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Part one
Ch. 1
Breaking news

1a.

Kwami stared enrapt down at the straining muscle staked out beside him.  The glory of his success against this sworn enemy flooded Kwami with a sense of power he had never known.  The apeman was still to endure the most unspeakable of slow deaths, to suffer that pleasure that would ring through Kwami’s dreams long into the future.  But even now, before that moment when the first wave of crabs tore into Tarzan’s helplessly out-pinned flesh, Kwami felt that sense of authority and righteousness that was rarely accorded to a member of the human race.  Clearly, he felt, Kwami was born to lead.

The chilling awareness of what was in store for Tarzan was written all over the apeman’s terrified face.  The indomitable apeman had even lowered himself to plead.  Staked out on this beach, pulled impossibly tight by shrunken leather, racked into an agonising stretch impossible to break, the apeman had begged.  Not pleaded for his life, Tarzan knew that would be pointless.  But he pleaded for his death.  Begged Kwami to end his life before the waves of murderous crabs arrived.  Tarzan had tried to disguise his pleadings within a taunt, but Kwami had sneeringly seen through that.  Tarzan had mocked Kwami with the notion that Kwami did not have it in him to kill the apeman himself but always needed others to do his dirty work.  Kwami was not so easily deceived.

He sneered back at his captive, stretched by tight leather between the four stakes, racked already for hours under this unforgiving sun, in undisguisable pain, after hours of taking punishing beatings.  Now condemned by his captor to await the first wave of crabs to attack.  Yes, he assured the apeman, of course Kwami could kill Tarzan with his own bare hands.

“But why miss the fun?”

His screams as hundreds of crabs agonisingly stripped Tarzan’s living flesh from his bones was a music Kwami had planned for months.

So intimately absorbed was Kwami in his dominance over his prey that he did not notice the approaching figure until it was half-way across the beach.  A tall powerful figure that strode purposefully towards him.  The air seemed to bend before him as his broad chest thrust over the beach towards Kwami and his prey.  Kwami frowned.  The man was a head taller than the others that followed in his wake.  His movements spoke as much of strength as did the mounds that bulged off his shoulders, his muscled stride bore authority, manly bearing radiated out of every step.  He seemed to glide effortlessly over the soft sand that others stumbled in.  He was grace and muscle incarnate, he was all-man.  Kwami loathed this cousin of his.

Kwami scowled at Manu instantly.  He frowned because he did not know why he was here.  Automatically Kwami rose to his feet beside his apeman prisoner.  Protectively.  Manu was much taller by far, Kwami had no intention of meeting this unwelcome intrusion while he was still down on his knees.

Truth be told, Kwami disliked Manu intensely.  He always had.  Resented his over-bearing manliness since a child.  And his sudden appearance at this moment instantly robbed Kwami of his sense of success and well-being.  Stripped Kwami of his moment of triumph.  Kwami resented that intrusion.  In an unaccountable flash of fury Kwami glowered back at his father’s nephew.  As always, Manu impressed.  Manu always impressed.  He was all Mtwala-warrior.  Just, as boys, they all had aspired to be.  Yet only a few like Manu had become like that.  In the dying light of the sun, his chest somehow shone like burnished gold.  Somehow, Manu’s skin always caught the light.  And today Manu shone like a polished stone.  And that chest too was as hard as stone.  Kwami hated him for it.  Manu was all-man.  Perfectly shaped, broad strong shoulders, narrow tight-muscled waist, long strong toned legs.  Just as legends foretold a Mtwala warrior should be.  And just as the chunky Kwami was not.

Manu stopped by Tarzan’s up-stretched straining arm and stared in challenging silence at Kwami.  A strong muscled presence that towered over the staked-out victim and his vanquisher.  And Manu just glared.  The pair of cousins stood waiting for the other to break the silence.  Challenge chilled the air.

Then Manu glanced down authoritatively at Kwami’s prize stretched-out motionless between them.  Without a word, Manu bent down and picked up Tarzan’s own blade that Kwami had left tauntingly by Tarzan’s sweat-dried armpit in the sand.  Without a single word he twisted round and sliced through one of the leather cords that stretched Tarzan’s arm to one of the stakes.  Without asking permission.  As if he had every right.  Without a glance at Kwami to judge his reaction.  He ignored Kwami’s look of total astonishment and sliced through the other cord.

“He’s mine”, Kwami blurted out in protest.

“The chief wants him”, Manu answered curtly.  His every gesture betrayed his lack of respect for the chief’s son.  In fact, every look carried disdain.

Underneath their glowering looks, Tarzan groaned long and hard, clenching his teeth.  Bone had been pulling away from bone in his armpits for a seeming eternity of body-crippling pain, muscle had been racked into torments beyond endurance.  Even in release of his arms, Tarzan’s body screamed out in protest.  The easing of the agonised stretch sent blistering spasms of agony crackling through his arms setting nerves on edge, sending lightning flashes up to set ablaze his pain-splayed finger tips.

“He’s mine, I captured him”, Kwami insisted.

“He belongs to the tribe”, Manu spat back.  No questions asked.

With a bearing that dared Kwami to refuse, Manu held out Tarzan’s knife to Kwami and ordered,

“Release his legs!”

Instinctively, Kwami’s arm obeyed.  His out-stretched hand nearly grasped the blade.  Until he got a grip and tore his hand back.  Until he realised his mistake.  And suddenly Kwami felt a fool that he had nearly let Manu win this battle of wills.

Unconcerned, Manu held his arm out sideways.  

“Release the apeman’s legs”, he commanded.  Not even bothering to look.  Someone would obey, someone always obeyed Manu’s command.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

1b.

Kwami saw it was Mzama who took the knife.  One of the two brothers who had been Kwami’s man till now.  Who had competed with Bukawa his brother to cripple the apeman earlier in the day.  Then Kwami remembered.  Manu and the two brothers had long been thick as thieves.  Every young aspiring warrior was friends with Manu.  But there had been a special bond between these two brothers and Manu.  They had hunted together, they had wrestled together and tested themselves.  They had been initiated into manhood together.  They were old close friends.  The kind of friends strangely bonded together by using each other to test their youthful enquiring bodies.  And now they had swapped sides.  Kwami cast a look over the other men who had joined with Manu when he strode over the beach.  Half Kwami’s own men seemed to have sided with Manu.  Manu who was born to lead.

Kwami managed to control himself not to look down when howls of pain erupted from beneath.  He knew he had to out-glare his rival cousin.  Despite himself, he succeeded not to be diverted to the tormented hissing beneath as Tarzan’s body shook in agonies when the tension of his over-stretched thighs were released and movement flashed crippling pains through his legs.  Kwami knew the threat from this rival from his tribe.  If his own father, the chief, ever chose to disown Kwami, Manu was the next-in-line to become chief.  And he would be a more popular choice.  The bastard had it all.  Head-turning good looks, the perfect manly specimen.  A manful presence that had women drooling and men following blindly.  Kwami struggled to compete.  And he knew he had never won.

Beneath Tarzan nearly fainted with the pain.  His legs had been over-stretched for hours.  The muscles in his widespread thighs had been a mass of crippling strain and weakening trembles for hours.  When Mzama cut through the cord and his muscles relaxed, it was like all the demons in hell tore their claws down the inside of his thighs.  Ripping him slowly apart.

“The chief has commanded that the apeman be fetched to the village”, Manu continued with an unflinching glare.  Kwami had boasted wildly of his plans to capture the apeman and bring him to this encounter with the crabs.  Manu had known just where to come to collect Tarzan.

“The chief has been offered a great price for him”, Manu added.  “I’m taking him back”.

Enough explanation, Kwami would get no more answer than that!  Such was the disdain in Manu’s tone.

“But he’s my prisoner”.

Manu’s eyes just scoffed.  His glance said it all.  Kwami could hear his voice faltering under the authoritative glare from Manu.  In the face of this animal strength, Kwami felt himself wilting  He shot a glance down at the groaning by his feet, as much in an effort to escape the overpowering authority in Manu’s eyes.  Tarzan lay rigid with torture, yet his whole torso seemed to shudder with violent shocks.  Every muscle seemed to swell to bursting with the pains from his release.

“Tarzan belongs to the tribe”, Manu repeated, his voice revealing he would take no nonsense.  “Your own father  -  your chief  -  has decreed it so”.  Matter-of-fact.  End of the matter.  The tone of Manu’s declaration was final.

Manu had no need to ask permission.

“Get the apeman up!” he ordered. “Bring him”.

It was Mzama and his brother who seized the weakened Tarzan by his wrists and started hauling him to his feet.  Tarzan yelled out in excruciating agonies when strong arms grabbed at his pain-stretched arms and yanked him upright.  Instantly, devastating pains seized his whole body.  The yank on his arms pulled him upright.  The movements flooded his insides with body-crippling agonies, his mind howled in protest at the sudden jarring moves.  Pulled to his feet, his legs instantly gave way.  Automatically, pain erupted in his arms as the brothers grabbed at him awkwardly to keep his collapsed body upright.  Lightning flashes burst in his armpits.  He nearly passed out from the sizzling pains.

Unconcerned for the agony convulsing in their grip, Bukawa and his brother threw Tarzan’s arms over their shoulders and hauled him up to his feet.  His legs had collapsed.  Tarzan hung lifeless yet shaking in agony and hissing with pain between the brothers’ strong shoulders.  His tortured shoulder joints screeching with every rough move,

“Take him”, commanded Manu, still staring at Kwami, still defying him to protest.

Kwami watched helplessly entrapped by Manu’s manful glare as the two brother dragged his prize away, Tarzan’s arms wrapped over their shoulders.  His whole body alive with pain and flooded with agonised stiffness.  Every muscle in his back stood rigid as pain flooded through his veins as if it was his blood.  His feet dragged helpless and weak in the soft sand as the brothers heaved him away, back to the tribe.

Suddenly enfeebled, Kwami fell unaccountably into line.  He resented it.  But he found himself falling in behind the procession.  Following behind his broad-shouldered cousin, submitting to the muscled presence of his father’s nephew, the cousin whom Kwami resented and who easily had dominated him in this match of wills.  

And following Tarzan.  Dragged half-senseless away.  His body torn by the agonies of his weakness.  Flooded with the horrors of Kwami’s tortures.  Barely aware of what was going on.  Hauled off to a fate he did not know.  Hauled away to be offered to the buyer who had agreed to pay any price to meet the apeman again.

1c.

Why the hell couldn’t these savages make themselves better understood?

But Bannerman never finished the thought properly.  Suddenly he had to shift down gears and use the splendid gearing on the Landrover to lever himself out of the mud.  He revved up, he felt the steering wheel wrench on his powerful arms as the car lurched out of the mud’s heavy grip.  It had been a downpour since he opened his eyes early that morning.  A tropical storm like few he could remember.  Now, he was battling through heavy cloying mud and dense jungle in the middle of the next night and there had been no let up in the rain.  

The phone call had come about midnight.  Bannerman looked surprised at the clock over the shoulder of the sleeping woman who had picked him up at the ex-pat club that night.  He had frowned.  So late?  A call after midnight?

The line had been bad.  As it usually was from one of those remote trading posts in the middle of nowhere.  Bannerman struggled to make out anything from the static and the West African gutturally speaking in poor English.  But his heart leapt at the magic words.

“We’ve got him. Tarzan.  Come”.

Without a moment’s hesitation, Bannerman threw on his khaki shirt and slipped into his shorts and boots.  The woman could sort herself out the next day when she woke.  She’d got what she came for.  Suddenly Bannerman’s plans of the last five years had fallen into place.  This woman?  Well, she had the bits in the right places.  But Tarzan was his.  No woman could match that.

“We’ve got Tarzan.  Come”.

For two hours, through the middle of the night, Bannerman had raced heart-thumping with excitement over the road.  Visibility had been atrocious.  The rain pounded onto the tarmac and bounced aggressively back up.  But Bannerman was determined.  And as excited as hell.  Riskily he kept his foot down and covered the distance in less than two hours.  Then he should have had only another half an hour on this dirt track to the riverside meeting point.  But the non-stop rain had turned the earth into a quagmire and it had taken at least a never-ending hour lurching and sliding in the mud towards the river where the boat had been waiting.

Bannerman’s shirt was glued to his hard sculpted shoulders by the time he got out of the Landrover and sprinted over to the bank of the river.  His boots were then gripped tight by the thick black mud that stood slippery and menacing between him and the dug-out canoe.  Dense solid thighs sucked his boots out of the black sludge with every step as Bannerman worked his way to the waiting boat.  Sodden to the skin in seconds.  As indicated, he slipped into the back and Bannerman noticed the savages pushed off from the bank instantly.  They were all in a hurry to get back to the remote village to claim the bounty.  The money for the prize Bannerman had been waiting for these last five years.

The rain continued in a never-ending deluge.  But at least, thought Bannerman, it was warm.  He eased away his khaki shorts that were clutching tightly at his thick-muscled thighs.  The heavy covering of long blond hair on his forearms that spoke of his heritage lay flattened and drenched to his skin.  But with every powerful sway of the savages’ paddles, Bannerman knew they were bringing him closer to his goal.  He eased his head backwards and contentedly let the pounding rain splatter over his granite-hewn face.  Torrential rain stung at his square chin but with every strong thrust that he felt of their paddles, Bannerman knew he was one moment closer to his dream.

His eyes took in the powerful bare black back in front thrusting his paddle into the river.  With a professional interest, Bannerman found himself assessing the value of this savage.  Thick strong neck, powerful hard-working muscle on square-cut shoulders.  He’d have got a good price in the past for just such a buck.  But that was in a former life.  Before that interfering apeman had got him put down.  Before Bannerman had spent the worst five years of his life.  An eternal nightmare thanks to a meddling Tarzan.  That self-appointed law-keeper of the jungle.  Before Bannerman had been forced to spend five never-ending years in his living hell.  The only bright light had been the time spent plotting.  Plotting this moment of a meeting that was about to come true.  

Bannerman had found more profitable outlets since his release.  Guns brought more than human flesh.  There were enough black megalomaniacs in Africa desperate for power and guns to keep Bannerman going for years to come.  But the sight of that strong black muscled black buck in front reminded Bannerman.  He had other things up his sleeve if the gun trade failed him.  Human flesh still fetched a good price in Africa.  Especially the right kind.  If times ever got hard again, savages like this one in front had better watch out.

But first, his dream.  First, his debt.  Or rather, first to cash in that incalculable debt Tarzan owed.



Ch. 2
Impatience

2a.  

Kwami lay alone on the floor of his hut.  A mixture of anger, uncertainty and feeling thoroughly downhearted was keeping him awake.  All night he had heard the rain beating it down, beating out a drumbeat to his aching doubts.  Outside he could still hear the splatter of driving rain pounding in the mud.  Out there, in the rain-sodden darkness, he could only sense that prize possession he’d been robbed of.  Tarzan stolen by Manu, ordered for some grand price by a white man, handed over to the tribe for safe keeping, Tarzan, Kwami’s rightful prize, hanging slumped between the two stakes, pounded by a night of driving rain.  Somewhere out there unseen in the darkness.  
Manu had had the audacity to return Tarzan to his father as if Manu himself had taken Tarzan prisoner.  Manu had out-manoeuvred Nkonu and successfully ingratiated himself with his own father.  As he always would, that sickeningly toadying bastard.   He had even offered that white woman to his father to keep him warm for the night.  What could the frail old man do with her?  The sick old man could barely keep his eyes open.  She should be here with Kwami warming his bed, helping him to sleep.  Kwami was still unsure how but somehow that many would pay.

And on the other side of the compound, he suspected Manu was lying there, a woman on either side.  Pandering to his needs, hands sickeningly roaming over that muscle-hard body.  Burning with resentment, Kwami seethed, Manu never was short of willing bed-mates.  He’d seen those treacherous brothers go into Manu’s hut too for the night.  Rutting and grunting they’d be, swapping and changing-over their women, the sweat of their sex cooling on muscled chests, the ease of release warming their loins.  While Kwami had spent the night alone with his hand.  Like Tarzan out there in the rain.  Friendless, womanless.  Robbed even of the apeman’s blond woman.  Tortured by his own self-doubts.  The rain pelting down.  He still had to work it out.  But somehow he’d get even on all three.

A flash of a lit match caught his attention.  A plume of smoke from the white man’s hut.   The glow of a cigarette.  That Bannerman too was awake, standing it seemed inside the doorway to his hut.  The man who had unaccountably offered a rich reward for bringing in the apeman and had thwarted Kwami of his personal goal.  Watching out for his bounty through the darkness and the driving rain.  Even Bannerman had been gifted with the pleasure of two women to while away the time.  Bannerman who’d got his apeman and was being pleasured by two women for the night.  Who’d robbed Kwami of his final triumph over Tarzan on the beach

Bannerman had struggled back into his sodden undershorts and stood inside the hut doorway killing his impatience with a cigarette.  He had slept intermittently, despite the women’s best efforts.  All night he had be disturbed by the growl of thunder, his sleep had been broken by the pounding of the rain on the roof.  The women had done their best to tire him out.  There was something special about having a black savage’s woman at your bidding in your bed.  Compared to that ex-pat engineer’s wife he’d abandoned earlier the previous morning, they seemed to have been trained to show appreciation for what they got.  Time and again, singly and together they’d diverted his mind, got his pulse racing.  But there was only one prize Bannerman ached to get his hands on that night.

That trophy hung exhausted and unconscious in the blackness outside, pounded by this rain, pinned out between the two stakes.  Bannerman stood at the door and tried to make him out in the blackness.  Clouds darkened the sky, the rainstorm had put out the fires, dowsed the torches that before had illuminated his treasure.  Impatient, even if he peered out and squinted through the storm, Bannerman could not make out the figure that these years of bitterness had been about.  

But sure as hell, he knew what to do when first they met.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

2b. 

He stood behind Tarzan, unseen, unsuspected.  The arms of his prized target were stretched out to the sides, ropes pinning him in place between the stakes.  Bannerman could scarcely believe that the object of his year-long hatred was at last in his hands.  That broad back offered up to him, strong and muscled, waiting unsuspecting for whatever Bannerman chose to do.  Unaware of the predator prowling behind.  The powerful fighting arms locked uselessly in place by thick rope.  Arms trapped, unable to come to Tarzan’s aid.  Those thick rounded thighs swaying as Tarzan slumbered in his captivity unaware of the equally muscled threat lurking behind.  

It had been a long and painful time coming.  This moment was sweet.  Too sweet indeed to rush.  But the temptation to make a move too was almost overpowering, the moment too right.  Bannerman had tried crushing his fingers together to control his need.  But this element of surprise was too great.  

Bannerman crept up silently on the slumbering target, the softness of his step belying the power that moved his muscled frame.  He paused one pace away from the resting solid muscled back holding his breath and gripped the club tighter in his right hand.  Silently he breathed in, scented the unsuspecting prey.  Listening for sound, watching out for signs that Tarzan might indeed be alert.  Or alert to the menace in his back.  Content to hear his victim’s relaxed breathing as he slumbered innocent of the shock one step behind.  

Convinced Tarzan was unaware of him, Bannerman struck.

Two warning signs happened less than a split second apart.  But by then it was already too late.  The constriction slammed across Tarzan’s windpipe.  The solid bare chest rammed itself into Tarzan’s back.  And heaved back on the club.

Tarzan exploded in shock out of his rest.  Something crushing his windpipe.  Couldn’t breathe.  Someone immensely strong hauling on a constriction trapping him.  Pinning him against a body hard in his back.  He could not escape.  Could not breathe.

Bannerman gripped the club underhand, a hand either side of Tarzan’s neck.   And he heaved.  Biceps turned to rock.  He’d done hundreds of bicep curls a day for years, nothing could break this grip.  Not even Tarzan could break his determination.  Teeth gritted with effort, heart leaping with the success of surprise.  Bannerman heaved his helpless victim against his solid muscled pecs.  The bicep curl lifted the club automatically higher under the chin, forcing Tarzan’s head back against his own.  Bannerman grunted pleasurably with the physical effort.  This was the kind of workout he’d dreamed of.  His face creased with lines of exertion as the muscled rocks of his arms throttled Tarzan.

Shock turned to desperation.  He felt Tarzan shudder with panic.  Bannerman sensed him tremble, felt a shock of fear against his own muscled front.  Then Bannerman felt the first signs of desperation  Tarzan’s shoulders wriggled, tight bunches of muscle writhed.   The back fought to twist and break out of the iron grip.  Tarzan’s head rocked, he writhed struggling to break free.  Uselessly.

Bannerman had practised this move a hundred times.  He tested his strength with a club tight around a tree.  He knew he could hold on like this , his muscles burning with strain and effort.  He could hold on for five minutes.  A tree didn’t struggle, a tree didn’t writhe.  But a windpipe would crush before a tree trunk did.

Desperate gagging noises broke from Tarzan’s mouth.  A sudden flush of sweat glued their bodies together.  A heat flared between their straining torsos.  Bannerman wished he could see Tarzan’s face.  Eyes popping with fear, face distorted, mouth gaping wide in shock, gagging in desperation for air.  Choking, Tarzan’s hips jammed hard backwards into his.  Fighting to break free.  But he’d be weakening.  Running out of breath.  Strangling.  Afraid of dying.

But Bannerman didn’t want Tarzan dead.  Not yet.  He’d not decided yet how he wanted the apeman dead.  But slowly, not like this.  His grip of the club ends tightened, his biceps striated and trembling.  He wanted him shocked, terrified.  Remembering this moment.  He didn’t want his victim dead, not yet.  They hadn’t even met again.

Against his chest, he felt Tarzan’s efforts weakening, he felt the body sag, knees giving in.  Time to say hello.

With a grunted release of effort, he broke the grip.  Instantly Tarzan burst forwards, his knees gave way and he slumped forward off the ropes.  Satisfying sounds of retching hit Bannerman’s ears.  Animal-like spluttering.  Coughing up his guts.  Tarzan gasping and wrenching noisily air into his burning lungs.  His whole body shaken in violent fits of coughing, head down. His back erupting in uncontrolled heaving fits.  Bannerman watched satisfied from behind. Helluva way to greet a long-lost friend!

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

2c. 

Bannerman grinned to himself at the look of confusion on Tarzan’s face.  He knew he’d be surprised – in more ways than one.  Tarzan was still noisily gasping in air after the attack but eyeing him with shock and suspicion.  Bannerman saw him stretch his neck to assess the damage to his windpipe.  A wince of pain creased that hated face, making him erupt into another coughing fit.  Doubled him up, retching, spitting, giving Bannerman a warm satisfying glow in his gut.

Bannerman stood there, shirtless, slapping the club menacing into the sides of his work-built thighs.  The other hand up behind his head, squeezing the back of his neck.  Deliberately.  Emphasising the bulging bicep he had worked on for months just for this day.  Showing off the changes to his body that had happened since they had last met.

Since Tarzan’s tricks had got him sent down, Bannerman’s life had been in preparation for this one moment.  He’d always been big but the chunky rugby-player build had got defined in that hell-hole.  He’d put on 30 pounds, all muscle.  He’d lost inches on his waist.  All solid, ridged, knotted, defined.  A match for Tarzan any day.  

Tarzan getting him put down had been the reason for this day.  Five years Bannerman had been working out this plan.  If anyone was responsible for them meeting like this, it was Tarzan.

“Bannerman!”  Tarzan croaked over a burning throat. “You’re out.  Already?”

“Never heard of good behaviour, apeman?”

“You deserved 20 years for what you did”, Tarzan snapped.  

“Couldn’t prove it though, could you, apeman!” Bannerman taunted back.

“You traded in people’s lives.  Stole fathers away, sold bread-winners into slavery to feed your lifestyle”.  

Tarzan’s face creased as the burn in his windpipe erupted when he swallowed.

“Families went hungry”, he spat out spluttering, resentful he hadn’t got Bannerman sent down for more.  “Children starved”.

Bannerman had come up close, his bare solid chest only a step away.

“Proof, apeman.  You couldn’t get the proof”.  Bannerman’s mocking finger flicked the hair out of Tarzan’s eyes.  He was proud of the way he had covered his tracks.  They’d had to get him for the minor charge of tax evasion rather than trading in human flesh.  But it had still been five years of hell.  Frustrated, the cops had made sure Bannerman got the worst prison in the land.  All of it down to this useless piece of shit pinned out between two stakes.

“So what do you want?”  Tarzan glared back at Africa’s No. 1 slave trader. 

Bannerman felt a rush of excitement, he felt Tarzan’s gaze taking him in.  Sizing him up.  The new Bannerman, the new threat that had come to get him.  Pure masculinity, 100% muscled aggression.

“Want?  Want, apeman?  There’s nothing more I want.  I’ve got just what I want.  What I want, what I’ve planned for.  What I’ve got.  You.  Who I want, where I want, just how I want”.

The leering smile covered the whole of his face.

His finger traced down the furrow in Tarzan’s chest just to make the point.  Tarzan could do nothing about it.

Tarzan yanked his chest back off the offending finger.

“Gonna sell me into slavery now, are you?”  

His lips curled into a snarl.  Tarzan still resented the fact that justice had not been done.

“Na, not into human flesh any more. Too risky.  They’re out watching to catch me out, of course.  Hoping I’ll slip up and they can get me back inside.  Na, change of business”.

Bannerman deliberately shrugged his shoulders.  Slowly, just to let his captive get a sight of the power he was up against.  The new solid mounds that bulged either side of Bannerman neck.

“There’s more money in guns.  Africa’s teeming with tin-pot warlords fighting their little civil wars”.

“And innocent people get caught in the middle”, Tarzan spat out in disgust.

Banner closed the gap, standing chest to chest with his prize.

“Business, apeman”, his hand stretched out and a finger caressed Tarzan’s cheek in mock friendliness.

“Someone’s gonna do it.  Why not me?”

Tarzan whipped his head away in anger.  Bannerman grinned knowingly.  Then he smashed a grimace of pain across Tarzan’s face, his cheek stinging from the whiplash off the back of Bannerman’s hand.  

“But you’d not understand that, living here in this god-forsaken jungle.  What would an apeman know of business?”

His hand stroked at the flaring red mark burning across Tarzan’s windpipe.  Tarzan clenched his teeth together at this mauling, tore his head away and glared back in anger.

“You’re an animal” Tarzan spat back.  “They should have thrown away the key”.

Bannerman’s left hand was stroking over Tarzan’s scalp.  Clearing the strands of matted hair off his face.

“Is that a way to greet an old friend?” 

A smile on his face, Bannerman asked with mock hurt.

Suddenly, Bannerman’s hand gripped hard in the back of Tarzan’s hair.  With a yank, he pulled Tarzan’s head hard over to one side.  Eyeball-to-eyeball.  Tearing painfully at Tarzan’s scalp.  The grimace of shock in Tarzan’s face warmed Bannerman’s resolve.  

The grunt of his effort was all the warning Tarzan got.  His guts exploded.  His backbone shot back, his face slammed into Bannerman’s chest.  All the wind in his guts spewed into Bannerman’s shoulder.

Bannerman had rammed the end of the club straight into Tarzan’s stomach.  With all the power he had trained into his right shoulder, Bannerman smacked the club end-first into Tarzan’s unsuspecting abs.  A thud fuelled by five years in the slammer.  A thump burning with five years of resentment.  A whack of shock that was meant to prove to Tarzan that it was a new Bannerman that had come back for him.  A Bannerman that was just as strong.  Just as determined.

Tarzan felt the bellow of pain explode in his guts.  A hammerblow into his stomach pounded the air out of his lungs.  A firestorm ripped through his burning windpipe and bawled out in shock over Bannerman’s shoulder.  He shook and shuddered into his attacker.  Coughing, spluttering, gasping for air.  

“Thanks for asking, old friend.  Prison was hell”, Bannerman hissed.

In his state Tarzan missed the warning signs.  That sudden tensing in the shoulder, the release of energy.  The first he knew was another blow in his guts that seemed to smack at his backbone.  The force up under his ribs lifted him off his feet.  A thunderclap smacked him up in the air.  A lightning strike shuddered through his guts.  The bellow of agony burst before gravity smacked him back over Bannerman’s shoulder.  

“It was hell”, snapped Bannerman.  But Tarzan did not hear.

“As you’re gonna find out”.

Bannerman’s knee was already lifting but Tarzan did not know, his mind focussed on hauling in breath.  Not till a knee, powered by bulging bodybuilder’s thighs, smacked him hard in the balls.  All the torments of hell exploded in Tarzan’s crutch.  Pain slithered him off Bannerman’s chest, his hips folded, his knees collapsed.   Coughing, heaving for air, sharp pains biting at his balls, abs burning, Tarzan hung off his ropes, his head jerking in pain against Bannerman’s solid abs.

“Yeah, prison was hell.  Welcome, Tarzan.  It’s party time”, Bannerman sneered.  “Your party, apeman.   Guest of honour”.

+ + + + + + + + + + + +

2d. 

But it hadn’t happened like that.  Not yet.  Not with Bannerman stalking up on Tarzan like that and choking him from behind.  He’d imagined that first moment of their meeting a hundred times.  Infinite variations.  He’d felt the smack of that stick a thousand times, whenever his fist had thudded ruthlessly into a tattered punchbag.  

But it was still dark outside.  Impatience ate away at Bannerman’s heart.  He stood inside the entrance of the hut and threw his cigarette out into the mud.  Lost in thoughts, his hand travelled over the hardness of his chest.  Absent-mindedly as his eyes strained to spot his prize out there in the rain, a finger flickered lightly bringing a nipple to life.  Bannerman was proud of what had happened to his body since last they had met.  Ironically a change gifted him by the prey he’d had chased down and trapped.  Built by him through days of gruelling hard labour.  Sweating mindlessly under the harsh glare of the sun.  Blow after punishing blow swinging that enormous hammer into concrete.  And after, thousands of pained grunts pushing rusty weights up off his chest.  All for this moment to arrive.

Would it never stop?  The rain still thudded on the roof of the hut, splattered at the mud, so loud he couldn’t hear the women’s light snores.  Bannerman stood just inside the hut peering out into the darkness.  Out there, between him and his prize, rain splattered invisible into the puddles.  Loud like the non-stop beating on a broken drum.  His heart raced at the thought that his goal was oh-so close.  A tingling awoke in his sodden undershorts at the prospect.  A familiar prickling he had felt these five years of planning and anticipation.  

In all his fantasies about that moment when they first met, Bannerman had imagined that scene in many ways, infinite variations.  And in every one he’d been shirtless.  Their eyes meeting for the first time since Bannerman’s visit to hell.  Tarzan’s eyes getting a first shocked view of the threat that had run him down.  Feeling the tip of his nub turning solid, sensing a tingle prickle at the tip of his cock, Bannerman was burning to get his hands on his prize, feeling himself growing, getting excited that fulfilling his ambitions was within his grasp.  His other hand stroking with enjoyment over the hardness in his muscled abs.  Fingertips playing in the long blond hair of his treasure trail, solid mounds projecting on either side.  Bannerman cast a glance up at the sky he could not see.  In his mind he’d run through this first meeting many times.  He’d never had it pissing down, though.  Would this bloody rain ever stop?




Ch. 3
March in anguish

3a. 

Bannerman peered out into the darkness hungry for sight of the trapped prey he’d bought and had tracked down.  He’d got soaked to the skin on the river journey here.  His sodden shirt had clung tight to his broad shoulders as he leapt from the boat.  His strong hard-labour-built legs had fought with the sticky mud by the river hauling his boots out of its deep black suck.  Risking falling in the black silt, desperate to meet with his prize.

Bukawa had jumped out of the boat up to his knees in water to haul the canoe in for their benefactor.  But the white man seated behind him was already up and striding through the river to the shore.  After getting to the bank, though, Bannerman managed to contain his impatience and he had come at a dignified but fast pace into the village, tramping through puddles, mud splashing at his bare legs.  Excitement burning in his heart.  And there he was.  Bannerman’s years of expectation.  And in that instant Bannerman had felt a sharp splash of disappointment. Like a biting slap in the face.  

Hardly the figure of manly magnificence he remembered.  Hardly the way Bannerman had imagined it.  For months he’d seen this image of their reunion.  For years he imagined this meeting, Tarzan clawing against his bonds, his spirit refusing to give in.  Muscles straining as his arms bulged and knotted fighting the ropes.  The shock at the sight of Bannerman’s arrival crushing the fighting strength that had been persistently straining against his bonds.

What met his gaze was a figure broken and beaten, arms stretched out sideways to stakes, unconscious, unable to stand.  Drooped between the poles, pounded by the rain, water pouring off the plastered hair covering his slumped face.  Rain-streaked mud plastered Tarzan’s chest, clumps of sodden clay dripped off his scalp.  Tarzan didn’t look the part Bannerman had dreamed, he looked done-in.  This was not the magnificent muscled prey that Bannerman had dreamed.

Close-up, he saw heavy bruising over Tarzan’s stomach, the signs of lash-marks disfiguring his hard-muscled flesh.  A flash of annoyance ripped through Bannerman’s gut.  That kind of punishment was a task Bannerman had promised himself.  That was not what he had paid for.  These savages had done Tarzan over.  They had done him in.  This damage had come from more than the effort needed to suppress the apeman at capture.  The bastards had tortured Tarzan.  Not once, time and again.  That was his job.  That was what Bannerman had paid for.  What he had planned for.

A big black bruiser came over and greeted Bannerman.  Tall, hugely built, impossibly handsome.  A perfect specimen of the savage black.  Self-assurance and confidence oozed out of every pore despite the biting rain running off his square-set chest.  Cash-registers automatically chinked in Bannerman’s head.  Rain pouring down this savage’s shaved head.  Instinctively Bannerman’s eyes gave him the professional once-over.  In a flash, his eyes saw the muscled chest, the thickness of the shoulders, the tight ridges on that stomach.  Automatically the starting price was set.  High.  Hell, this tribe seemed to breed the type.

The savage had greeted Bannerman, seemingly unconcerned by the pelting rain that pounded off his near-naked body.  But Bannerman was disappointed, even furious.  He wasn’t paying for damaged goods, he said.  He gestured.  The big black looked concerned, apologised.  He explained the apeman looked worse than he was.  He’d still been putting up a fight when they staked him out between the posts.  Rest, he suggested to Bannerman, that’s what Bannerman needed.  

Who the fuck did this savage think he was, thought Bannerman?  “Salesman of the month”?  Bannerman had eyes for himself.  He knew what damage these savages had done to his dream prize.  Get out of the rain, the black with the impossibly sale-worthy physique had said.  Nothing to do till it stopped.  In the morning when the rain had stopped, Bannerman would see Tarzan in his proper light.  Bannerman would get what he had paid for.  He would find the price was right.    And Bannerman would find the two women waiting in the hut an agreeable way to help him while away the time.  They were the best, said the handsome brute.  He should know, he said with a wink.  Salesman of the month, indeed!  Free gifts now!

Those women had done their job all right.  Bannerman felt less tense.  But he stood there in the entrance to the hut listening to the splatter of the god-dammed rain.  Aching to take on his prize.  He had thought those injuries through, though.  OK, Tarzan had been well and truly done over.  But maybe, these savages had saved Bannerman time.  He realised that with Tarzan injured like that, his flesh beaten, his muscled torso bruised, - from the first blow Bannerman laid on him, Tarzan would be jumping with pain.  Perhaps these savages had done him a favour, after all.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

3b.

Manu walked behind him, surprised about the state of the prisoner.  Was this the living legend called Tarzan?  This struggling specimen was the jungle lord?  Barely able to stand, unable to walk, making no effort to resist?  On the beach while he’d been asserting his authority against his rival Kwami, Manu had paid little attention to the apeman.  Manu had found Kwami with Tarzan staked out in the sun, his body impossibly tightly racked, every muscle painfully over-stretched, joints cracking with the strain.  And when his friends Mzama and Bukawa dragged the apeman to his feet, Manu had vaguely been aware of how the apeman had looked done in.  How he called out with every move.  How he couldn’t stand, he had to be supported by the brothers.  The apeman was completely shattered.  But Manu had still been intent on staring down Kwami as they dragged the apeman to his feet.  Asserting his authority over his cousin to remove his prisoner, it had only vaguely registered with Manu that - whatever Kwami had done to him - Tarzan was a physical wreck.  

Now, striding behind his friends dragging their prize away, Manu could scarcely believe the state of this famed fighter, this myth of the forests hardly able to move, groaning with pain at every twitch of his powerfully-built body.  Manu was a warrior, he knew strength when he saw it on the apeman’s frame.  But this figure that the brothers were dragging across the beach was strong, tough.  But a wreck.  Manu had lived with a strong and resilient body all his life.  He could see the strength in Tarzan’s physique.  He knew male power when he saw it.  He’d mixed with men just as powerfully built all his life.  Mixed, played and fought with the toughest of men.  Matched himself in combat with strong built men like Bukawa and his brother.  He fought and respected men built like this Tarzan.  He knew toughness when he met it.  

But the legendary jungle lord was impossibly wrecked, not even making the slightest attempt to resist.  Or stand up to them.  Manu remembered now how that knife had sliced through the rawhide that stretched Tarzan to the stakes.  The shrunken leather had snapped like a dry stick.  At the release, the apeman had jerked back like a broken spring.  Pain not relief had shot through his arm, a sharp stabbing cry breaking on the air.  His legs were now dragging behind in the sand, hanging between the brothers’ arms.  Conscious but lifeless.  Groaning, grunting, crying out with his pains.  The human frame could only take so much.  What had that idiot Kwami done to this legendary warrior?


And what about that white man when he saw what they were bringing back?  Manu worried about his reaction when they brought back a Tarzan that had been tortured into near-unconsciousness.  That idiot Kwami.  The stranger who had offered such a good price for the apeman.  Might he refuse to pay up when he saw the goods he’d bought so badly damaged?  Kwami’s obsession with Tarzan might have robbed them of the generous bounty.  A benefit for everyone to enjoy.  

