolded and gagged, for many hours, before we ended up here. I'm sure you can appreciate how exhausted we are and how much in need of some rest and relaxation.” I try to smile. “I would be enormously appreciative if –“

“You are so beautiful, God,” the man says and stands from behind his desk. Suddenly I feel shivers running up and down my spine as my skin breaks out in goosebumps. He walks around me and places two hands on my shoulders. I shiver as he tightens his fingers and rubs in circles. I do need a soothing massage, but this is unacceptable. He seems to realize how petrified and tense I am and so mercifully stops rubbing my neck. He steps around and without so much as asking takes my sleeping baby from my arms. I'm speechless and don't know what to say as the man brings him around against his powerful chest where he cuddles him tenderly. 

“What is his name?” 

“Jace…” 

“They say babies are evidence of God's continued faith in humanity,” the man says as he sways back and forth cooing softly to my infant son. He looks up at me and my breath catches when I see the fierceness of his expression. 

“Perhaps I should inform you now, Ms. Smith, that the government is not without our sources of information in the camp of Il Commandante. I have had multiple reports on what went on during your captivity there.” I start trembling with fear realizing the direction this man's words are about to take. 

“You will forgive me if I don't exactly fall for the innocent hostage line you're trying to present. There were many innocent hostages in Il Commandante's camp, for sure. But they were all tortured and killed. This is not exactly the treatment you received, now is it?” 

“I don't see how I can be held responsible for what my captors chose to do or not do to me,” I say anger boiling inside. I am almost unable to resist swinging at that insolent man for trying to insinuate that I'm something I am not. And when is he going to give me back my baby!? He seems to feel my emotions and takes a step back as he smiles. I am petrified when I see he places a large hand beneath the tiny neck of my baby. One slight motion and my son's neck will twist and snap like a pencil in this monster's arms. The entire universe shrinks into a point centered on my son. 

“Perhaps you're correct,” the man says. “But what I hear is that you were in fact allowed to sleep in the house of Il Commandante, himself. Frequently he and his lover Tanya, I believe she is called, would take you in during their lovemaking sessions. It is hardly convincing when you try to tell me you are a bona fide prisoner when obviously you partook in many of their, what shall we call it… Orgies?” 

I can hardly hear the words coming out of this man's mouth as I concentrate on my tiny baby in his arms. 

“Now, when you take this information and also add to it what we know about your deceased husband's family history, I am sure you will understand my difficulty to believe you.” 

I tremble as I whisper, my voice is plaintive and weak, “Please, Mr. 

Gonzales, we are citizens of the United States. You cannot be doing that…” 

I almost jump when he starts laughing. He shakes his head as if trying to admonish me for saying something grotesquely naïve. 

“You Americans always say the same thing. What is it with you people? 

Do you all watch the same movies before coming here?” 

“I did not come here,” I hiss, “I was kidnapped,” I scream and then immediately regret it. 

His face has turned ashen and his expression – pure malice. For a second I am afraid he will actually do something terrible and violent but mercifully the

moment passes and Mr. Gonzales takes a deep breath. 

“Perhaps I should tell you a little about myself. After all we know so much about you, it is only fair…” He starts cooing and shaking gently back and forth lulling Jace back asleep. “Much like your husband, my parents were also deeply involved in this country's violent history. In fact we share quite a few commonalities, your husband and I. You see, Michelle, the reason your husband's parents ran away to the United States was that they were instrumental in the assassination of the Minister of Interior at the time. He happened to be my father.” 

I gasp. 

“You see, I am a very highly motivated servant of my government, Ms. 

Smith, or should I rather call you Mrs. Rodriguez? After you ought to carry your husband Jason's last name, don't you?” 

I don't know what to say or do and I merely stare at the man. 

He smiles his cobra-like grin. 

“Okay, let us try again, Mrs. Rodriguez.” His hands gently hold my baby but his voice has an edge of steel. “Did you cooperate with your captors?” 

“I didn't have a choice, I did what I had to…” 

The words are tumbling out of my mouth in an almost delirious effort to do anything, say anything to get my son back. 

“Good, good, see it's not that difficult to tell the truth. Let me be the first to point out, that in spite of what you might think, we, the government, have it in our hearts to forgive. But for genuine forgiveness, honest repentance is required. So tell me now, Michelle Rodriguez, what was the real reason you and your husband came to our country? Were you one of the American financiers behind Il Commandante's despicable terrorist organization? Are you working for the CIA? Is your government behind the coup that Il Commandante's trying to foment?” 