On the other hand, dimly at the back of his mind, Manu got a sense that this mistake of Kwami’s might have something in it he could exploit.  It could not harm his own case if the white man threatened not to pay up.  Manu had done his part, he had brought Tarzan back for the white man’s bounty.  It was that self-centred ox Kwami that endangered the wealth of the tribe.  It might not do Manu any harm at all, if chief turned against his own son in anger and disgust.

His friends Mzama and Bukawa had dragged off the prize that the chief had sent Manu to fetch.  They had struggled hauling his limp unresisting torso through the ankle-deep soft sand, Tarzan had scarcely been able to make a move.  He just groaned out at the pain when they stumbled along with him, hissing in at the pain of being dragged off the two muscled brothers’ arms.  Manu walking close behind had heard his shudders of pain, he had noticed the spasms tremble rigid down the muscled back, the feet dragging submissive through the hot sand.  Manu had spotted no effort to resist, no effort to break free.  Tarzan could not even make any effort even to stand.

They had reached the point on the edge of the forest where Kwami’s men were still keeping guard over the blond white woman.  She was naked, her eyes etched with the pain of what Kwami’s men had had done to her.  That Kwami was an animal.  She was beautiful, inciting so.  Manu’s eyes travelled lasciviously over her body.  Defiled and abused by all these leering men.  Let loose by Kwami, incited to do their worst.  Momentarily a thought went through Manu’s head, his eyes licked at the firm breasts she held covered.  A tingle in his cock reacted to the contours of her hips.  He thought of the rewards he could demand from the chief and take her in his hut this coming night.  

But Manu also knew how best to use her beauty, the chief would have her.  Manu would give the woman to the ailing chief to warm his bed.  He’d win the support of the chief by offering him this luscious prize, the pleasure of lying with the apeman’s woman.  His frail ailing head slumbering on her white succulent breasts.  Plenty of time for Manu to lie with her later.  When the chief had named him to succeed.  A white woman a worthy symbol of his new status as chief.

When she saw Tarzan dropped lifeless in the dirt, noting how she cried out his name and rushed over and hugged the apeman’s lifeless body to her naked flesh, Manu realised what Kwami had done.  The sick animal had ordered her raped, he had had her abused.  Just to torture her man staked-out on the beach.  Just to rip at the heart of the man she loved staked out in the weakening heat, frustratingly listening to her desperate pleas of help.  Torn apart by his helplessness, burning inside with guilt.  Kwami had had her raped to plague her man.  Manu threw Kwami a look of disdain.  His cousin was contemptible indeed.  Not worthy to be thought a man.  Not worthy to become chief.  Not the kind of chief Manu would be proud to serve.

Yes, politically, there were more profitable ways to use such beauty, Manu decided.  The chief did not have long to live.  Resting his frail hand on those glorious breasts in his bed would gently ease his departing.  There and then, Manu assumed control.  He threw Kwami another contemptuous look.  Emphasising he counted for nothing here.  Manu snapped out his orders, it was time to move.

Night was falling, they still needed three or four hours to return Tarzan to the chief.  Tarzan in his state would slow them down, they’d struggle through the forest with him in the dark.  On Manu’s orders, in no time, his men had cut down a thick pole from the forest and he had ordered the near-lifeless Tarzan to be carried back suspended off the branch.  Bound at the wrists, coarse rope binding his legs above the knees, Tarzan was strung like a dead antelope off the pole.  Hundreds of times, with his friends, Manu had returned to the village in triumph from the hunt with a dead gazelle hanging off a branch like this.  But this time, they would return with the legendary jungle lord.  In triumph, the generous bounty theirs.  

His wrists bound together.  His knees held together by rope, a branch was slotted between wrists and knees and lifted onto Bukawa and his brother’s shoulders.  Tarzan’s lower legs swung loosely as the brothers hoisted the branch over their shoulders.  Tarzan’s head lifelessly hung back, groaning and swaying with every step they walked.  

And somewhere in their rear, Kwami kept catching Manu glancing back.  Kwami saw the look of disgust thrown down at him.  Are you still there, Manu’s glare seemed to say?  What has a rat like you to do with warriors returning with their noble prize?  This is men’s work.  Not the petty dealings of the coward, pitting a dozen men against one.  Manu’s contempt was plain for all to see.  Kwami hated him, that arrogant muscle-headed cousin who turned every head.  Made girls swoon at his passing, had men ogle at his build.  Kwami seethed that he had been robbed of his prize.  Fumed even more than it was his rival who had robbed him.  Burning with resentment that it was his challenging cousin who had bested him and so easily had stolen Tarzan away.  Taken it as his right to rob Kwami of his prize, taken his authority over a chief’s son for granted.  Kwami clenched his fist through his fury and told himself he would deal with Manu later.  In his own way.  Like he’d done with Tarzan.

He was sure Manu was working to a plan.  Manu wanted to give the tribe a warrior chief.  Himself.   Manu had no doubt convinced himself that retrieving Tarzan would ingratiate him with the ailing chief.  Sucking up to Kwami’s dying father.  Hopeful probably that his reward would be for the chief to name Manu as his worthy successor.  Kwami felt aggrieved that he had been robbed of his prize.  But he burned with bitterness at this threat to his inheritance from this muscle-brain of a cousin.  He was sure that Manu aimed to use his capture of the apeman as a way to lick his father’s arse.  When he came back with Tarzan in tow, Kwami had no doubts Manu would be working away to inherit the title.  He’d aim to steal that title of chief, just surely as he had stolen Kwami’s prize.  

But Kwami would see about that, he’d settle his muscle-headed cousin once and for all.  Manu had not reckoned with the determination of a chief’s only son.  He had always hated that muscle-brain.  Resentful, now robbed of his prize, for now, Manu would come to know a rightful heir’s ruthlessness when the time came.

And way up in front hung the prize Kwami had worked for so long.  Tarzan, the legend of the jungle, - Kwami had had him in his tight grip.  All his planning for the apeman stretched out for a joyously excruciating death about to come true.  Before Kwami’s very eyes, the apeman’s never-ending screams illuminating the evening sky.  Robbed, carried off a pole between the muscled shoulders of those brothers who had betrayed Kwami and leapt to his rival’s side.  

Tarzan’s head hung lifeless back.  Powerfully muscled arms held prisoner by Manu’s thick bonds around his wrists.  Arms Kwami had had stretched into a million agonies.  Etched powerful legs that Kwami had staked out screamingly wide on the beach were now held trapped by Manu’s coarse rope bound around his knees.  Swaying like animal meat off a pole.  His rival’s prisoner.  Kwami fancied on occasions he heard the apeman’s semi-conscious moans of pain.  Moans Kwami had gifted him.  Other times Kwami thought he caught the sounds of sporadic sharp grunts breaking free when the swaying pain became too much even for a torso so far gone.  The torso Kwami had prepared for an indescribable death by a thousand cuts.  His prize.  Kwami’s.  Stolen from him by that rival cousin.  Borne aloft swaying in his agonies off the shoulders of those two treacherous brothers.  The fabled strength hanging from the pole as the perfidious Bukawa and Mzama bore him home.  Home to Manu’s victory.  Or so they thought.  But the rightful heir would see about that.

Bitterly Kwami watched the broad-muscled back of his cousin stride on like a warrior returning in triumph.  But Tarzan’s helplessness was his handiwork.  Kwami’s.  He had engineered the capture.  He had had that famed power reduced to uselessness.  It was Kwami who had broken the apeman’s indomitable strength, vanquished his invincible spirit.  Kwami, not Manu.  Yet that bird-brained muscle-hunk strode behind his suspended prize like Tarzan was his captive, like it was all down to him.  Well, Kwami would see to that.  Once-and-for-all.

And then he’d claim his apeman back.  Unfinished business.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

3c.

Slowly Tarzan came to out of his tortured misery.  For an eternity, it seemed, his body had been riddled with agonies.  Everything hurt.  Intensely.  Still barely conscious, unable to open his eyes, unaware of where he was, yet he knew everything ached everywhere.  Unbearably.  He couldn’t define where he hurt most.  Agony swirled through his mind, his eyes could not focus.  The whole of his body swayed in an unbearable vortex of inexplicable sensations.  He felt weak, he felt exhausted.  His wrists stung and bit.  His shoulders throbbed and hurt.  His head seemed to rock heavy and hard, strain eating away at his neck.  There were biting contractions in his thighs that seemed to cut him off at the knees and left his legs feeling dead.  It was everywhere.  Pain was everywhere.  And he was so tired.  Exhausted.  He kept slipping in and out, from tortured unconsciousness to pained semi-reality.  Shattered.  Barely aware, cramped in a faintness that gripped his whole being.  No idea where he was.  No idea why he hurt so much.  But he wanted to plummet into oblivion.  He was eaten alive with crippling agonies.  Eaten up with unbelievable weakness.  

Slowly Tarzan started coming round.  Only very slowly did he realise he was being carried.   He was suspended off a pole by his wrists and knees.  Like a dead animal.  Like a beast taken in the hunt.  As his head slowly cleared through his pain, he dimly realised why his head ached, hanging back down, his neck cramped in a nightmare of pain.  Only very slowly did he realise they had him like a dead animal carried back to be butchered, hanging off a pole.  Resentment flared like flames in his chest.  But he was weak.  Impossibly weak.  Tiredness weighed massively in every bit of his body.  Pains cramped up his spirit, locked in total exhaustion.  Unconsciousness thankfully claimed him back.

They stopped for a rest by a river in the dying light of the sun.  Unceremoniously his carriers dropped the half-dead carcase with a bone-shaking thud on the ground and rushed to throw themselves into the cooling water.  With relief, releasing the pain of carrying their captive’s weight for hours on their shoulders, the brothers raced for the river.  Last man in the water’s a girl!  Wrists and knees still bound over the pole, Tarzan sawed his head from side-to-side with the shock of being dropped to the hard earth.  Sick to the pit of his stomach with fatigue, nauseous with the indignity of this capture. 

Instinct fought its way to the surface.  He had to escape.  Through pain-bleary eyes, he tried his teeth working on the thick coarse knot binding his wrists to the pole.  His chest was still shaking with the effort of catching his breath when Tarzan was aware of feet in his field of vision.  Catching his breath, pulling himself together, his eyes travelled up the deep-muscled legs before his eyes.  It was the warrior who had “rescued” him from Kwami on the beach.  A superb specimen of a fighting man was staring down at him.

“Is this how the Mtwala treat their enemies?”  Tarzan lashed out, a croak in his voice.  “Bound.  Frightened Tarzan might attack?  Scared of what a real fighter might do?”

The face above him was strong and controlled.  Strikingly good-looking.  Tarzan kept his eyes locked on the man’s gaze but he was aware of the intense bundled power in the torso beneath.  Looking up from the earth, his gaze assessed the strength fighting to break free in the warrior’s stomach, the high arch of his ribcage over an impossibly taut gut.  There was also an authority here, this man radiated a presence in a way Kwami did not.  No matter he had a face that would turn heads, girl or man.  No matter he had a body that would make most opponents cringe.  All corded muscle even at rest.  More, this man emanated an authority out of that taut manly frame that could not be missed.  The muscled depth of the chest, the etched strength in the strong ridged thighs towering impressively up above a weakened Tarzan dumped on his back in the dirt.  This man was no Kwami.  He was a warrior supreme.  A far greater threat.  This strikingly authoritative all-man was a match for Tarzan himself.  A natural warrior, a born leader.  The best the Mtwala could offer had come looking for Tarzan and found him tortured into crippled weakness stretched out on the beach.

“What is it the apeman would want?”
The voice was deep.  Manly, authoritative.  The question sincere.

“To go free.  Tarzan is no animal.  No dead meat to be hauled around on a pole.  Set me free.  Can the Mtwala take that risk?” Tarzan taunted.


“The Mtwala fears no risk”, the warrior answered with calm assurance.

“The apeman denies he’s a dead animal”, the ripped warrior called out mocking to his friends.  “He says he is strong, he should walk with us.  The apeman is no carcase to be hauled back like this on a pole”.

Cat-calls burst from the others.  This was from the man they had found on the beach who could not put one foot in front of the other!  From below, Tarzan stared up at this supremely powerful embodiment of masculinity.  Muscles seemed to ripple on him, even as he stood stock-still.  Strength surged beneath the surface of his skin.   As if the manly energy within him was constantly trying to burst free.  With a cold look defying Tarzan to try anything on, the warrior warned Tarzan with the words, 

“So, apeman, you think you deserve to walk free”.

Manu dropped to his haunches alongside Tarzan’s chest.  Powerfully etched thighs rested before Tarzan’s eyes.  He’d be a match for Tarzan in any fight, - when Tarzan was at his best.  Tarzan felt warrior-eyes scan his own legendary torso trapped and bound to the pole.  Tarzan felt his own strength scrutinised, appraised.  Dissected by a fighter who was easily his own equal.  When he was in form, when Tarzan had not been tortured for hours.  In his current state Tarzan felt slightly daunted by the power lined up against him but forced himself to get a grip.  This was a man who would be a challenging rival.  A man used to assessing an opponent for weakness.  A warrior head-and-shoulders above most.  Not an opponent to show your frailty.  A warrior who had the instinct to know whether an opponent could take him on.  This was a warrior who knew about strength, knew about manly power.  And, Tarzan shuddered at the thought, a man who could spot a weak and injured enemy when he had lying him bound to a pole on the earth under his scrutiny.  He suspected, at this moment this warrior found Tarzan wanting.  Tarzan was no risk, he presented no threat.  There was no risk in releasing him from the pole.  In this state, Tarzan represented no threat to such a warrior at the peak of his form.  He knew, Tarzan suspected, that the captive he had found bound and trapped, was weakened.  Hopelessly weakened.  It would take some time before Tarzan could safely take on a man like this.

“Free you shall be”.

Manu’s hand extended.  It wrapped itself either side of Tarzan’s lower jaw.  And it squeezed.  Manu’s fingers turned to steel.  His fingers dug mercilessly into Tarzan’s jaw.  Crushing.  Crippling.  Merciless talons that clawed at Tarzan’s jaw.  Tarzan saw the muscles of the hairless smooth forearm turn to iron.  Manu watched as Tarzan’s upper torso froze with pain.  He felt Tarzan’s shoulders tremble in rhythm to his hurt.

“The ape-man shall walk.  He shall walk free”, Manu explained.  His hands tightened crunching Tarzan’s jaw harder.  Yet no sigh of strain creased his features.  Sweat broke free on Tarzan’s face.  His face cracked under the crushing force of the vice that was Manu’s hand.  He was testing Tarzan’s resolve.  He was demonstrating his strength.  Tarzan’s teeth crunched tight together.  Snorting out pain through his nose.  Fearing his jaw any minute might crack.

“A Mtwala warrior fears no man.  And certainly not a crippled apeman”, Manu’s words rung in Tarzan’s ears prophetically.  

Incredibly the pressure on Tarzan’s jaw increased.  Tarzan had to release the long agonised groan that filled his chest.  Through pain-bleary eyes he saw the power taut in the warrior’s chest, solid with strength at crushing Tarzan’s jaw in his fist.  He saw eyes confident in a warrior’s strength burn into his own.  A slight smile lightened for a moment the warrior’s lips.   As if satisfied at the display of strength he had shown, the warrior released his grip.  Then he sneered down at the weakened Tarzan bound at the wrists and knees in the dirt.  His prisoner defeated, now knowing fully the power lined up against him. And squeezed even harder.

“So the apeman wants to walk free.  He thinks to walk on his own two feet”.  

The warrior rose to his feet.  Towered his powerful masculinity over a subjugated Tarzan lying bound and feeble in the dirt.  Leaving Tarzan grimacing at the ache on his jaw, breathing hard through a pain-contorted mouth.

“The apeman fancies his chances against a Mtwala warrior”, the warrior looked down at Tarzan with a snigger.  

“The apeman still thinks he rates as our equal in the jungle”, he sneered.  

“Get up, dog.  On your feet.  Prove yourself.  Let’s see the jungle lord walk.  If he can.  Let’s see what kind of man the lord of the jungle thinks he is”, snapped Manu.

Tarzan watched the blade slice through the rope at his knees.  Almost at the same time, Mzama gave him a kick that jarred in his side.

“Up!  Get yourself up!  Jungle lord.  Equal to a Mtwala warrior”.  

Tarzan caught the mocking tone.  Mzama jarred his heel again painfully into Tarzan’s thigh.  

It seemed to take Tarzan all his strength to roll on his side to push himself up.  An eternity rolled past as Tarzan struggled over.  A world of weakness swayed before his eyes.  What had he done!  A sharp grunt of pain erupted as Bukawa encouraged Tarzan’s efforts.  The slash of Bukawa’s cane bit into his exposed bare arse.  What had Tarzan done!  Arrogant pride had over-ruled his brain.  

“Up!  Get up!” Bukawa snapped.

His hand twisted in Tarzan’s hair and yanked him up.  Pain seared in his scalp, Tarzan’s bound wrists grabbed defensively at Bukawa’s attacking hand.  Pain swam before Tarzan’s eyes, exhaustion crashed in waves onto his chest.  Agonisingly slowly, Tarzan got his knees round, his eyes watering through the pain yanking on his scalp.  Where had his strength gone?  What had happened to him?  He breathed hard, dug deep and threw all his strength into his legs.  Slowly, with a shameful groan that betrayed his weakness, Tarzan struggled to his knees.  Panting, his chest rising and falling with each slow laboured and noisy breath.

“Our apeman wants to walk”, Bukawa mocked Tarzan to his friends.  OK.  Up!”  

On his knees, pain tearing at his scalp, Tarzan heard the mockery in Bukawa’s voice.  He shook with Mzama’s knee-kicks thudded into his back.  

“Up, pig.  Up!”

But nothing would work, nothing would move.  Hours of torture at the hands of Kwami’s men.  The dehydration from being pinned out in the sun, the inhuman stretching on the sands  -  Tarzan feared he had nothing left.

Shock smothered him as something dropped over his head.  Suddenly it was digging into Tarzan’s throat.  Strangling him.  His bounds hands went up trying to stop it from choking him.  But too late, the noose was already digging into his windpipe cutting off his air.  A yank from above was helping him to his feet.  By the neck.  By a noose digging into his throat.  A choking tug that bit into his windpipe and throttled Tarzan of air.  Laughter ringing in the deepest depths of his hearing.  Dragging his back up, strangled and struggling, hauled up the legs of his attacker.  Tarzan felt himself choked by the rope.  His hands failed to break the grip of the noose, it was pulled too tight.  Through the pounding in his ears, he heard a grunt of pulling effort from the strength above. The straining force dragging him choking to his feet.  Animal-like gurgling erupted in Tarzan’s mouth, his eyes nearly popped out of his head.  And still the noose around his throat strangled his lifeless deadweight up to his watery knees, pulling him gagging to his feet.

Panic and desperation found some last remnants of strength to put power into Tarzan’s knees and haul himself to his tottering feet.  Coughing and spluttering, gasping for air, Tarzan swayed like someone half-dead on his shaking legs.  The pull on the noose was released.  But it bit tight into his throat still.  Hands up to his tortured throat, Tarzan managed to loosen it enough to heave desperately needed air into his burning chest.  

“So, apeman, you are no dead carcase.  Then walk!”

A biting slash of Bukawa’s switch cut across the bare skin of his backside.  Tarzan grimaced, swore impotently at the weakness he could not fight.  Manu crunched his hand into Tarzan’s jaw and yanked his face into his own.  

“Then move this legendary muscle-carcase”.  

Manu’s slash across his face nearly felled Tarzan to his knees in his exhaustion.  But Bukawa kept him upright by the painfully tight grip in his hair.

“Walk!”

Within a few steps, Tarzan knew he’d made a mistake.  He was exhausted, his feet could barely move.  His legs felt heavy like iron, it took a monstrous effort to put one foot in front of the other.  His pride had deceived him.  The tortures through the day had taken their toll.  He tottered, he stumbled.  The racking on the beach had finished him off.  Pinned out, no water, no food, his strength draining from him with every bead of his sweat.  Kwami had done him in.  

And in his pride, he’d defied this warrior supreme to let him walk.  He’d taunted them into releasing him from the branch.  Hoping for a chance to escape.  But there’d be little chance.  He’d not run them down.  He’d not run, he could barely walk.  And still his wrists were bound.  Still they held him captive by the noose around his neck.  Still he was their captive beast.  And he had made things worse, he’d forced them into letting him walk.  In his arrogance.  In his false sense of manly indignity. He’d walk himself into his own collapse.  He’d insisted on walking on his own two feet.  Carried on the pole, painful though it was to his dignity and to his limbs, an unmanly insult to his self-esteem maybe, but carried he’d had some chance to rest, a break to regain his strength.  Now forced by his own arrogance and vain pride to walk, he was having to dig deep and waste the last remnants of his power just to put one foot in front of the other.  Hauled along by Mzama on the end of this noose.  Giving a savage tug that cut into Tarzan’s neck.  Because that warrior felt like it.  Taking the slash of Bukawa’s switch across the backs of his legs.  To match his brother.  A stinging slash that nearly unbalanced Tarzan, making him totter, threatening to send him reeling to the dirt.  His older brother yanking him upright on the noose whenever Tarzan’s strength threatened to give way.  The legendary apeman – as weak as a new-born calf.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

3d.

The first signs of the rain appeared minutes later.  Refreshing sprays of water that coursed over Tarzan’s exhausted flesh offered up the chance of renewal of strength like a pleasant summer shower.  He tried to lift his head to let them splatter on his burning face.  To catch the first drops of rain for his parched tongue.  Till Mzama yanked on the noose, tugged his head down and forced him forwards tottering on his feet.   

Seconds later, though, the rain had hardened.  In no time soft summer rain was whipped up into a viciously stinging storm.  The light darkened, the heavens opened and sharp bullets cascaded out of the sky.  Sharp biting pellets tore at Tarzan’s bare whip-lashed flesh, harsh biting shots of rain stung at battered and sun-beaten skin like switch canes-strokes blasting out of the skies. 

In an instant visibility disappeared.  Without warning, all they could see was rain.  A fog of blisteringly painful rain that covered the earth.  Vicious raindrops that pounded at the skin.  Bit into Tarzan’s sunburnt flesh like rodents’ teeth with each stinging drop into his straining back.  Hundreds of them, thousands of biting rain pellets gnawing at his skin.  Rain that whipped flesh like punishing demons lashing torment across his back.

In moments, the earth turned to thick mud.  Tarzan struggled on exhausted legs through thick cloying slime.  Every step demanding super-human effort.  Hauling every exhausted foot out of sodden slippery clay with inhuman exertion.  Slithering through mud, legs struggling to keep his balance.  Dragged forward by Mzama yanking on the noose around his neck, every step demanding impossible strength to pull his foot out of thick sucking mud, Tarzan stumbled forward.  His back stung by a thousand biting raindrops, his bared backside kept moving by the lashes of Bukawa’s cane, his movements projected by Mzama’s tug on the noose.  Tarzan’s head bowed, stumbling forward, weak and exhausted, groaning to himself at his stupidity, barely able to keep himself going.

Thick roots from the gigantic trees littered their path.  Glistening and slippery from the rain.  Tarzan stumbled and faltered.  His leg slid on a rain-slick root and he fell crashing to the earth.  A loud cry erupted.  Pain stabbed through his knee, a grimace tore across his rain-streaked face.  Tarzan’s mud-covered feet had slid out from under him, his body weight had crashed him down on one knee.  His knee jarred with a cry onto slippery hard-wood roots.  Pain sizzled through his exhausted body and broke free through tight-clenched teeth.  Pain pounded at his rain-flooded eyes.  

Mzama sneered through the stream cascading over his own face at the apeman squirming in the mud.  The living legend.  This muscled perfection wallowing helpless in the mud at his feet.  Broken by torture, beaten by exhaustion.  Struggling with his own defeat, his famed physique splattered with mud.  An overpowering sense of power surged through Mzama’s being.  Dominating this legend of the jungle.  A surge of triumph prickled in his groin.  He grabbed hold of the rope around Tarzan’s neck and pulled him up.

The noose tightened around Tarzan’s neck.  The coarse rope bit into the back of his neck and hauled up his chin.  Arching his back upwards, hauling his failing body up to his feet.  Choking punched grunts of discomfort out of him.  His bound fists clenched at the rope to free the pain digging into his neck.  

Not to be out-done, Bukawa let rip a salvo of savage beatings across Tarzan’s back.  Encouraging their prisoner, matching his brother.  A barrage of lashings whipped up by the magnificent perfection of Bukawa’s shoulders.  Trapped on his knees by exhaustion, Tarzan jolted, spasmed under the lashings.  He struggled up, yet still unable to stand, his legs failing to rise.  His head hauled up by the nose around his neck, jerked to his feet under savage lashes biting across his back.  

He’d never known such weakness.  His head was reeling, his legs unable to help, his mind and his knees had lost contact.  His head was spinning, his body faltering.  

Then suddenly the lashings stopped.  The drag of the noose had loosened around his neck.  Betrayed by his exhaustion, Tarzan broke out in an involuntary wailing gasp.  He collapsed back down, now on all fours, rain pouring off his hair, he heard shameful broken cries of torment break free as his body fought with its exhaustion.  His shoulders heaved drawing in strength-restoring breath.  But there was nothing left.  No strength to power into his legs.  On his hands and knees in the mud, his eyes full pelting rain, his back stinging with the pain cutting across his back.  Weak beyond help, worse that a cow after birth.

Suddenly the tightness on his neck was there again.  The knot had slipped around the side.  The rope tore across his windpipe.  Choking him, he was being throttled.  Panic broke loose.  Bounds hands went to the throat to try and break the stranglehold.  In vain.  He couldn’t breathe.  He was choking again.  From somewhere, from some desperate depths of his life-force, panic found for Tarzan the strength.  He fought against the pull that was hauling him up to his feet.  Hands gripped on his attackers knees for support, he tried to power the last bits of his strength into trembling legs.  He fought against the impossible and, hands tight clutching for strength at the legs of the warrior strangling him, trying to haul himself up, teeth tight clenched, Tarzan fought his way up his tormentor’s thighs to his feet.  Somewhere in the depths of his desperation he heard the bite of mocking laughter around.  

Bukawa’s cane lashed across the back of Tarzan’s thighs.  With the shock of the sting, Tarzan stumbled forward into his strangler.  Clutching at his attacker for support.  With a cry, his injured knee nearly collapsed under him.  Pain stabbing in his knee, a spear of agony jarred up his feeble legs.  Not reacting through tiredness when spit from his strangler mouth splattered in his face.  

On they marched him through the driving rain.  Tarzan limped on through the deluge like someone half-dead.  With every step through thick sucking mud, pain stabbed up his damaged leg, his injured knee threatened to give way.  Debilitating pain gnawed at this overpowering exhaustion.  Hauled by the noose, sliding over slippery roots.  Heavy mud sucked at his feet, demanding impossible effort with every step to haul his feet out of the thick cloying earth.  Yet his strength still found the reserves.  The evil rain bit at his back with every drop.  Slowly, step after step, every vestige of his strength was being drained out of him, his destination he knew no what.  The purpose beyond his thinking.  But there was no reason for hope.  He was being abused, he was their captive, there was no reason to hope.  There was no chance he could escape.

Every bit of his resolve and manly spirit was being leached out of him with the driving rain streaming down his chest.  His strength dripping from him into the mud.  Till Tarzan’s torso had had enough.  Depleted.  He fell face-down in the mud.  Exhausted.  Groaning like a dying beast.  Barely conscious.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

3e.

Manu smirked to himself.  What a gift!  What better way to arrive at the village.  They were only minutes away.  And the apeman had collapsed.  Face down in the mud.  Unable to stand.  Sharp kicks tried to prod him to life.  Mean-minded switches lashed at his thighs.  Yanking him up by the hair to try and make him stand.  Manu still found no explanation for his captive’s weakness, he could see the strength buried in that muscled torso, the thick powerfully built legs.  But Tarzan could obviously take no more.  Whatever that idiot Kwami had put him through was inhuman.  Putting at risk the white man’s reward.  But Tarzan was human, there were limits, Manu could appreciate that.  Manu thought about Kwami lurking somewhere in the background.  Whatever that mean-minded coward had done to him, the apeman was done in.  They could lash away at his exhausted flesh all night through this rain and he’d not get to his feet. 

But what a chance.  In spitting distance of the village!  Tarzan couldn’t walk, he couldn’t take any more.  So they’d drag him.  What better way to arrive!  They’d drag him back.  What a chance.  For Manu to arrive with his prisoner, the living legend, dragged through the mud.  Broken by the champion of the tribe.  What more impressive a way than to arrive bringing the apeman prize shamefully hauled through the mud.  The picture worth a thousand words.  Manu bringing the living legend that was feared throughout the jungle back to the village, hauled like a captive beast through the mud.  What a sight when Manu brought back Tarzan defeated like that.  A warrior supreme.  Worthy of becoming chief.  The indomitable Tarzan dragged beaten and broken, broken by their champion Manu leading the parade.  Thank you, apeman!  A single image worth thousands of Kwami’s whining words.  With disdain, Manu glanced back and wondered that it was remarkable that that weakling Kwami cringing behind could still think he had some right to become their chief.

“Drag him!” he told the two brothers grinning through the rain cascading off his face.

Instinctively knowing what was going on in their good friend’s head, the two brothers beamed back at him.  A smirk illuminated their faces.  Automatically the two brothers knew what the other thought.   They looked down at their captive lying exhausted in the mud at their feet.  The rain pounded at their shoulders.  Water poured off their shaven heads.  The sharp-biting storm seemed to bounce unnoticed off their muscled backs.  Manu aimed to enter the village in triumph.  The brothers would give their life-long friend what he desired.  A victory parade.

With a final look, with a meaningful grin the two brothers understood each other.  Manu wanted an arrival no one would forget.  And there was one way to give him that.  Mzama and Bukawa nodded with a final grin.  They bent forward and each grabbed Tarzan by a foot.  Lifting his legs up, they turned and walked the last few minutes through the driving rain to the village.  Dragging the apeman behind.  Sliding through the slippery mud.  On his front.  Hauled by his feet.  His famed muscular chest dragging undignified in the mud.  Brought back like some dead animal.  Dragged on his front through mud.  His face scraping on the clinging earth, his chest coated with the slime of his captivity.  

Hauled like a useless carcase, the brothers pulled the near-unconscious Tarzan on his front by the legs. dragged like the broken man he was.  Bettered by Manu, dragged by the incomparable brothers back like a dead carcase.  Humiliated before the tribe.  The indomitable Manu bringing the legendary bounty in disgrace back shamelessly covered in mud.  A sight the tribe would remember for years.

In these last minutes of Tarzan’s march of shame, the brothers grinned across at each other, knowing what Manu was up to.  Their friend aimed to be chief.  He was ousting Kwami’s claim.  Knowing that their entry in the village with the apeman like this could only help their friend in his plan.  Grunting under the effort, their eyes stinging, grinning at each other through the pelting rain, for their friend Manu the two brothers dragged their shamed captive back through the mud.  And hoping for a rightful reward.

The chance of recognition for what they had done was not lost on them.  The brothers had jumped sides and deserted the chief’s own son, Kwami.  But it was Manu who would be seen as bringing the conquered apeman back in shame.  And earning that bounty.  From which the whole tribe would benefit.  And it was the brothers who had given Manu that unforgettable image of the defeated apeman hauled through mud.  It was a story that would be told for years around the fires.  The girls would surely rush to their beds, lustily wrapping their legs around famed warrior thighs as they plunged in deep.  And the brothers felt heartened by the promise of rewards when Manu became chief.  

Thanks a broken apeman.  Thanks to Tarzan dragged in the mud.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

3f.

He felt a soft hand slide across his chest.  A warm body pressed against Bannerman’s back.  A woman’s solid needy nubs on warm succulent breasts pressed against his shoulder blades.  Hot lips caressed at the back of his neck.  Instantly he reacted further down.  Since prison, he’d been hot-wired down-south.  She’d stolen up on him unawares while he was standing in the hut doorway pre-occupied with his plans for Tarzan.  His head went back against her shoulder with a moan when her hand travelled down and caressed his flat hard stomach.  He didn’t need to turn around, he knew which of the two blacks it would be.  The one who could not get enough.  

His eyes stayed on his invisible prize outside in the rain while his inner being responded to the stroke of the hand gliding over his sodden undershorts.  Not missing a turn, responding to every move.  Dawn was a long way off and he had to squint to see his treasured prize outside.  He still burned with resentment at the way that prime buck had tried to fob him off.  Tarzan had been done over.  He’d promised himself that job for five years now.  “Salesman-of-the-month” had better watch his step, as far as Bannerman was concerned.  Bannerman wasn’t to be sold down the river so easily.  He could just make out Tarzan collapsed on his ropes, Bannerman fancied he could see the face hung down, he imagined the hair plastered by the rain over his face.  He saw in his mind’s eye the rain dripping in streams off the bowed hair.  While a seductively dogged palm encouraged coaxing his growing shaft through the clinging sodden shorts, while determined fingers caressed his balls to life.  His breathing deepened.  His stomach flattened as her fingers entered the waistband and eased the clinging shorts down over his hips.  He helped and tightened his abs to give her room, feeling her fingers linger enticingly in his thick manly bush.  He sighed deep, he gloried in that feel, responding willingly to her touch.  Without thinking his own hands slip around the side, his fingers oozing down her crack and stroking at her opening there.  His announcement of intent was rewarded by a deep moan hot against the back of his neck.  His grip on her arse tightened as if by itself, he felt her heat radiate against the sodden fabric covering his own backside.  Shit, these savages trained their women well, he gasped to himself.

Fuck it, he thought.  Tarzan will still be waiting for him at dawn.  The rain just had to stop soon.  Bannerman whipped around, picked her up easily in his bulging labour-trained arms and hauled her back to their sleeping mat. 





Ch. 4
Capture

4a. 

He was out there somewhere.  Bannerman’s senses could smell him, his skin prickled, muscles tight with tension at the knowledge that he was somewhere in the undergrowth watching their every move.  And walking blindly into Bannerman’s ambush.  As he lay on the river bank pretending to be asleep, Bannerman knew it, he could feel Tarzan’s thick-muscled arrogance almost breathing down the back of his neck.  

Bannerman had snatched five young blacks.  Good first-class beef bucks, just the sort of prime material he had traded in before.  Metal collars around their necks, linking their slave collars so they could not flee, chinking chain between their wrists like a bell luring Tarzan in.  Hungry and tired after a day’s march.  They had pleaded for food, begged for water.  Just got a thrashing for their pains.  In the hope it was being watched from out there in the trees.  Now resigned and miserable, the captives had huddled together for comfort on the sand by the river.  The perfect bait.  Bannerman’s Tarzan-trap.  A fly-trap baited with prime succulent meat.

Bannerman had planned this scene for years.  Lying in that stinking prison bunk, listening to dozens of savages around snoring and farting.  Sweating in that communal cell with only a single distant window for air, Bannerman had planned Tarzan’s capture of down to the smallest detail.  There was fuck-all else to do  -  if he was lucky not to be molested that night  -  after the guards locked them down before sunset.  He’d have punished his body for ten hours smashing concrete under the harsh sun and then spent more hours pumping iron.  But his imagination always overcame the exhaustion in his body.  He wouldn’t sleep.  He’d run through hundreds of ways to get his hands on the man who’d tricked him into this hell-hole.  Dozens of variations to lure Tarzan into this trap.

Tarzan would have got a call, Bannerman was out, back in business, back up to his old tricks.  Stolen some fit young men from a tribe.  He’d have come swinging through the trees.  Self-appointed righter-of-wrongs.  Couldn’t stop himself, destined to put this right.  Intent on catching Bannerman red-handed this time.  Catching him with some slaves and putting him straight back inside.  This time sending him down for good.  Caught with the proof.  Bannerman suspected it still rankled with Tarzan that the courts couldn’t get Bannerman for what he deserved.  This time, Tarzan would get the courts the proof they needed.  Tarzan was going to make sure Bannerman would go down for years.  

Or at least that was what Bannerman was relying on.  Tarzan learning that Bannerman was up to his old tricks and come swinging through the trees.  Bannerman counted on it, Tarzan would come, he couldn’t look the gift-horse in the mouth.  Bannerman’s “mistake” to go back into the flesh-trade was almost a god-send, a blessing in disguise for Tarzan.  He wouldn’t be able to stop himself.  He’d come swinging straight into the trap.

The fires were dying out.  The river flowed deep and silently passed.  The moon was on their side too, it kept disappearing into cloud.  Perfect for Tarzan’s futile rescue-attempt.  So Bannerman lay in wait pretending to be asleep.  His men too lay ready, none of them sleeping.  Obeying their orders, waiting for the Tarzan-trap to snap shut.  Bannerman grinned to himself.  One of his men had just farted.  As if doing it in his sleep.  But he knew they’d be on full alert.  He was paying them enough to spring this trap tonight.

The grunt of surprise was the first warning Bannerman head.  A rattled chain, quickly silenced.  His ears pricked, listening hard, without moving, as if asleep, through his hearing seeing what was happening around.  The rattle of chains, the stifled expressions of surprise, muffled gasps of joy.  Miraculously Tarzan had wormed his way through the darkness without making a sound.  He was arousing the slaves from their sleep, trying to secrete them away before Bannerman and his men knew they were gone.