“What?” My mouth is agape at the allegations this crazy person is heaping upon me! I have no clue what he's talking about. “Absolutely no! I have no idea what you're saying! Please take me to the US Embassy now,” I scream and my voice wakes up my baby. 

The man makes a clicking sound with his throat and shakes his head. He sighs deeply. 

“You're free to go, Michelle Rodriguez. But I will keep little Jason here. 

Another thing you probably don't realize is that the laws in our country permit us to hold onto any and every orphan. Our population is small, you

see, and it is important that we do not permit its plunder by rich Americanos. 

But you, you're free to go, of course. You are an American citizen, as you so eloquently put it.” He walks back to the desk and I watch petrified as he presses buttons on his intercom and barks an order. Immediately the door opens and in marches a uniformed woman who proceeds to take my baby from Gonzales's arms. 

I jump and before I know it I almost reach her except that he obviously expected me to try something like that. A powerful kick in my knees sends me tumbling across the expensive Persian rug and before I'm able to collect myself and stand again, the door is shut firmly and my baby is gone! 


*****

I am bowling on the ground shedding tears that soon gather in little gobs of wetness beneath my face upon the expensive Persian carpet. Through bleary eyes I look up to see Mr. Gonzales straightening out his Armani suit. He crosses his arms and I realize that the expert interrogator is patiently waiting for me to come to grips with my situation. 

“Please, I will do anything. Just give me back my baby,” I plead. He looks down on me with unhidden contempt and then walks away to sit behind his desk where he starts working. 

“I need to be convinced that you are willing to cooperate, Michelle. 

Otherwise, I kindly ask you to leave,” he says. He doesn't even lift his eyes from the documents but goes on writing. Gingerly I stand up on shaky knees and try to wipe away the tears streaming down my face. 

“What do you want me to do or say? I don't understand.” 

“Before we go back to any questions, I want you to first undress,” the man says not even looking up from his desk. 

I whimper and slowly step out of my high-heeled shoes. With trembling fingers I take off my cardigan sweater and drop it to the ground. I breathe deeply and focus on a point behind that awful man's desk as I put my fingers under the hem of my skirt that I then slowly push down my long legs. I blush deeply when I know he looks up and I feel his eyes on my naked crotch. I long ago lost the last pair of underwear to the vagaries of camp life in the jungle. Now crotchless and only in a pair of stockings and blue dress shirt I look up at my interrogator feeding on the lust in his eyes. 

His obvious desire is the only way I know will get me my son back and so I take strength from it as my fingers start unbuttoning my shirt. My breasts

harden and swell in anticipation of being unveiled for this creature's enjoyment. Finally I am done and I peel  my shirt off my arms letting it join my skirt and cardigan, and shoes on the floor. 

I can see my interrogator lick his lips as he stands and comes around his desk to me. 

Stress makes my breasts leak milk. It is the sole means by which I have been feeding my baby all those months of captivity and now my breasts are heavy and engorged having heard my baby cry for milk just minutes ago. 

The man looks transfixed at my milky nipples as droplets of white gather at their tips. My breasts were never big but with persistent use by Jace they have become hard and grown almost doubling in size since I had my baby. 

Like in a dream I see that monster of a man reach up to cup my breasts and heave them in his large cold calloused hands as I look up at him and feed on his lustful eyes. 

“My God,” he says. “I did not realize you were still nursing.” 

“My baby needs me,” I whisper. 

“He is old enough,” the man says and squeezes milk out in long white streams that fall across his black Armani, long streaks of white droplets forming pale contrails down his expensive suit. “They will take good care of him here. They will feed him well and he will become a strong son of his father's country.” 

I cry and tears pour down my face again as the man bends down and starts greedily drinking my milk. My body betrays me and I feel myself getting wet. Soon my interrogator tires of having to crane his neck low like that, his height making it awkward to feed on me. He takes a step back and loosens his tie. He motions to the desk. 

“Feed me and I might reconsider your son's situation,” the man says. He goes to sit behind his desk and I follow him naked and leaking in my thigh-high sheer stockings. He positions me on my back across his giant heavy wooden desk so that my breasts are by his face as he bends down and starts feasting on me. I lie there across his desk like an offering. I spread my legs wide on either side of the wood paneling and he brings his hand and cups my pussy. I turn away from him and look at the door through which they took away my baby. 