Without making a sound, under the cover of their darkness, Bannerman rolled over.  Some of his men, he noticed, had already risen silently to their feet, weighty clubs ready by their side.  Silently facing Tarzan’s back bent over the chained slaves.  Bannerman rose to his feet too, spectre-like, not making a single sound.  The rest of his men were soundlessly on their feet by the time he had noiselessly stood up.  They looked at each other, nodded, silent signals that they were ready, backs to the river.  Facing Tarzan who was bending unsuspecting over the five male blacks cautioning with hand signals them to be silent.  The slaves frightened and excited at the same time at the sight of their rescuer.  Struggling to contain their joy at the prospect of being freed.  Twitching in fear at every give-away rattle of their chains.

“Booh!”

Bannerman’s mock greeting snapped through the silence like a broken twig.  The slaves fell terrified back to the earth.  Tarzan spun on his heels and faced the voice that taunted him from the darkness.  

“We meet again, apeman”.

Bannerman had stepped forward towards the fire’s dying glow.

“Bannerman”.

Tarzan stood there, his voice betraying no fear, yet every sinew on alert.  His every sense taut, every muscle about to launch into attack.  He scowled, peering at who might be backing up Bannerman somewhere in the dark.  

“You’re interfering in my business dealings again”, Bannerman admonished.

“Will you never learn, apeman?”

Bannerman saw his prey caught in the dying embers of the fire.  Every muscle on alert, every sinew ready to leap into an assault.  Tarzan stood, his broad shoulders solid quivering in readiness to attack.  His arms turned to rock, bent forward as if about to take the offensive. 

“Back up to your old tricks, eh Bannerman?”  Tarzan taunted, every nerve quivering.   Trying to assess the strength of the opposition he could sense lined up behind Bannerman.  

“Once a slaver always a slaver!”

Tarzan’s eyes slowly took in the five men behind as the cloud lightened.  Working out instinctively whether he could take them.  Or whether it would be better to turn and run.  Five men, bad odds.  But armed only with clubs.  He’d take the first one down, get his hand on a club and work the others over.  Unconsciously, his grip tightened, automatically his instincts calculated the odds, his muscles unthinkingly strengthened as his body readied to attack.

But Tarzan was not given the choice.  Without warning, a blow smacked into the back to his neck.  Tarzan tottered forward in surprise.  Sparks flashed before his eyes, pain stabbed into his head,  He faltered forwards, his head bursting afresh with another thud of pain, another head-splitting crack to the  back of his neck.  The last thing he saw was a sneer illuminated by the moon shining in Bannerman’s face.

The first smack of the rifle wiped the arrogance from Tarzan’s face.  Bannerman had struggled not to give the game away and glance at the man creeping up on Tarzan from behind.  It had taken enormous effort not to smirk to himself at the unsuspecting Tarzan unaware of three armed men stealing silently out of the undergrowth behind.  Tarzan  -  all muscled determination focussing forward on the man who had escaped justice  -  had been crouched forward, fists bunched.  His mind motivated by this chance to take the man who had evaded justice, arms knotted ready to leap into the fight.  So he’d ignored the silent menace behind in this surprise confrontation with an old enemy.  The first blow from the rifle butt knocked Tarzan forward on his feet.  The second solid whack that smacked into the back of his neck ended it all.  It felled Tarzan with one victorious blow into the dirt.   All Tarzan knew was a thunderclap in his head.  And the earth rushing up out of the darkness and smashing him in the face.


* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

4b. 

The unexpected jet of water in his face made Tarzan gasp.  In one instant, he crashed out of unconsciousness, the back of his head split with pain, he gasped out in with shock.  And panic struck.  His head was underwater.  Shocked out of oblivion, Tarzan had gasped for air.  And inadvertently he had gulped down water into his lungs.  He forced his head up to the surface.  But an iron grip twisted in his hair, kept him underwater.  His lungs choking, his chest heaving, about the throw up.  Tarzan shot his hands up to break the hold in his hair.  But his hands couldn’t move.  His eyes shot open.  His lungs choked as he struggled underwater.  His arms were tied behind his back.  His lungs were full of water.  And a powerful strength was keeping his head forced underwater.  

Tarzan’s eyes were nearly popping out of his head with the pressure in his lungs.  With the coughing bursting for release in his chest.  He felt his knees on the river bed.  With supreme effort, he drove every bit of his strength into his back, forcing his head up out the water.  Burning tremors of effort shook in the muscles of his back.  Straining growls of determination broke in his chest.  But the force on his head persisted, jamming and jarring him back down, a shuddering force fought Tarzan back, tremors of exertion countered Tarzan’s own.  The hand gripped in his scalp had the advantage of gravity and pushed his face further down.  Tarzan felt like his chest would burst.  It felt like his head was about to explode.  

Then, without warning, the hand yanked him up.  The pull on his scalp screeched with the pain.  Suddenly hands were on Tarzan’s arms pulling his body up out of the stream.  Instinct told Tarzan his head was clear.  He gulped down air.  Water streamed off his hair, flooded into his eyes.

The instant his men pulled Tarzan upright Bannerman struck.  Water streamed off Tarzan’s hair, blinding him.  A loud gulping gasp heaved in air.  Then Bannerman’s fist thudded home.  Right into his captive’s belly button.  A solid fist trained in thumping bare-knuckled into the prison punchbag smacked through unsuspecting muscled flesh.  Shoulders that had bench-pressed 50 pounds hundreds of times a day rammed Bannerman’s hatred into Tarzan’s unsuspecting guts.  

Tarzan had gulped in life-saving wind.  It now erupted with a bawl.  Thumped by solid-packed knuckles out of his guts.  The remaining water he had gulped down into his lungs spewed out in a gush of air.  Tarzan hung off Bannerman’s men’s hands, bent double, choking, throwing up from his lungs.  Beyond himself with confusion and pain.  Pain, desperation and blindness tumbled through his head.  Another resentment-loaded thunderbolt smacked him in the guts.  Tarzan went down, gasping for air.  His legs gave way.  Aware he was underwater again.  In one quick move, Bannerman had taken a strong grip on Tarzan’s neck and kept his head under by force.

In shock and pain Tarzan was there again.  His head had smashed into the water.  Bannerman’s thump had emptied his lungs.  And Tarzan had gulped in for air.  To put back the wind that Bannerman had just punched out of his lungs.  Water flooded his chest, his back shook with overpowering spasms in his chest.  He was choking, suffocating.  Drowning.  Underwater his guts retched, they wanted to puke.  His lungs emptied, his stomach revolted.  Water shot out his mouth, flooded from his nose.  But the grip on his neck only tightened.  Kept him drowning under the water.  Bannerman was killing him off.  The burning need for air ballooned in his empty chest.  His head seemed about to explode.  He fought against the grip on his neck.  Desperation found strength to push against the hold.  His head shook in desperation to break free the grip on his neck.  But he was losing it.  Weakening from lack of air.  He tried to fight against the nagging fear that he was drowning.  Dizziness swirled before his eyes.  He was light-headed.  He couldn’t breathe.  Nausea filled his throat.  Bannerman was drowning him.  He was going.  Dimness flooded his mind.  Weakness replaced his strength.  A swirling powerlessness floated through his veins.

Bannerman let the neck go when he felt Tarzan give.  His men hauled up on Tarzan’s arms.  Yanked him forcefully up out of the stream.  A dead-weight that was hard to lift.  Bannerman heard his apeman haul in air.  Mouth gaping wide, greedily heaving in air.  Water sprayed off Tarzan’s hair, poured down his features, his face dripped with a river of anguish.  Blind, drowned by water flowing off his hair. 

Then Bannerman’s fist smacked home.  A solid fist of iron into hard but unsuspecting muscle.  Bannerman rescued Tarzan, he rescued his prey from drowning.  He punched with every bit of his strength the water out of Tarzan’s lungs.  A punch that smacked in up under Tarzan’s ribs.  Tarzan bellowed.  A bare-knuckled fist punched the water out his Tarzan’s lungs.  Water jetted with his bile out of his lungs.  Coughing, spewing, bawling.  Bannerman watched his men let Tarzan drop face first in the water.  Welcome, apeman, to your nightmare of pain.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
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Bannerman stood to one side and let them drag Tarzan, heavily retching and spasming, out of the river.  Up to his bare knees still in the water, Bannerman heard his captured treasure heaving his guts up choking from the water in his lungs as his men dragged Tarzan passed.  Hands still tied up his back, Tarzan hung off the determined hands gripped on his muscled arms.  Bannerman smiled to himself as he watched the muscled but trapped shoulders pass by.  Everything had gone as he had hoped.  But then he hadn’t spent years thinking this through in that hell-hole to which Tarzan had sent him for a single moment to go wrong.  

He strode confident behind out of the river, listening to Tarzan disabled by his vomiting guts, heaving water out of his lungs.  Tarzan coughed and spluttered, almost mindless of his capture.  Put out of any aggressive action by this act of attempted drowning.  His back heaving, shaking in huge uncontrolled spasms between Bannerman’s two mercenary savages dragging the helpless apeman back to land.

Tarzan felt his face slap into the sand.  Instinct turned him over on one side, hands still tied behind, coughing, heaving his guts up.  Water flooded from his nose, his eyes streamed, his body shook with massive spasms as he coughed up water from his lungs, vomited the river from his guts.  Dazed still from the blow to his head, weakness and concussion eating him up.

Without warning an explosion smacked Tarzan in the guts.  A hard kick from Bannerman’s boot exploded in his stomach.  Air blasted from his guts and rammed with force at his lungs.  Water emptied from his lungs, his stomach emptied in messy vomits of pain.  He lay on his side, knees folded up for protection.  Coughing, spluttering, heaving for air.  Bannerman looked down, a sense of satisfaction at the muscle-arrogant powerlessness struggling at his feet.  He patiently let Tarzan come to his senses, he’d let him take in the hopelessness of his capture.  

Slowly the spasms eased.  Through the curtain of hair flattened across his face, Tarzan saw before him a pair of legs.  Strong-shaped calves finished off with the boot that had thudded into his stomach.  The long blond hair on Bannerman’s legs clung wet to his skin as he lurked threatening over Tarzan’s panting torso.  

“Get him up on his knees”.

Hands grabbed at Tarzan’s bound arms and hauled him up.  With a couple of violent shakes, Tarzan cleared the dripping hair over his face, wincing at the pain in the back of his head.  Jaw set firm, he glared up at Bannerman, panting hard for air, fighting back the puking in his guts, struggling to get a grip.  Tarzan glanced annoyed down at the men who were now jamming a branch up his back and lashing it to his arms with thin biting cord.  

Tarzan spotted it in Bannerman’s hand.  The slave collar.

“Gonna sell me as a slave, too?”

“You’ve got better things coming for you, apeman”, Bannerman answered haughtily.

“But if you insist on looking the part, ….”

He threw the collar to the man behind.  The chain on the collar rattled threatening in Tarzan’s ear.

“Fit him up”.

Tarzan threw back a murderous glare.

“Don’t you dare!”

The grin wiped out any sense of tension off Bannerman’s face.

“Or what, Tarzan?” he laughed.  The mockery creased his face in a taunting sneer.  

“Or what, apeman?  Gonna give me a beating?”

“Gonna send me to jail?” he laughed.

Shaking his head at his joke, he nodded to the men standing behind Tarzan.

Refusing to be disgraced by that metal collar snapped around his neck Tarzan shook his head violently.  He bent and bucked with his shoulders to make it hard.  He doubled his efforts when he saw the hinged collar go over his head, he snarled in anger when it passed before his eyes.  But a strong arm forced his neck forward trapping the metal across his throat.  Tarzan fought against the hand that grip him by the head.  But force only bent his neck harder forward, cutting the collar across his throat digging it into his windpipe.  Like a strong lock snapping shut, Tarzan heard behind the dread bite of metal as he was trapped inside the shameful collar.  His head released from the hand, he felt the slap of heavy metal as the slave chain fell down his wet back.  The weight pulling the collar into his windpipe, a constant reminder of enslavement.

He tore his head up and shook his head.  He shuddered at the sway from that shame that slumped cold across his back.

“You’ll regret this, Bannerman”, he hissed.  Fury pumped in his blood at being bound and collared like a beast.

“Never, apeman”, Bannerman sneered.  “The best day of my life”.

Tarzan tightened his muscle when he saw Bannerman’s boot launch.  He pinched in his stomach at the flying kick from Bannerman’s leg.  Bannerman’s powerful torso bent forward over a thick-muscled thigh.  Like a rugby-player aiming for a goal.  Tarzan’s own strong abs turned hard as rock at the threat of that flying blur.  But the metal tip landed.  The cleats on the toe of the boot smacked hard into mere muscle.  With the overwhelming force of an iron club.  The power behind the boot pitched Tarzan’s chest forward.  The force of the kick punched out the wind and filled Tarzan’s cheeks.  

Tarzan’s face smacked against Bannerman’s waist.  His grunt of pain splattered muffled against Bannerman’s solid muscled abs.  But before Tarzan could register the strength against his cheeks, Bannerman’s fist was in his hair.  Yanked back off Bannerman’s abs by his scalp.  A split second later, Bannerman’s uppercut smashed up under Tarzan’s jaw.  In the last second, Bannerman twisted with his shoulders.  Months of punching that prison-yard bag filled those shoulders.  Smacked with the full weight of Bannerman’s muscle-solid bulk into Tarzan’s jaw.  Tarzan flew.  The force lifted him up, shock knocked him up off his knees.  Pain pitched Tarzan backwards,  His back smacked onto the sand.  A brain-shaking punch.  Muscle built from months of hammering resentment into a thread-bare bag in the prison-yard.  Smacked brutally into Tarzan’s jaw.

Tarzan lay cursing on his back, mouth open, gasping in air.  His head ringing from the punch, shaking his head to clear his vision, despite himself he was twisting at his jaw, wincing at the stabbing pain.  Tarzan glared back up from the earth through the throbbing pain in his brain.  He swore into Bannerman’s face, his arms uselessly trapped underneath him, his chest helplessly lifted by the pole across his back.

“Regret, Tarzan?” sniggered Bannerman.  “Best day of my life!” 

Tarzan tightened his stomach again.  Bannerman gave him plenty of warning of the next kick.  Standing alongside, Bannerman’s leg lifted, bent at the knee.  As if in slow motion, Tarzan flat on his back observed every slight move.  The bulging steel-solid muscle poking out of Bannerman’s shorts.  Metal-tipped, the boot-heel turned down menacing over Tarzan’s stomach.  Time stood still over each thick blond strand of hair on a rock-hard calf.  A hairy muscled menace poised ready to stomp.  The metal-capped heel hovering terrorising over Tarzan’s stomach.  Tarzan could not move, he could not escape, could not defend himself.  Trapped on his back on the sand, stomach exposed by arms bound behind.  Captive, cornered, chest vulnerably lifted by the pole across his back, Tarzan waited for the boot to fall.  Tightened all his muscled strength.  Teeth gritted, head thumping, heart pounding, nausea still burning in his throat, Tarzan hardened his stomach, waiting taut to take the kick.

Bannerman exploded with a grunt.  Five years of resentment put power into his thigh.  Five years from that hated hell-hole drove his knee straight.  Five years of bitterness impelled his metal-tipped heel into that despicable gut.

The heel stomped with a cutting thud into Tarzan’s abs.  Metal cleats drove through hardened muscle like a sharp blade through meat.  A blazing thunderbolt struck Tarzan in the gut.  The force of the boot smashed at his backbone, splattered his back agonising into the earth.  Pain blasted through muscle, kicked organs aside.  Pain flung his shoulders up off the sand.  His eyes popped out with shock.  Tarzan’s yell lit the air.  Cracked like a lightning strike.  Exhilaration flared in Bannerman’s soul.  Tarzan’s welcome party had begun.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
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But it hadn’t turned out like that.  He hadn’t managed to go out and take Tarzan captive himself.  Disappointingly.  Bannerman’s arms-deals had been too good to ignore.  Bags of dollars secretly flowing in from some foreign superpower to buy influence and access to African copper.  Some tin-pot megalomaniac who needed guns to keep the local population under control.  Keeping men in destitution slaving in the copper mines for little-or-nothing to make some global corporate rich.  And money flooding into a numbered Swiss bank account.  Too much money involved in the deal for Bannerman to pass up the chance – even for the pleasure of capturing Tarzan.

Standing at the entrance to the hut with a cigarette, he listened to the sounds of driving rain splattering into unseen puddles outside.  Bannerman was still bristling at the arrogance of that hunk of a savage who had tried to fob him off.  Trying on that “salesman-of-the month” treatment, he had stood there as good as starkers, the rain pouring off his shaven head and trying to tell Bannerman all was well.  Tarzan would look better by daylight, the muscle-hunk had twittered on.  As if all those bruises and that done-over torso was some trick of the light.  Who-the-hell did that cocky bastard think he was talking to?  Did he really think Bannerman was born yesterday?  Did he really think he could buy Bannerman off with a pair of black whores?

Bannerman felt resentment burning in his gut, he’d love to see that cocky savage put in his place.  That muscle-head oozed the kind of conceit that only men of incredible muscularity and unbelievable good looks carried before them.  He knew the type  -  and secretly Bannerman had always loved them for all that muscle-haughtiness.  Hell, Bannerman would love to see him taken down a few pegs.  In the only way he deserved.  Lined up for sale, stripped down to the buff.  That little pouch of his didn’t leave much to the imagination but there was some extra spice in having types like that displayed stripped.  At first, he’d braved it out, chin arrogantly up, a kind of “get-a-good-look at this then, all man” written all over his mug.  But the bravado always wore down and Superhunk would start to seethe.  Having to put up with hands mauling at him down there, it always got to them eventually.  Taunting hands weighing up his privates, giving him a good slapping when he dared protest.  

Bannerman saw him now.  He’d have him starkers, hands loosely tied above his head.  Plenty of laxity, plenty of movement.  Just so he’d ripple in angry defiance when a mauling hand stroked at his chest.  The muscle stud would twist sneering away when the strength in those thick rounded shoulders was groped.  Answering back with a snarl over that male-model face of his.  A slap in the stomach would bring out a glare from the stud.  Not that the slap did any hurt, that wasn’t the point.  It would take a lot more determination to squeeze pain out of such a stomach that looked like it was carved hardwood.  But the glare he’d thrown out would earn him a punch there.  A punch returned by a growl, a defiant glower, a threat spat back in the laughing face of the buyer.

These Superhunk types really were their own worst enemy.  Hormones blazing, testosterone on fire, a muscle-hunk like that one never seemed to work out that it was his own futile display of defiance that goaded the crowd.  Buyers fed off his manly conceitedness.  Buyers felt provoked in their groins to take the bastard down a peg.  To toy with him, to stick a finger up his arse just to make him try and bite back.  Bannerman would have his feet pinned down for safety but his arm-ropes would be loose.  As the stupid muscle-hunk twisted and turned to fend off another mauling grope, he’d give them a stunning display of his strength.  His resistance would have the onlookers drooling, his fighting spirit would goad the kind of buyers who went for just his sort.  And Superhunk was only provoking the crowd into playing with him more.  Did they ever learn, these self-opinionated cocky warrior-types?  Did they hell!  And Bannerman loved them for it.  They were upping their price with every futile snarl. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
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Bannerman saw in his head his muscled male-model, standing up for display starkers, arms up, defenceless.  As if it was clear as day, while Bannerman stared out into the rain-sodden darkness outside the hut.  A buyer approached Superhunk, stood up close.  It was that South African Pieters that Bannerman saw in his mind’s eye, he’d always had a mean streak in him.  Ambitious too.  Bannerman had had to use all kinds of means to keep Pieters in his place, at the bottom of the business pile, in the dog-shit where he belonged.  But he was just the sort to put the black through his paces.

Superhunk burned his eyes into Pieters’ face.  Daring him.  Warning him, defying him to try something on.  Of course, Pieters did, that glare was just kind of come-on made for him.  Just because the black could do fuck-all about it.  His arms were strung out above his shoulders, his feet were helplessly tied to stakes in the ground.  Just the way that mean bastard liked his victims.

A smile slowly illuminated Pieters’s lips, the black’s glower just deepened in threatening response.  Silently promising trouble if Pieters tried anything.  But of course, Pieters did, that’s what this was all about.  He could, he was going to.  No black, not even a muscled perfection like this one, was going to stop him.

He took the hunk’s jaw in his hand and gripped.  The hunk indignantly tried to shake him off but the claw on his male-model face only tightened.  And Pieters’ other hand extended out and traced a toying finger down the muscle-hunk’s trapped chest.  His eyes staying with that glare, a sneer of superiority breaking on Pieters’ mocking lips.  Tempting the black to try something – if he could -, taunting him with the fact there was shit-all he could do to stop this.  Slowly tracing a provocative path in the deep furrow between enormously hard and powerful mounds of muscled chest.  The black’s eyes burned fury into his mauler’s face but he only got a slight pitying shake of Pieters’ head in response.  Pitying him for the sad futility of that glare, mocking it.  Saying, come-on then, what’ya gonna do about it?

Pieters gave an appreciative tap on the solidness that dominated the black’s glistening chest.  A few light taps into the hard muscle with the fingers of the back of Pieters’ hand.  Solid with strength though at rest, yet adorning a magnificent body pounding with anger at being man-handled like this.  Pieters was recognising favourably the exceptional physique of the black.  Nodding appreciatively, but at the same time making it quite clear to the useless slave who was boss.  Showing this seething hunk of male perfection who had taken on himself the right to maul the one-time proud warrior in this way.  For a long while Pieters’ eyes lingered thinking on the hard nub that mounted the edge of the muscled ridge.  Now popped full, bristling with the anger that coursed through the black’s thumping veins.

On Pieters explored, further on down.  Playing over the cobblestones of the black’s iron-hard abs.  Stroking them, admiringly.  But indicating he was handling them with no more interest that weighing up a good piece of steak.  The proud black growled and tried again to pull his face away, jerking his head to break the claw on his jaw.  But the grip stayed.  And the playing of Pieters’ fingers tickling over the black’s tightened hardwood-carved stomach muscle was continued, just to goad him.  Mocking stroking at his powerlessness, sniggering at his uselessness.  A snarl of anger broke through the tight-clenched jaw as Pieters’ fingers mauled their way down further south.  

Fresh furious jerks of the head fought to break the grip on his jaw, Superhunk squirmed from the waist to lose the fingers circling tauntingly over his lower abs.  Knowing where this was going.  But the black was not going to shake off this tormentor.  Instead he could only spit out protests through anger-clenched teeth.  But Pieter’s smirking man-handling persisted, the mocking fingers goading him in the black’s thick bush of hair.  Tickling, forewarning.  Fingers toying in crinkly hair like playing a flute.  A tune that only riled the black and had his huge heaving chest growling with anger.  Pieters shook his head in pitying mockery.   As if all that glowering was going to stop him.  As if Pieters was going to be put off by those snarling lips from a slave trussed up like this.  All those growls – just futile anger, music to Pieters’ ears.  

His only purpose was to ridicule the black’s inability to stop him, his helplessness to prevent Pieters from playing a jarring tune on the black’s abused manly pride.  Was a born warrior.  Was born to lead, born to earn respect.  Now a plaything, Pieters’ toy.  The black muscle stud’s pride boiled, his manliness raged.  But there was nothing the black could do to stop this indignity.  He could only fume.  Uselessly fume.  Pointlessly seethe.  And let Pieters enjoy himself.

Superhunk’s hips shot back when Pieters’ finger traced its threat down his naked shaft.  As he knew it would.  His throat broke in a threat of rage, he twisted from the waist to shake off the finger that was fingering over his precious manhood.  Pieters laughed in his face.  There was no place to escape.  His hand was now under the tip of his cock, lifting the black’s sizeable manhood and weighing it in the shell of Pieters’ sweaty palm.

The black’s eyes burned with fury.  He shot arrows of anger into the face of this stranger who dared torment and play with his dignity like this.  He’d kill him if he got free.  But Pieters’s face only shone with pleasure at the black’s mortification  Because there was no way this black was going to get free.  He was given Superhunk a lesson, learning the meaning of what is it was to be owned.  He was finding out what it meant to be another man’s toy.  

A quick flick of Pieters’ fingers smacked the black’s cock up in the air.  Gravity brought it back down on the greasy palm with a slap.  And again.  Flicked up in the air.  Come slapping down on an excited hand.  The black’s handsome face burned with his indignation.  The slap of his cock onto another man’s hand seemed to ring in Superhunk’s head with every mockery of hell.  

And again and again.  Pieters knew it would not take long, it never did with types like this.  And this warrior-black was flooded with seething testosterone.  His veins thudded with his aggression and fury.  It was probably days since the stud had properly shed his load.  It did not take Pieters long to get what he wanted.  The man’s blood was boiling, he fumed with the desire to maim and kill.  Anger pounded through his blood.  A dozen humiliating flicks of his cock into the air had him firming up fast.  His handsome male-model face was confused in a mixture of anger and embarrassment.  The cocky bastard could not stop himself.  He was fighting back the anger of being played around with like this.  His blood boiled at his manhood being publicly toyed with.  And the more he fought, the harder he got.  Within a dozen flicks, Pieters could feel solid blood-bloated flesh slapping back down onto his palm.

Satisfied, Pieters released his grip on the jaw.  A few consoling strokes across the black’s cheek brought out only cursing threats of anger.  The stinging slap of Pieters’ back-hander earned him a furious scowl of useless defiance.  Making Pieters laugh in his face.  

At which Pieters turned away, smiling to his audience watching behind.  Without a backward glance, he left the black.  Throwing a boner.  Sporting his unwanted hard-on.  Showing the sniggering onlookers what he had got.  Forced to get hard against his will.  Forced to display his wares till this unwanted anger-flooded boner wilted away.

Shit, that one would fetch a good price on the auction block, thought Bannerman looking up at the thunderous blackness of a never-ending tropical storm.  The devastating good looks, the muscle-stacked-upon-muscle.  That haughty pride in his manful superiority.  He was just asking for it.  

In no time at all, Bannerman could easily drum up just the kind of buyers who’d go for his kind of arrogant glower and muscled fight.  He was just the kind who never got it into their head that their stubborn defiance was just what got some buyers off.  

He was a magnet.  And he attracted the worse kind of buyers as far as that muscle-buck was concerned.  Men who knew a challenge when they saw one.  They got off on that kind of muscled stubbornness that was determined never to be beaten.  Some men just lived for it.  Futile male arrogance pounding in their blood even at another failure to break free, pointlessly denying the evidence that they had become another man’s toy.  

And it was men like Pieters that would get off on just such a dare, rising to this black’s seething challenge.  Rising to the thrill of teaching this fetching muscle-hunk a lesson.  Putting him in his place.  Days of withering humiliation, laughing in the face of his over-muscled, over-preening pride.  There were men out there, like Pieters, who would always fall for having a go at this kind of warrior-pride, they’d bid for Superhunk at any price.  Battling it out at the auction.  Driven to bid for him against the opposition whatever the cost, burning with the needy swelling in their pants, driven to enjoy the fun and challenge of putting this arrogant muscle-stud down.  Slowly, delectably.  Bannerman loved this type of warrior-pride, they were self-destructive.  They practically sold themselves.

Slowly.  That was the thrill such buyers craved.  The thrill of breaking their stud in, over time.  A prime stallion, a wild horse.  In no hurry at all, the excitement was in the journey not the destination.  Painstakingly slowly, breaking that hard-muscled arrogance down, over weeks.  Bannerman knew the worst thing about becoming a slave for Superhunk would be that humiliation, - especially for such a physical specimen as him.  Being mastered, unable to do anything.  Yet used to mastering himself.  Being stripped naked, being molested.  And fuck-all that super-stud could do to prevent it.  

Pieters knew that, he was a master at the technique.  Pieters would slowly strip away each of Superhunk’s layers of defiance.  Like peeling an onion, skin by painful skin.  Leisurely slowness, that was where the pleasure lay.  Painfully slowly letting such a warrior-supreme realise he was being taken-down.  Painfully and sorrowfully slowly seeing he was losing his grip.  Day-after-humiliating-day.  Leisureliness was all in the fun, lots of chances for the warrior-turned-slave to dread the inevitability of what was happening to him.  He could bristle for all he was worth, - yes please, that just added to the fun!  He could growl and snarl, - it just got the groin going more.  He was a toy.  Superhunk’s warrior pride counted for nothing.  Bannerman’s smirked to himself at the thought.  Superhunk was going down.  And on someone else’s command, at his master’s speed.  There was nothing the dumb bastard would ever be able to do about it.  

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
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Bannerman stood at the entrance to the hut listening to the rain and hearing in his head the seething rage of the superhunk his imagination had submitted to this humiliation.  A slight smile of sadism played on his mouth.  He shook his head enjoying the thought of the defiant slave.  He’d seen them like this before, loved the type for the way they just could not accept the reality. Every squirm of hard rippling muscle, every glower of offended warrior pride just upping the price for his bristling hide. 

Manu boiled.  His heart thumped, blood pounded with fury in his ears.  There was not any shame at displaying himself like this.  His equipment down there had always done him proud, hours of enjoyment and pleasure, for him and for his girls.  Showing himself off was not the problem.  

It was the fact that this was not his erection.  It had been forced on him.  It was not something he had wished on himself.  He was not ashamed that he was throwing himself powerful and awesome off his front.  Nor even that people were watching.  It was that that white man had done this to him.  Against his own will.  To show Manu his body was not his to control.  His erection was not his to possess, it belonged.  It was owned by someone else, - just like the rest of his proud muscled body.  

And the way that sneering bastard had just turned away.  As if to say that Manu’s proud jutting boner was not even worth a thing.  His owner could cause it.  That’s what masters could do to their slaves.  Not for any reason.  Not even let Manu use it.  Whoever owned Manu could give him a hard-on  -  just for the fun of it.  And then walk away.  Waste it, that useless piece of man-meat served no purpose.  Except simply to show his slave his master possessed it.  His master possessed him, Manu himself, his proud manliness – they all counted for nothing.  That was what gnawed away in fury and ate at Manu’s heart.  

But Manu knew he’d fight it, he couldn’t afford to let them get to him like this.  He was a warrior, he was a man.  Manu was all-man.  And nothing these sick bastards could do to take that from him.

Bannerman smirked at that fuming image of manly futility he saw in his head as he threw his cigarette sizzling out into the rain.  As his manful conceitedness in his over-wheening virility slowly crumbled down into desperation, that Superhunk would stupidly struggle like crazy against the irresistibly recognition he was losing this battle.  He’d fight it, he’d force himself to get a grip on himself, tell himself haughtily he was no man’s slave.  Yet in reality just egging his master on by that snarling defiance and display of virile pride.  Bannerman shook his head in pleasure and amazement.  Superhunk was own worst enemy.

Yet, gradually, almost imperceptibly, Bannerman knew proud-fighting desperation would give way to a despair clawing away at his guts.  That shameful yet helpless realisation steadily breaking him down, his muscles growing hotter with the shame at his growing sense of agonised hopelessness.  As he saw his warrior pride being crushed underfoot, like some beetle under a master’s boot.  Superhunk’s belief in the superiority of his hard-muscled body was painfully slowly being scraped away, - like a blunt knife scratching messily away at wood.  Like coarse sand scraping away layers of skin, exposing the flesh of his pride, leaving him raw and stinging underneath.  Hurting to the depths of his aching flailing soul.  Fighting anxiously the inevitable truth.  Desperately seeing the message he refused to face:  he was slowly losing the fight.  He was a slave.  He was owned.  That sense in the superiority of his magnificent body relentlessly was being trampled on by a power stronger than his own muscled strength.  His powerful muscle-haughty physique that had defined his self-belief now counted for nothing.  He was only another man’s property.  His body would continue to buzz with anger at this helplessness, powerlessness would pulse like the cramps in his blood, disabling him, like hot liquid through those well-crafted veins.  And, shamefully, there was nothing the muscle-hunk could ever be able to do about it.

Shit, if only, …. Bannerman mused.  If only he was still in that business.  .  Salesman-of-the-month indeed.  Fobbing him off with stories about Tarzan’s injuries, they’d look different by daylight, indeed.  Trying to buy Bannerman off with a pair of black whores.  Shit, he’d love to teach that muscle-cocky savage the lesson he deserved

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

Bannerman stood in the entrance to the hut peering out at the blackness when his treasure hung.  He hadn’t managed to take Tarzan himself.  He’d paid someone to bring in his hide.  Maybe Superhunk himself had hunted Tarzan down, done the apeman over and was now trying to buy off his mistake with a pair of black whores.  

Disappointing for Bannerman, though.  He really would have preferred to be in there, in at the kill.  He’d spent sleepless nights sweating in his prison cell planning Tarzan’s capture.  Seeing the thrill of that moment, playing with his tool at the infinite variations he’d imagined for his apeman’s capture.  Yearning to see the look on Tarzan’s face when the truth slapped him in the face.  But business-was-business and it hadn’t happened like that.  It hadn’t cost much to get these savages to track his prize captive down.  So he had paid for the apeman’s hide, he’d bought Tarzan like some piece of meat.  A bit unworthy, though, to see it like that.  Bannerman really treasured Tarzan’s hide, he had great plans for it.

And it hadn’t taken Superhunk long to track Tarzan down.  The speed took Bannerman by surprise.  He had raced here through the storm as soon as he got the phone call, getting drenched to the skin.  His clothes had clung to him like an awkward skin as he stood ankle deep in the mud viewing that pinned-out Tarzan exhausted and unconscious in the rain.  Paying for the service to get Tarzan’s hunted down hadn’t cost Bannerman much.  But it had been worth every cent.  These savages didn’t know the apeman’s worth.  They couldn’t really.  He was giving them cents and he was getting a fortune.  A bargain.  He had got what he’d planned, though, out there in the rain-storm.  A priceless treasure.

And, on top of that, the ignorant savage had even thrown in these two women for the night.  Yeah maybe Superhunk had annoyed Bannerman by fobbing him off with these two black whores.  But they had imaginatively exercised his groin that night, it knew he’d seen some action.  They were helluva-fuck, even for a pair of savages.  He stood peering out into the darkness, listened to the driving rain splattering in the mud.  Feeling that distinctive glow from the workout he’d been given down below.  And his long-anticipated satisfaction was only metres away, out there he was hanging between the two posts, Bannerman’s priceless treasure.  Waiting for the morning to dawn.  The worst dawn of Tarzan’s life.

Bannerman looked up at the darkness of the sky as if he expected to see something.  Pitch-black, the moon was swallowed by the thick clouds of the storm.  The blackness that was robbing Bannerman of the best sight in the world.  The storm had not broken the heat.  His hands slid lasciviously over the thick storm-laden sweat on his bare chest.  Fingers squeezed at a solid pec, flicked at the hard nub standing proud on a firm ridged edge.  He was still fascinated by the new body he had grown.  And the thought of what it was going to do for him when the storm stopped.  Proud of himself.  His fingers played at the sweat-flattened hair in the cavity of his solid chest.  

Built himself up he had as he had sweated for months in punishing hard labour under the vicious sun.  Pumping iron in that prison yard.  For just this day.  Smashing concrete with a sledgehammer preparing. Just for a day like this.  The day when his body-builder muscle would find its release.  When he’d let fly all that pent-up anger on Tarzan’s strung-out body.  Confident that his pumped-up physique would not fail the burning anger that seethed deep within his soul.  If only dawn would come.  If only this rain would stop.

End of Part One


Part two

Ch. 5
Plots

5a.

They’d arrived with the rain pelting down.  They’d come back to the village to the sound of thunder welcoming their homecoming.  A clap of thunder like the gods acclaiming their return with such a priceless possession.  As if on signal, lightning flashed.  Revealing the two brothers leading, their prize dragged by his feet between.  The jungle’s legendary muscle-man dragged on his front through the mud, the indignity of his defeat streaked down his chest, shame patterning his face with the thick clay of their lands.  Manu strode on immediately behind his prisoner, head high with pride beating in his heart.  It was him returning with his capture Tarzan dragged on his front through the mud.  Manu’s moment of triumph.  The lord of the jungle brought defeated back in shameful disgrace.  Manu the faithful warrior, delivering the ransom back here on the orders of their chief.  

Earlier the villagers had all taken shelter from the thunderous rain in their huts.  But the sight of the parade brought them open-mouthed out into the deluge.  Rainwater cascaded off Manu’s shaven head.  The biting beads of rain stung at his shoulders.  Yet he felt nothing.  He beamed back with pride at the cheering crowd risking the pelting rain to greet his triumph .  Everyone rushed out of their huts unable to believe what Manu had delivered.    The money that Tarzan’s capture would bring would send their children to school.  And how Manu had defeated him!  The mere sight of the feared jungle lord dragged in disgrace through the thick cloying mud like this  -  it was a sight they’d be telling their children for years.  The apeman, the famed jungle lord, dragged by the feet like some hunted-down beast, hauled unresisting on his front through the mud.  Lugged by his legs, his face slithering in the puddles, crushed, done-in, unable to offer any resistance.  Beaten by their own warriors.  Taken down by Manu their champion.  Their own tribe’s warriors had brought him in!  The jungle’s mightiest warrior dragged in disgrace, overpowered by the tribe’s champions.  

And it was the incomparable Manu who had brought Tarzan in.  .  Handsome, tall, strong, worthy.  Ordering his captive dumped groaning between the two stakes.  Dropped there on his face in the mud.  Too overwhelmed to resist even when released.  Unbeknown that Tarzan had been shattered by Kwami’s torture, too exhausted by the torments on the beach to walk the enforced march back, too tortured to drag himself along.  But the tribes-people knew what they could see.  The fearless jungle lord, dumped groaning in the mud under his torture frame, the indomitable Tarzan ready for it to take his arms, to keep his legendary strength captive till the white man handed over a handsome reward.