“Face me, Michelle,” the man orders. And I feel a finger sneak inside of me. “You're so tight, did they not make love to you? Such a waste, these stupid idealist revolutionaries,” the man chuckles. “Lift your feet and place

them on the desk.” 

I whimper and do as he says holding on with my hands to the sides of the desk as I bring my feet up. This makes me spread myself wider and now he's able to sneak two fingers inside of me that he starts pumping in and out as he resumes feeding. 

I look at him and his stained Armani and wonder when will Il Commandante come back to rescue me. I know he will, because he has to. 

My fate cannot be such that I end up a whore for this monster. 

Finally having drank all the milk from from my right breast, the monster moves forward and commences feasting on my left. But first, he stops at my mouth where he hungrily kisses me. 

I kiss him back, and imagine the pleasure I will feel when I get to put a bullet through his head. He thinks I'm getting into it and his pumping fingers make my pelvis thrum in little jittery motions on his desk. He smiles, and I smile back. 

I feel his power and for a fleeting instant I can almost relate to this man's world and the way he justifies what he's doing. But then I think of my son Jace. Right now he is hungry for my milk. He is probably crying, and this man is drinking it instead. 

Maybe I will first shoot him through the groin. I close my eyes and start cuming as I lie across his desk. 

My interrogator seems to believe that he has somehow managed to impress upon me his manly charms and thus make me forget that I'm a mother and his prisoner too. I sincerely hope all men are not like that, shallow and naïve. 

“I think I will tell them to give you back your son for the night,” Mr. 

Gonzales says sitting back in his chair and arranging his tie. His eyes scan my flushed naked body as I come down from my orgasm. I know I should feel mortified but somehow even though drained, I feel I have found a new purpose in life. 

I will be the one that shall make sure Mr. Gonzales ends his days writhing in agony, if that is the last thing I do. My mind slowly regains focus as I hear him speak. 

“Yes, you are quite the little whore, aren't you?” He passes a hand along my body starting at my pussy and slowly caressing all the way up to where he grips at my neck. He squeezes and suddenly my vision narrows. “I will have them bring back your son so that he can spend the night with you,” Mr. 

Gonzales says. “That way you will miss him so much more when I have them

take him away again in the morning. But first I want to see you rub yourself while I choke you.” 

He squeezes and I feel pins and needles blossom all along my skin. My eyes tear up as he squeezes further constricting the blood vessels carrying oxygen to my brain. He seems to know what he's doing because even though I'm on the verge of fainting, I am still somehow able to breathe. 

“Start rubbing, little mami,” he orders me and even though my whole body is trembling so that I can hear the sounds it makes against the wood of the desk, I move my fingers to my labia that are wet and slick, and I slip one finger in while rubbing little circles around my nubbin of pleasure. 

“There you go, little girl. Then I will feed you in return and maybe even I will have somebody bring you a real dinner later.” 

With practiced motions Mr. Gonzales alternates between squeezing the sides of my neck, then releasing his hold to marvel at my panting as I slowly build up to the second climax for the night. 

I am thirsty. 

When I come I do so with an explosion of electric bolts of sensation that strike at the very base of my skull where my spinal column meets my brain. 

This must be where my most primal lizard brain resides and it is in pure ecstasy. 

“There, such a good girl,” he bends forward caresses my cheek and kisses my open mouth on my panting lips. “Now you can eat,” he says and chuckles and stands. He unzips his fly and I turn and open my mouth to take his cock. 

Surprisingly, this being of pure evil is actually gentle as he merely places the tip at my lips and allows me to lave around his head before suckling on him. 

It doesn't take long until he squirts and I swallow. 

It takes him a moment to compose himself before he straightens out, arranges himself and zips his fly shut. 

“Come on little mother,” he says gently tapping my knee as I still lie trying to regain my strength on his desk. “Stand up and dress. They will take you to your cell now. There they will bring back your baby and also some dinner for you to eat. I don't want you fainting on me tomorrow when I take your baby away again. I know that then you will tell me everything I want to know about your friends the revolutionaries and the evil people who sent you here.” 

I know he is right. I will do anything for Jace. 

Then, I will kill this monster. 

~~~

Saved by the Warlord

My husband is dead. 

I am a prisoner. 

Irony is the word of the moment. 

I sit naked on my bunk bed in my jail cell cradling my infant son. I pray that the morning when I am supposed to come out of this sordid place never comes. Dark thoughts fill my mind as I contemplate the speed with which my life hit a brick wall yesterday. 

Kidnapped and held for ransom by a group of guerrillas in the mountains of Central America, I had often stayed awake at night praying for my release. 

Now that it has happened, and I'm in the hands of the government of this country, I know that my only hope rests with my former captors. 

I pray that Il Comandante and Tania, his lover, will come back to rescue me from the clutches of my inquisitors. If the revolutionaries are fighting to change this regime, they have found a new convert in me. 

I should have listened when the nice people at the US Embassy insisted that it was time for me and my baby to leave the country. 

But what did I know then? Not very much as it turns out. 

I didn’t know my husband Jason's family had been connected with the revolution. When Jason convinced me to come to his ancestral homeland, he painted pictures of quaint domesticity. Little did I know his parents had been instrumental in assassination plots? 

I didn't know the government here has to be avoided at all cost. I did not know the safest place for a young woman and her infant child would be to seek refuge with the terrorists. 

Will I have the strength to harden my soul to endure what the future brings? 

Will I survive the next day of interrogation? 

Will I ever see my baby again? 

Hatred burns my insides with a power that fuels me with strength for what is to come. I feel it in the presence of George Gonzalez, my interrogator. I feel

it every time I close my eyes and remember his big calloused hand on my breast. 

Little cooing sounds come from my arms. Baby Jace is having a dream. How can a child sleep so soundly in such a horrible place? My mind is drifting and soon I fall into a restless slumber. 

When they come in the morning, I am awake and expecting them. I just fed Jace and he has that happy smile on his little baby face that he gets when his belly is full of mother's milk. 

I shiver and listen to the sound of droplets falling somewhere. I hear mind-rendering screams that echo from the damp walls with eerie regularity. 

Baby and I jump when the door to our jail cell flies open and in walks my interrogator. Gone is the Armani suit, replaced by military fatigues, his sleeves rolled up to the elbows, his hands smeared in blood. He looks tired and I catch myself wondering whether the screams I had been hearing all night were not his doing. 

“It is time, mami,” the evil man says and I stand. He comes to tower above me. The smell of other prisoners' fear wafts from him. He places two bloody fingers on my chin and lifts my face so I stare into his dark bottomless eyes. 

“I will do anything, sir,” my voice sounds so pathetic and weak, I hate myself. “Just let me stay with my baby.” 

“I know you will tell me all, sweet girl,” the man whispers, his hideous face almost touching mine. “You most definitely will, after I take your baby. How else will I be certain you are being honest with me?” 

I gasp and watch helpless as he motions to somebody at the door. In marches the same woman in military uniform that had taken my baby yesterday. 

“This is Loretta,” he introduces us as if we're at a party and he wants me to meet his partner. 

She looks aged before her time, and in spite of being fit, reminds me somehow of an empty shell. She doesn't even bother to smile but just nods and waits. 

What can I do? I hand her my baby and look away. I am afraid I will go insane if I see his bewildered expression. Why is mommy giving me to this lady? 

"You are a lovely girl," the woman says and I turn back to see her gently caress my baby's cheek with the side of her thumb. "He is lucky to have you for a mother." 

If this were a nightmare, now would be the time I wake up screaming. Of course nothing of the sort happens. 

I watch on in petrified silence as the woman leaves the tiny jail cell holding my baby and the door slams shut behind her. 

“Don't worry sweetheart,” the man says as if he actually believes that his words carry any significance to me. “Loretta is very good with children.” 

This is not the first time these monsters have taken a baby from its mother. I sense his hand against my cheek and realize he's wiping my tears away. Such a gentleman… 

My cheeks blush with thoughts of his body twitching and bloodied at my feet. 

“You are too sweet mammy,” he bends and kisses my panting lips. 

I kiss him back. 

I know what he wants. He wants me to tell him how to find my friends, to point him the way to Il Comandante's camp where Tania is hiding. If I don't help the monster, I may never see my baby again. 

Of course I will tell him everything. I will betray the people I hold close in my heart. I have no choice. In the twilight of the jail cell I notice my captor take something out of his pocket. At first I cannot tell what he is showing me. 

Then I see: black zip ties. 