Out of the corner of his eye, Manu saw him slither away in the background, like the snake he was.  Manu expected nothing less.  Kwami.  Thinking he’d escaped unseen, he had slunk away and secreted himself towards his father’s hut.  Manu expected as much of the louse.  The snake had sneaked away to his father and hoped to poison his mind before Manu could report back.  Before Manu could assure the ailing chief that his efforts had brought Tarzan back safe and sound.  The rich reward was theirs.  The tribe would prosper at the apeman’s capture, they’d flourish with the money the white man would pay for the jungle lord.  Who cared what the white man meant to do with Tarzan!  Their village might even afford its own school.  

Kwami had slithered away to poison his father’s mind.  But in that moment of triumph Manu felt unassailable.  He had rescued Tarzan from Kwami’s selfish plan, it was by Manu’s actions their people would enjoy the rewards, it was Manu’s feat that would win the chief’s favours.

So Manu took his time.  Enjoying the acclaim.  Powerful arms raised into the driving rain to receive their applause.  Supremely confident in the love the chief bore towards him, the tribe’s champion warrior.  He knew his strength was admired, his physique was the embodiment of the tribe’s image of fighter-manliness.  Soaking up the approval of the tribes-people.  Convinced of the debt Kwami’s father would now owe him, - when Manu revealed what Kwami had done to Tarzan.  How his savagery could have lost the village the bounty money.  How Manu had managed to rescue Tarzan from his son’s mean-minded selfishness, how Manu’s actions had secured the white man’s reward.  Supremely assured – as much as he was confident in the extraordinary authority conferred by his body -  that his evidence of Kwami’s damage could counter any whining from the chief’s son.  Injuries so great the legendary strong man of the jungle could not stand.  So damaging that the captive could barely walk.  Injuries so evident that the white man might not pay the price.  All because of Kwami’s self-centred obsession that could have cost the village so much, - if Manu had not intervened.  

Manu strode over to the apeman in the mud.  The crowd, despite the driving rain, shouting to him, hailing their champion.  Manu who had brought the apeman home.  Overpowered.  Shattered by a superior warrior.  Lying splattered face-down in the mud.  Manu bent over his exhausted captive.  One arm tight around Tarzan’s throat, the other hand yanking into Tarzan’s hair, he pulled his captive upright out of the mud.  Showing him to the crowd.  Arching his chest up painfully backward off the ground.  Gripping the captive’s neck in the crook of his arm, Manu showed his people what he had brought.  The face of the jungle lord streaked with mud, hair over his face, dripping with the rain.  The shouts lifted, the women ululated.  Men beat the air at Manu’s triumph.  Watching the apeman struggle as the throat-hold choked him.  Laughing at his writhing face streaked with the mud of their earth.  Tarzan’s hands weakly straining to break Manu’s stranglehold.  Gagging, gurgling for air, his whole body bearing down on Manu’s arm across his throat.    Face contorted in mud-covered panic.  And the tribes-people giggling with rain-splattered laughter.  Mocking the panic in the apeman’s mud-streaked face.  Laughing at his plight.  Bursting into applause when Manu let him go and Tarzan splattered face-first into the mud.  Coughing and heaving for breath in the mud of their earth.

At Manu’s nod, the two brothers grabbed the choking apeman by his arms and hauled him up again out of the mud.  Arching him backwards till he was nearly up on his knees.  Displaying the mighty legend to the people, showing how their champion Manu had brought Tarzan down.  Manu in triumph had brought the prize back to them beaten and defeated.  Offering no resistance, bowing to their superiority of their champion.  The blessings from the white man’s bounty were hanging over the apeman’s mud-streaked head.  The sight of the muscled brothers gritting their teeth to lift his deadweight upright by his arms amazed the watching crowd, they could see that the indomitable legend that was Tarzan had no strength himself.

Suddenly hands slipped in the slimy mud on his arms and Tarzan fell forward on his face again.  Just in times, his arms instinctively whipped forward to halt his fall.  Kneeling on all fours.  Like an animal, like a dog.  The brothers grinned to themselves and made to lift Tarzan again but Manu’s restraining hand stopped them.  All around the tribes-people had broken out in peels of mocking laughter at the sight of the exhausted Tarzan like a beast on all fours.  They were enjoying the sight.  

Mzama and his brother had witnessed for themselves the punishment Tarzan had taken under Kwami’s regime.  They were not surprised at his exhaustion, any man would be done-in.  They had more than played their part to make him like this.  There was only so much a human being could take.  Even someone so powerful in spirit as this apeman had shown himself.  

Tarzan knelt there on hands and knees.  Not knowing where his strength had gone.  Rainwater cascaded off his hair as he knelt face down seeing only mud.  His breathing came in slow noisy laboured grunts.  He back lifted and fell under the stinging rain.  Weakness had seeped into every muscle, exhaustion prickled on his skin like a thousand insects crawling over him.  For a day he had been brutally beaten, these two muscle-powered guards who had just dropped him had played a major part, he’d been beaten and his body punished for hours.  He didn’t know why he had been saved from Kwami, he hadn’t taken in what this new warrior had said.  But he’d been mis-treated, beaten and kicked on the journey here, his shattered mind couldn’t explain how every blow had fallen with such exaggerated pain.  

His body hummed like an electric wire, full of sensations his ravaged flesh could barely handle.  Saved from Kwami’s death on the beach, but he’d not been rescued.  He was prisoner of the Mtwala still.  What for he knew no reason.  But this new captor who had brought him in was more impressive than Kwami.  Much more so.  Tarzan knew he would have to work hard to restore his strength if there was to be any chance to fight his way out of those clutches.

His chest was smeared with thick cloying mud, his face streaked with the sludge of their own earth.  Humiliatingly at first he could find no strength to fend off a dog that approached and licked at his face.  Screams of laughter rang out.  The mighty jungle lord unable to defend himself from a dog licking his face.  Anger at this weakness gnawed at his soul, Tarzan submitted at first to the dog’s licks.  Then the mockery around corroded his pride.  With final reserves of strength, he tore away his face, twisted his head at the dog and made to bite.  Teeth bared lie an animal, snarling like an injured beast.  The frightened dog ran off barking.  Tarzan’s head slumped back down in exhaustion at the exertion.  And shrill peels of their laughter pierced his shameful ears.  

Few had seen this living legend before but they had all heard the stories, they all knew of his fearsome reputation.  The surprise on the faces of the villagers was plain to see, revelling in this sight despite the deluge of rain, despite the flow of water cascading off their heads.  Manu paraded before his applauding people.  Their champion had put out the fire of this apeman’s legendary spirit.  Unable to stand.  His eyes open but unseeing.  Barely able to fight off the humiliation of the dog licking the rain off his face.  Their man Manu had brought the legend back to them.  Beaten, shattered, totally defeated.  To be sold, to earn the money that would send their children to school.  Men would tell this tale to their children when they were old.  Tarzan broken by their own champion.  Manu, their champion who had vanquished the unconquerable Tarzan.

5b.

Mzama and Bukawa, impressively strong though they were, still struggled to lift the slippery dead weight of the apeman to his feet.  As if the thick mud sucking at Tarzan’s inert torso was reluctant to let go such a precious prize.  Manu nodded them to the stakes where Tarzan belonged.  It was time, maybe, to turn his attention to the chief.  Despite his confidence growing under the adulation of the villagers, despite knowing the chief loved Manu well, it still nagged away that Kwami was as evil and as slippery as the snake.  He would send a shiver of excitement through his uncle’s aged bones, Manu had brought the apeman back, the chief could be assured the white man’s massive rewards was theirs.  Perhaps the old chief’s lasting legacy to his people.  

Struggling with the mud and the rain, Bukawa’s hands slid off the apeman’s slippery arms.  Mzama instinctively compensated and caught their captive, wrapping his arms around Tarzan’s lifeless chest.  He hugged the apeman’s back to his own solid torso, stopping them both from falling back in the mud.  Mzama glanced at his brother for help.  And then he frowned.  Straining to hold up alone the apeman’s dead-weight, his own feet slithering dangerously in the ankle-deep mud, Mzama found Bukawa there in front. Just grinning at him.  

Suddenly Mzama knew he’d been hoodwinked, his brother was up to their old tricks.  Back to that brotherly rivalry.  Bukawa had deliberately let the apeman go, leaving Mzama carrying the goods.  Exploding out of nowhere, Bukawa thudded his fist into Tarzan’s stomach.  Hard, punishingly hard.  So hard that Tarzan doubled over.  Bukawa unleashed all the power he had.  Tarzan was jolted back into Mzama’s front.  Bare knuckles so forceful that a bellow of pain shot from the captive’s guts.  A solid punch so intensely brutal that shock pitched Tarzan’s chest forward with a jerk.  So destructively hard Tarzan nearly tipped Mzama over and sent them both careening into the mud.

On his way to the chief’s hut in the rain, Manu twisted round at the villagers’ roars.  Mzama’s face was snarling fiercely at his brother, struggling to hold up the apeman’s dead-weight, straining for grip in the slimy mud.  Manu didn’t have it in for the apeman, he had told himself.  There was nothing personal in this.  The chief had told him to hunt the apeman down.  Some white man was offering a huge bounty on Tarzan’s head, a great wealth from which the villagers would gain.  Manu really didn’t care one way or the other, he’d never met this Tarzan before, just knew of the jungle lord’s fearsome reputation.  Manu had just done as ordered.  

Manu had a natural association with manly-looking types, this Tarzan looked like he could take care of himself.  He was impressive, deep grooves of cleavage in a powerfully built chest.  Strong legs yet lean muscled, tight sculpted stomach.  Just like the stories said.  Almost as good as Manu himself.  True, the apeman didn’t look like that right now.  Whatever butchery Kwami had put him through, that snake had cowardly sucked the apeman’s strength dry with every brutal round of punishment.  But Manu knew the type.  Men like himself, real men like this Tarzan, like himself, recovered.  Given time.

Manu had had a job to do, his duty, he’d done it.  The white man could have him, pay up and take Tarzan away.  The chief would get the bounty, the children would get their school.  Tarzan would get – well, whatever was coming to him.  Nothing to do with Manu, he’d done his job.

Manu had spun round at the shouting, he’d caught the crowd’s roar.  He heard the villagers yell out in applause.  Saw Mzama clinging on to the captive for dear life, his slippery foothold threatening to drop the two of them in the thick mud.  Still Tarzan was writing in Mzama’s arms, his legs sagging.  Pain was shuddering through Tarzan’s contorting torso, grimaces of shock twisted in his face.  Muscles contorted, strained, corded in pain.  Ravaged by Bukawa’s unsuspected hammerblow into his guts.  Manu knew for himself the strength in that thunderbolt of a fist that Bukawa had just ploughed into the apeman’s unprotected stomach.  

Over the apeman’s shoulder, Mzama was glaring in anger back into his smirking brother’s face.  Bukawa had got one over on him.  There he was, trapped struggling to hold the deadweight of Tarzan’s writhing up, his own feet threateningly slithering in the mud as the unsuspecting apeman shuddered out his shocks of pain.  While Bukawa was swaggering, taunting, - he had got one over on Mzama again.

Manu listened.  He listened, head cocked with interest.  And he learned.  He heard how that crowd roared, bawled and cheered at the apeman’s pain.  Cheering on one of their own against the mighty legend.  Manu noticed that warriors like himself could do no wrong, the crowd were happy to stand out in this pelting rain to see their heroes triumph, roaring them on.  They were the best, their own champions were the best.  Even against this legend of the jungle.  They were putting up with the rain to cheer on one of their own in this match with this greatest of legends.  Like in a fight with fighters from another tribe.  Only better.  Besting the best.  They didn’t have it in for the apeman, they just wanted their own to win.  Cheering for each single cry of pain wrenched out of the jungle lord by one of their splendid own.  

Manu saw Bukawa gave his brother a mock-helpless look.  Manu shook his head at the pair of them, smiling kindly.  Smiling at Bukawa playing to the crowd.  He didn’t have anything against Tarzan, any more than Manu.  Bukawa’s hammering that had Tarzan coughing up his guts had nothing to do with the apeman really.  It had everything to do with his brother.  It was part of the game, the pair of them were up to their old tricks.  Getting one over on each other all the time.  Nothing personal, apeman.  

Manu shook his head kindly and watched the pair of them, ignoring the stinging bite of the pelting rain on his broad shoulders.  What could he do, Bukawa’s gesture seemed to say?  It was a gift, Mzama caught holding onto the baby like that.  How could Bukawa resist?  Bukawa indicated to the crowd.  It was what they wanted.  It’s what they expected, brother, the pair of them, they are supposed to play tricks on each other, they’ve done it all their lives.  The crowd love us for it, it’s what we do, Bukawa’s helpless mocking shrug seemed to say.  

Bukawa swaggered with his hips, strutting his stuff.  He’d got on over on his brother, turned him into the captive’s crutch.  Made Mzama struggle to keep Tarzan on his feet.  While Bukawa got his punch in.  One-up on you, big brother.  

Smirking Bukawa slopped jauntily forward through the mud to the pair of them.  Mzama scowling, Tarzan heaving air back into his shocked physique.  Bukawa’s taunting eyes broke into a wink at his brother.  Again a shrug of helplessness lifted off his massive square shoulders, his gesture indicating the cheering crowd.  This was what they want, big brother, he grinned.  What am I supposed to do?  

From a distance, Manu watched the pair of them, amused.  Waiting, knowing there was another stunt on the way.  It was the usual good-natured competition between the brothers, Bukawa’s usual enjoyment in getting one over on his “big brother!.  Bukawa’s taunt to Mzama seemed to say, …  This was what they expect of us two.  With a shrug of his big rounded muscles, the little brother asked Mzama playfully, what else are we supposed to do?  Let the crowd down?  It’s what they want.  This is the game we play.  

Then his fist thudded home.  Bukawa’s fist delivered what the tribes-people wanted to see.  His big bony fist tore forward and disappeared into the apeman’s guts.  Every bit of Bukawa’s being, every bit of his strength followed through.  

Mzama was knocked backwards, he struggled to keep his balance.  The exhaustion-loaded apeman shot upwards off his dragging feet.  The power of Bukawa’s punch smacked Tarzan in under the ribs.  The force from his attacker’s bulging shoulders blasted all the wind out of his guts.  The pain-loaded fist shot him apeman backwards off his sagging legs.  Tarzan’s lungs emptied in a tortured yell.  Pain whipped his head backwards, it smacked back hard into Mzama’s face.  The powerful jolt of shock slammed Tarzan’s back into Mzama’s chest.  

Tarzan was still gasping for air  when the lightning struck.  Pain was still sizzling in his gut.  Fire raged in his chest, his head drowning in the roar of the ferocious typhoon.  Then the second thunderbolt followed through.  Bukawa’s lightning strike smacked hard, inflaming Tarzan’s tortured guts.  A sharp explosion of pain smacked right through his frame.  A devastating rip of tortured agony.  Like spewing his guts out his throat.  Shock threw Tarzan’s unprepared body up.  Surprise slashed his torso back.  Back he went, smacked back into a solidness behind.  Sending him flying.  Throwing Tarzan helpless off his feet.  Knocked almost senseless by a devastating force Tarzan could not resist.

Manu listened how the crowd went wild.  Yells of laughter split through the pelting rain.  Both the men went flying.  Tarzan and Mzama helplessly sent down splashing into the puddles of mud, Mzama underneath.  Mzama cried out in shocked anger, the wet splattering in his face.  Tarzan’s leap of pain had thudded with a jolt backwards into his stomach.  Mzama felt his footing going.  He tried to adjust.  But Tarzan’s head cracked hard into his.  Throwing Mzama back in shock.  Balance lost, feet slipping.  The apeman’s pained bawl threw Mzama backwards.  Flying.  Helplessly lost.  Splat into the thick mud.  Both went down, mud splashing everywhere.  Threw them careening on Mzama’s back into muddy puddles.  

Mzama landed underneath with an explosion of surprise splattering in the wet.  The shock of the earth thudded into his back.  The splash of the mud splattered in his face.  The force of the apeman smacked on top!  The crowd screamed with laughter at Mzama through the rain.

The crowd’s bellows of good-natured laughter greeted Mzama as he threw the apeman’s agonised torso off himself, starting to lift his own mud-splattered body out of the puddles.  Wiping the mud out of his seething eyes to the howls of laughter at the sight of him.  Mzama threw his brother a murderous look.  Angrily he wiped his muddy hands on Tarzan’s muscle-shuddering back.  Ignoring the pain-writhing torture crunched up next to him.  Gasping for air, twisting on his side in the muddy wet.  Mzama’s fist rose clenched in anger at his brother.  Stacks of twisted iron burst on a threatening bicep.  He’d teach that cheating brother respect.  His fuming chest ballooned outward as fury swelled in his fight-ready back.  

Then Mzama’s face broke in a grin.  Little brother had got one over on him, OK.  They were never so close as when competing like this.  Yes, it had been a good try.  Shaking his head kindly, grinning at his brother, Mzama rose to his feet, pushing himself unconcerned off the hard-arsed slab of beef still writhing in the wet.  Leaving behind the pain-filled physique that lay groaning out its shock in the wet.  Paying no heed to the doubled-up captive clutching at the hideous fires burning up his tortured guts.  Paying no attention to the sickening tortured exhaustion that spread from Tarzan’s guts and swamped the rest of his body.  Unconcerned about their prisoner, - to the cheers of the crowd applauding them winning the match, Mzama sauntered over and gave his little brother a big hug.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

5c.

When the three of them were recovering from their lusty exertions in the darkness in Manu’s hut, he told them gleefully of his reception by the chief.  The old man obviously had no time for his son.

Manu had not needed to complain to the chief about how Kwami had endangered their white man’s reward.  How he had found Tarzan stretched out on the beach nearly dead with exhaustion and pain.  How Tarzan had been incapable of walking on his own two feet on the journey here.  

Kwami had been well into one his whining moments when Manu had arrived.  The chief was not listening, Manu could see that.  Already Kwami was denouncing Manu’s interference and robbing him of his rightful claim to his captive.  But the chief seemed to keep drifting off, paying his son no attention.  As if he was too weak to hear.

But as soon as Manu stroked the chief’s face and greeted his uncle with an affectionate kiss on his forehead, the chief opened his eyes.  Renewed energy seemed to flood back into his face.  He’d listened attentively to Manu’s report of bringing the apeman back.  He nodded interested at the news how Tarzan had been carried like a captured  beast.  He smiled at the news of the welcome from the tribe for such a precious captive and the bounty they’d enjoy.  He’d thanked Manu for his service, he’d heaped praise on him for the apeman safely strung out outside.  He paid honour to Manu’s attentiveness, the whole village would benefit from such service.  

Manu had grinned knowingly to himself as he lay in his hut naked with his friends, the attentive girls for now given a rest from their efforts, the men listening to the pounding of the rain outside.  As soon as Kwami had started to explain how actually it was he who had trapped the apeman, the chief had again seemed to fall back into his ailing trance.  The chief didn’t seem to want to know.  For Manu, there could be no clearer sign.  He was the favoured one.

Manu had returned from the chief to his friends.  The villagers had gone, driven back to their huts by the stinging rain.  Manu’s eyes glanced their prize.  He was just beginning to realise the true value to himself of that captive that he had had strung up.  The brothers had got Tarzan pinned out upright between the two posts.  His legs could no longer hold him, his feet dragging behind.  It was already dark, the torches spluttered in the driving rain.  Streaks of water cascaded off Tarzan’s exhausted chest, starting to wash him free of mud.  But the apeman had collapsed into sleep again.

Manu’s arms went around his two friends’ shoulders to thank them.  He invited them to his hut to celebrate their success.  They would share his girls with him that night.  They would be fighting over each to join Manu on his sleeping mat.  Manu, the vanquisher.  Manu who had brought back shattered the fabled legend.  The best of them would be queuing up at his hut.  It was only right the brothers should share this night of triumph with him.  There’d be plenty to go around.

None of the men ever had problem finding a girl who wanted to feel the firmness of their bodies under their hands.  But if it was offered on a plate ….!  Well, how could the brothers refuse?  Besides, there’d be a special bond in sharing in friendship that night.  Swapping the girls around, sharing their pleasures, watching and enjoying each other’s ruttings, going at it together.  United in a true brotherhood of friends.  Sharing their girls in celebration of the apeman’s defeat.  

Grins spread across their faces as the three stood ankle-deep in mud and hugged each other in success  Thumps of congratulation smacked into Manu’s solid shoulders when he laughingly reported how the chief had shown no interest in Kwami’s whinging complaints.  With knowing looks the two brothers secretly congratulated themselves on changing sides.  They had shifted their loyalty from Kwami back to Manu just in time.  Manu was clearly the rising star.  

Laughing the three of them released themselves from brotherly hugs and turned towards Manu’s hut.  Suddenly Mzama spun round on his heels.  His friends span round in surprise.  Mzama was sprinting fast through the mud.  Splashing through the puddles, sending showers of muddy spray up his bare pounding legs.  Towards the apeman.  He seemed to be flying through the air.  The squelching mud underfoot no barrier to his flight.  With a devastating thud his left shoulder slammed into the inert apeman staked out between the posts.  Both of them flew backwards through the air.  Till the apeman’s bonds brought him to a crashing halt.  With a pained shocked grunt.  At that point, Mzama’s fist thudded home.  Mzama’s punch found into its mark.  Right in the middle of the unsuspecting apeman’s gut.  Right into his belly button and disappeared.  Shocked muscle folded around the devastating force of Mzama’s fist.  

A bawl of inhuman shock cut through the rain.  A holler of uncontrollable exhaustion punched at the air.  Tarzan shot up into the air off his bonds.  His body went rigid with the jolt of Mzama’s body-blow.  His soul writhed in irrepressible horror at the punch that smashed savagely through the unsuspecting organs inside.  A red curtain of pain dropped before his eyes.  In a split second a firestorm of pain swallowed him up.  A split second of torment that lasted an eternity.  The discord of agony roared in his ears.  Drowning in a flaming sea of pain that engulfed his nerves, overwhelmed his mind and crippled his physique.  The final straw.  His world crashed out as fiery floods of agony swamped him.  Senses smothering as he drowned beneath the blazing waves.

The three saw Tarzan drop, body shuddering out its shock yet his mind lifeless.  Powerfully etched arms out-stretched between the stakes.  Knocked out.  Unable to take any more.  Beaten and brutalised by Kwami for days, his supremely powerful torso could take no more.  Muscled chest painfully stretched by his awkward hang, yet his mind could bear no more.  Manu looked at all  that strength suspended lifeless there.  It seemed incredible that a body could stay unconscious like that.  The rope biting at his wrists, the aching pull stretching his bulging biceps into long tight muscled cords, the tension on the straining joints.  Kwami and his men  -  including these two brothers horse-playing around  -  had really put the apeman through it.  The noble fighter looked a sight.  His body would take no more.

Tapping at the straining coils of muscle in Tarzan’s stomach that he’d overpowered, Mzama pointed a knowing finger at Bukawa and grinned at his brother.  He’d got one up on Bukawa, he’d got his own back.  He had smashed the apeman into oblivion.  He’d got on over on his brother, Bukawa hadn’t managed that.  Mzama had got his own back for being sent flying in the mud  Grinning from ear to ear, he swaggered back.  He’d fucked over Tarzan, he’d fucked his brother over.  Now they were even.  Now it was OK to spend a night with Bukawa doing over some girls.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
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When the three of them were not pre-occupied with other things, when they were bathing in the glow of the release in their loins, Manu shared his plan.  It had come to him after seeing how the chief demeaned his own son.  Not even the chief wanted Kwami to succeed. 

Manu had nothing personally against his cousin.  He just wasn’t going to serve under such a weakling and coward.  The poisonous toad wasn’t worthy.  None of the tribes-people respected Kwami.  And nothing in the traditions said he had to take over.  The chief clearly had no faith in his son.  Manu would be a much more popular choice, - even to take over now and rule alongside the chief while he was so ill.  Yet the chief’s son normally did follow on.  The chief just had to be given an excuse for another choice.  

Manu would be the popular choice.  Handsome, the tribe’s image of the perfect warrior, a natural leader who cared for his people.   Versus that creepy podgy Kwami.  People followed him only because they thought he was about to become chief.  But no one liked him, no one trusted him.  He was always out for himself, - just like he had snatched the apeman for his own purposes.  Revenge for some minor offence no one else remembered that happened months ago.  All self.  And still he was whinging on because Manu had whipped the apeman away.  Despite the benefits that selling Tarzan off to the white man would bring to everyone.  Kwami was all self.

Yet Manu knew he needed to strengthen his standing more, he needed to reinforce the chief’s own unspoken desires.  Give the chief what he did actually want, an excuse to name Manu to succeed.  

Give the tribes-people something to remember, that was the answer, Manu suggested to his friends in that darkness.  Show in one powerful image who the people were backing, how they would not tolerate Kwami as chief.  There was an obvious choice.  Get the people themselves to show how powerful a choice Manu would make as successor.  

Manu meant his cousin no harm.  It was just that Kwami had nothing in him to be chief.  When Manu took over, he’d let Kwami live on with them, suitably respected as the new chief’s cousin.  Manu meant him nothing bad.  But if Kwami couldn’t swallow the shame, Manu would not stand in his way.  He could leave and make his way in life somewhere else.  The brothers doubted many would follow Kwami’s lead.

Manu had heard the people howl with delight when he himself had been strangling the apeman.  How they had stomped with delight at the brothers dropping him in the mud.  And the roars of approval when Bukawa had slammed his fists into the apeman’s unsuspecting guts.  And, …Bukawa reminded them with a mocking snigger, … when Tarzan had flattened Mzama in the mud.  Laughing Mzama gave his brother a sharp jab in the ribs.  

The answer had come to Manu while absent-mindedly he was ploughing the furrow between a girl’s thighs.  Manu had seen the answer with his own eyes.  The brothers had been playing Tarzan off against each other.  Bukawa’s punch had devastated Tarzan in the gut.  And the people had roared.  They wanted more.  Their own warriors were the best, they were chanting wildly for their own men.  They’d screamed with frenzied laughter when one of their heroes made the jungle lord bawl.  They shrieked hilariously at his disgrace when one of their tribe toppled him with Mzama into the mud.  They were the best, their own men were the best!

That had been the clue.  Public acclaim.  That was the answer, Manu explained.  The mighty warrior Manu, the man of the people who had vanquished Tarzan and brought them wealth, that’s who the people wanted.  

Mzama agreed Manu was more popular than the slimy Kwami by far.  So, Mzama asked, - still a bit uncertain he’d got the right end of the stick, - if the people insisted on Manu as their next chief, the old man could hardly refuse?  If he saw the people were so in love with Manu succeeding, …   he wondered questioning,  …   the chief would be bound to give them what they wanted?  A new chief they would happily follow.  Was that it?  Was that the plan?  Get the people to choose Manu? 

Manu enthused.  Just so.  So Manu would give them a show, he’d satisfy that lust for entertainment.  So they could applaud him, acknowledge him, sing out his praises so the frail old man could not miss their song. 

Manu would go up against the best in the jungle, Tarzan the stuff of legends.  A fight.  One-on-one.  Him and the legend of the jungle.  The people all behind him.  Crying out for their hero to win, cheering for the champion to be chief.  

The people adored their chief.  And he loved his people, his whole life had been one dedicated to doing his best for them.  Even in his last hours, he was selling off the apeman to bring schooling to their kids.  The old man’s love for them would only stop with his heart.

He want to give them what was best, a chief worthy of their love.  And that ruled out that toad, Kwami.  

The contest would make that happen.  Manu their champion against the forest’s legend slogging it out to determine who was the greatest fighter in the jungle.  To show who was most worthy to be chief.  The crowd would go wild.  

It would have to be a close thing, of course, Manu pointed out.  There would be moments when the people would be screaming their heart out, cheering their hero on.. There’d be times, though, when they’d be watching in terrified silence, hearts in their mouths, when Tarzan’s blistering attack knocked Manu flying.  When Manu was taking gut-wrenching slugs from the jungle lord’s powerful fists.  He’d have to give the apeman a chance.  Manu would have to let him land hundreds of crippling blows.  This fight had to be realistic.  A stunning crack to the jaw would have Manu reeling, the people would gasp.  Tarzan would fell him wheezing on all fours from a punch in the guts, the crowd would be screaming in desperation for Manu to get to his feet.  They’d bite their lips when a kick in the side from Tarzan’s powerful legs sent Manu rolling in the dirt.  Writhing from the shock, clutching at the pain.  It had to look like the apeman stood a chance of winning.  

But Manu would win.

“Of course.  After all that sneaky coward Kwami had done to him”.  

Manu hesitated.  

“After all, look at what you two did to him”, he threw out the words disapproving into the blackness.  Accusing the brothers by his side.  Complicit in Kwami’s ignoble brutality.

The silence froze.  No one breathed.  The weight of accusation pressed down on the brothers in the dark.  Like a hand cutting off their air.  The brothers hadn’t answered earlier Manu’s questions about Tarzan’s injuries.  They hadn’t wanted to talk about what Kwami had them do.

Accusation hung in the air.  The pair of them had willingly done Kwami’s bidding, they had done to Tarzan what he had asked.  What was Manu meaning with that sharp tone?  Was he wondering whose side were they really on?  Could Manu trust them?  Was that why they were there, alone in his hut?  To get what they deserved?

Manu broke the silence.  He laughed.  His deep laugh resonated with his fun at teasing and scaring his friends.  His fists poked at their dense-packed thighs, he laughed out joking.

“Thanks to you, my friends”, Manu slapped at them in brotherly appreciation,   “… my trusty friends who well and truly did the apeman over”.  

The sighs of relief were as muscled as the men.

“Thanks to you, my friends, the apeman cannot possibly win”.

But it would be a fight to go down in history.  A fight that would show who the people wanted as chief.  A fight that would secure Manu’s claim.

And hearing the rain still pelting down on the roof, Manu saw in his mind his route to becoming chief.  Out there, safely strung up in the deluge, while Manu made plans for him.  Trussed between the poles, beaten black and blue by his friends, exhausted from Kwami’s endless tortures, sleeping the sleep of the dead.  Drenched by the rain, tortured while he rested.  Tarzan was just the man to do the job.
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Not thinking, Manu made the mistake of relaxing his legs.  While he was laying out his plan to his friends, a girl had been quietly working her way slowly up from his knee and tongue-bathing voraciously up Manu’s leg.  Her tongue tickling lightly at his skin, sending shivers up his thighs, bring life back to his groin.  

Without thinking, Manu rolled his leg to one side, giving the nibbling lips better access.  With a giggle, her lips moved to the centre of his universe.  In the darkness his friends knew just what it meant when Manu gave a gasp, pleasure washing through his loins.  He sucked in air in surprised.  And then laughed.  Panting slow and deep through his excitement, he was momentarily torn away from his friends as natural need took him in its grip.  Gripping his hands into pleasured fists, his mind turned in a gentle spin.  Head back on his mat, back slightly arched, a deep grumble of sexual enjoyment resounded in his throat.  Her mouth lusciously tongue-bathing at his hairy tightness.  

Manu panted a while in the darkness, his willingness to give-in coming moaning from his depths.  His friends listened to his breathing, their hands aroused to stroke themselves in response to Manu’s rising pulse.  But slowly the leader in Manu got a grip.  Stay focused, he scolded himself.  He’d been in the middle of something more important, though he struggled to remember where he’d got in explaining to his close friends.  Fighting against the urge that swelled under the ministrations of her mouth, Manu fought his way back.  Needing to think straight, he gently moved her head to one side with his hand and held her there till she was working again on the inside of his thigh.  Slowly his heart relented, slowly his breathing eased, no longer did his blood pound so eagerly in his chest.  With a deep reluctant sigh, Manu took possession of his loins again.  

A fight.  That’s what he’d give them, he continued.  A fight to fire the people’s fervour.  He’d seen that passion for their champions lording it over the captive legend, he’d heard their wild acclaim.  Even down to ignoring the bite of the rain at the exhilaration of watching the brothers putting the apeman down.

Manu would give the villagers a fight.  An intense combat between the jungle’s two greatest warriors.  One-on-one.  A fight to the bitter end.  Something they would remember for ever.  And when he’d won, when they all cheered for Manu devastating the apeman, when Tarzan’s stamina and strength had given way to the hammering of Manu’s fists, the people would go wild.  Manu the people’s champion, their hero, the vanquisher of the jungle lord.  A worthy chief.  No chance the old chief could go against the wishes of the people.  He’d name Manu to succeed.  Thanks to the apeman lying pulverised into the ground.

How about,…?  Bukawa hesitated, he did not want to be seen claiming any attention away from the focus on Manu.  Not after the way Manu had teased them about being secretly Kwami’s loyal men.

How about giving the people more?  Bukawa added tentatively.  A fight, yes that was good, Manu beating the crap out of the apeman.  A single fight, though?  How long could it last?  How far could a single fight go down in history?  Long enough to get the people’s blood racing?  Till the hounds were baying for blood?  The people needed whipping up into a fever, screaming Manu on like crazy fiends.  What about more?  How about giving the people  …   a spectacle?  How about a three-on-one?  

Silence hung in the air.  Bukawa froze, he feared he might have gone too far.  Taking the glory from the man who aimed to be their next chief.  

Like, … Bukawa felt he had to fill in the uncomfortable silence.  His voice trembled with hesitation.  Like  …  Like Mzama and Bukawa going first.  But then with him, with Manu stepping up to finish the apeman off?  Doing what they could not do.  Vanquish the legend of the jungle.  

Himself going first,  -  Bukawa was warming to the idea of having a chance to perform before the village.  But how was Manu biting?  Or resenting interference?  

First Bukawa would take Tarzan on, he suggested cautiously into the oppressive silence.  And then Mzama.  Just think how that would get to the chief.  A battle with two of his finest.  Blow after blow of grunted aggression.  Tarzan the invincible slogging it out with the tribe’s own best.  Male-muscled belligerence, sweat-heavy men getting down to blows.  The legend up against their best.  Till the screaming tribes-people could scarcely breathe with the excitement.  

And then up stepped the climax.  The heart-stopper.  Manu.  After that build-up, after the tribe had shouted itself hoarse with excitement with the two brothers holding their own against the jungle’s invincible lord  -  but not beating him.  Into all that frenzied heat up came the greatest.  Manu.  After that long and muscle-sweated anticipation, in came the true hero.  Manu would step up to the challenge.  As if by chance.  The tribes-people would go wild when Manu entered the ring.  The tribe’s mightiest.  Their image of perfection.  Their best against the legendary apeman.  They’d cheer for him.  They’d scream for him.  They’d will him on till he finished off the jungle’s lord.  

Their most handsome warrior, their ideal of the insuperable fighter, looking every inch the part.  Their vision of manly perfection, come to prove himself against the jungle lord.  One-on-one with the fearsome legend.  Manu the tribe’s strongest, their most powerful.  Challenging Tarzan to prove the indomitable supremacy of their own tribe’s best.  Manu stepping up to annihilate the legend of the apeman.  Come to seize that title of jungle lord for his own.

A threesome.  Bukawa offered the idea a bit sheepishly.  And yet secretly burning to be part of that action, wanting to stand by Manu’s side when history was made.  Yearning to be there when the legend of Manu jungle lord was created.  A threesome that built up to a climax of a frenzy, the people screaming Manu on.  Like crazed animals.  Blood-lust burning in their eyes.  Hoarse from shouting for him.  Baying at the sight of the legend of the jungle having the crap smashed out of him by their best.  To show the chief that his own warriors were more than a match for the apeman’s legendary strength.  

But, Bukawa, added quickly,   ..    Of course. it would be Manu to deliver the deadly blow.  The tribe would know it.  Everyone would hear the inevitable message.  The chief would love it.  Tarzan crushed by the tribe’s finest.  Manu jungle-lord.  A worthy chief.
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Later Mzama didn’t know where the idea came from.  Perhaps it was just to match his brother’s suggestion about the threesome.  Manu had taken to Bukawa’s idea.  His brother’s idea.  Bukawa’s idea of the tribe’s three finest taking the apeman on.  In a huge spectacle of preening manhood taking the arrogance of the apeman’s legend down.  Or maybe Mzama just had to come up with something to beat his brother scoring points over him.

Or maybe it was the sound of a naked Manu rutting alongside him that put the idea into Mzama’s head that got his juices going.  Mzama could feel the sap in his own body rise, listening in the darkness as Manu was slowly rolling inside the girl.  A powerful manly physique doing what men like them did, Manu moaning out his pleasure while Mzama’s own girl snored lightly on his thigh.  
Or maybe it was the excitement of taking on the apeman again.  This time as equals, not bound like before with Kwami.  This time in public.  The chance to show off his prowess before the tribe.  Getting the girls moist at the sight of him like that hammering the apeman into the ground under their adoring gaze.  

Whatever the cause, the idea came to him in a flash.  Out of the blue.  Like a burst of light into their darkness in the hut.  An image as clear as day.  He dreamed of himself parading in front of the doting crowds, all of them girls.  When later the three of them were again chatting excitedly about the spectacle, Mzama threw in his idea.  

How about they fight naked?  The others had jumped at the thought.  How more manly could it get!  There was something intensely masculine about being bold enough to strip off before the on-looking crowds that gripped their excitement.  Pitting yourself against the jungle’s legend, - with nothing more separating the fighters except their strength.  Risking every bit of their manhood exposed.  Body and spirit.

The chance of pitting himself up against the fearsome lord of the jungle certainly got to Mzama, he saw himself preening his manliness before an ogling people.  Unashamedly pitching himself stripped-off into battle against this legendary strength.  Male self-belief flaunted before every eye.  Naked as the day he was born, his muscles on-show, his everything on show.  Confident enough to hold nothing back, his powerful strength straining for all to see.  Risking his all.  In that exposure showing he was all-man, all manly self-confidence.  Maybe Mzama would even get aroused in the pitch of the fight.  What the hell!  All the better!  What had he to be ashamed of?  Naked.  Eat your heart out, men!  Match that?  See what you’re missing, girls!  Want a piece?  Fearing nothing, showing everything, exuding pride in his body, radiating superiority through his nakedness, wallowing in the full glory of his maleness.  