He smiles. “I picked black ones because I think they will be pretty against your white skin.” 

I look up at his eyes and for a moment I almost feel sorry for this human monster – he's actually proud. 

“Stretch your hands out in front.” He makes a small chain of three of the black plastic thingies and then puts my hands in them. They are not too tight and leave me wiggle room around my wrists. No doubt he's planning ahead. 

He wants to allow me some motion so I can pleasure him with my hands later. 

The way he has my hands clasped in front, brings my naked breasts together and I see him lick his lips. 

I see him debate in his mind whether he should feed on my engorged breasts now, or later. Instead of being horrified, I am disgusted with myself because I realize that hope fills my heart. Even though I'm tied, naked, weak and helpless, maybe I will be able to see my baby again. Perhaps I can use his lust to gain his help. 

He takes me by the hand and interlaces his fingers in mine as if about to lead me on a stroll. We walk out of the jail cell, down moist corridors imbued with the smell of sweat and fear before we make it to the prison courtyard. 

There, in its center, covered in dust and grime, lies the naked body of what appears to have once been a beautiful young woman. 

Curly brown hair frames a pretty face. I am afraid to approach her but my interrogator pulls me forward and I stand by her as he kneels to grab a fistful of her hair and turns her face. She is still alive and looks up at me. 

“This is Gloria,” he says. “Gloria, meet Michelle.” The abused girl's eyes flutter shut again. “Gloria used to be a fervent supporter of the student movement that wants to help the revolutionaries. She has tried to convince me she has changed her mind but I don't believe her. I think she has told me all she can.” 

The girl doesn't move but I see two big tears make their way down familiar paths along her oval face. They reach her chin almost in perfect sync with my own. 

“I have no use for prisoners who have nothing to tell me,” the interrogator says and still holding her head in one arm brings a gun to the back of her head. 

He pulls the trigger. I jump. 

The gun however remains silent, the hammer merely clicks against the spot where the bullet could have been. The girl is oblivious to her own mock execution and I surprise myself when I don't actually faint. It seems my jaded reaction surprises the human monster and for a moment he is off guard. 

I suppose he had been expecting me to faint into a helpless mess on the ground. But his pantomime has veered off script. 

“Huh? You are stronger than you look, little girl,” he says. He bends and removes a thick brown dog collar made of rough leather from around Gloria's neck. “She will not be needing this any longer.” He steps over her body and stands towering over me. He brings the collar to my neck and ties the still warm choker tightly. All I can do is swallow. 

“Excellent, your neck is about the same size as hers.” 

This is when I kiss my tormentor. 

This is the first time I've kissed the monster of my own true volition. It catches him by surprise and for a moment he just lingers and inhales. Then, he pushes me away. 

"Come, baby girl," he says, then stops in his tracks. "You are not actually trying to manipulate me? Are you, little girl?” A laugh. “Trying to manipulate the manipulator, Huh?" 

Sounds like he is talking to himself. He's having an internal debate out in the open. I look around embarrassed for him but nobody seems to care. Soldiers are running about. I hear explosions. For the first time I notice what appears to be a battle raging not far from the prison. 

He waves dismissively, "It doesn't, matter," he says out loud. "Let me tell you the key to proper manipulation,” he starts lecturing as he walks on and I try to follow. My breasts flop about and I blush under the hungry stares of rushing soldiers. "The secret to proper coercion is contrast. You need to impress upon the mind of the individual how utterly helpless and out of depth they are, now that they are your prisoner.” 

“Take Gloria back there, she's pretty: dark-skinned, and young, very young," 

he snickers and I shiver. "What do you think is the best contrast to these characteristics?" He stops and looks at me -- the professor of human torture querying his student. 

"I--, I don't know...” I stammer. 

His face becomes deathly serious and he takes a menacing step towards me. 

Immediately I lift my arms in yet another pathetic gesture of supplication:

“Ugly, white and old." I suggest breathlessly expecting a blow any time now. 

I shiver and wait but the retribution never comes. I look up and see the human monster smiling. 

“Exactly. I had her raped by twenty or so of the oldest, whitest, meanest sons-of-bitches we have here." 

We start walking again and enter his office that reminds me of yesterday. I see my interrogator is taking off his uniform and goose bumps appear along my skin. 

"There, there, little one, no reason to worry, I am sure our brave soldiers outside will have no problem fighting back the terrorist bandits threatening our homeland. Come,” he motions me closer and as I step in, he hugs me tight against his nakedness. It feels soothing to have another person's skin against my own trembling body. 

He feels warm, and this almost makes up for what he tells me next, "I wonder if you are as smooth and wonderful on the inside as on outside.” He places his hands so that they are cupping my ass. My own are pinned between our bodies as I concentrate on breathing. I nuzzle into his chest and feel the beat of his heart as I breathe in the musk of his body. Somewhere, not far, a massive explosion rocks the very foundations of our building, but he doesn't really notice. 

He grabs me tighter and lifts me up from the ground and carries me over to his now familiar desk. My hands are caught between our bodies and my

fingers wrap themselves around his girth. I whimper as I start pumping it. It feels big, too big. I haven’t been with a man since before I gave birth. I think he knows. 

He puts me down across the hard wood. It's free of the pens and papers that had littered its surface before my body had pushed them off to the side yesterday. I catch glimpses of random documents and office miscellanea on the rich Persian rug. Further back I see a dark spot where my breasts had leaked milk last night. Milk meant for my baby, not the monster who had suckled on me instead. 

The desk screeches and complains beneath our weight. Somehow the giant of a man climbs up on the desk by me. I suppose I am smaller than I thought and I try to make myself smaller yet as I exhale and spread my legs wide so that I have to grip the desk with my toes on either side. He grunts and positions himself against my almost virginal center. 

I feel my body grow warmer and grow wet. 

My nipples tighten and I am mortified to realize a growing familiarity with that monster whose sordid demise gives me strength to endure. I realize that had my hands not been clasped, I would reach up and hug him. What kind of horrible person am I becoming? Have I always been such a wanton bitch? Or has this man sullied me into being one? 

I feel his penis, hot and sweaty, brush against my fingers. I moan into his mouth as I return his kiss and reach to position him against my entrance. His massive muscular chest grates and rubs against my breasts leaving red burn marks where his wiry hairs grate against my soft skin. I think he knows his movement rubs me tender and so he forces himself down on me as if trying to meld our bodies into one. 

His movements are painful but his lust makes me wet. 

The reptile that has been coiled inside my head is wide awake now. 

"Move your hands above your head," he orders me as he lifts his body a fraction above mine and I squeeze my bound arms out from between our bodies. He grunts his approval when he presses his hard chest back against my soft breasts and warm abdomen. "I knew black would suit you," he says as he brings in his thick fingers to squeeze them between my neck and the dog collar he has me wearing. The weight of his body forces all the air out of my lungs as he tightens the collar around my neck. 

Unlike yesterday, when he was careful to only restrict my flow of oxygen, today he cuts off my circulation too. I shiver and my body rattles the desk. 

His cock is inside of me I realize. I see his eyes boring into mine. 

"You tighten beautifully, and I love it when you tremble. You do all the work for both of us. You will make me come on your own, you hot little girl!" 

I see his eyes glaze over. 

Everything else is tinged red and his voice is coming at me from far as if from the other end of a tunnel. 

I know nothing. I hear nothing. I see nothing. I feel nothing. I am nothing. 

Then everything stops. 

Light! Bolts of lightning! A thunderstorm? It doesn’t make sense! Nothing makes sense. I cough and the world flits back into my consciousness. 

Laughter. “Wow! I thought you were not coming back! You frightened me.” 

A powerful smack across my face. I cough. Spittle has gone down the wrong pipe. “I had to give you CPR. You had no pulse. Can you imagine that? No pulse. There is a first time for everything. I had never fucked a corpse before. 

“

“Come, you didn’t quite make me finish though,” he steps off the table and picks up a pair of scissors from the floor. He walks around and deftly snaps away my plastic handcuffs. My mind is an incoherent blur as he tries to make me stand but I fall to the ground almost the instant my feet touch the floor. 

“Maybe I’ll whip you for being lazy.” He says and picks me up. I have never been quite that helpless in my life. 

I hold on to his thick neck as he carries me like a small child across the room into an adjacent wash closet. It has a shower! For the first time in what feels like forever I sense a fleeting joy. I haven’t seen a working shower in months. 

Last time I had an actual bath, was back in the jungle. Gosh! Was that only yesterday? It feels like it might have been last year. My baby and I had taken a quick dip in the local stream before joining Il Comandante and Tania on our journey back to the capital. How I miss yesterday! 

“Stand straight!” he orders me. “I need to scrub you down. It is all fun until the prisoner soils herself.” 