The more he thought about it, Manu swelled even more to Mzama’s idea.  He lay there while he let his emotions be taken over by the girl, her lips hot on his neck, her tongue moving wildly to his chest.  Arousing in him the very essence of what it meant to be a man.  

He’d been feeling a bit guilty about the women he’d sent over to keep the white man sweet.  When he’d first welcomed the stranger in the rain, Manu had felt an instant unease.  The way that white man’s eyes had eaten at the figure of the apeman unconscious between the stakes.  It had felt unhealthy, manic, he’d looked like a man possessed by evil spirits.  And then those wild feral eyes had turned menacing on himself.  Despite the stinging rain biting at his naked flesh, Manu’s blood had run cold.  By contrast to the white man’s clothes soaked to the skin, Manu was wearing only a skimpy loincloth.  But that look had stripped him bare, not of his clothing, right through to his soul.  Despite the rain biting at his skin, Manu felt his flesh creep.  Manu was afraid of no man but he sensed a shiver tremble down his backbone, he felt a frisson of unease freeze in his soul.  He owed those women, Manu decided.  Manu’s command to them had been unworthy, to keep sweet that odious white man for the night.  He owed those women for lying with that loathsome beast.  When he was chief, when he got his hands on the bounty for the apeman’s hide, their children would go first to school.  These mothers had earned it after a night with such an repellent brute.

But that feeling of guilt had been erased by this other thrilling image.  The four of them – the brothers, himself and the apeman – you couldn’t find a better collection of raw masculinity.  Slogging it out.  Naked.  Perfect specimens every one.  Stripped to the buff, just as in times long-gone his forefathers had tested each other.  Challenged rivals to public combat to prove who was best.  Like young lions to rule the pride.  Stood up to each other, manliness bristling out of every pore, clothed only in male self-assurance.  

Manu saw himself chest-to-chest with the apeman.  Manly challenge burning into each other’s eyes.  Quivering with nervous energy.  Prickling with manful aggression.  The very thought was enough to make you hard.  The crowd beyond their intense concentration, eyeball-to-eyeball, like crazy roaring Manu on.  
The apeman wasn’t at his best.  But that wasn’t the point, he wasn’t meant to win.  He looked the part, though.  Broad muscled back, bulging rounded shoulders that looked etched even when at rest.  He’d put up a fight.  The lift of the ribs over that deep-carved stomach that would not let him down.  He more than looked the part, muscled perfection, a man in every contour of his strong torso.  They all did, all four of them.  They’d give the tribe a combat to remember.  A spectacle that would go down in legend.  A spectacle that would do Manu the job.  The girl drowsily nuzzling at his neck giggled expectedly when Manu rolled her onto her back and he threw his leg over, no longer able to contain his excitement at the thought of taking on the apeman naked before all the tribe.  

Mzama had topped his brother!  When first Bukawa threw out his idea of the spectacle, the thought had hung in the air, questioned, doubted, maybe distrusted.  But Mzama’s image of sweaty grappling nakedness had been an instant grab.  Perfect!  A ball-breaking idea.  He lay there now listening in the darkness to Manu’s goings-on from by his side.  In his mind, Mzama saw himself flaunting his manly strength, the crowd cheering him on, while Tarzan was gasping for breath down on one knee.  Mzama, arms raised, paraded himself. displaying his all for the girls to admire, going hard maybe.  No shame in that, it was his body’s sign that Mzama was vanquishing the wheezing apeman down in the dirt.  The symbol of male dominance.  Flushing down there with pride at battering his legendary opponent into the earth.  This was what a warrior male lived for.  Feeling every eye licking at his naked arse, bathing in the lust of girls’ eyes eating away at his beauteous cock.  Wallowing in their adulation.  Seconds before another killer blow pulverised the apeman.

Maybe it was the sounds from Manu that got him going.  Or the thought of getting it together with the apeman.  Naked, every bit of his glorious body under scrutiny, nothing hidden from sight.  Whatever, Mzama was strengthening down there between his legs again.  He gave the girl resting across his thigh a gentle slap on her succulent arse.  Mzama lifted her bodily over his willing hardness.  She giggled drowsily at the welcome he was offering her.  A wash of excitement waved down his legs as he felt the heat at the top of her legs pressed down over his solid gift.  The thoughts of slogging it out with Tarzan had inflamed his spirits, he pushed eagerly up at her warmth that was pressing his eagerness hot down against his stomach.  

A playful growl reverberated on his chest when still drowsy she started rocking onto his staff of strength.  He caught his breath as her teeth sank mischievously onto an aroused and meaty nub.  He lifted his hips lustily giving her the invitation to do her job.  Excited at the thought of appearing before girls watching him do naked combat with the living legend.  Flushed with pride at showing off his best.  Proudly displaying muscled prowess in a long hard fight.  Slogging it out in protracted brutal combat, naked, perhaps even hard, hard from taking down the legend of the apeman.  And earning rewards from those drooling girls like this one rocking on his pole.

Ch. 6
Prison term
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Bannerman’s world had been built around brutality.  Human-trafficking was no game for the faint-hearted.  But he believed he had always treated his women well.  Never had he got even close to forcing his attentions on a woman.  Rape had never been his thing.  And after what had happened to him in that shit-house of a prison, the very thought of sticking his dick up a man against his will, - well, the idea was just stomach-turning.  The very thought sickened him.

But, for Tarzan, yes, for him Bannerman made an exception.

……….

……….   You could have cut the atmosphere with a blunt knife.  The air was electric.  Bannerman had stepped into the canteen and the raucous noise of male voices greedily devouring food dropped instantly to silence.  Shocked Bannerman turned around, dressed in that sweat-stained prison garb he’d been given when he’d arrived two hours ago.  Every eye was on him.  Bannerman felt a trickle of ice shudder down his backbone.  Every eye in a sea of black faces was turned to him.  Eating him up.  He’d had a bad day since arriving, the full impact of being sent down hitting him in the guts with a sledgehammer.  So it took every bit of his courage not to turn tail and run.  His heart felt it had stopped beating, he could scarcely breath with the mean-minded threat that hung in the air.  Every bit of it turned on him.

But he knew better than to show any sign of fear.  Digging deep into the depths to find the strength to put one foot in front of the other, Bannerman walked over to the servery and let some jail-savage throw the slop onto a metal plate.  A white man in a black man’s prison.

That first night Bannerman lay stripped on a bottom bunk, sweltering in the sweat-drenched stale air.  Over fifty men in one room, a tiny window for air at the far end.  Bannerman lay in his prison baggy undershorts on top of the filthy sweat-stinking blanket but sleep wouldn’t come.

Hatred for the man who’d got him sent here kept him awake.  They couldn’t make stick Tarzan’s accusations about him trading in human flesh, though.  Witnesses for the prosecution had mysteriously changed their testimony.  Others had unaccountably disappeared.  Bannerman knew for certain some had disappeared for ever.  So they’d got Bannerman on the lesser charge.  Tax evasion.  Bannerman tossed and turned, his nose heavy with other men’s stench, his own sweat soaking in his already stained shorts, sleep not coming in this sweltering airless hole.  Five years - as opposed to life.  But five years in this shit-hole.  In reprisal the judge had thrown the book at him.  He’d consigned Bannerman to maximum security, the worst jail in the state.  He had housed Bannerman in this living hell with murderers, rapists, the scum of the earth.

He must have drifted off, though.  Because suddenly he was wrenched out of a fitful sleep by a hand clenched on his throat, strangling him.  Bannerman’s hand went up to force the grip from his throat.  But the hand only squeezed tighter. 

“Rhino wants you.  Now”.  

The voice emphasised he had no choice.  All eyes around, he noticed, were watching him from other bunks as two hefty men shoved Bannerman to the bed under the window.  Eyes curious but bereft of interest for him.  They all knew better than Bannerman what this meant.  They’d all been here long enough to know what was up.  Seen it all before, happened to them too.  Bannerman wasn’t naïve either.  But his mind was refusing to accept the truth.  

Rhino was just that.  He was enormous.  Solid, dense.  All bulk.  A massive hulk sitting naked on the bed under the only window, eying Bannerman as he came closer, pushed along by Rhino’s men, Rhino’s hand unselfconsciously stroking a massive erect dick.

Bannerman’s body was humming with tension, he tried to object, he turned to fight.  But it was pointless.  Rhino’s men had done this hundreds of times before.  Experience versus the raw recruit.  Bannerman didn’t stand a chance.  In a moment, he was on his face sideways across the bunk.  He struggled to break free, terror and fury mixed.  But one man held his arms, another gripped his neck hard and crushed Bannerman’s face into the stinking mattress.  He tried a muffled protest when Rhino’s feet roughly prised his legs apart.

Later next day Bannerman noticed how Rhino moved.  He didn’t walk, he lumbered.  The man was so huge he rolled like a mis-shapen ball.  Rhino was all bulk.  His thighs so huge he couldn’t walk without a roll.  Not muscle, not fat.  Pure brawn.  Even forcing Rhino’s hips between Bannerman’s legs had his victim stretched so wide his thighs screeched.

The penetration was agony.  The pain of Rhino’s cock up his arse-chute cancelled out any chance to resist.  His mind was paralysed with pain.  So acute Bannerman nearly passed out, he felt faint.  He thought he’d black out, he’d wished he had.  That dick was in proportion to the rest of the monster.  Bannerman screamed, pain tore him apart.  

Afterwards, a couple of mean-minded and vicious penetrations later, Bannerman limped back to his bunk, ashamed of the tears he wiped from his face, conscious of the greater agony that shrieked out its horror at the tops of his legs.  Eyes followed him with disinterest.  Eyes that had watched unconcerned as his arse was ripped apart.  They’d seen it all before.  After all, what else was there to watch after lock-down?  Eyes indifferent to the trail of burning pain that trickled down his thigh.  In his bed, Bannerman bit hard on a knuckled fist to kill his sobs.  Failing to contend with the pain, the confusion, the powerlessness, the rage.  Barely five hours in this place and he had been heartlessly raped.  Deep-down he burned with the need to hurt someone physically.  In revenge.  One man - and one man only - had gifted him this.  Face down on the sweat-stinking mattress, his skin clammy with the shame of his rape, self-pity fighting with the need to lash out and kill swamped Bannerman’s being.  Already he did not know how he was going to survive.  Five more years.  Five more years.  Tarzan, you’re a dead man!

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

6b.

Rhino was just that.  A solid mass of inhuman proportions.  With an appetite to match.  Rhino’s weight was so prodigious Bannerman taught himself to pull his knees up under his hips.  Otherwise, Rhino’s weight crushed Bannerman’s chest underneath and he couldn’t breath.  That position with his knees under his chest did widen Bannerman’s entrance and made him totally accessible.  But by then he knew Rhino would take him anyway.  He’d brutally come for Bannerman the last 5 nights.  Nothing in this shit-hole was gonna change that.

And there were plenty of others who came to Bannerman’s private hell to claim their share.  Gorilla.  The name matched the beast.  With Gorilla, there was no sophistication.  He had an itch.  Bannerman had to scratch it.  Often within minutes of Rhino finishing off.  Then Gorilla threw himself on top of Bannerman lying back in his bunk still wincing with his tortured arse.  As if Rhino’s rutting had got Gorilla going and Bannerman was needed to put out the fire.  As if the disgusting stickiness that filled Bannerman’s arse was like a honey-pot to the ape.

Self-pity turned to self-hate.  Bannerman hated himself for not being able to retaliate.  Self-loathing gnawed at his soul.  But he was only one, friendless, constantly feeling the eyes in every resentful black face around eating him up.  He could never expect a single one of those black bastards would come to his aid.  Bannerman felt under threat every second of every waking hour.  Utterly alone, his white-man’s presence in this hell-hole an offence.  Constantly watched, under scrutiny, his skin itched under hundreds of hateful looks, like a thousand insects were crawling over it.  He dreaded to fall asleep for being caught on the hop, he never dared to let down his guard.  The legendary self-assurance that came with his business man’s wealth and power had leeched away.  These men came with helpers, they sent their muscle to haul the reluctant Bannerman to their beds.  His unwillingness only fired up their cocks.  And they raped Bannerman without a care.  Thunderbolts of pain flashed in his arse.  Starbursts of agony burned in his brain.  Taken and brutalised in front of others.  Making a point.  The whitey was new flesh, new flesh was theirs by right.  And anyone who objected would be next.

Just so Snake.  Snake was skinny.  Much smaller than Bannerman.  He came with a crooked nose and piggy eyes.  But he also came with two muscle-hunks from the same gang.  Brothers-in-crime, blood-brothers in life.  Snake liked Bannerman with his legs thrown over his shoulders.  Pinned out by Snake’s men on his back on the dirty floor.  Faces from the nearby beds looking down on his shame in unconcerned disinterest.  Nothing else to watch.  Bannerman quivering with shock on his back so Snake could see the look of humiliation on Bannerman’s face.  Shame at another dick rubbing raw the insides of his tortured arse.  So he could watch Bannerman’s pained grimace as he lunged himself hard inside, without a care invading Bannerman’s arse.  His by right.  A right backed-up by the two muscle-hunks watching from close-up.  Keeping Bannerman pinned down, their knees pressed into out-stretched Bannerman’s arms.  All the time, their hands working themselves up, too.  Hands and cocks not being idle.  Their turn promised when Snake was finished.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

In-between the attacks on his arse, fretting under the sweat-drenched blanket, dreading the next pad of feet on concrete aiming for his bunk, Bannerman seethed.  He seethed at his own powerlessness, at the fact that these men could do this to him.  At the fact that his white man’s arse was the cell’s prime trophy.  The only bwana-arse in that jail.  He was not a toy, no plaything for these monsters.  He was hated, his arse was reviled, his every agony was a reward.  He feared they’d find out what he used to be.  And eek revenge.  He was utterly powerless, to be taken by force, nothing he could do.  No one would spring to his hated aid.  No self-styled fighter-for-justice was springing to his help.  Bannerman had only one consolation.  He fumed with uncontrolled rage at the man who had put him here.  He plotted vengeance.  Every minute, every second of the day.

The whole day doing hard labour under the cruel sun no one spoke with him.  Not one friendly voice, not one smile, not once a look of concern.  Every look that caught his eye was, at best, full of suspicion, most times it seemed full of threat.  He was viewed with distrust.  What had he done?  Rumours went around.  A white man in a black man’s jail.  

Those men who thought they had a right to his arse came with a history.  Probably every man in that stinking cell had been raped by one of them, perhaps many times.  From their bunks they watched Bannerman’s nightly rapes with self-interest, selfishly they listened in to Bannerman’s hissing with pain.  They lay back in their sweat on their bunks only pleased that it was Bannerman taking the heat.  Taking the focus off them.

And lying on his bunk, his arse on fire from the latest assault, Bannerman’s head was full of bitterness.  Only one man had created this living hell.  Like a sickening vortex anger raged inside him.  Bannerman’s bitterness for Tarzan plumbed the deepest hole of human hatred.  Self-hatred at his own powerlessness gave way to fury.  Every agonising lunge that rammed his hips into the stinking mattress only poured fuel on the inferno that consumed his heart.  Rage ate up Bannerman’s being.  It was Tarzan who had put him here.  Five years.  Five years committed to this indescribable hell-hole.   Five years of rape and stinking degradation.   

Only one thing made life endurable.  The calculating visions he imagined for the man who’d had him put away.  He awoke in the night sometimes, his arse ached like crazy but his head throbbed with rage.  Condemned to this eternity of torture as the result of one man’s tricks.  His breath came in hard pants as his blood thudded with his fury.  Even putting in a factor for good behaviour and early release, at an average of three rapes a night, the maths were mind-boggling.  That was all down to one man.  Tarzan’s work.  

The apeman would pay him back.  Every cent, every lunge.  Nightly the agonies he planned for that tormentor got progressively worse.  It was the only way to cope.  Bannerman was ablaze with resentment.  He was fired with an inferno of lust for vengeance.  Feverish with the sadistic visions he kept conjuring up in his head.  Tarzan, your mother-fucking bastard, watch your step.  I’m coming for you.  You’ll pay, a thousand times over, his tormented being screamed.

Until the pad of Snake’s muscle-hulks came to his bunk.  And wrenched Bannerman from his bed.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

6c. 

Rape wasn’t Bannerman’s scene.  After what had been done to him, the thought of sticking it up another man like that made him sick.  In prison, later, he’d managed OK with his hand.  Granted, not a patch on the real thing.  Not like this wondrous creature right now on the receiving end of his dick.  But he had learned to be imaginative and had made his hand work for him.  Anything was preferable to giving it up another man’s arse.

But, for Tarzan, Bannerman would make an exception.  That prison had been a jungle.  Jungle justice was what Tarzan would get.

She was on her face, the eager one, knees underneath, arse in the air while Bannerman ploughed her gently from behind.  Just like he’d had to do it with Rhino.  But different.  It was him doing the pushing here, slowly and luxuriously he was sliding inside her, relishing the sleek feel of her wondrous warm moistness.  Pleasantly he heard her moan as he rocked against her from behind.  With Rhino he’d never moaned.  He’d hissed, he’d yelped, never once had anything less than pain turned on that bull mounting his back.  She was good, this one grabbing at his dick with her insides, she was more than up for it all night.  She was enjoying herself.  With his every strong but soft forward thrust she gripped him inside harder, holding him tight, sending sparks of excitement crackling down his thighs.  Christ, this woman was magic!  Maybe he’d make an offer on her.  Sometimes, withdrawing, he teased her, he nearly pulled out, till she moaned at the dread of losing his fullness inside.  He was in no rush, it was pissing down with rain still.  And she too was making it clear she was in for the long haul.  Bannerman’s hands held her by the silken skin of her hips, his own low moans spelled out to her his appreciation.  

And, facing the dying darkness of the night outside, out there Bannerman could just seen him through the doorway.  His plan, his ambition, his destiny.  His revenge.  His Tarzan.  Collapsed between the two uprights, sleeping the sleep of the shattered and exhausted, pelted by the rain, his loincloth dripping heavy and sodden.  Rocking inside the woman, Bannerman remembered the times this had happened to him.  Less tender by miles.  Taken from the rear, searing pain ripping through his arse, blistering ignominy eating up his self-worth.  The cell’s entertainment for the night.  The dim sight of his ambition staked up outside recalled the endless horror of those months in prison when Bannerman had had no choice.  When it had been him on the receiving end.  Fighting back the tears of shame to hang on to some last shred of self-belief.

Bannerman had never done rape.  With woman nor man.  When he’d managed to turn the tables, when his physique and the support he had built up around him had others in the jail trembling as he passed, he’d never done rape.  He could have had it every night, he could have had men dragged to his bunk whenever he wanted.  He’d had offers, men who’d thought to ingratiate themselves by offering him their willing arse.  He just had them done over.  Sickening faggots!

But for Tarzan Bannerman could make an exception.

Not that he’d do it himself.  That was not the point.  He had no interest in sex with this object who was the root of his torments.  With Tarzan, it was all about exacting power.  The idea of rape over his hated adversary was an act of domination.  In prison the inmates who had forced themselves on him were mainly into sex.  But what ached so much afterwards, what left him with crippling pains eating away inside his arse, for Bannerman it was not so much those searing pains in his arse that laughing they had sauntered away and left him with.  It was the fact that they had taken him against his wishes, he had been stripped bare of his own free will, they had overpowered him in body and mind.  Mastered him.  Unmanned him.  Friendless.  Dog-shit, that’s all he was worth.  And the guards had looked the other way.  There had been nothing he could do about it.  

Not that Bannerman would look the other way.  Not with Tarzan.  Bannerman wanted to see that look on Tarzan’s face.  When that same cruel understanding seized him.  Bannerman was not going to take him from behind.  Not himself.  He wanted to see that realisation in Tarzan’s eyes, that was what Bannerman lusted to see.  When Tarzan knew in his soul that another man had total domination over his being.  When that arrogant self-styled fighter for justice saw that the over-weight Bannerman had come back as superman.  Superman had mastered him.  Bannerman yearned to see it hit Tarzan right between the eyes.  Though he fought it back with every sinew of his soul, he could do nothing to stop this.  Bannerman, alpha-male, owned Tarzan body and soul.

6d. 

“Pay for that?”

Bannerman’s thumb indicated disdainfully towards Tarzan strung up.

“Looking like that?” 

Bannerman’s face was creased with anger.  Mock anger, all part of his game.  He was a businessman, after all.  Striking deals was what he did.  Here dealing with a load of dumb savages.  Easy-peasy.  He put it to the chief.  He had offered premium price for the apeman.  Track him down and hand him over.  How much easier did it get?

“And what do I get?”  Bannerman spat the question out.

“He’s been done over.  Badly.  Not worth the money”, Bannerman threw that Superhunk an accusing glare.  The one who’d met him in the rain.  The one who’d tried soft-soaping him with a couple of women in his hut.  The one that probably just could not stop himself from slugging it out on Tarzan’s abs.  Damaged goods, that’s what Superhunk here expected Bannerman to buy.  He was just the kind, so sold on the superiority of the muscles rippling in the brick wall of his own gut that, meeting up with a likely rival, he could not stop himself.  Tie him up, immobilise him and beat the crap out of Tarzan.  Bannerman’s Tarzan.  To prove something to himself.  It was probably him that did Tarzan over.  Just couldn’t stop himself.  Smashed Tarzan’s guts to pulp.  Well and truly.  Just to prove something to his savage self.  

Bannerman fixed him with a steely stare.  The arrogant piece of shit needed taking down a peg.  He could not stop himself from giving Superhunk the professional once-over.  Prime beef.  Love to see him up on the auction block, see then how far that trumped-up self-assured look in his eyes would get him.  Shit, what a price he’d fetch!  He’d done Tarzan over just to make it clear who was boss.  And then he had the cheek to expect Bannerman to cough up for the damages.  Just so Superhunk could feel good about himself.  Boy, would Bannerman like to be in the game just so see the look on his face when the over-muscled bastard mounted the block.  Thought he could put one over on Bannerman, did he?  Bannerman shot him a sneer.  That bastard needed taking down a peg.

“Damaged by your own men!”  Bannerman expounded angrily to the chief.  No way was Bannerman paying for that, he complained.  Thumbing over his shoulder at the precious possession he’d ached for years to get his hands on.  

He knew of course that’d get the chief to offer something.  The old man would offer anything.  Anything to hang on to the bounty Bannerman was offering for Tarzan’s hide.

Six of the tribe’s best, that was Bannerman’s price.  Bannerman told the chief he wanted six of his best for a special job.  Bannerman had already sized up a few of them.  That savage who’d been paddling the canoe in front of him.  Bannerman’s eyes swept over Superhunk, too.  Just the kind for the job.  Shit, he looked the part.  All prime specimens like him, that was what Bannerman planned to select.  All alpha-males.  Just the sort who enjoy taking it out on Tarzan.  He’d  taken it out on Tarzan’s guts.  Let him get down to a work-out on the apeman’s arse.  Let him prove something “manly” to himself.  

Bannerman’s eyes gobbled at Superhunk’s physique.  Man, was he worth a price!  Then he flashed his gaze over at Tarzan.  Strung out between the stakes, his eyes following what was going on.  No idea what evil surprise Bannerman had in mind for him.  Shit, the very idea.  Six alpha-males just as built, just as fiery in spirit, sticking it up him. More of them just like Superhunk here.  What that would mean to Tarzan’s arrogance!  Jungle justice!  Bannerman knew what that could do to a man.  Anger turning into self-doubt.  Self-doubt twisted into loss of self-worth.  Pain mixed with shame.  Losing faith in one’s hold on sanity, loss of self-respect crumbling into self-hate.  Eating away at the edges of the soul.  Bannerman had been there, he’d lived tottering on that edge for months.  A twisted crumpled mass of despair.  

The chief had wanted extra payment, of course.  Bannerman had refused.  These six rapists were compensation for the damage they had done to his goods.  Bannerman took his time choosing the rapists, he did it openly, right in front of Tarzan.  He selected the men to take Tarzan on, the best, hand-picked.  All muscle, all arrogant pride.  Honoured to do the job.  He wondered what thoughts were going through his victim’s head.  Tarzan had just taken hours as Bannerman’s punchbag.  More of the same he probably thought.  These prime hunks of manhood selected to slug it out at the apeman’s abs.  Maybe Bannerman was resting his knuckles, hand-picking a pile of muscle-hunks to give his fists a break.  Little did the poor bastard know!

The chief ordered them for the job but Bannerman was sure simple-minded savages like these were only too willing to seize a bit of the legendary apeman’s arse.  They were the best.  Men as built as Tarzan.  Just as strong in body, just as resolute to take the apeman down.  Virile alpha-males out to prove themselves against the legendary jungle lord.  They’d live on that story for years when the savages sat around their fires pissed out of their brains with their foul-smelling drink.  Telling the story to their children, self-aggrandising the night when they took the apeman down.  They went for it.  To “prove they were men!”  Bannerman had to smile to himself.  These savages were having their fifteen minutes of fame.  Their single moment of glory that they’d live off for years, telling of the night they had viciously raped the jungle lord.

Bannerman ripped Tarzan’s head up by his scalp and glared right in his face.

“Penny for your thoughts, apeman?” Bannerman smirked.  “What’s your worst nightmare?”

Tarzan stared back in silence.  Then angrily he spat into Bannerman’s face.  But Bannerman just grinned.

“OK”, he leered back into Tarzan’s face, ignoring the saliva trickling down his cheek.

“This is mine.  My best nightmare.  My best nightmare just for you”.

The rape was interminable.  Or so it seemed.  Bannerman made sure that the savages saw to that.  Big beefy s.o.b’s who gave it their all.  Making Tarzan their bitch.  Time-and-again.  An endless orgy of agony and shame.  Like Bannerman had had to suffer.  Wondering which monster would claim his arse that night.  Wallowing in a pit of despair before someone gave him the finger and bid him come.  Reeling in the slime of self-hate, slobbering afterwards into his own sweat-stinking pillow.  Bannerman watched intently these muscled savages rubbed raw Tarzan’s inner strength until the apeman too knew Bannerman’s kind of despair.  
Bannerman had nonchalantly handed Tarzan over.  Then he stood back and watched.  Months of resentment, years of anger.  Endless nights of planning now coming true.  For Bannerman it was not about a dick forced up Tarzan’s unwilling arse.  It was not really about the futile sight of Tarzan struggling to squeeze an attacking cock back out.  Losing the battle as another single-minded alpha-male won the duel and dominated Tarzan’s big-headed pride.  Bannerman could have watched for days.  It was not the sound of pain hissing over Tarzan’s tight-clenched teeth as a dick again pounded through red-raw bleeding flesh and set screeching nerves alight.  They were just the added extras.  
The treasure was about observing Tarzan’s awareness of powerlessness.  The hopelessness that washed in waves of increasing despair through Tarzan’s being.  Just like the horror Bannerman had known.  Beaten, another man’s bitch.  Taken, abused.  Just like it had been for Bannerman night after night in that sweat-filled barracks.  Every men listening in, every man watching because there was nothing else to do.  His degradation had been their night’s entertainment.  Bannerman ached to feel that same sense of hopelessness fold around Tarzan’s soul like a second skin.  To feel despair gripping him like a strangling hand.  Bannerman longed to see Tarzan sense he was losing the fight just as Bannerman himself had felt, crushed with the dread that he was losing his grip over his sanity.  Worthless.  Another man’s whore.

Bannerman watched.  Intently.  Not missing a single move.  Tarzan was taken, Tarzan was used, Tarzan was abused.  A half-dozen lust-crazed savages ploughed his arse.  Time-and-again.  Sweating grunting all-male savages.  Out with something to prove.  Non-stop till Bannerman told them enough-was-enough.  Till he got bored.  And he didn’t.  It could have gone on a lifetime as far as he was concerned.  Every man’s bitch.  Tarzan’s cheeks stained with tears of domination,  -  with Bannerman looking on unperturbed.  Tarzan’s mewling whimpers sang like music to Bannerman’s ears.  And there was absolutely nothing that friggin’ apeman could do to stop this.

Bannerman got savages to do the dirty for him, they were better at things like that.  Rapes.  He didn’t take Tarzan himself.  That was what these savages did best.  He yearned to be part of the action, though, so at one point Bannerman called a halt.  His hand extended over towards his adversary’s prone muscled back, drenched in sweat, flushed with pain.  Trembling with shock, spasms of uncontrolled shock shuddering down the muscled back.  Bannerman’s hand touched.  It was like putting your hand in the flames.  Scorching pain in every tissue.

Tarzan’s head shot up at the touch.  Hair plastered over his face.  Pain carved into every crease.  Yet anger still burned bright in those eyes.  How much longer, Bannerman wondered, till rape put those fires out?

“Savages, apeman, that’s all this arse is worth”, Bannerman scoffed into the pained fire of those eyes.  He gave the sweat-streaked backside a slap.  Rewarded by a jerk of pain from inside.

“Know what this cost me?”

“Nothing!”  he scoffed.

“Not a cent!”

Bannerman made it clear what Tarzan’s arse was worth.  He wasn’t worth being raped by a creditable dick like Bannerman’s.  Bannerman would not lower himself to dip his wick up the apeman’s arse.

“Savages.  That’s all this arse is worth”, he jeered  “For nothing.  These animals are doing you over for nothing”.

Bannerman laughed in his victim’s face and let Tarzan know he was worth only the insignificant price of a bunch of savages sticking their unwashed stinking dicks up the apeman’s arse.  

“Doing it for free”, he ridiculed  

That was as much as Tarzan’s conceited self-respect was worth.  That and nothing more.  He was an object, a thing, something that could be bought and sold.  Bannerman let Tarzan know he hadn’t even paid to see Tarzan raped.  Raped and raped again.  Nothing, not even a few cents.  That was all his arse was worth.  

“Raped by a bunch of cheap savages.  For the fun of it”, he gloried into the eyes that still burned bright with the fire of hate.  

“That is as much as the agony on fire in your arse is worth.  Not even the cost of a coke!”

Bannerman slammed the face back down.  A cry of pain burst out from beneath.  So much for the value of raped degradation that swamped Tarzan’s soul.  A sight worth a fortune.  Bannerman nodded at Superhunk.  His turn.

……..

            ………

Bannerman stood at the entrance to his hut and glared up at the darkened sky.  The rain was still pelting it down.  He took another unsatisfying drag on his cigarette and slung the nub out into the slime.  

This was not about having Superhunk’s dick up the apeman’s arse.  Or his ilk rubbing Tarzan’s arse red-raw.  It was about letting Tarzan know how worthless he was.  Worthless and another man’s thing.  Worth only the cost of a load of savages sticking their stinking dicks up him and doing his arse over for free.  Bannerman’s whore.  Rented out for other animals’ pleasure.  For free.  It was about Bannerman watching and observing.  About sensing dismay irresistibly washing over that muscled arrogance like a slowly rising tide.   Drowning out everything that apeman believed himself to be.

Bannerman was not into rape.  But for Tarzan, he made an exception.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

6e.  

“You’re a dead man, Bannerman”, Tarzan snarled. “I’ll ….”

He never finished the threat.  Pain cut Bannerman’s apeman down to size.  He smirked as he watched the black rammed his dick savagely up Tarzan’s arse.  It was that black who had caught Bannerman’s eye paddling the canoe here the first night in the rain.  Another one who’d go down well on the auction block.  All male-strut and self-pride.  Fetch helluva price, Bannerman decided.  His pain soon silenced the apeman’s mouth.  Bannerman smiled to himself.  The black crushed his fingernails and squeezed on the apeman’s hard-muscled shoulders for leverage and jammed his cock again savagely up the jungle lord’s arse.  Bannerman imagined the rush of satisfaction crackling at the tip of his black cock at the apeman’s sharply ragged hiss.  The rigidity of shocked muscle down the whole of Tarzan’s helpless back was probably firing up his savage’s loins.  Through the arse the black was invading, Bannerman felt the sizzle of pain, he heard the gasp as the savage pounded lust-crazed domination through searing-raw flesh.  Eyes glazing over with the drive to win, he grunted his frenzied lust into the apeman’s chute.  Eat shit, apeman!  Bannerman smiled.

It had been a hideous animalistic rape.  Tarzan had been Invaded over a dozen times already by huge veined weapons of mean-minded black cocks.  The number didn’t matter, for Bannerman what mattered was the effect.  Tarzan had been filled time and again with enraged pulsating cocks.  Their inhuman grunts had broken him down into sharp cries of pain as they tore through him under the brutality of rape.  The savages were practically fighting to get at him.  Bidding with each other to make a reputation on the back of this act.  Shoving at each other for supremacy.  Impaling him to their base, his arse rammed full, his pain-chute forced again and again and again to eat huge savage manhoods of throbbing mean-minded evil.  Determined to show who was best in this contest for the apeman’s arse.  There was not much good-nature here, there was a rivalry that spoke of a bestial need to be best, to hurt their victim the most.  

And this was just as Bannerman had planned.  When he had been lying in dread in that stinking hole dreaming of just this sight.  This was just a start in compensation for the nights of torment Bannerman had endured in that hell.

Bannerman had watched as Tarzan fought a futile battle with the savages who released him from his torture frame.  He’d been exhausted by Bannerman’s beatings, hours on end till he could hardly see straight.  Starved, de-hydrated.  He had tried fighting them back as they hauled him two men to an arm, others shoving from behind.  Yet not even a mighty Tarzan in full strength was going to be a match for a half-dozen determined warriors who had been promised a slice of his fabled arse.  They were motivated, they’d live on this story for years.  And this Tarzan was far from being his normal self.  Thanks to whatever these savages and Superhunk had probably done to him before Bannerman arrived.  And thanks too to the hours of knuckle-grinding punishment on the receiving end as Bannerman’s punchbag.

They forced him lengthways over the tree-trunk, his backside hanging off the end, arms roped underneath.  Tarzan realised, he knew why his arse was left hanging off the end, vulnerable, exposed.  Powerless, still he raged, still he roared at what this was about.  Thunderous cursing only got the men riled as they whipped off their coverings.  Futile threats only made Bannerman smile, his satisfaction blooming at the fact Tarzan knew this display was all pointless, anyway.  The self-professed righter-of-wrongs had earned this, he had it coming.  A few well-targeted lashes with a cane across his arse soon had him hissing with the pain.  His enthusiastic rapists laughed out at the sound as they stripped themselves off.  Jostling and pushing at each other to sort out the pecking order.  Enjoyably Tarzan’s gasp at the sting on his backside did not silence him, he kept on mouthing off.  But there’d be one sweeter tune for Bannerman’s ears.  The pain-piped sounds of Tarzan’s raped cries.

Superhunk went first.  To him fell the honour of stripping that famed loincloth away.  And Tarzan’s first lost battle for control of the entrance to that chute.  Bannerman watched with relish each fresh invasion of that haughty arse.  Tarzan’s unassailable, inviolate arse.  Now repeatedly taken, every battle lost.  Bannerman revelled in these glowers of hatred that Tarzan shot at him as time and again he felt his powerlessness succumb and his arse fall prey to animalistic savages.  Those futile acts of squeezing himself tight against invasion.  The grunts at the weakening punches hard into his back.  His grunts careening down into mindless desperation as another tip broke through Tarzan’s wall of self-protection.

Bannerman sneered back, full of the resentment that whatever shame Tarzan would endure that night it was not a patch on what he himself had been condemned to suffer for months-on-end in that prison.  There was not enough time in the world to exact the full payment that Tarzan had earned.  Tarzan’s punishment that night could not fit his crime.  No time would compensate for the months of shame, pain and indignity Bannerman had had to endure because of this man.  Night after night, like drips of water wearing down stone, the acid of degradation had eaten away at Bannerman’s soul.  Burned away at his self-respect.  Leaving Bannerman with an emptiness at the heart of his universe.  Threatening to destroy him.  Until he fought to get a grip.  Until he turned his hatred for the apeman into a fighting force.

Glower he might, bunch his fists in rage Tarzan might.  But Bannerman told himself he had suffered infinitely more.  Another fit of rage burst from Tarzan as he crushed his forehead into the tree.  Just a starter, Tarzan, Bannerman sneered to himself.  Just a starter.  Your future is full of infinitely worse.  Reducing Tarzan to a savage’s whore.  A bitch’s arse ploughed aggressively and endlessly by a half dozen animals being ordered to do the job.  For nothing but the glory.  The savages’ whore.  Taken again and again.  Till Bannerman got bored.

Tarzan trembled with the pain, he seethed with rage; he would readily murder Bannerman on the spot.  He wanted to rip the bastard's German tongue out of his head.  Bannerman had got off light.  Vital witnesses at his trial had disappeared, some of them had never again seen the light of day.  Everything in Bannerman’s world got reduced to money.  Men, family men, fathers of children, were just chattels to Bannerman’s greed.  Captured and sold for profit into slavery.  Or murdered so Bannerman would not stand trial.  Bannerman had got off with the lighter sentence.  Guilty of tax evasion.  That’s all they could get him on.  And now he had got himself released on “good behaviour”, no doubt money lining some corrupt judge’s numbered bank account.  

So Bannerman had come hunting.  Come back for Tarzan.  For payback.  Revenge for a sentence one-tenth of what he had deserved.  Tarzan wanted to rip Bannerman’s head off.  And he didn't care if it got him a beating.  He didn’t care if it was the last thing he did.  The crunch of bone in Bannerman’s face would be worth everything in the world.