He proceeds to soap me up as I do my best to stand on my jittery legs. His busy hands quickly find their inevitable way to my nether parts. They pause before he wills himself away with obvious difficulty. “I so wish we could linger and have fun like I did with Gloria. You know I fisted her? But no time for that now. No. No. No. We have to hurry.” 

I so wish to ask him why. Why do we need to hurry? Are the revolutionaries coming to save me? My tongue does not obey. All that comes out are just grunts and whimpers while the monster that killed me and then brought me back to life, goes about his business. 

Soon he’s done and this time he carries over his back to the office. With every passing minute I detect an ever increasing urgency in his actions. 

Soon we are fucking again, and this time it is real unabashed rape. Gone are the superfluous nibbles on my earlobes, the lingering kisses. This here, now is just your average prison-pounding from the darkest recesses of my nightmares. Suddenly, he freezes. A droplet of his sweat is perched precariously on the stubble of his chin. “Where did they hold you?” He must see the incomprehension in my eyes. “I’ll make it easy for you: Tell me where. Was it at the camp in La Paz or the one in the mountains?” 

I have no idea where La Paz is. Where they took me was plenty mountainous, that is for sure. “Please…” 

“If you want to ever know what happened to your baby, you will tell me right now.” There is steel in his cold black eyes. I know I should be crying but instead I cling to the last straw of hope this monster is giving me. “The mountains,” I say. “They kept us in the mountains.” 

“I don’t believe a word you’re saying,” the monster growls and resumes thrusting. His pounding is bruising me, but I don’t even notice. All I want is to convince him that I mean what I am saying. 

“It is true, you must believe me!” 

He snickers, “Here is what I believe. I believe that you are a whore who cares more about her degenerate compadres than her own flesh and blood. I see it in your eyes. You don’t care about your baby. All you want is to protect your terrorist friends up in the mountains. Maybe you are hoping that they will rescue you. Maybe you are still hoping that when all this is all over, you will be able to get together with them and fuck them all. But let me ask you this: When was your Last. Period. Puta?” 

The last words he accentuates with especially painful thrusts that almost knock me off the table. It takes me a moment to fully comprehend his question. My mind starts drifting and I remember. 

“It ended last Sunday,” I whimper. And the monster explodes in loud laughter. Suddenly he freezes and I feel the twitching of his thick manhood inside of me. He is coming! 

Still I don’t cry but merely am the receptacle of his seed. It goes on for what feels like forever but is probably no more than a minute. 

As I wait, another explosion rocks the building. This time it feels much stronger than the one before. He appears to notice it too and suddenly looks tired. My tormentor has the appearance of yet another exhausted man trampled by fate. 

Behind him, through the giant French window, I catch a glimpse of a hummingbird. It flutters there for a long second as if trying to decide what to make out of the sweaty naked humans inside. Then it zooms off at breakneck speed clearly intent on putting the largest possible distance between us as fast as it possibly can. 

The man looks to see what I’m staring at and smiles lost in some apparent reverie of his own. He is still inside of me and doesn’t seem to mind when I reach down with my hands, now free of their plastic shackles to cup and hold

his balls. His smile broadens. “Such a little puta! You want me to take you for a second ride? Massage me and maybe I will.” 

My words however make him lose his cheer. “Where is my baby and when do I get him back as you promised?” My voice is still shaky but my words do the talking just fine. 

The snake in my mind is fully resuscitated and sniffing for prey. 

“You need to learn to trust me, puta. I told you Loretta has way more experience than you raising little bastards." My heart grows still and the snake in my mind rears its head. 

I curl my fingers around his testicles that just moments ago emptied themselves in my unprotected womb. He imagines I am massaging him and closes his eyes. “You will never see your little bastard again. Right now he and Loretta are probably hundreds of miles away. They had a plane waiting right when they took him from you.” 

In the next instant my tormentor jumps or at least tries to. The image is not unlike a man struck by a bolt of lightning. He tumbles off the desk and drags me after his kicking, writhing and flapping body. 

Me? 

For the first time today I actually feel at peace with myself. I tried every possible reasoned approach to getting my child back. 

They wanted to interrogate me -- fine. I tried to cooperate with whatever crazy demented system they have going in this place. They seemed to decide that I, tiny little Midwestern clueless me, was somehow the Archenemy –

fine. 

I suppose it made some kind of sense, in a sick twisted sort of way, sure. But it did. My husband’s family apparently had been up to their ears fighting these bastards. So what if no one, not even sweet loving Jason, ever thought of telling me anything about it. Probably they didn’t want to shock my innocent American sensibilities. Bad decision right there. Taking your young wife to live in a country where they hate your family with a medieval passion is not wise. But hey – it isn’t the local government’s fault that my deceased