But he was roped over this tree trunk, legs splayed and another warrior behind was starting to paw at his arse as he worked his cock up stiff for another attack.  Pain in his backside hurt like crazy. Pain filled his vision and ate away at his soul.  Pain that was draining strength from his legs.  He’d taken over god-knows-how-many men thrusting savagely into him.  His arse burned with their soreness.  His body ran with the sweat of his pains, his hair clung matted to his face.  The shame at being forced like this threaten to unhinge his resolve.  Indignity gnawed at the bones of his self-esteem.  Caustically nibbling away at his self-awareness.  Destroying the essence of what Tarzan the jungle lord was.  Crippling his consciousness of what it meant to be a man.  Devastating Tarzan’s consciousness of his being .  Boring a deep black hole into his inner core.  Like a man possessed he fought that slide into despair at this hopelessness, instead Tarzan seethed with frustration.  He ached to get his hands on Bannerman’s throat.  Turning the pain in his backside into rage for this man.  Transforming his seething frustration against the slide into despair.  He may have pumped himself up.  Bannerman may have put in some time at the gym.  But Tarzan knew his fury was more than a match to smash agonies into Bannerman’s face.

At the touch of a hard dick mocking him along the length of his crack, Tarzan steeled himself once more.  He crunched his cheeks together.  Even that one protective move awoke again the gut-crippling slash of rape through his insides.  It brought a sickening nausea that cut across his throat, choking his body with the sting slicing inside his backside.  He gritted his teeth, painfully he protected his arse when he felt something hard probing at his entrance.  The warriors were learning from each other and this one had come prepared.  He jammed and forced with a hardwood stick at Tarzan’s arse.  A stick to win the battle of minds for this arsehole and then to jam himself triumphant into the slippery pain.  Tarzan crunched down on himself even tighter, even more painfully.  Tears of stinging pain filling his eyes.  Fighting another knee-crippling invasion of his agonised backside.

Suddenly he cried out.  A knuckled fist that jammed into the back of his neck smashed Tarzan’s face into the log.  Another follow-up punched his head into the trunk.  Lights flashed before his eyes, thunder burst in his brain.  Tarzan felt sick with the shock.  And then he roared out in anger at the stick rammed heartlessly up his arse.  Surprised.  Shocked by pain.  That stick brutally gouged inside him and twisted.  Widening him up, crippling his nerves.  Viciously burning and scorching over red-raw grated flesh.  Another of Bannerman’s gut-twisting rapes on Tarzan’s arse had begun.  Another horror of overpowering shame shoved viciously up his arse.  

* * * * * * * * * * * * * *


Ch. 7.
Punishment fits the crime

7a.

“Suck it!”.

Tarzan had been released from the tree trunk.  Dead-beat from ferocious beatings and inhuman rape, his knees would not longer hold him, he had sunk to the earth.  Biting flames and the sickening flow of their mixed seed oozed from this tortured insides.  Powerless on his knees heaving for breath before his gloating tormentor.  

Bannerman looked down like an emperor hovering menacing over a slave crumpled at his feet, his eyes eating up the muscled shoulders hunched forward in exhaustion.  The flesh glistened with the rippling sweat of his pains, unable to hold up his head, Tarzan’s hair lay thick and matted, glued to the skin of the back of his bowed neck.  The back rose in slow hard breaths as his multi-raped body struggled to find the strength to take in air.  From his own uncountable experiences, Bannerman knew the furnace that burned in Tarzan’s guts.  Rightly so.  A just punishment to fit the apeman’s crime.  From his own agonised nights in that stinking cell, Bannerman knew the white-hot heat that blazed inside a multi-raped arse.  It couldn’t happen to a better man!  

And the fury at the loss of self-respect.  How Bannerman remembered the torture of the victim’s self-hate.  Bannerman knew all about that, Tarzan had given him that as a leaving present.  

Bannerman allowed Tarzan time to recover.  Released from his bonds, Tarzan represented no threat.  This heap of muscled exhaustion was going nowhere.  Not with his half-dozen greedy attackers standing around and voraciously till oozing for more.  The newly-built Bannerman did fancy his chances in a one-on-one against Tarzan.  Sometime.  But like this, the trembling wimp stood no chance, not against the new super-Bannerman.  Tarzan did not have the strength to put up any fight, he’d not even had the strength to walk over to him on his own two feet, the savages had had to drag him across to Bannerman by his arms.  Once-powerful legs dragged behind in the savages’ dirt.

Bannerman had lost count of the number of times he had totted up the searing pain-attacks that had been drawn like a blunt saw through Tarzan’s arse.  He wasn’t interested, it was this end-result he craved.  With every twitch of a black cock more crippling shudders shook that powerful yet helpless back, with every thrust more strength had leeched with the sweat out of Tarzan’s every pore.  

Bannerman knew he himself was now built like a Tarzan at his best. More than a good match.  He had learned to fight.  And fight dirty, of course.  But that figure hunched beneath him on his knees in the dirt was not worthy of a decent one-on-one.  This was not the feared jungle lord.  Tarzan was far from being at his best.  He was less than a lump of dog-turd.  Rightly brought low by the shame of innumerable gut-twisting rapes.  Just reward for what Bannerman had had.

Bannerman was vaguely amused at the twinge of empathy he was suddenly feeling towards this victim heaving for breath at his feet.  His hand stretched out and he found himself stroking the thick-sweated hair.  Gently.  Like stroking a pet in pain.  Like an owner who had rightly disciplined a disobedient dog.  Like a master who had beaten the fight out of the recalcitrant beast.  A master’s hand stroking the animal’s head re-assuring it, telling the creature it had done well.  Now, now.  Well done, it was over now - as long as it behaved itself.  The cur gratefully licked at Bannerman’s hand.  It had fought well but it had done the right thing to give in.  

An unaccountable sense of togetherness welled in Bannerman’s chest.  An odd solidarity with Tarzan that tingled at his groin.  As if the pair of them were made for each other, they needed each other.  Master and dog.  With an inexplicable tingle of excitement he questioned that strange prickling in his cock.  A sense of manly closeness, a brotherhood of togetherness.  That was it!  Like master and beast.  Bannerman shook his head in slight bemusement at these feelings.  They needed each other.  At the core of his very being, Bannerman needed Tarzan like this.  He needed this creature on his knees before him.  Submissive, broken, bettered.  Bent to his will.  Paying the ultimate price by sacrificing his will, Tarzan giving up his soul.  Submitting to his betters.  In down-payment for the horrors he had forced on Bannerman in that jail.  

Holding Tarzan gently by the hair, he pulled the head back to look into his eyes.   He yearned to see that emptiness in the jungle lord’s gaze.  To read the expression of submissive exhaustion in his look.  To gaze on the penitence of the whimpering hound acknowledging he’d been bettered.  To behold the wonder of the mighty man of the jungle revealing through his blank eyes that he was a broken beast.  Looking up into the eyes of the master that had beaten him.  Mastered him.  Recognising the superior being that had crushed him shivering to his knees.

Bannerman pulled the head slowly back.  A face etched with pain met his eyes.  Mouth set grim, eyes screwed tight, features burning up with the agonies searing in his arse.  Tarzan had been taken beyond the frontiers of human endurance that night.  Hours of punishing beatings, dozens of shameful rapes.  He had endured pain like Bannerman in his time in that jail.  More concentrated admittedly.  Probably over twenty times Tarzan’s arse had been invaded in just one night.  But they were partners, compadres in suffering.  Tarzan’s hunched shoulders trembled with shock, rapid spasms of agony and exhaustion seized the hound.  Shock seemed to take possession.  Broken involuntary shudders as his body bent to an overpowering suffering.  Bannerman knew what it was like.  It had happened to him every day.  Thanks to this dog.  Thanks to this broken beast down on its knees.

Gently, Bannerman’s other hand stroked at the edge of Tarzan’s jawline.  Eyes tight closed, the lines of pain deep carved into the face.  Stroking the hound, assuring his tamed beast, saying it was all right.  It had done well.  As best it could.

The look that greeted his hand suddenly were burning with fire.  Tarzan’s eyes whipped open.  Flashes of lightning stabbed up at Bannerman’s face.  Tarzan whipped his head to one side and ripped himself free of the mocking strokes of that hated hand.  Bannerman tore his hand away as teeth nearly sank into his arm.  Tarzan was gripped by the need to hurt.  To bite, to scratch eyes out.  To beat and pummel Bannerman to pulp.  The urge was physical.  Like the need to breathe.  The longer he could not manage the strength to strike out at this monster, the more the agony hurt deep within his guts.  Tarzan did not care if he lived or died.  Just as long as he could wrap his hands around that throat and squeeze.  Squeeze hard, crush his hands on Bannerman’s windpipe till his eyes popped.  

Tarzan’s mouth broke into a snarl.  Fury lit up his face.  

“You’re a dead man, Bannerman”, Tarzan managed to growl. Through the pains burning him up inside.

“First chance I get”.

Bannerman smiled.  Gently, kindly.  He could afford to.  After all, who was the master here?  And where was the dog?  Then out of nowhere his stroking hand lashed out.  A biting backhander that slashed Tarzan’s head violently to one side.  After all, a dog must be tamed.  You beat a dog to tame it, don’t you?  Without Bannerman’s other hand in the back of the head, the force of superman’s hand would have splattered the dead-beat Tarzan to the ground.  Bannerman’s grip in the hair hauled on the scalp to stop Tarzan from falling.  In anger, Bannerman twisted his hand in the hair and yanked Tarzan’s head back upright, arching his back.  The dog was not yet beaten.  It needed more.  A snarl of anger curling his own lip, Bannerman glared down into the defiant face.  

Bells were ringing in Tarzan’s ears from the force of the slap.  Lights flashed, a tear of pain watered the corner of his eye.  Yet Tarzan still shot savage defiance into Bannerman’s face.

“I’ll get you, Bannerman.  If it’s the last thing I do”.

With a yank on the hair, Bannerman tore Tarzan forward and smacked his face into Bannerman’s groin.

“Suck – my – dick.   Apeman”, he repeated emphasising each word by grinding Tarzan’s face into his groin.  

Bannerman held Tarzan’s face against his crutch and repeatedly masturbated his face into Bannerman’s shorts.  A sense of power flushed to his balls.  A prickling of domination which he encouraged to life by rubbing Tarzan’s face over and over against his awakening cock.

He felt Tarzan’s hands go to his legs for support.  To support his efforts pushing his face away from that hateful crutch.  Bannerman felt the hands tighten on his own heavy-muscled thighs as Tarzan strained to push away.  But Bannerman twisted his hand viciously in the hair and crushed the weakened captive tighter against his groin.  

“Suck it!” he snarled.

Bannerman felt himself strengthening in his shorts, felt his manliness asserting mastery over the choking face helplessly struggling against his growing stiffness.  Grunting with effort as the rape-weakened Tarzan fought to free himself from the grip.  And trembled at the hardening threat that was growing against his face.

“Suck it!  And if I feel your teeth once.  Just once, mind ….”

Bannerman snarled his threat with an added twist in the hair.  He emphasised his point by thrusting his groin against Tarzan’s mouth.

“….Just once and you’ll have those men back.  They’re right behind now, watching.  Lusting for you, craving your arse again.  Give you as much again.  And more.  This time there’ll be no stop”.

As a reminder, Bannerman thrust his hardening cock hard into Tarzan’s face.  

“SUCK IT!  Or it’s the savages up your stinking chute”.

Through the straining against his groin, Bannerman thought he sensed the threat shudder through the body held tight in his grip.

“Think you can take that, apeman?  All that again.  And more?”

Bannerman could feel the throb of his own firmness racing against the face caught in his shorts.  His hips gave a thrust to repeat his question.  He thought he could feel Tarzan struggling to breathe as his heat smothered Tarzan’s face.

“Think you can take that again.  That the size of man you are?”

Bannerman waited, his heart pounding with uncertainty.  The struggling had stopped.  The hands against his thighs no longer pushed back.  He waited judging their effect of his words.  He waited tensely while Tarzan weighed up the threat.  Never believing his luck.  He could feel the body in his grip, still, barely breathing.  Holding the head firm against his stiffening groin, a burgeoning strength that wanted to take this all the way.  Yet ready for Tarzan to start struggling again.  Trembling at what the menacing invitation pressing out of Bannerman’s hot shorts meant.  Weighing it up against the chilling alternative.  A half-dozen savages craving for his arse again.

7b.

Bannerman had volunteered for the construction crew.  He’d watched them at work.  Big muscled men heaving 25 lb sledgehammers at a concrete base.  The eighteen-inch concrete giving up nothing.  Hot sweaty bodies wielding impossibly heavy hammers trying to break up acres of implacable concrete from the old prison building.  The result didn’t matter for the prison guards, just the mindless penal labour that kept big men like these occupied.  But man, did it work.  These men were huge.

Bannerman had to fight back.  That or go under.  For over three months his arse had been prey to every evil-minded heavy with accompanying minders who had an itch.  He was coming apart at the seams.  There was only one way out that Bannerman could see.  He had to become a threat.  A one-man threat with heavy combined.  He was not small, he’d always been a hefty build, big shouldered.  He’d played front-row rugby in his youth, he had the size for the part.  But trade had turned him soft.  Making a fortune had had a greater appeal.  Hundreds of quick-turnovers on the backs of black muscled savages had got in the way.  Thousands of times.  And he had lived well.  Gone soft.  He’d had no reason to fight.  You didn’t need muscle to put one over on a business rival.  You used your head.  And you got some heavy to do the dirty for you.  Bannerman had found a better outlet than keeping his body trim.  His helplessness now and the self-hate at his weakness came down to the fact that his body did not have it in him to put up a fight.  He wasn’t built to hit back when they came for him.  They could see he was no threat.  And no fucker here was gonna help!  Bannerman knew he had to set about changing that.  He had to become a threat.

In the yard, for the three hours before lock-up, a handful of men sweated and strained under rusty free weights.  While others kicked a ball around and a few threw baskets, a half dozen muscle-obsessed black dick-heads grunted out their exertions pushing iron.   They were huge.  Enormously muscled, body-builders, men that looked every inch the part.  None of them ever had visitors in the night.  Not against men with arms the size of most men’s thighs.  They had bodies that dared any of the rapists to send in their heavies for them.  Bannerman had found his role models, he set out to be like them.

His first moves were met with blind indifference.  As if the straining grunters thought this white man did not exist.  Bannerman was just a warped figment of their imagination as the whitey stood hovering nearby while they pushed enormous weights.  Ignoring him, of no consequence compared to each grunt of effort that rumbled in their heaving chests.

Indifference turned to animosity when he persisted.  What did whitey want?  They glared at him to go away, as if he were a piece of shit.  Something they’d stepped in.  At first, they scowled, he got mumbled threats, head gestures that told him to fuck off.  A beefy shoulder that shoved him to one side.    At best, they ignored him.  Bannerman stood close-by refusing to leave.  Though he was having to steel himself, heart throbbing nervously.  Knowing that if one turned nasty on him, he’d not stand a chance.

His gestured offers to spot for them were ignored.  He didn’t exist.  A beetle to crush, a bug to swat.  That first night, by lock-up, no one had taken him up on any offer.  No one had taken any notice of him.  He had managed to squeeze himself onto a bench that was free, he had felt crushed at his struggles to move their weights.  Their weights, challenging their strength -  Bannerman barely managed two.  Feeling alone, knowing he was unwanted, resented for being there.  Struggling to raise their enormous loads.  His weakness not even raising a jeer.  His efforts with their weights were a joke, he was a joke.  They were another group who rejected the whitey, men who just gave him the cold shoulder with their heavy-muscled broad backs.

In his bunk that night, his arse gnawing away from two intrusions already, Bannerman kept telling himself he had no choice.  Maybe they didn’t want him, …  So the body-builders had seemed to gang up on him so he couldn’t get his hands on the weights.  Hefting him out of the way with their enormously muscled bulk.  But Bannerman told himself he had no choice, he had to do this.  He had to become a physical threat if he was to have any chance to survive.  Building a body that these rapists would fear to take on was his only hope. 

So the next evening, he was there again.  He saw his chance.  Bannerman spied one man bench-pressing without no one spotting.  Bannerman didn’t ask, he stepped in.  He spotted for the man regardless of his reaction.  Nervous, expecting to be told to fuck-off, anxious what happened when he did not.  He could see the look of burning resentment in the eyes watching him from upside down as Bannerman took hold of the bar.  The man was huge.  Stripped to his sweat-stained undershorts, Bannerman cast his eyes nervously over this hard-muscled threat.  A torso that gleamed with effort, a physique that throbbed with tightness, abs that seemed to burst through the skin.  Bannerman’s role-model.  That was just how he needed to look if he was to survive.  The broad chest turned to iron as he strained.  The eyes simply ignored Bannerman’s hands on the bar, he pushed.  Effortlessly almost, as if to make his point, Herculean strength lifted the bar above his chest.  The man glistened with exertion under the orange dying sun.  Bannerman caught the mocking glower in the eyes burning into his.  And you think you can spot for such a weight!

Afterwards Bannerman thought he heard a resented grunt of thanks for the spotting.  At first it seemed genuine, then the doubts clouded his eyes and the muscle-hunk slouched away.  As if that first grunt of thanks had been a big mistake.  Perhaps Bannerman had mis-heard, perhaps Hercules had just spat.

The next night Bannerman was bench-pressing alone.  Expecting no more, doubting his efforts that he’d ever break into this group.  Then he saw hands wrap themselves around the bar.  A quick backward glance identified Hercules.  Bannerman gave him a slight appreciative nod.  The man’s return was even smaller.  But Bannerman had broken the ice.  He was in.

Most of the iron-pushers worked the construction crew.  Bannerman volunteered.  A few hours a night pushing rusty iron was sending him to his bunk weak and aching.  Even more vulnerable, unable to defend himself against rapists’ attack.  But he was slowly changing, his shoulders were more rounded, his arms felt rewardingly harder to the touch.  In the dark, he felt at himself.  His spirits lifted letting him forget for a second the pain that had hold of his arse.  Or the seething anger he directed at the man who’d landed him in here.  

The body-builders worked the construction site.  Heaving giant hammers at the concrete base all day.  Sweat flowing, bodies grunting.  Muscle stacking up on muscle with every hour.  Bannerman volunteered to join them.  Bannerman reckoned that 10 hours a day of punishing physical labour would get him to his treasured goal faster.  He saw their looks when he arrived.  Knowing looks that sneered because they could see the whitey would never take it.  But Bannerman had seen what this work had done for them.  He needed to protect himself and get to their size too.  He was not going to fail.

By the end of the first hour, he was done in.  He had no idea how he got back to the yard that first night.  On his knees with exhaustion, his heart gave a stop when he saw them go straight to the weights.  His body screeched No.  No way.  No more.  This body has done enough.  But it was their looks that said it.  Can’t take it, whitey?  The disdain was written in every face, even in Hercules’.  Bannerman knew there was a solidarity in their gang, he had to take part.  He had to go for it, do or die.

When Gorilla sent for him that night, Bannerman took it like a man dispossessed of his body.  He took the vicious ramming up his arse like a man in a coma.   There was no more pain in the world than he already felt.

And the next day again.  And every day, Bannerman was working alongside these mountains of muscle swinging his hammer.  Grunting with every blow, body juddering with every impact.  And building confidence as he put on muscle.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

7c.

Bannerman followed Gorilla into the john.  It was now over nine months since he’d arrived in this stinking hell-hole where Tarzan’s tricks had landed him.  For months, he’d taken it nightly up the arse.  Viciously, brutally, repeatedly.  
He’d also pumped iron religiously.  It no longer hurt like crazy when he heaved up the weights even after a torturous day hefting his hammer.  His hair was now bleached white and he sported the deep tan that comes with construction work every day in the sun.  And Bannerman’s torso had filled out.  His waist was four inches smaller and his shoulders a mile wider.  Bannerman had done what he set out to do.  Tonight he stood up for himself.

Gorilla was pissing against the wall when Bannerman entered.  Without a murmur or hesitation, he grabbed Gorilla by the neck and smashed his face into the wall.  Six months’ smashing concrete went into that shove.  Nine months’ degradation powered that push.

The roar of surprise exploded when Gorilla’s nose broke.  He turned around, shocked, piss running down his leg, blood pouring out his nose.  And he then took six months’ dedication of heaving a sledgehammer straight into his guts.

Two of the construction crew stood outside.  This was not their fight.  Bannerman would have to handle things himself.  But their glare stopped a prisoner in his tracks.  He was desperate to go.  But looking at the two huge muscleheads mounting guard, blocking the door, he decided he could piss around the back.

For five minutes they heard behind the smack of fist into flesh.  The crack of punches against bone.  Bawls of pain, roars of agony.  Relentless, one voice alone cried out, constant pain.  Without a break, fists flew, boots kicked.  The voice pleaded, begged for the beating to stop.  But the torture went on, endlessly.  Until there was silence.  And Bannerman walked out.  His hair flattered on his chest lathered with sweat.  His fists covered with blood.  Gorilla’s blood.  Bannerman had taken charge.

The prison was agog at the news.  There’d not been much left of Gorilla’s face.  But no one had seen anything, rumours were everywhere.  But no one would believe Gorilla’s ridiculous story that it was the no-count whitey who had hit back.

That night at lock-up, Rhino swaggered to his bunk in the large cell as usual.  The one under the window that got the air.  And on it he found Bannerman, lying down, shirtless, hands behind his head.  Showing off the solid arms, giving Rhino a full view of the broad muscled chest, the narrow waist topped with a ripped set of abs.  Pure muscle, hairy testosterone-packed male virility.  Statued perfection lying defiantly on top of Rhino’s bunk.

Rhino glared down at the insolence.  

That’s my bunk”, he snarled.

Then someone coughed.  The other bunks nearby under the window were taken by the construction crew.  Rhino glowered taken aback.

Bannerman raised an eyebrow.  Stared and then asked,

“That’s my problem, how?”

Rhino shot a look from Bannerman to the rest of the crew.  He’d heard the ludicrous rumours about Gorilla, too.  He knew to back down.  The construction crew had taken charge.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

That night Bannerman had lain naked on top of the bed.  Letting the cool air caress his bronzed skin.  Skin that now seemed to have problems containing the proud strong muscle bulging underneath.  For months, he had felt the need for the comfort of the stinking blanket even though it never prevented any of those things happening.  As of that night, he knew it was over.  Nightly rapes were all he’d known for months.  His arse had always felt flayed raw, all night, all day.  His self-esteem was often worse.  That nightmare was over.  But not his rage.

That night, half asleep, he re-lived again with a flush of triumph the scene in the latrine.  But Gorilla’s face had transmuted itself.  It was not Gorilla’s flat nose that broke under Bannerman’s fist.  It was not Gorilla roaring out collapsing under the thud of Bannerman’s knee in his balls.  It was Tarzan.  

From his sleeping mat on the floor, Bannerman threw a look towards the doorway of the hut.  The women were asleep again’ lightly snoring.  But out there in the darkness, strung-out for him in the pelting rain, hung the object of his cravings.   The dreams of his rage.

Tarzan had ruined his life, his business was in tatters.  Some corrupt judge had his ranch confiscated and was using it to house his mistresses.  Bannerman had undergone suffering beyond human endurance in that piss-hole of a prison cell.  For weeks and months Bannerman had been mortified every second of his every day in that living hell.  Mortified at his inability to do anything to stop what they were doing to him.  Maddening humiliation over weeks and degradation for months had got the better of him.  

And all because that apeman out there could not keep his nose out of Bannerman’s business dealings.  Bannerman had never personally threatened Tarzan, he’d not thought of capturing the apeman.  He’d never have dreamed of selling Tarzan into slavery, taking him and selling him on, - though he’d have got a premium price.  Bannerman had principles, he only traded in savages.  

Tarzan, though, had no such principles.  That self-appointed righter-of-wrongs had got Bannerman sent down.  To live in hell for months.  From that night on, Bannerman’s grip had been feverishly clutched on his erection in his bunk as he foresaw this very night.  He had planned to the minutest detail what he would do when he got his hands of Tarzan.  The plans might change all the time, he had a myriad of ideas.  At first, Bannerman yearned intensely for revenge.  His plans were fast and drastic.  Vicious, brutal, annihilating.  Tarzan would not last out long under the ferocity of Bannerman’s revenge.  A blistering devastation that matched Bannerman’s mood.  

Then, with the maturity of time, Bannerman reasoned otherwise.  He had suffered hell for months  Daily raped, hourly abused.  His self-belief destroyed, his dignity shattered.  Tarzan would meet the same fate.  Tit-for-tat.  Only a prolonged endless pain would salve the aching that gnawed at the core of Bannerman’s being, Tarzan’s torturous eternity of howling agonies.  Tarzan shaking with shock looking into the dark pool of despair and seeing his suffering thrown back into his tormented face.  Standing tottering on the brink of annihilation and gaping down in horror into an endless blackness of never-ending misery.  Till hopelessness crushed at his soul.  Till he pleaded for Bannerman to end it.  Till Bannerman had eaten his fill.  Till his insatiable appetite for revenge was appeased.  And Bannerman, satiated, licking his lips with the pleasure, graciously permitted his enemy to face a timeless doom.

Years he had put in hammering that sledgehammer into ungiving concrete.  Every blow jarring shuddering pains through his arms.  Yet every swing building him up.  Building his stamina for endless revenge.  Knowing that when Tarzan’s eyes lighted on him the first time, the apeman would know.  He’d see Bannerman’s huge overhang of a body-builder’s chest.  He’d understand the reason why the muscled breadth of Bannerman’s shoulders stood before him.  Bannerman had come for him.  Bannerman had come prepared.  Years of anger and planning had gone into the strength bursting to break free from the acres of strength across Bannerman’s back.  Bannerman had come back.  In an instant Tarzan would see the truth.  Bannerman’s physique was more than a match for the jungle lord.  

7d.

Rhino had been into that, too.  Bannerman on his knees in the middle of the cell.  All eyes around observing, watching Bannerman perform.  Better than TV, this act of the whitey’s degradation.  Watching with fascination Rhino’s power over the bwana, seeing him reluctantly giving in to superior force, shivering with anticipation, trembling as he unbuttoned the huge rapist’s flies.  Bannerman trembling with his impotence, knowing every man around was sniggering at his white man’s shame.  Slipping his shaking hands around the back and easing the filthy pants down Rhino’s arse.  His eyes immediately full of the thick engorged tool he might have to take in his mouth.  If he was lucky that night.

Rhino was never in a hurry, though.  Bannerman had to wash it first.  Lick the end of his tongue over the tip of the burgeoning cock.  Pull back the skin and slurp sickeningly at the stinking filth that collected around the rim.  Hearing the grunt of pleasure from the monster above, feeling the awakening twitch at the lick of his reluctant tongue tickling at the engorged rim, feeling against his tongue the fresh threat from the loathsome surge of strength Bannerman was bringing to life.  Growing bigger, praying Rhino just wanted tonight Bannerman’s mouth.  Not wanting that monster up his sore arse.  Gagging at the taste.  Forcing back the heaving retch of disgust in his stomach at the thought of what he was doing.  His ears burning at the jeers of encouragement around.  Biting down on the revulsion in his guts at what he was about to do.  Burning with the curse  -  Shit, apeman, I’ll get you for this!

When Rhino was ready, he signalled his decision by gripping Bannerman by the ears.  Hideous calloused hands grabbed Bannerman by the ears like a pair of handles.  Or like man-handling a dog.  And Rhino eased Bannerman’s mouth around the thick-veined monster.  Slowly.  Bannerman knew Rhino always demanded it slowly.  Every inch a mile of degradation.  Slow and tight.  Bannerman’s mouth knew to squeeze Rhino tight every bit of the way.  Bannerman shuddered in disgust when the burning cockhead scraped over his tongue.  Thick and solid, hot stinking sticky flesh burning against the roof of his mouth.  But that was not far enough.  Rhino gripped Bannerman by his handles and eased himself right down.  Deep and solid, far into Bannerman’s throat.  Stretching the throat painfully wide.  Impossibly wide.  Bannerman’s eyes popped with disgust.  His throat screeched with the ache of the agonising stretch.  Disgust filled Bannerman’s gorge, his ears burned with his shame.  His nose reeked with the stench of unwashed pubes, his face scratched into coarse inhuman hair.

Rhino took it slow, groaning, moaning, performing to the room.  Telegraphing to the whole cell looking on where Bannerman’s throat had reached.  Pulling himself out with a sigh of mastery and then agonisingly slowly riding himself back down, long and deep filling Bannerman trembling throat.  Every prisoner’s head in that cell trained on Bannerman’s quivering back, every head in that stinking cell turned on the back of his humiliated head.  The one white prisoner  -  degradation personified.  The former slaver trader impaled on the black monster’s cock far down his throat.  Bannerman died a thousand deaths with every thrust.

…….

         ……..

To Bannerman, the wait seemed like a lifetime of lip-biting expectation.  Tarzan at his feet, Bannerman feeling himself growing in his shorts against the apeman’s nose that he held pressed into his groin.  The pressure pushing against his flies, Tarzan’s face held nuzzled against Bannerman’s cock that was desperate to break free the confines of his pants.  Master and dog clinging tight to each other in an eternity of sordid uncertainty.  

Then Bannerman felt a shudder pass through his hand as it held onto Tarzan’s head.  With a sudden tightness of tension thinking Tarzan might try and fight him off, Bannerman felt the once-defiant hands leave his thighs.  His heart nearly leapt out of his chest when Tarzan’s hands travelled up and moved to undo the clasp of Bannerman’s belt.  Tentatively Bannerman released a bit the tightness on Tarzan’s head.  His mouth went dry, he wet his lip with a parched tongue when Tarzan’s hand moved to undo the button at the waistband of his shorts.  He swallowed deep in disbelief and excitement when he heard the zipper slide down.  Bannerman had threatened Tarzan with bringing his army of rapists back.  But he never believed this might be.  Fuck me, he thought, a miracle is happening.

But he didn’t believe it, this was a trick.  The apeman was buying time.  “Suck my dick, apeman”, Bannerman had roared.  But he never thought it would happen.  Never in a lifetime of his dreams in that hell-hole had Bannerman dreamed this would happen.  Not without Tarzan being forced.  He made himself suppress the gasp of disbelief when he felt hands on his waistband easing his shorts down.  It wasn’t true, he was ready for any trick Tarzan might try.  Bannerman bit down on his lower lip, his eyes lit with wonder at the calloused fingers that slid his undershorts over his solid arse cheeks and released the pressure in his crutch.  Bannerman felt himself leap free.  Felt himself slap hot and hard into Tarzan’s face.

Shit!  So near.  Yet so far?  But he couldn’t lose the image.  He was Rhino.  Bannerman was suddenly Rhino.  And Tarzan was Rhino’s bitch.  Bannerman grabbed Tarzan by the ears using them as handles and eased Tarzan’s mouth around him.  Slowly.  Rhino-like.  In charge.  Dominating.  Humiliating.  Tarzan faltered at the cat-calls from behind, shamefacedly aware of the audience of Bannerman’s black savages watching open-mouthed.  Just like Bannerman had heard jeering in that stinking cell.  

Bannerman took the risk, he let his bitch hesitate.  Think it over, work out what was going on.  Shit!  Bannerman screamed to himself.  It was happening,  Behind, he saw the muscle-headed savages who couldn’t believe their eyes.  The black savages who’d come back and have the fill of the apeman’s arse again.  Tarzan’s half-dozen evil-minded rapists watching the indomitable apeman voluntarily take Bannerman’s dick into his mouth.  Bannerman felt Tarzan hesitate again when a cockhead slid solid over his tongue.  The same disgust that he himself had felt.  The same sickening reluctance.  Bannerman gasped at the hot slick touch against his hard burning cock.  

Bannerman was indeed poised at the ultimate heart of rape.  To turn a powerful strong will into a reluctant victim.  Cooperating in his own rape.  He was face-fucking Tarzan!  And the legend of the jungle was making it happen!  Not being forced.  Because of Bannerman’s threat.  Fearful of taking any more brutal cocks thrust up his arse.  Tarzan had given in to the ultimate disgrace, he was swallowing Bannerman’s cock.  With others looking on.  Like the cell-mates had watched Rhino.  Standing behind, open-mouthed, amazed.  Bannerman had mastered the very soul of Tarzan.  He had made it his own.  It wasn’t Tarzan’s face he was fucking.  Shit!  He was fucking Tarzan’s mind!

Bannerman gripped harder on Tarzan’s handles and moaned as he took possession of Tarzan’s mouth.  .  Slowly, Rhino-like, he stretched open Tarzan’s throat.  His victim’s throat felt tight with Bannerman’s cock.  He felt Tarzan begin to retch .  His shoulders trembled, his back shuddered.  

Battling against his need to experience this thrill to the full, Bannerman still slowed, he gave the apeman time.  Bannerman had had the best teacher.  Bannerman was now Rhino, Rhino knew not to hurry, Rhino had taught him well.  Rhino let the throat adjust to the stretch deep inside.  

This excitement should last a lifetime!  Bannerman would take Tarzan all the way.  Tarzan would swallow his dick.  Tarzan would swallow his cum.  Tomorrow Tarzan would shit out his cum.  Like Bannerman shamefacedly had done.  Hundreds of times.  Bannerman was taking Tarzan all the way.  All the way down.  To the uttermost depths of his degraded being.

Fuck me!  Bannerman thought.  His wildest dreams were coming true.  Was there ever such sweet revenge!

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

7e.

“Suck my dick!”

“The hell I will!”

That was the kind of fighting talk Bannerman had hoped to hear from his apeman captive.  

But his mind was all over the place suddenly.  One second the apeman was taking him  deep down his mouth.  Then he heard stinging defiance whipping at his ears.  And a third inexplicable sensation burst on his fantasies.

He jerked in surprise at the soft stroking on his neck.  A tingle on the back of his neck that rushed straight to the tip of his hard Tarzan-sucked cock and nearly made him blow.  So fully engrossed as he was by the thought of Tarzan giving in and swallowing his dick.  It took a confused second to realise where he was.  Disappointingly in the hut.  Where he’d spent the night.  Still on his knees with the woman moaning as he absent-mindedly rocked into her backside.  His mind fully engrossed somewhere else.

His thoughts, the power ballooning in his groin, - they were in one other place.  With Tarzan outside.  But he was still stretched out.  In the rain.  Not on the end of Bannerman’s dick.  Briefly Bannerman felt annoyance at being ripped from his fantasy of Tarzan’s ultimate degradation.  Reluctantly - and with a slight flash of anger at being brought back to reality -, he looked in longing back at the object of his hatred out there in the rain.  Dawn was slowly breaking, the slumped shape of Tarzan, unconscious, lost in the sleep of exhaustion.  Blissfully unaware of the horrors to come.  The object of Bannerman’s cravings was gradually getting clearer as light came. and still that piss-awful rain pelted down.  

Briefly Bannerman’s focus turned on the second woman on anger.  The one who disturbed his reverie and deflated his aching desires.  With the sight of her, though, his annoyance evaporated.  His eyes danced on her face, his gaze dropped to the temptation of her breasts.  She was less forthcoming than the other woman, the one who was still on her hands and knees moaning as she rolled on the Tarzan-filled firmness of Bannerman’s cock.  Taking Bannerman from the rear, being given a time-and-a-half to remember.  This second one, though, might not be so forward.  But she was incredibly beautiful.  At just the sight of her his annoyance evaporated, just the feel of her hand stroking in his neck sent an added potent twitch to his working cock.

For a black, she was incredibly beautiful, Bannerman had to admit.  Instinctively, Bannerman leant to one side and with his nose he nuzzled greedily at a firm tit.  This one didn’t throw herself at him like the one down below giving him a slick high as he slurped in and out of her.  But somehow, here was a compelling attraction that the one down below could not match.  Bannerman’s eyes licked at the new-comer’s bare breasts, his senses flared, he sniffed rapaciously at her skin, his interest inflamed by the mere scent of her.  

For a brief second again he balked when she straddled over the top of her companion beneath.  Facing Bannerman, her breasts temptingly inviting his gaze, his fingers itching in an almost irresistible come-on.  But just now Bannerman’s interests were in conflict hungering for the man outside, outside in the pelting rain.  He didn’t want anything to come between him and the object of his lust-powered cravings.  For a moment he felt annoyed at losing sight of his priceless possession.  She was straddling her friend whose backside Bannerman was still playing with, her breasts filling Bannerman’s vision of the world.  Those breasts, silken though they were, mesmerising and intoxicating to his gaze, still they had come between him and his craving.  Tarzan.  Just when Bannerman’s imagination had got to the point where Tarzan was about to suck his dick right down his throat.  For a moment, angrily he had wanted to push her aside, instinctively he started to twist his head to see round the side of those luscious hips.  

She was coming between him and his dick-sucking Tarzan just as the growing light was revealing his treasure beyond price.  For a brief moment he felt a glimmer of annoyance.  But the smell of her won him over.  The sway of pert breasts beckoned his mouth as he slid like a well-oiled machine smoothly into her companion below.  Bannerman had lost sight of his precious possession.  He couldn’t see his treasure out there in the rain.  Under the circumstances, shit, who cared?  It was pissing down with rain.

Bannerman’s gaze flooded with the sight of her flat stomach, his eyes rushed down on the mystery at the top of her wide-straddled legs.  The smell of her heat rushed up and grappled his annoyance down into the dirt.  He blew a hard burst of breath at the scent of her.  Licked his lips at the succulent feast of her.  He prickled again at the touch of her hands on the back of his neck.  His working loins flickered at the tickle of her fingers stroking in his hair.  Looking irresistibly down, his eyes lingered on that tempting gift.  He wondered briefly if the men in the tribe insisted the women kept themselves so clipped.  Then he let himself go.  Fuck it!  his body laughed out.  First Tarzan sucking my dick.  Now a threesome.  This is all too good to be true.   

What a contrast!  How schizophrenic!  His senses laughed at the difference.

The lust-heavy passion that was ablaze in this hut was on a different planet from the intensity of tortured heat he willed for Tarzan.  This was the way life was supposed to be.  Sex with women.  Good sex.  Rapacious sex.  Not like that sordid squalid fucking Tarzan had condemned him to.  My God, these savages trained their women well.  Bannerman felt a tightness in his chest from the ardour of feelings these women aroused.  It was almost like he was finding it hard to catch his breath.  

But what he willed for that apeman, ..  now that was in a different world.  Bannerman’s hope to use rape on Tarzan came from his darker side.  Tonight this was pure pleasure, for him, for the women.  Tomorrow, for Tarzan, sex was to be an instrument of torture.  Physical and mental.  The cutting pains tearing up Tarzan’s insides.  Worse than Bannerman had endured in any one night.  Over 20 times from these savages in one go.  Every twitch of a cock cutting agonies through Tarzan’s insides.  Paralysing his legs.  Like bolts of electricity shocking through his system.  Immobilising his strength.

And then the mental torture.  A half-dozen illiterate alpha-males taking Tarzan down.  Down to the uttermost depths of human despair.  The physical pains dragging him down.  The exhaustion crushing his muscled physique.  And to top it, the degradation that a half-dozen muscled savages were taking him and using him as their bitch.  For free.  Again and again.  He was nothing.  The man who had been top-of-the-food-chain in the jungle, respected, revered, feared.  Now crushed in the dog-shit.  By men who could.  By men who wanted to.

Her nearness intoxicated Bannerman’s nostrils with the scent of her self.  Beneath them both, the other woman on her front rocked sensuously on his dick.  The feel of the one, the sight of the other started to rob Bannerman of his sense of control.  Drawn like a magnet, his mouth watered to taste the hotness between her legs as she hefted up her hips.  As if she sensed his lust, her hips edged her forward, Bannerman’s sense of smell knew nothing else.  He was drugged, it was overpowering.  Intoxicated by the hope of her.

Fuck you, Tarzan, the thought exploded in Bannerman’s head.  This dual attack on his urges would not be denied.  Today you’re going down.  But for now you’re going nowhere, apeman, Bannerman’s senses screamed.  He dismissed his priceless rain-drenched treasure for now.  Bannerman’s tongue gently played at her trigger spot.  Hot, sticky, hips pressed eagerly forward in response to his touch.  He felt her twitch of pleasure, he felt her shiver with bliss at the play of his tongue that tickled her button, he heard her moan of delight.  Her fingers feverishly dug into the back of his neck, Bannerman’s nostrils quivered at the heavy fragrance that she released, the pleasurable shudders trembling through his being.  Quivering down to the end of his dick.  And further down, the woman on her knees too was driving his loins insane.  

Fuck you Tarzan, the urges in his groin screamed.  Just be ready for me when daylight breaks.  




Ch. 8
Spectacle

8a.

Tarzan threw a snarl back at Mzama.  He had just taken a slap across the back of his head.  For the fun of it, it seemed, no reason at all.  The slap seemed to say more about his attacker showing off to the crowd that for anything Tarzan had done since they’d released him from the poles.  He had been looking around at the villagers who had crowded around in a big circle.  Curious, searching out for an answer to what was going on.  Instead of paying attention to what was happening in his front.  The two brothers had just untied him from the frame to which he had been roped since arriving.  Tarzan’s hopes of a chance of any escape, though, seemed foiled by the way the villagers had pressed forward and formed a dense circle around them.  There was a sense of menace in the air, a tension that seemed to presage something exciting that was about to happen.  Tarzan was aware of a sense of expectation.  And he sensed he was the centre point of that event.

The brothers had shoved him forward, now without bonds, no longer trapped by his ropes.  But flanked by these big-muscled brothers.   And encircled by a village full of hostile expectant on-lookers.  Escape was still denied him.  Jostled and shoved forward, Tarzan stood before the chief, the two brothers each gripping controllingly tight on a bicep.  The old man looked to be on his last legs.  But from his chair he smiled at the approach of Manu and listened attentively to what Manu was whispering in his ear.  It was at that point that Tarzan earned the slap across his head.  For the fun of it.  For just assessing the chances of escape.  Manu had been telling the chief something, Tarzan had noticed the old man’s eyes sparkle with interest.  And the chief had looked him over appreciatively.  

The chief threw Tarzan a watery look.  The effort seemed to take all of his strength.  But when Manu again whispered in his ear, a wan smile filtered across his lips.  He stared grinning weakly at Tarzan and nodded to Manu an exhausted look of appreciation.

Tarzan felt hands tighten on his biceps, the brothers turned to him and pushed him backwards.  Back towards the centre of the circle the villagers had formed.  Bukawa gave Tarzan a shove in the chest when he failed to move fast enough.  Tarzan threw him a glower of annoyance at that push.  Bukawa again shot out a punishing arm.  But Tarzan grabbed it, held on to the forearm tight, glaring back, daring Bukawa to shove him again.  Refusing to be pushed around.  The pair stared hostilely at each other.  Muscled aggression quivering.  Freed of his bonds, Tarzan felt a resurgence of his old powers.  Men did not shove him around.  Bukawa first threw him a look of annoyance at daring this insolence.  He was not a warrior prisoners dared stand up to.  But then he relaxed, then he grinned, nodded at Tarzan in appreciation.  Glad of the re-assertion of Tarzan’s warrior spirit.  Glad this legend was telling him their combat would not be a push-over.  Giving Bukawa the chance to prove himself and make a name.

But then his arms stiffened.  He still pushed back and eased Tarzan back into the centre of the circle.  Respectfully now, not pushing him around.  Easing his opponent back into the centre of the ring.  Where they’d face each other, test each other.  Prove who was the better.  Not for one moment did the two bristling egos take their eyes off each other.  They were sizing each other up, they were on public display, reputations on the line.  They knew what they were destined for.  

Suddenly Bukawa lowered his arm, no longer pushing back.  Without thinking, Tarzan let go Bukawa’s arm.  But still they glared.  Just the two of them.  Standing face-to-face.  Standing surrounded by the expectant villagers, a hush falling around them, the on-lookers with held breath anticipating the promise of the fight.

Suddenly Tarzan was aware of the stillness.  A heavy hostile silence that surrounded him.  Every eye of every villager encircling him boring into him like a sharpened spear.  Without moving his head, without changing his aggressive stance to Bukawa who also stood bristling with attack-readiness opposite, Tarzan’s eyes flashed from side-to-side.  Assessing the threat.  Sensing the animosity from the crowd that blocked him any chance of flight.

The air was laden with tension.  Prickling with animosity, all of it directed at Tarzan.  The men in the crowd were a-buzz with barely-controlled excitement at this match.  For years these two brothers had shown intense rivalry, constantly looking for ways to battle it out with each other and prove who was best.  The prospect of each other taking on the apeman had the on-lookers full of excitement.  They’d give this fight their all.  To prove to the other who was top-dog. The apeman’s reputation made him more than a worthy match.  And to be sure each brother out-did his rival sibling, they’d give no quarter.  Nothing in their family history suggested either brother would back down.  And legend promised that Tarzan would give as hard as he took.  It was the formidable reputation of the apeman that stood at the heart of their showdown.  His reputation challenging these brothers to take him down in the hardest way they could.  Proving one-and-for-all which of the two was the best.

Tarzan was all alertness, barely breathing with the tension as he faced up to the fight.  Bukawa stood facing him.  Stripped to just his loincloth.  Every bit as strongly muscled as he.  Every bit of him a supreme warrior.  Strong fighting chest that could take every blow.  Big rounded shoulders that could swing fists like a club.  Their tribal ideal.  An equal with Tarzan’s fighting prowess.  Every sinew a match for Tarzan at his best.  But worryingly Tarzan knew he was not at his best.  He had been savagely tortured a full day by Kwami.  He taken even beatings from this man who was lined up against him, Tarzan knew what power those arms could wield.  And since then, he had spent a restless night in exhaustion trussed between the stakes.  His torso was badly bruised, any blow landed well would drive pain through to his core.  In an instant.  Fighting this muscled aggression and the crippling pains in his own body at the same time.  Tarzan had felt to his cost how well Bukawa could land punches.  No wonder he stood there looking supremely confident.  To the point of over-wheening arrogance.  Tarzan got a grip on his anxieties.  This was an uneven fight.  But they both knew that, that was why his opponent looked so smug.  Tarzan had been set-up to battle it out with Bukawa.  With the whole tribe bleating for Tarzan’s defeat.

Packed with tension, quivering in readiness for an instant attack, Tarzan’s gaze remained focused on Bukawa.  Sucking resolve up out of the tension that was crackling in the air between them.  Tarzan feeling threat, Bukawa looking supremely confident, showing off in front of his own crowd.  Then, Bukawa lifted his arms above his head.  Arms raised, he invited the crowd’s encouragement.  Inviting them to show who they were rooting for.  The crowd bawled out in support.  Let the apeman know who was best.  Bukawa was their champion, they willed him to win.  They urged him to prove it and take it out on the apeman.  They hollered out their backing, they willed him to smash the apeman to pulp.  Tarzan heard the bloodlust cutting through the air, on edge he watched his opponent’s every move.  Every nerve uneasy, every sinew bursting to respond.

Watching carefully, Tarzan saw Bukawa’s hands go to the cord that fastened his loincloth around his waist.  In one tug, he ripped the covering from his loins.  Bukawa was naked.  There was a sudden shocked silence.  A gasp from some of the women.  And a giggle from some girls.  Then it burst.  The men roared.  The crows cheered.  This was their kind of man!  Bukawa was a true warrior, nothing stood between him and his opponent other than fight-bristling skin.  Their man.  Their ideal of the dream warrior.  Stripped naked, fully confident in his strength, supremely comfortable in his manly nakedness.  Ready to take on the world.  Ready to take on all his tribe’s enemies.  Including the jungle lord.

Tarzan clenched his fists together in readiness of an attack.  Yet Bukawa seemed to be relishing still the adulation.  Tarzan watched him spread his legs.  Watched as Bukawa extended his hand to his crutch, cupped his balls.  Cupped them aggressively towards Tarzan.  Held them out aggressively.  In an obscene gesture that said, Look at me, apeman.  All man, think you can match this?  Bukawa cupped his balls lewdly between his out-stretched legs and released them for all to enjoy.  This is a man, he seemed to say.  This is a warrior, ready to take on the world. 

Bukawa’s heart soared at the shouts of his approval.  A smile fluttered around his guts at the thought of where the girls eyes were rooted.  Confidently he strutted his stuff to the approval of the crowd.  Arms raised, displaying his all.  Feeling the whole of his manliness centred in the focus of where their eyes went.  Chest high, his flat hard stomach leading their sight down.  Yes, in the fight he might throw a hard-on.  Yes, there was that risk.  But it would be the boner of the hero.  The hard-on of a victor.  Thrown because he was winning, because this apeman-opponent was being crushed in his grip.  A warrior hard-on, his tribe’s emblem of victory.  Triumphing over the jungle’s former lord.  A hero’s erection as he broke Tarzan into a thousand bits.

Tarzan tensed at the roar of approval from the crowd.  He resisted the temptation to take his eyes of his opponent and take in the crowd.  All-readiness, every sinew primed to fend off attack.  But his ears were filled with the screaming backing of Bukawa’s challenge.

Tarzan saw Bukawa’s gesturing, Tarzan’s forehead wrinkling, feeling confused.  Bukawa’s finger pointed at Tarzan’s groin.  The loincloth, Lose it, his look said.  Naked.  That’s how men fight.  Real men battle it out naked.  Lose that loincloth.  NOW!

But Tarzan was not to be so commanded.  Bukawa repeated the order.  His finger pointed at Tarzan’s groin. His hand swept the loincloth to the side. Dismissively.  Lose it, now.  Be a man!  Show yourself a man!  But Tarzan did not react.  He’d not be so ordered.  Asserting his own terms for this battle of wills.

But Bukawa contented himself with an arrogant leer.  He pulled himself up to his full height, chest out.  His lips bared back into an arrogant snarl.  With half-an-eye on his opponent but most attention on the crowd, Bukawa paraded himself in a broad circle.  Arms out to the side, head high, his warrior nakedness for all to enjoy.  Apologising to the crowd that his opponent was so unworthy of this fight.  Bukawa was not ashamed to display himself, his body seemed to say.  After all, remember, girls, all the best of you have fingered me there.  Some of you other plainer ones too had tongued me too on nights when I felt generous.  And the older women in the crowd  -  well, you can dream of me later.  Re-live your earlier days when you pressed a hard body like mine to your hips!  When you’ve all seen me pummel this jungle lord into the dirt..  

Look, Bukawa strutted proudly before the crowd, this is how our warriors fight.  This is how our warriors look.  We have no reason to feel ashamed.  The apeman, though, he cowers behind his covering of animal skin.  But get an eyeful of this one, your champion,  -  your hero who going to smash that apeman into the ground.

Suddenly Bukawa spasmed into a naked crouch, he extended his left hand up towards Tarzan.  Inviting Tarzan to take hold.  Challenging Tarzan to join in the fight.  

* * * * * * * * * * * * * *

8b.

That one jab into the side of his ribs reminded Tarzan of the power this man could unleash.  Bukawa had rushed him, shoulder forward in a body-charge.  Last second Tarzan had snapped sideways out of the way.  But Bukawa was fast too.  Lightning-fast.  He’d not been slowed down by Kwami’s brutality.  Veering off to Tarzan’s right, Bukawa’s elbow lashed out catching Tarzan in his battered ribs.  Made contact.  A muscle-laden jab into Tarzan’s side.  Jolting him sideways.  Bony elbow jarring into bruised ribs.  Slashing a grimace of pain across Tarzan’s face.

And he stood there again, facing Tarzan.  Smirking.  A grin of superiority bloomed on his lips.  Knowing how much he had hurt.  Just one jab, one rib-crunching blow.  Half-crouched forward, Bukawa was rocking lightly from side-to-side, with his powerful shoulders swaying in the graceful dance of a trained fighter.  Light on his feet, heavy with strong muscle.  Tarzan watched him warily as they moved to circle each other cautiously.  Acutely aware that Bukawa was enjoying himself.  Deeply aware that Bukawa was on the offensive.  But aware too that Tarzan was in defensive mode.  He was defending, he was not the aggressor.  Not feeling confident in his capacity to mount a full-blooded attack.  That he’d have to change.  If he was to survive.  And damned fast. 

Bukawa shot forward like a cheetah attacking.  Taking Tarzan a bit by surprise.  His reactions had been slowed by days of punishment, reflexes affected by exhaustion and pain.  But deftly Tarzan side-stepped the charge.  Bukawa, too, anticipated his move.  A hard solid packed shoulder landed square in Tarzan’s chest.  Elbow out, stabbing pain into Tarzan’s upper stomach.  A sudden last-minute thrust that slammed Bukawa’s muscular force into Tarzan’s torso.  Unbalancing him.  Sending Tarzan tottering backwards.  He lost his footing and landed with a grunt on his arse.

Laughter broke in the crowd.  Peels of hysterical laughter at the apeman sent tottering to his arse in the dirt.  Tarzan ignored the hostile mockery, from the ground he readied himself for the attack that was bound to come.  But surprising him, Bukawa did not press his advantage.  He was enjoying this.  Arms up encouraging the accolades.  Tarzan looked up from the earth to see the naked Bukawa proudly parading himself.  Tarzan grappled with himself and got up on one knee.  Taking the chance to get a breather but ready to leap to his feet if Bukawa stopped showing off.  Knowing how fast he could turn from clowning to attack.  Arms raised above his shoulders, Bukawa was welcoming with open hands the derision at Tarzan’s expense that poured into this tight sweat-crackling arena.  Down on one knee, watching him like a cornered animal, Tarzan bunched his fists in readiness, ignoring the mockery from the crowd.  Expecting any moment the warrior to launch himself into the air at him.  But Bukawa’s eyes went over Tarzan’s head.  Showing off to the crowd, biceps displayed, posing, exhibiting his strength to the cheers, exulting in his warrior power, glorying in his manful nakedness.  His arms hardened out to his sides, elbows up, his biceps bulged.  The supreme warrior, the perfect muscle-hunk, Bukawa showed off his naked physique for the crowd.  At the expense of Tarzan’s ridicule down in the dirt.  Bukawa flaunted his nakedness, he displayed his manly prowess.  Not like this cur on his knee in the dirt.  Boasting, revelling in how he had shown up the apeman with just one lightning fast move.  Tarzan watched him like a hawk, gasping in strength-giving air, his full concentration all on the moment of the expected attack.  Knowing how fast Bukawa could turn.  Ready.  Knowing this fun-making would snap into attack with the blink of an eye.

But not ready for the hand that gripped his hair from behind.  Or for the forearm that snapped across his throat.  And yanked him by his windpipe upwards into the air.  Strangling him from behind.  Shock flashed across Tarzan’s face.  Panic scratched its nails into his eyes.  He was being choked, the elbow across his throat was strangling him.  He was being hauled to his feet by a powerful force from behind, a forearm crushing his windpipe.  Cutting off his air.  Tarzan fought to hit back.  He got his legs under him, he eased the pressure on his breathing.  He pushed into his legs and, hands up at the strangling arms to break the grip, he lifted to his feet to gasp in some air.  But the solid-packed body from behind just yanked Tarzan’s neck back against a hard-muscled chest.  Keeping up the pressure crushing on his windpipe.  Yanking him up to his feet.  Cutting off his air.  Jamming his back into a hard-muscled torso.  Tarzan’s hands were up on the arm forcing it off his throat.  Struggling for breath.  Then he saw Bukawa approach, knife in hand.

Panic lashed out with both feet, levering on the solid body behind.  Tarzan’s foot went for the knife hand but Bukawa whipped it away.  A grin of superiority on his face.  Tarzan’s feet landed back down with a thump.  Earning from behind a devastatingly sharp stab in his ribs for his pains.  And the grip squeezing on his windpipe tightening even more.  Cutting off Tarzan’s air.  Tarzan’s hands gripped tighter, his arms bulged with strength to break the hold crushing his throat.

Bukawa was on him in a flash.  Before Tarzan knew it, the knife lashed downwards towards his gut.  With one deft struck, Bukawa made the slash.  With another rapid move, the second knife stroke cut.  And then Bukawa backed away, Tarzan’s loincloth waving from his hand.  The crush on Tarzan’s windpipe was released, - with another sharp jab in Tarzan’s pained ribs.  A shove from behind felled Tarzan gasping down on one knee, hauling in breath, a hand easing the pain in his windpipe.  While his eyes warily watched Bukawa jigging with his loincloth dangling from his hand.  Soaking up the laughter from the crowd.  The old women cackling at Tarzan forced to strip.  The girls pointing at sniggering.  The men greeting his nakedness with taunting laughs.  The jungle lord had been forced into fighting naked.  Against his arrogant will.

If Tarzan needed any reminding, it flashed through his mind that this was to be no fair fight.  Still stroking at his burning windpipe, Tarzan watched his loincloth sail over his head through the air.  Quickly he threw a look behind.  He saw Mzama catch his leather covering.  And bow to his brother’s acknowledgement for the help he’d given.  Not only were they taking him on after they weakened Tarzan and starved him for days.  They had no second thoughts either about working him over together.  They’d worked together to strip.  He’d have to watch his step.  His exertions may be fully taken up with countering the speed and force of his opponent in front.  But Tarzan would have to be watching his back all the time too.  And the fighter in his rear was just as powerful, just as determined.  Tarzan remembered only too well the strength of his punches.  The speed of his reactions.  The odds were nearly impossible.  But they’d be even worse if Tarzan didn’t give them his best.

The look on Bukawa’s face got Tarzan rapidly to his feet.  Bitter mockery still rippled through the crowd.  The fun still jostled around, laughter still filled their air.  But Bukawa’s face had changed.  From clown to snarling panther in the blink of an eye.  Now it was time to fight.  The opponents circled each other.  Aggression filled Bukawa’s face.  All of a sudden he stomped across the clearing and was nose-to-nose with his opponent.  Tarzan went on full alert, his fists bunched, expecting blows, his arms rigid with tense muscle, ready to lash out.  But Bukawa stopped, face to face with his opponent, all bristling male hostility.  The heat of his aggression radiated off his body and hit Tarzan in the chest.  Bukawa the muscled warrior was facing down his foe.  Secreting aggression from every pore.  And signalling to his opponent he was going to win.  Whatever hit took, however long.  Every taut sinew of his hostile frame was spelling the message out.  And it was going to hurt.  He’d make sure it hurt.  The look in his eyes said it all.  Fun over, apeman.  We’re not entertaining this crowd any more.  Tarzan, you’ll hurt.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

8c.

They were snarling like wild beasts right into each other’s glares, nose-to-nose.  Tarzan instinctively seized the advantage, cracked back a lightning-fast arm and threw a fist into Bukawa’s gut.  His arm snapped with barely a warning, his whole weight, arm and shoulder twisted behind that punch.  But Bukawa’s gut didn’t give at all.  His guts were un-punished, his reactions infinitely faster.  Powerfully tensing against the blow in time.  The recoil shuddered back up Tarzan’s arms.  As if he’d hammered his punch into a tree trunk.  Bukawa’s stomach declared it was more than ready for anything a weakened apeman could throw.  The force of Tarzan’s punch pushed him back a bit onto one foot but Bukawa did not even give a grunt.  The tightness in his stomach turned into hardwood.  Pain ricocheted back up Tarzan’s arm.  Forcing a grimace.  Bukawa had been ready, Tarzan’s fist into that muscled torso had felt like punching into rock.

A good-natured smile met Tarzan’s unwanted shock of pain.  Laughter broke in the crowd behind.  The sight of Bukawa’s opponent wincing and staring in shock at his fist under the jarring pain from their own hero’s rock-hard guts.  Undaunted, Bukawa’s face creased into a grin, he head shook in a good-natured gesture of pity.  He spread his arms out to the side, defenceless, mocking his opponent into throwing one again.  A benevolent motion at Tarzan still grimacing from the pain that had reverberated up his arm.  

Bukawa let down his arms shaking his head at the apeman’s lack of fight.  A smug grin lighting up his eyes as his face showed his disapproval.  Then without any warning Bukawa threw his own big fist into Tarzan’s abs.  Tarzan doubled over, embers of punished pain burst into flames.  The force of Bukawa’s punch awakening the batterings of the past days.  In one move that dance with agility and elegance, quick as a snake, Bukawa’s arms shot out, circled Tarzan’s neck.  He bent the apeman double and yanked his head down in a clutch tight to his own waist.  His fist landed a thud into the top of Tarzan’s skull.  Just for a laugh.  Lights flashed before Tarzan’s eyes.  But a split second later, in a move of devastating surprise, Bukawa dropped on his back to the dirt breaking his fall on Tarzan’s face smacking straight into the earth.

Tarzan rolled over on his front, his surprise calling out.  Blistering agony burst in his head.  Lights crackled painfully before his eyes.  Stunned, blindingly confused.  Suddenly Tarzan yelled out again, thrown by pain twisting over onto his side.  Bukawa had jumped up in the air and come down on him, elbow first.  Full body weight, his elbow driving all the pain in hell into Tarzan’s stomach.  Pain roared out of Tarzan’s gut, his head jack-knifed up.  Then gripping at his tortured guts with both hands, he rolled over squirming on his side.  

Tarzan was out-of-it, writhing in the dirt, his arms clutching at his screeching stomach.  Bukawa, though, had leapt nimbly to his feet.  Seeing his opponent thrashing in his pains on the earth, he bounded in the air again, legs up high.    About to land crashing on his own back.  This time, he landed forearm first.  Breaking his fall with a devastating thud from his arm into Tarzan’s neck.  Driving crippling pain into the side of Tarzan’s neck.  Landing the whole of his heavy-muscled weight behind the upper arm driven into his opponent’s neck.

Bukawa grappled in the dirt with Tarzan’s muscled pain flailing on the earth.  He landed disabling punches relentlessly into the apeman’s side, Bukawa slid over the earth under his reeling opponent and hauled him up onto Bukawa’s front crushing his opponent’s back tight into his own chest.  Folding his arms around the apeman’s front and squeezing.  Bukawa had slid himself underneath on his back on the earth and was clenching Tarzan into a body-crippling tight grip around the chest, pinning him onto Bukawa’s own front.  Bukawa squeezed.  Bukawa clenched.  Bukawa crushed the apeman’s back to his own chest.  His powerful muscled arms turned into bands of iron to crush every bit of fight out of Tarzan’s pain-flooded torso.  Flat on Bukawa’s front, his head still reeling from the blow to his neck, fighter’s instincts had Tarzan squirming to escape the crush of steel across his lower ribs.  Head back, teeth clenched tight, legs flailing, yet groans of agony seeping free.  Bukawa jerked harder on his arms to strengthen his grip around Tarzan’s ribs, jarring tightening agonies into Tarzan’s chest, till Tarzan thought his ribs would break.  Bukawa gave him another hard jolt, groaning himself with the utmost effort as he stepped up the punishing squeeze.  Tarzan’s mouth shot open by pain, he lay crushed into his opponent’s front, eyes closed into the crush.  Hopeless gestures jammed an elbow at Bukawa’s squeezing arm, trying to break the grip.  But the angle was wrong, Tarzan’s elbow just jarred painfully into the earth.

Bukawa groaned with the strain of his efforts.  Teeth bared to find the might to keep up this weakening squeeze.  But his strength was motivated by the desperate cries from the squirming muscle trapped on his heaving chest, he gave another body-weakening squeeze of crushing might from his own fearsome arms.  

He felt one of the apeman’s ankles outside Bukawa’s own foot.  Seeing his chance, his other ankle sought out the apeman’s left foot, too.  Deftly, Bukawa slipped his feet inside.  And Bukawa stretched.  He opened his own ankles wide-apart, stretching the apeman’s legs.  Bukawa’s foot rose up his opponent’s legs, nearly up to the apeman’s knee.  Stretching the apeman’s legs wide.  Pinning the apeman’s ankles wide apart, putting maximum stretch on the inside of his thighs.  And giving the crowd their best view so far.

Time to put on a show, Bukawa had the presence of mind to think.  Tarzan’s naked crutch there for all to see.  The secret the apeman had wanted kept hidden under that loincloth was dangling free.  Tight curly hair, hairy sagging nuts.  And the sacred apeman’s sex-tool drooping openly on public display.  Bukawa could hear the laughter break free, he could hear the taunting jokes as he pressed outward with his feet.  Stretching the apeman thighs and giving the crowd an entertaining look.  Through gritted teeth of strain, Bukawa heard Tarzan groaning under the squeeze that threatened to break his ribs.  He imagined his mouth forced open by the pain burning up his straining thighs.  Bukawa sensed also the hear of shame as Tarzan was giving the laughing crowd an eyeful of his family treasures.

Bukawa was excited by the mocking laughter around, applauding his game.  Time, he thought, to play.  Let’s give ‘em a show, apeman.  The apeman was pinned on his back against Bukawa’s chest, his ribs locked in an unbreakable squeeze.  And then, playfully, Bukawa rocked him.  Sideways.   From side-to-side.  Bukawa rocked the helpless apeman from side-to-side.  Hard, thrusting his opponent jerking from one side to the other.  Bukawa set the apeman’s useless cock dancing.  Flopping it over under the crushing squeeze of his control.  The giggles of the girls tickled Bukawa’s fancy.  The lord-of-the-jungle trapped in a paralysing hug around his waist, his groin exposed and his cock set dancing to Bukawa’s tune.  

The guffaws of his friends made Bukawa feel good as he rocked the apeman from side-to-side.  Setting his ape-cock rolling.  Letting the apeman’s flaccid dick flop helplessly.  Exposing what he had wanted to hide.  Making his tool of shame jump to Bukawa’s command.  Flopping from side to side.  On public display.  

Beaten and conquered by Bukawa their champion.  The ape-dick turned into an object of derision.  His ridiculed balls sent dancing.  Girls snorted into their hands, men clapped each other around the shoulders and, pointing, roared in fun at the ape-display.  Uselessly trapped in the body-crippling squeeze by one of their own.  Helplessly disabled.  Legs wide-splayed and overcome by one of their own.  While his unmanly cock was made to dance to Bukawa’s tune.

The apeman wouldn’t show them what he’d got.  He had wanted to stay covered-up.  But their own Bukawa had decided otherwise.  Bukawa and his brother had forced Tarzan to strip.  The crowd was going wild with laughter, all of it at the captive’s expense.  Men were cheering.  Motivated, Bukawa put extra effort in.  Shoving and rocking the apeman from side-to-side.  Tarzan’s family treasures shamefully and uselessly displayed.  Flopping under Bukawa’s super-manful power.  His friends were screaming out their support.  Goading him on.  With a look of derision at Bukawa’s victim being rocked shamed in the dirt.  Was this the jungle lord?  The reputation they had been conditioned to respect.  Bukawa, they screamed!  Bukawa was jungle lord.  Bukawa was their ideal!

Bukawa had kicked his victim off.  Cheered by the shouts from his crowd, Bukawa shoved his victim off this own sweat-drenched chest.  Crippled from his super-manly squeeze, disabled by pain even when released.  Bukawa rolled him over and over shamefully in their dirt.  Like a sack of rags.  And, grinning, hands raised, Bukawa rose to his feet and strutted the circle.  Opening his arms to accept their cheers, Bukawa circled his victim groaning powerless in the dirt.  Shame-covered, sweat-drenched, dust-streaked, pain-flooded.  Bukawa paraded himself.  He revelled in the cheers from the bellowing crowd.  He revelled in the cheers from the men for his naked aggression.  His heart soared at the jeers for his opponent clasping arms to his crushed ribs, sweating in the dirt.  

No hurry, though.  Plenty of time before finishing this apeman off!  The crowd was loving it, Bukawa was loving it.  There was bags of shame to be extracted from this writhing apeman yet.

Episode 8c. marks the end of Part two.  The section has been archived in Files/ Variations on a theme/ Three-way pull.

Parts 3-4 get markedly rougher.  
And this new set of “captivejunglemen” has done the inevitable.  They’ve spawned a sequel.  Each one of the characters challenged to the full.  No fantasy, all reality.

I hope guys out there are still interested.  Hard to tell from the response-rate if Members want to take another 95 pages.



Part three

Ch. 9.
Battling brothers

9a.

Swaggering up to his winded victim still struggling to get his wind in the dirt, Bukawa gave Tarzan a number of sharp kicks in the side until he forced the apeman over on his back.  Then in one graceful athletic move, he sat himself down straddling Tarzan’s chest facing his legs.  Sliding back, he slammed his arse hard into Tarzan’s face.  With a big grin on his face, he rubbed his fight-sweated arse-crack over his opponent’s face.  The crowd roared with laughter when he ground his bare arse into the spluttering apeman’s nose.  Grinning at the howling crowd, imagining a few of the girls nearly wetting themselves with laughter, Bukawa wriggled and smothered the apeman’s face with his sweaty naked backside.  Enjoying himself, beaming to himself at the shocked shouts from below.  Tarzan bawled out in muffled protest, he made to move his arms to push his attacker off.  But they were crushed under Bukawa’s heavy-muscled legs.  Tarzan spluttered for air under the weight of the sweaty stinking arse grinding into his face.  Spluttered, protesting, fighting and squirming.

But then he froze.  Froze and gasped.  Feeling the grip of Bukawa’s hand into his stomach.  Suddenly Tarzan gave out a muffled choked yell.  Bukawa had jammed his fist into Tarzan’s abs and turned his fist into a vicious claw.  Stiff fingers dug deep into Tarzan’s bruised muscled mounds.  A tough insistent fist that clawed agonisingly into his stomach wall, tearing the stomach apart.  Gouging, digging, shredding.  Tarzan tried to hump with his hips, trying to beat the grinding agony in his stomach and to throw Bukawa off.  But his opponent was planted firmly on his face, his legs crushed Tarzan’s arms by his sides.  The agonising claw digging into battered flesh kept Bukawa balanced as Tarzan kicked up and down uselessly with his feet.  Deaf to the jeering howls of laughter meant for him, mocking him, laughing at him.  Deaf to the screaming encouragement for Bukawa to rip those ape-guts apart.  Alive only to the pain that was destroying his muscle-proud stomach.  

With a cry of relief, Tarzan felt the stomach claw released.  But then Bukawa leaned forward and drove his fist hard into Tarzan’s claw-crippled gut.  Again.  And again and again.  Tarzan was roaring with the pain, his upper body unable to respond under Bukawa’s weight, his legs lashing uncontrollably in their pain into the air.  Deaf to the yells from the crowds, ignorant of old women cackling at the obscene sight of his wildly thrashing groin.  In response to the cheering support, Bukawa leant further forward, one hand grabbed at his opponent’s balls while his other fist rammed pain right through to the apeman’s backbone.  Clenching and crunching with one hand on his balls, thumping and pounding with the other into his guts.  Repeatedly.  The crowd bellowed with laughter.  Men roared Bukawa on.  Over a dozen quick devastating punches smashed an earthquake of pain into Tarzan’s screeching stomach.   When Bukawa rolled off him and knelt laughing by Tarzan’s side, there was no offer of defence.  No chance of retaliation.  Tarzan was rolled over on his side and was squirming out his agony, knees up, hands nursing the burning agony in his crushed balls, heaving for breath.  Head flailing around like a drowning fish.

Bukawa knelt watching.  Gloating.  In no hurry.  Grinning to the crowds, arms up to soak up their approval.  Head rocking from side-to-side in pride at the sight of this suffering he had caused.  This legendary apeman had not got it in him.  Bukawa’s arms went up.  In triumph.  Crouched on his knees, Bukawa displayed himself in warrior pose.  Showing off the strength in his arms that had crushed this legend into the dirt.  Encouraging the crowd’s adulation.  Tarzan had met his match.  No need for Bukawa to rush and finish him off.  Let’s enjoy the show, my friends.  Let’s enjoy the jungle lord being taken down by our best.  That was the whole point.  Entertain the crowd, get them salivating for Manu entering the ring.

Leaning forward, he grabbed Tarzan by the hair and made him rise to his own feet, hauling Tarzan up with him by the scalp.  And kindly Bukawa released the apeman to totter shamefully on his feet.  Immediately Tarzan doubled up, clutching himself protectively, his arms wrapped in pain over his pulverised stomach.  Bukawa smiled, this was going to be easy.

True, it was a lucky break.  Tarzan was out of his mind with the pain in his stomach.  He was churning with the burning agony in his balls.  On his feet, tottering like a drunken man in the centre of the clearing, his head reeling with the shock and pain..  It was a lucky break.  But that happened in fights.  The grinding pains from his clawed guts were turning Tarzan’s legs to water.  His head was in a weakening whirl, feeling sick to the pit of his being.  

Then he shuddered at the touch of Bukawa’s hand on his shoulder, turning him round.  Turning Tarzan round to face his attacker.  Spinning him round, turning him for more of the same.  Straight into the path of that devastating fist.  

A flash of reaction seized Tarzan’s guts.  The punishing pain was starting again.  Instincts told his body it was not ready yet for another shattering attack.  Panic flooded his whole body.  He could barely stand, that clawing in his guts made it nearly impossible to stand.  That pummelling of his innards had him reeling.  The crush on his nuts had left him doubled-up and crippled.

Tarzan was dimly aware of insane cheering.  Men baying for his blood.  Warriors egging Bukawa on.  Willing him to smack another dozen brutal firestorms into Tarzan’s guts.  Get his claw-hold back on Tarzan’s nuts.  Another barrage of blistering pain to bring Tarzan to his knees.  Tarzan was already reeling with the surges of pain shuddering throughout his entire body.  This man was a formidable opponent and Tarzan was already weak from torture.  Yet, ominously, Bukawa’s hand was gripping hard on Tarzan’s shoulder from behind, he was turning him.  Turning Tarzan round into the path of that hammer of a punch that would break through his already battered muscle and smash up Tarzan’s insides.  Destruction and disabling pain was inevitable.

Panic spasmed.  Fear powered Tarzan.  He twisted away from those fearsome fists.  In desperation, his elbow went protectively back.  With all the fear flooding his being, defensively he jammed his elbow back up in the air and twisted away to escape Bukawa’s claw.

Bukawa went down like a stone.  Astonishingly.  For a brief second, his body went rigid.  The elbow smacked hard and caught Bukawa first and centre on his temple.  A sharp flash.  A blisteringly loud snap.  Bukawa was suddenly down on his knees.  The fighter in Tarzan seized the chance.  Survival instincts overcame exhaustion.  Without really aware of what he was doing, his knee rose.  Desperation flooded every muscle in Tarzan’s thighs.  Panic at the thought of more crippling punishment found every last bit of strength in his reeling body.  The knee made contact with Bukawa’s jaw.  Force lifted him off his knees.  Shock twisted Bukawa in mid-flight.  Bukawa smacked face-down in the dirt.  Out.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

9b.

Tarzan stood up abruptly when Mzama had stormed over at him.  He had been catching his wind, hunkered down on one knee, breath coming in slow laboured groans.  Warily watching, though, as they worked on Bukawa.  Arms on knee, teeth clenched as his battered stomach painfully heaved for air.  Struggling to breathe, fighting with the burning in his stomach, the aches in his groin.  Watching through sweat-matted hair over his eyes as Mzama and Manu struggled to bring Bukawa round.  Though it took some time, though Bukawa seemed oblivious to the splashes of water in his face, it had not been long enough for an exhausted Tarzan to recover.  He was still gasping with exhaustion, his physique shook with the shock of those punches.  