husband was a bit of an idiot apparently. 

Perhaps there was some way of convincing the locals of my cluelessness? 

Perhaps sleeping with the sadistic chief of their security services yesterday was an unfortunate choice, but I was shell-shocked dammit! And very underfucked! But when this animal actually had them take away my baby just so he could manipulate me into doing kinkier stuff, something just twisted in my soul. 

And now I am past being simply hurt – I have snapped. 

I think I am badly broken. 

Beyond redemption. 

Here I am holding on to this monster of a human’s scrotum being tossed around the room as if holding onto a bucking bronco. And all I can think of is if tearing his balls off can actually kill him, and if it does, can I still find where he sent my son? 

A torrent of Latin expletives in ever more plaintive voice keep pouring out of his mouth. 

All I do is squeeze tighter. 

And also twist. He seems to seize up when I do and so I do it again. 

And again. 

He had been trying to get at me and maybe strangle or kick me, or bash my head in. But when we both fell off the table, he landed on his face with me holding him tightly with my hands gripping between his legs. He tried to stand with me on has back, and almost succeeded. Instinctively I did the only thing I could: I squeezed and twisted with every last ounce of strength I had left in me. 

He fell. His scream was so loud, it hurt my ears. So what if his henchmen come running in? Making this sordid palace of torture echo with this monster’s yelps almost makes me giddy with joy. 

But first I needed him to tell me where Loretta took my boy. 

“Where did she take him?” I whisper into his ear lovingly. It makes me think of the way he would talk to me when he still had all the power. 

“You will never see him again. Puta!” I hear an irritating smile in his voice. 

Now the reptile in my head is livid. The monster beneath me screams like he had never screamed before. His voice is preternaturally high, soaring to octaves I think no one has heard since the days of the castrati. How appropriate. Something gives and now I am feeling much more leeway in his scrotum. Wetness covers my hand. Who soiled themselves now? He falls silent and all of or sudden is all soft and immobile beneath me. I am breathless and beyond exhausted as I lie atop my inquisitor. 

“What have you done? “I hear a familiar voice coming from somewhere behind. I crane my neck to see. Tania! 

I faint. 


*****

It is almost twelve long months, sixteen days and thirteen hours since I lost my baby. 

We’re back in the mountains. The revolution failed. Tania and Il Comandante indeed came back to rescue me. I had been a distraction you see. 

They had released me to that brutal animal, my interrogator just so he would stay busy as they snuck in people and materiel in the capital while he wasn’t really paying much attention to the intelligence coming from his network of snitches. 

Their plan worked. Almost. He was plenty busy with me indeed. They were always planning on rescuing me and my baby. What happened with Jace blindsided us all. Even in their darkest nightmares, Il Comandante had never thought the crazy inquisitor at the Ministry of the Interior would separate an infant from its mother. They feel terrible. I haven’t quite forgiven them. I don’t think I ever will. 

They are doing everything in their power to find Loretta and discover what happened to Jace. I am not leaving the country until I find my baby, if it is the last thing I do. 

We cannot ask the interrogator because he is dead. Apparently he had a heart attack. Unfortunately it is obviously quite possible to kill a man by ripping off his scrotum. 





I don’t feel sorry for what I did. If I could, I would do it again. 

I am calm and certain that I shall soon be with my baby. Fate just has a way when it comes to life. 

~The end. 

Elizabeth, His Lordship’s Demure Body-Servant: Volumes 1 through 5

This is the story of Elizabeth's awakening to a life of service. 

It all happened in less than one full day:

Lord Benedict made her family an offer they couldn't refuse. 

She accepted to be his body-servant, not that she knew what that meant. 

Then she discovered its meaning and her responsibilities. 

Soon after that — she wanted more. 

Laura’s Submission

This is the story of Laura’s awakening to a life of service. 

It all happened like in a dream. 

She met a man — strong and ruthless who would claim her from the drudgery of daily life and bring her excitement and intrigue. 

 This novella contains volumes 1-6 of the “Laura’s Submission” series. If you have read them, then you most probably do not need to buy this book. 



Unusual Passions

Unusual Passions: a Bundle of Four Erotic Stories Thank you for reading Taken by the Warlord: The Complete Story . 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. 

Probably 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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