Though Mzama was giving numerous slaps in the face to bring him round, still his brother did not respond.  And still Tarzan trembled with weakness.  This ordeal had started uneven, that fight has just made it worse.  

Only when they had got his brother sitting up but still needing his friends’ support to keep slumped upright, only then did Mzama’s glare focus murderously on Tarzan.  Bukawa was coming to slowly, his head sagging like it was dead-weight. But Mzama’s anger now tore him to his feet and he stormed over towards his brother’s aggressor still crouching agonised in the middle of the clearing.  Tarzan tore himself to his feet to counter Mzama’s assault.  Moving instinctively into fight mode.  Hands up, legs braced wide for balance.

Mzama didn’t stop till chests touched, though.  Yet neither did he go into attack.  Nose-to-nose he shot thunderous threats with his eyes into his brother’s vanquisher.  Weakened, Tarzan felt the need to back-off from this bristling menace right in his face.  But he knew better than to show any such weakness.  For seconds, eye to eye, they glared.  They matched each other stare for stare.  Chests nearly touching, the heat off Mzama’s rage radiating on to Tarzan’s panting torso.  Mzama’s temper flared,  Was that contempt he read in this opponent’s face?  Suddenly his hand flashed up and pushed at Tarzan’s sweat-streaked the chest.  A hard muscular shove that forced the apeman to take a step back.  

But Tarzan drew himself up to his full height and returned the glare.  There was no backing-down with a fighter like this.  He didn’t dare to show himself intimidated, - though after days of starvation and punishment he had every reason to feel daunted by such a warrior’s fearsome aggression.  

Mzama felt a flash of sudden anger at the apeman’s insolence.  His hand lashed out again.  He heaved up his chest, bunched his hand into a fist and slammed it into Tarzan’s chest.   A push that forced Tarzan back another pace.  But still Tarzan set his jaw, still he glared back in defiance, refusing to let Mzama sense the pounding of tension thudding in his ear.  He had beaten Bukawa fair and square.  The brother had made a mistake, he’d got too close.  Tarzan had used his chance.  Bukawa would have done the same.

Tarzan jolted back a little in surprise.  In one swift manly move, Mzama reached down and whipped off his loincloth.  He stood defying Tarzan, cajoling him with his nakedness to fight.  The crowd roared.  In a violent gesture, Mzama threw his covering into Tarzan’s face.  Challenge Tarzan to take him on.  He braced his muscles, trembling with naked aggression, Mzama dropped into a fighter’s half-crouch and started to circle.  The fight went on.

Suddenly, with a speed that took Tarzan by surprise, Mzama sprang.  In the blinking of an eye he closed the gap and threw two vicious punches.  Both landed devastatingly on Tarzan’s chin, in quick succession.  Knocking his head back, lights flashing before his eyes, sending him staggering.  Mzama was incensed the apeman had won against his brother.  Every move came powered with the drive for payback, every punch was packed with that aggression.  Quick as a flash, Mzama grabbed hold of Tarzan’s hair, doubled him up and rammed a powerful muscled thigh into his shocked face.  Tarzan jolted up under the force, his cry spluttering down at the dirt.  Before he could recover, Mzama’s hand thrust Tarzan’s head down again.  Up came the knee, like a rock cracking into Tarzan’s forehead.  Tarzan shot back up, twisting round, stunned, tottering backwards on shaky legs.  Mzama pressed his advantage, the apeman owed his brother this fight.  

Grabbing hold of one hand, Mzama ran like crazy the tottering apeman into the stake.  And the last minute, though, he yanked, he twisted his opponent round and smacked his back into the post.  Surprise slammed Tarzan’s back against the stake.  Shock sizzled down his backbone.  An explosion detonated in his head.  Pain ricocheted him off the upright.  Pain shot his head backwards, arching his back.  Pain shot him forwards straight into Mzama’s arms.  

Quick as a flash, Mzama wrapped his arms around the apeman’s chest and squeezed.  Bands of iron snapped around Tarzan’s chest.  Mzama remembered the sight of the apeman trapped on top of his brother’s chest, squirming in the dirt.  He remembered Bukawa crushing the fight out of the apeman in a hug like this.  In memory of his dear injured brother, Mzama squeezed. He squeezed and crushed the life out of the apeman’s chest.  Teeth gritted with effort, Mzama tightened the bone-crunching bands of steel and in memory of Bukawa he crushed the apeman’s agony against his own chest.  

Vengeful determination locked arms around the pain-crunched chest and lifted the apeman up in the air.  Pain bent Tarzan’s knees up, wrapping them around his opponent’s hips for support, a groan breaking out as Mzama squeezed crushing on his trapped ribs.  Bent legs pressed down on Mzama’s widespread thighs to claw up for some desperate path of escape.  He’d been here before, crushed in the other’s grip, he knew the weakening he’d taken from a power-hug like this.  In retaliation, Mzama bounced him.  Tarzan’s groan lifted to a shock when suddenly Mzama bounced his opponent up in his arms.  Releasing the pressure on his chest just slightly, only to crush him even tighter as the apeman dropped.  

Mzama grunted with effort, his face was tight-clenched, teeth gritted as he poured all his effort into that body-crushing squeeze.  Rewarded with another pained groan from the agony moaning above his head.  Tarzan got off a thump with one fist around Mzama’s back.  But he cried out all the more when Mzama punished him with another jerk up in the air.  His fall broken by a body-breaking squeeze.  The crush threw Tarzan’s head back, jarring pains flashed the length of his back.  Another pair of weakened thumps over Mzama’s back was all he got in before Mzama jerked him up again, dropping Tarzan into another rib-crushing clench.  

The crowd was roaring its delight.  Bawling into the apeman’s cries of pain.  Egging Mzama on.  Another upward jerk crushed the fight out of Tarzan’s arms.  Flailing useless and weak, slapping like a girl at Mzama’s back.  Mzama let him drop,  The apeman’s feet hit the floor, an unstoppable cry of relief that the crushing pressure was off.  But cut short when Mzama bent down lower and wrapped his arms around his opponent’s waist.  Yanking him tight again.  Crushing the apeman’s backbone and arching him back.  Yanking him with a grunt of utmost effort back up into the air.  A bawl of pain and disappointment broke from Tarzan’s throat.  A jerked cry as his ribs were squashed tight into Mzama’s crushing chest.  Not knowing what he was doing, flailing around for any hope of breaking this power-crunch, Tarzan threw up his right arm to lever on Mzama’s head.  His upper arm was pressed against the side of Mzama’s head.  A desperate move to push away and break with crippling squeeze that was nearly breaking his ribs.  But his power was seeping away with the pained sweat that flooded from every pore.  His half-hearted weakened thumps slapped ineffectively over Mzama’s shoulder.  His head went back with another pained cry as retaliation punished him with a grunted squeeze that nearly made Tarzan’s eyes pop.  That turn his groan into a sharp cry.  His chorus of loud groans resounding of pain.  The edge of Tarzan’s voice discordant with frustration.  Hopelessness crying out at his failure to break this body-breaking squeeze.  

Mzama bounced his opponent again.  Repeatedly he bounced the growing weakness flailing out in desperation in his iron grip.  Releasing the pressure a little but then crushing him in a body-breaking squeeze.  Mzama grunted loud with the effort, but Tarzan’s frustrated bawls were louder still.  Louder, long enduring bursts of pain.  Sweat poured off them both, grunts and groans broke from the both.  One sweated from effort, though, the other sweated from pain.

Tarzan let out another bellow of pain as he was bounced painfully up in the air again.  Bands of iron squeezed crushing at his waist.  His lower ribs locked in pain against Mzama’s chest.  Hanging over his opponent’s shoulder, shaken like a doll, weakened fist on the end of flailing arms uselessly slapping into his opponent’s back.  Mzama’s shoulders bulged like perfect globes, solid rounded muscle of body-crunching power.  Eyes tight closed with effort, teeth biting down on a bottom lip as his arms locked Tarzan in perfect bands of body-crushing torture.  Again he threw the apeman up.  This time Tarzan’s ribs crashed back down onto the solid strength of Mzama’s shoulders, knocking the wind out of him.  Another of Mzama’s brutal crushing squeezes blasted out the last of his air.  Another bawl of pain burst over Mzama’s steel shoulders.

Tiredness was getting to Mzama.  The effort of holding that squeeze, the strength of carrying his muscled opponent, the energy needed to power-bounce Tarzan in the air   -  the fight was taking its toll.  But nothing compared to the adversary crushed in his arms.  Tarzan felt faint.  Faint from exhaustion, faint from sustained and overwhelming pain.

Mzama walked the circle with the apeman crushed to his chest and his legs dangling useless in the air.  Grunts from Mzama’s effort sought a punishing way to finish this apeman off.  Broken groans of pain burst over his shoulder as he walked his worthless opponent, knees wrapped around Mzama’s hips.  Child-like slaps from a weakened arm uselessly slapping around Mzama’s back.  The contemptible apeman putting up some weak pretence of fighting back.  But crying out, arms flailing wildly when Mzama retaliated and locked him in his fight-crushing squeeze.

The grunts of Mzama’s efforts were only drowned out by the bellows splitting from the apeman’s throat.  Tarzan in desperation at the crushing of his ribs had struggled to push his chest away, hands levering against Mzama’s brow.  Yet no strength left for powering force into his arms and for breaking the grip of these bands of iron crippling his chest.  Less noble tricks were needed.  In anguish, Tarzan had crunched his hands into claws resting against Mzama’s brow.  Fighting for the strength to control his arms, seeking out the strength to put steel into his fingers, preparing to claw his nails down his opponent’s face.  To gouge his fingers into Mzama’s eyes.  To break this grip by clawing his fingernails into Mzama’s eyes.  Desperation was peaking at failing to break this crippling band of iron about to break his ribs.  Desperation to break free.  The crush was all-consuming, the force around his lower ribs overwhelming.  The strain on his lower back paralysed his bare legs that dangled helplessly beneath.  But a desperation to break this hold screamed at him.  To fight back.  By any means.  By clawing the man’s eyes out, if necessary.  But it was taking forever to find that strength.  The will to strengthen his fingers and claw them into this opponent’s face.  Features clenched against the pain, mouth gaping wide-open, head back, arms ineffectively pushing himself away, Tarzan tried again forcing himself out of this grip.  Hoping the slick of their pouring sweat might come to his help.  

But the look on Mzama’s face was equally relentless.  No way was he going to let this shit-face go.  Another crippling tight squeeze lost Tarzan his grip.  The power in those crushing arms knew no give.  Walking slowly, backing Tarzan slowly over the open ring.  Regular hard jerks crushed painful jabs into Tarzan’s back, jolting his chest, setting the apeman’s head lolling like a doll.  Desperation again forced Tarzan to steel his fingers across Mzama’s forehead, desperately searching from somewhere deep within for the strength to scratch his fingernails down over his opponent’s face.  To gouge out his eyes.

Then Mzama grunted.  A grunt of utmost effort.  Rushing forward suddenly.  Bursting forward a half-dozen steps.  Exploding forward carrying this bundle of crushed muscle in his arms.  A bawl of effort, like a charging buffalo.  His roar of exertion flooded the camp.  As his onward rush hammered Tarzan’s back into the post.  Slamming Tarzan with all his own muscled force and body weight smack into the torture frame.  Tarzan roared.  He bellowed.  Tarzan bawled.  His shocked back smacked into the stake like being smacked with the hard thud of a giant boulder.  Body-crippled, back-thumped, shocked, Tarzan exploded in bawling pain from an agony that burst in the middle of his back.

Mzama grunted again.  He grunted and slammed again his brother’s opponent brutally into the unforgiving stake.  Tarzan’s agony splattered wet into his face.  Tarzan’s bawl of shock flooded Mzama’s ears.  Mzama released his power-hold.  He let the apeman go.  He let the apeman fall crumpled and hollering down the stake.  Slumped to his arse in the dirt, head back, mouth gaped open with an explosion of pain erupting from his throat.  Mzama shot down at his victim a look of disdain.  And gloated.  He smirked.  Then he lifted a knee.  Mzama lifted his leg and kicked out with his knee, hammering the reeling apeman one across the jaw.  One in the apeman’s face for Bukawa.

9c.

Tarzan backed off, badly shaken, still badly stunned.  Trying still to shake the fog that clouded his mind after that crack on the jaw.  Not even realising how he had managed to stumble to his feet.  Blind to the determination in the look of his prowling opponent.  Fighting the dizziness that flooded his awareness.  And the nausea that choked in his throat.  His crippled back alive to only pain.  

And too late to become aware of Mzama coming for him.  Suddenly Tarzan was up in the air, Mzama’s hand across his throat and the other arm between his legs lifting him.  And flying.  Mzama rolling on his back and tossing Tarzan back over his head.  Tarzan’s bellow as his back smacked into the dirt and brought the crowd to a frenzy.  Screeching, goading Mzama on, snarling like savage dogs for him to finish the ape-shit off.  Shrieking for him to break the legend of the jungle into a thousand bits.  Hollering for their champion.  

But Mzama was in no hurry, he was in search of revenge.  He’d take this apeman’s decimation slowly.  For Bukawa.  To rescue the reputation of his beaten brother.  Like a prowling beast around its wounded prey, he circled the apeman as his sweat-streaked victim writhed on the earth.  Mzama heard the roars of approval, the screams from the crowd.  The cheers to smash the apeman into the ground.  But Mzama knew only one thing, focus, focus on his squirming victim, his hands on his screeching back, back arched with pain, face twisted with agony.  Feeling a rush of domination prickling down below, Mzama relished a flush of excitement at this control over the apeman’s destruction.  Revelling in the bursts of acclaim.

Goaded on to give the apeman hell, he grabbed the squirming apeman by the hair and hauled him struggling to his feet.  Parading him in a circle before the crowd, bent double, the apeman’s hands in his scalp weakly trying to ease Mzama’s tight grip tugging at his hair.  Bending him forward, Mzama exhibited the apeman in the ring like a tethered broken beast.  Mzama flaunted the legend’s naked arse for all to mock.  Mzama hauled him upright by the hair, surprisingly letting the apeman him go, rising upright.  Only to be devastated by a powerful forearm slap hard across Tarzan’s chest.  Sending his weakened victim stumbling back at the shock.

The crowd loved Mzama for that.  The memory of Bukawa’s defeat was rapidly fading at the sight of the apeman staggering backwards, nearly toppling over under the might of Mzama’s devastating forearm punched across his chest.  Tottering backwards, his head whirling in his confusion and fatigue.  Visibly exhausted, faint with pain, hardly able to stay on his feet.  Nearly finished off.  Mzama knew to press his advantage.

Tarzan never saw him coming.  He never saw Mzama coming charging at him like a bull.  His powerful frame storming over the ring, driving his shoulder hard into Tarzan’s unprotected chest, snapping his arms tight around Tarzan’s chest.  Bundling the weakened legend up like a sack of rags and lifting his opponent off the ground.  Clamping his arms squarely around him, Mzama ran hard with Tarzan’s front hugged to his chest.  Mzama ran and rammed Tarzan again into the stake.  Shock, pain, devastation lit up the sky as Tarzan’s back collided with the upright of his torture frame.  Fresh shudders of pain ricocheted down his backbone, his head exploded in flashes of shock.  

With barely a moment’s respite, Mzama’s fist slammed home, landed massively powerful punches deep into Tarzan’s gut.  Pinning him to the stake with his muscled left shoulder, he was ramming more adrenalin-loaded fists hard into Tarzan’s chest.  Each blow jarred Tarzan’s back into the upright, grinding his back painfully into rough biting bark.  Devastating punches punishing Tarzan in the front, ripping pain tearing down his trapped back.  Vicious punches to the chest, brutal fists weakening him further down.  Bruised stomach muscle screeched out in pain, battered ribs exploded under crippling shocks, torment and turmoil turning Tarzan’s legs to water.

Desperation flooded Tarzan.  His instincts fought to push away the wild battering force.  But Mzama just bore in harder.  His head down, fists powered by a firestorm, his shoulder pressing and grinding Tarzan against the pole, he hammered another half-dozen devastating punches into Tarzan’s ribs and gut.  Tarzan’s chest was exploding in shocked cries under the brutal force, the wind in his guts smashed out of him, Mzama’s fists emptying the air out of his chest.  

Desperate to break free from his hammering, Tarzan grabbed at Mzama’s head, he rammed his hand against a sweaty forehead.  The will to survive somehow found the strength to force Mzama’s head back up and away from his chest.  He’d have only one chance at this close range, he knew.  With every bit of strength he could muster from his punch-drunk body, Tarzan drew his arm back and ploughed his knuckles into Mzama’s face.

The fist smashed into Mzama’s eye.  The knuckles split the forehead just above Mzama’s eyebrow.  In an instant blood splurted onto Tarzan’s chest.  With a cry, Mzama staggered back.  Shocked.  Taken aback, never allowing for the apeman still to have the strength to hit out.  Powered by desperation, seizing the one-and-only opportunity, Tarzan threw another punch.  His shoulder snapped, lashing out blindly with his pain-crazed fist.  Manu was shaking his head to clear the blood pouring into his eye.  And he shook it right into the path of an on-coming fist.  Tarzan had rammed all the force he could muster, he had dug deep to find his last bit of strength.  His reserves of determination came through.  The punch from the depths of his desperation cracked into Mzama’s other eye.  Mzama twisted back, fell down on one knee, crying out, hands to his eyes.

Tarzan was too weak from the crippling assault to press his advantage.  To catch his breath, he skittered out of danger.  Bent over, hands on knees gasping out loud for air, wincing at the cutting pain in his stomach.  Searching for the elusive relief from the thudding aches in his back, heaving at the pains from the pounding into his guts.  He knew he should finish his opponent off.  While he still had strength.  While he still could.  But his body refused to cooperate.  At best, he could draw deep life-restoring breaths into his upper chest with noisy ragged gasps and moan loudly to himself.  Tarzan felt in no fit state even to go for a blinded and weakened opponent.  Utterly drained.  Tortured, starved, his body screamed, enough!  Yet still cagily Tarzan watched every move of his opponent. His every twitch.  Sucking in short raspy breaths.  Desperately.  Anxious for the second that Mzama re-launched his attack.

Still Mzama did not rise to his feet.  He was down on one knee, his hand covering the split eye.  Tarzan saw blood streaming between Mzama’s fingers.  His instincts flared, survival dictated he had to press his advantage, this was his moment, he had to finish Mzama off.  If ever there was a time to burst into attack this was it, his opponent was fatally wounded.  But Tarzan’s body would not work, he could not move.  Breath came in tortured gasps, his body shook.  With exhaustion, with pain.  Faint from days of torture, starved of food.  Two challenging fighters had been endlessly slogging it out at him.  Equally fearsome warriors, at the peak of fitness and strength.

Against all odds, Tarzan struggled to lift himself upright, chest rocking in pained moves as he tried to draw on the strength to attack.  As if by instinct, from down on one knee Mzama threw Tarzan a blood-cloudy look.  Blood flooded his eyes, he could not see, yet animal instincts scented danger and tried to haul him to his feet.  Mzama lurched to rise, stunned still from Tarzan’s blows to his face, still in the fight, though, still pressing to finish this piece-of-shit off.  Yet weakly Mzama was tottering, shocked, on his feet.  His one eye had closed, that eye could not see.  And blood poured from the other eyebrow, drowning the other eye in his own blood.  He blinked trying to look through his one good eye.  Desperately, he shook his head, his hand wiped to clear the blood.  He could not see.  Panting into the pain of his injury, gasping into the thumping in his head.  Fear of disablement scratched its claws across his face as the warrior spirit in Mzama still ordered him to attack.

One thing he’d counted on all his life.  Tarzan recovered from his mistakes quickly.  He was exhausted but his opponent was seriously damaged.  Tarzan pulled himself together, dug deep to find the strength to finish the wounded opponent off.  Building up the power to launch himself into an attack on his weakened opponent.  He didn’t know where that strength might come from.  But his own survival depended on it, Tarzan had no choice.  

Then, just as suddenly, out-of-the-blue Manu was standing beside his friend.  Fit, fight-ready.  Glaring at Tarzan, protectively his hand on Mzama’s shoulder, shielding him against any assault.  His challenging eyes inviting Tarzan to dare press his attack.  Manu was fit and able, fresh, strong and powerfully-built.  Ready and willing to take this apeman on any time.  

Almost angrily Mzama shrugged Manu’s grip off his shoulder, the blood gushing down his face.  He was not finished with this fight yet.  He would make the apeman pay, he owed it to his brother.  He owed this to his own pride.

But Manu’s gripped him strong by the shoulder.  He leaned into his ear and whispered.  A long moment’s pause.  Tarzan watched intently, unable anyway to press his advantage, certainly not against two of them, too weakened probably to take on even one such specimen of male muscled perfection.  Gasping loud, breathing deep, getting back his wind.  Nursing the aching grind burning in his battered guts.

Mzama first frowned.  Then he turned his blooded eyes towards Tarzan, his face full of hate.  His head half-turned to Manu and he nodded.  His hand went again to his brow, wiping the blood streaming into his eye.  And he turned away.  Into the arms of Bukawa.  Clenched into a tight brotherly hug.

Manu turned and faced Tarzan.  Tarzan watched him warily.  His upper body was rocked with the extremity of fatigue, drowning in a sea of exhaustion.  Two demanding fights already, one-on-top-of-each-other, not a moment’s let-up.    Barely a second to draw breath.  Fearing himself sinking under an eddy of desperation.  Face-to-face with an equally determined fighter.  But fresh, muscled, alive.  Two-handed he was gesturing Tarzan to come and get it.  

Manu beckoned to the apeman, challenging him, taking Tarzan on.  Every sinew daring him, every deep-etched muscle fresh.  This combat was not over, this fight was not yet at an end.  Not by a long way, apeman.




Ch. 10
Wilson

10a. 

Tarzan had given up struggling against his bonds.  Kwami knew his way around ropes and he wasn’t giving Tarzan any chance to escape.  But Tarzan’s pride had been duty bound to try and free himself from this tree.

“What the hell are you up to, Kwami”?  Tarzan demanded, the tone of disgust not disguised.

“All in good time, apeman”, was all he got in a self-satisfied reply.  But Kwami’s body and the twitchiness betrayed something else was going on.  Kwami looked nervous.

From the tree to which he’d been roped, Tarzan watched Kwami turn and walk into the river.  He too would have loved to wallow in the cooling waters of the fast-flowing stream.  He would have loved to cup his hands and drink just like he saw Kwami.  It seemed weeks since he’d had the freedom to do anything like that.  In fact, it was only three days since he’d been snatched from his sleep with Jane.  And still he was held captive, pinned with his hands tied behind and roped across the chest with coarse thick ties to this tree.

Kwami had shaken him awake before dawn.  The village had still been asleep when Kwami had released him from the stakes and dragged him away by the noose around his neck.  For hours bound and hauled in secret through the forests till they reached this place.  A stream emptied itself into the sea nearby and as far as the eye could see, silver-white beaches coaxed the sea.  Kwami had seemed to rush him here as if in fear of pursuit.  Glancing over his shoulder regularly, checking into the undergrowth.  But now, for Kwami luxuriating in the waters of the stream, there seemed to be all  the time in the world.  As if the two of them were now waiting.  Waiting for what?  

…..

        ……

There was a risk in the plan, Kwami knew that.  Alone in the darkness of his hut with the rain splattering into the puddles outside, Kwami knew he’d have to work more on the details of this plan.  Before he could be sure to snap shut the trap around Manu’s neck.  He lay in the darkness of his hut plotting how he could lure Manu away from the village.  Tarzan was the key, though.  Tarzan and that hefty bounty on his head.  The perfect bait.  

Kidnap Tarzan  -  and Manu would come running.  Sprinting in hot pursuit.  Dragging those two brothers along for back-up and muscle.  Sprinting straight into Kwami’s trap.  The plan wasn’t perfect yet.  But, a hand clutching at his chest, feeling the prickling of excitement that shot through his torso off his fondled nipple, Kwami’s mind dwelt on the joys of his plan.

……

          ….

Tarzan saw them before Kwami did.  While Kwami was still up to his neck in those tempting waters.  Three figures in the far distance pounding athletically towards them over the beach.  When he spotted the tiny figures in the distance too, Kwami rushed protectively out of the stream back to his captive.  His eyes scanned the forest behind them as if searching for something he might have lost.  Panting, visibly nervous.

“Kwami, you sick bastard.  What is going on?”  Tarzan demanded.  

“Shut it,  apeman.  If you know what’s good for you!”  His snap revealed Kwami’s edginess.

Tarzan saw how his eyes anxiously flashed back to the figures sprinting effortlessly over the sand towards them.  And again Kwami’s gaze seemed to return to the forest and searched desperately into the undergrowth behind.

Tarzan recognised the running trio.  Unmistakable by their build.  By the graceful athleticism of their run.  Manu and his friends, Bukawa and Mzama.  Racing purposely over the beach towards them.  Putting Kwami in a sweat.

“They’re coming for you, Kwami.  What’s up?”

The slap was stinging, vicious.  Tarzan’s lip felt cold with his dripping blood.  Then Kwami gripped him by the forehead and slammed the back of Tarzan’s skull against the tree.

“Shut it, dog!”  Kwami screeched.

Through the biting pain in his face, under the pounding in the back of his head. Tarzan recognised panic.  He saw Kwami nervously shoot another glance back at the three agile figures sprinting towards them.  And then again, his eyes scanned in seeming desperation the forest close by, looking for a means of escape.  No doubt, Kwami was worried.  Tarzan was watching a man frightened by the on-rush of these powerful warriors sprinting effortlessly, athletically, threateningly over the surf-washed shoreline towards them.  

Then suddenly events seemed to take another turn.  Tarzan still was confused about what was going on.  But now Kwami’s body had visibly changed.  His posture calmer.  He looked like a man smugly in control.  A different demeanour had come over him, his body had relaxed.  Tarzan twisted round and peered into the undergrowth.  What had Kwami seen?

Only lightly panting from his sprint across the beach but glistening in sweat from his run, Manu demanded without any preamble,

“Give him back, fool!  He belongs to the tribe”.

With a nod, Manu had gestured disparagingly at Tarzan still pinned by rope to the tree.

“He’s mine”, snapped back Kwami.  But his voice now sounded less confident than the words.  Face-to-face with this manly trio of muscular faultlessness, Tarzan saw he was visibly sweating.  Nervous again.

“Get out of my way, fool”, Manu answered derisively.  One hand left a hip where it had been resting in a pose of studied superiority.  A flick of the hand gesturing Kwami away as if Kwami was worth no more than swatting a fly.  The click of a dozen rifles engaging suddenly altered the look on Manu’s face.  Around him, out of the undergrowth, a gang of armed men, their rifles up, barrels focussed on the three, knocked the arrogance off  Manu’s face.  

Now it was Kwami who smirked.

“On your knees”, he spat.

Manu answered with a glare of anger.  He didn’t move, his eyes scanning the ambush.  Assessing their chances.  A pair of bullets coughed up the sand between Manu’s feet.  Manu jumped back in shock.

“I’ll still see you worked to death”.  

The voice was cold, uncaring.

“Even with a hole in your foot”, came the sound from behind.  

Manu twisted round to face the words.  The black slaver shot off another bullet that kicked sand over Manu’s feet.  The slaver’s hard face said it all, Push me if you want.  His face visibly seething, recognising he had no choice as another bullet spat gritty sand towards his leg, Manu dropped to his knees.  His friends followed.

“Hands behind your head”, snapped the voice from behind.  All three of them complied.  But a look of intense rage at Kwami slitted Manu’s eyes.

Under the threat of rifles pointed at their chests, the three friends were forced to submit to having their wrists tied behind their backs.  Anger pumped at Manu’s heart.  He’d been set-up.  He’d walked straight into a trap.  A trap set for him by this toad Kwami.  Manu had walked straight into life as a slave.

……

        …….

Kwami’s hand pounded flesh at the thought.  Alone on the coldness of his mat, listening to the splattering of the rain outside, Kwami’s fist pumped at the hard flesh below his waist.  He had to be there, he had to see the fury seething in Manu’s face as he realised he’d been tricked.  He’d walked straight into Kwami’s trap.  And he would pay for it.  With his life.  With his freedom.  Manu would spend the rest of his days a slave.  Tricked by Kwami, the cousin he despised.

10b. 

From his position roped to the tree, a bemused Tarzan watched.  Slowly he was piecing events together.  Kwami had arranged this ambush using him as bait.  Kwami must have left some clue in the village that he had fled with Tarzan, possibly saying he was selling Tarzan off to these slavers.  And Manu with his friends, angry at being out-foxed, had set off in hasty pursuit.  In a reckless chase, as it turned out.  In reality, they’d come sprinting over the beach straight into Kwami’s trap.  Slavers had been waiting in ambush, eager to snatch Manu and his two friends.  But why?  That was still some mystery.  But Tarzan had learned the difficulties of fathoming Kwami’s mind.

From down on his knees, Manu looked up at his cousin and blurted out,

“What are you up to, Kwami?  Selling your own kinsmen to these swine?”

A hard rifle butt jammed into his shoulder silenced Manu.  Shocked him onto his front in the sand with a grunt of pain.

“What about this one?”

The slaver had wandered over to Tarzan by the tree.  Nodding appreciably, he stuck out a hand in greeting.

“Tarzan, nice to meet you at last”.  

He looked down at his proffered hand, smirked at Tarzan tied to the tree.

“Suit yourself”, he shrugged.  And laughed mocking in Tarzan’s face.

Turning to Kwami, he slapped a possessive back-hander against Tarzan’s chest.

“I’ll take this one off you hands”.

The slaver indicated with his thumb over his shoulder at Tarzan, his hands tied behind his back, still roped to the tree.  Tarzan knew him as Wilson, a slaver who’d been making big in-roads into trafficking since Bannerman had been whipped away.  Wilson turned to Kwami gripping Tarzan by the jaw.

“I’ll take this one off your hands, too, if you want”, he laughed at his own joke.

With a smile on his face, Wilson squeezed on Tarzan’s jaw wanting to crush a grimace of pain out of him.

“I’m giving you premium price for these other three.  And they are worth it.  And for this beauty, …”.

Wilson’s hand now stroked mockingly gently at Tarzan’s face.  Tarzan glowered back.

“I’ll give you double”.

Wilson’s eyes sized up Tarzan by the tree.  The apeman was indeed a prize-and-a-half.

He sensed Kwami hesitate.  Then Kwami shook his head.

“Triple it!”  Wilson countered.

Kwami looked back in shock.  He gave Tarzan a meaningful look.   He tried to do the calculation fast.

Wilson smiled to himself.  That Kwami had no idea what prime beef-cake like those three on their knees would fetch.  He’d offered Kwami peanuts for them.  He had the right kind of clients, they’d fetch a fortune.  And Kwami thought he was getting a good deal!  These illiterate natives!  What was Africa coming to!

But for Tarzan!  It wasn’t the beefcake that mattered.  Those three could match him on that any day.  It was the name.  Wilson could nearly retire on what he’d bank on selling Tarzan.  Wouldn’t that make that Bannerman squirm, - wherever the old bastard was.  Wilson had been making a killing since Bannerman had been sent down.  Mopping up his business, filling in the gap in the market.  He heard the old fool was out now.  But keeping his nose clean.  But man, would he seethe when Bannerman heard his old business rival Wilson had retired for life and sold the greatest legend in the continent!  Retired on the proceeds of selling Tarzan.  How were the once-mighty fallen!

“Tell you what!”

Wilson’s eyes had roamed possessively over Tarzan’s face, he challenged the glare in the apeman’s eyes.  He wanted this prime slab of beef.  He’d make a killing.  Man, did he want Tarzan up-for-sale!

“..  I’ll give you the same as for these three.  As much again”.

Kwami struggled with the offer, he couldn’t make the calculation work.  But it was a fortune, he’d be made.  For life.

“I can find plenty who’ll take this one off your hands”, his hand slapped gently at Tarzan’s cheek.  Like he had him already.

“He’s pissed plenty off”, he smiled straight into Tarzan’s face.  “There’s no shortage of buyers around who’d go for him”, Wilson’s tongue licked at a lip, he leered into Tarzan’s face.  Like a hungry beast.

Kwami did hesitate.  For a moment.  But he was also determined.  

“No way.  This one has got … commitments”, Kwami answered enigmatically.  

Wilson nodded.  He looked at Kwami.  Caught the drift.  Flashed his eyes at Tarzan.  Then back to Kwami.  Understanding.

“How’s about I come back later?  When he’s .. err .. settled his debts”, the slaver suggested.  His eyes gave Tarzan a snigger.

Wilson wasn’t gonna let this chance of a killing go.

Kwami looked at Tarzan.  The offer was staggering.  The money from Manu and the others.. And then as much again, just for Tarzan.  He could have it both ways.  He’d get his time with the apeman.  And then Wilson would “take him off his hands”.  Kwami would be made for life.

“Maybe later”, Kwami answered, tempted.  Severely.

“Come back in a month”, he gave Tarzan a meaningful look.  A month under Kwami’s thumb.  Kwami lifted an eyebrow questioning.  Think you can last out a month, apeman?  

But the thought of all that cash was too tempting too.  And there was a risk Wilson might change his mind.

“No, make it a fortnight.  Come back then”, Kwami nodded.

“A deal”, answered Wilson, thinking stupid mother-fucker.  If only you knew, you black illiterate moron.

“Meet up in two weeks”, Wilson managed a welcoming smile.

Turning to Tarzan, nodding, seeing the dollars rolling in already.  His hand stroked gently down Tarzan’s steely cheek.

“Even as … let’s say …. Somewhat damaged ….”, he added having caught Kwami’s drift, 

“ …. His name alone ’ll fetch a good price”.

The slaver looked Tarzan in the face, his finger traced possessively down the edge of Tarzan’s rugged jaw.

“He’s pissed off enough around….”, he said smirking as Tarzan tore his head away from the toying finger.

Wilson’s finger slid taunting down the deep furrow on Tarzan’s muscled chest.  Grinning into the face of the man who had often interfered in the trade in human flesh, yet speaking as if Tarzan was not there.  It would be worth putting him away just to have that freedom to trade.  

“They’ll be fighting over him”, the slaver gloated.

His mauling hand twirled in the pebbled hardness of Tarzan’s stomach.

“Even, .. let’s say, .. a bit done-over, there’ll be plenty to take him on.  Just to own that name”.

The slaver sniggered at the glower from a uselessly captive Tarzan when his finger slipped inside the waistband of the animal-skin loincloth.

“On the auction block …”.

The slaver pulled the waistband out from the taut-clenched stomach.  He leaned forward as if about to peer down inside.

“… standing  ….  fully displayed …  he’ll  ..  raise  ..  quite a price”.

The finger was stroking up the inside of the loincloth across Tarzan’s rock-hard stomach.  Tarzan growled a warning.

“He’ll ‘rise’ to the occasion no doubt”, Wilson mocked into Tarzan’s seething face.

……

          ….

“You won’t get away with this”.

They had been the last words Kwami heard from his rival Manu.  Spoken as a slaver slapped him round the back of his head and made him move out.  The loneliness of Kwami’s bed was now hot with his plans for his cousin.  The firmness at the top of his legs was more than enough compensation for being robbed of the apeman’s woman.  Kwami stroked strongly at himself, his eyes closed against the raid-sodden darkness outside.  But illuminated by the solid reality in his hand fired by the image of his cousin sold into a lifetime of slavery.  

……

          ….

Manu had struggled back up from his knees but his snarled threat at Kwami earned him another blow.  The rifle butt hammered into Manu’s spine sending him stumbling forward with a grunt.  

Kwami stayed looking, watching the band of slavers disappearing with their three captives slowly over the beach.  Kwami stood with a glow of satisfaction watching his muscle-arrogant rival, bound and taken into slavery  Feeling a sense of relief that at last the path of his destiny was clear.  Giving vent to his satisfaction that he had committed the rival he had envied all his life to a life of degradation and despair.  Kwami watched the figures trudging into slavery over that magnificent beach, Manu getting smaller as the threat to Kwami decreased.  Leaving Kwami with the dollars to show for it.

“So, apeman ….. ”, Kwami took a long time even as Wilson and his slavers disappeared with their prizes.  He had seemed to be lost for some time in his thoughts about Manu taken away with his two friends.  And the fortune he had been offered for this other one.

“Where were we before that muscle-head so rudely interrupted?” Kwami quipped almost good-naturedly as he put the noose back over Tarzan’s neck.  The apeman had done his job, he’d lured those dick-heads into the trap, now it was time to get the captive back.  Back to Kwami’s plans for him, back to that beach.  Tarzan tried to whip his head away to evade the shameful halter Kwami had used to drag him here. But Kwami seemed not to notice.  In too good a mood.

“Oh yes, we were on the beach.  We were looking forward to those friends of yours coming up out of the waves” Kwami reminded Tarzan.  

“OK.  Let’s get you back”, Kwami sniggered.  Almost friendly.  Pally.  

He had no intention, now, of returning to his original plan.  The thrill of hearing Tarzan’s screams as the crabs ripped him apart tear-by-tear had once been enticing.  But Wilson’s offer had been staggering.  As many dollars as he’d got for those three muscle-bound traitors.  It was a fortune.  

“Get you back and make up for lost time”, Kwami said messing with his captive’s mind.  After all, he still had two weeks’ playtime with the apeman.

“Time for fun”, he laughed.

Hands still bound behind his back, Tarzan had struggled out of his grip when Kwami had released him from the tree.  In retaliation, Kwami put his captive in its place.  With a resounding slap across the back of his head.  Like he’d seen them do to Manu.  A humiliating slap, like putting a child in its place.

“Time for fun”, Kwami snapped annoyed at the apeman for spoiling his good mood..  

His tone was now laced with annoyance.  Annoyance that was first turned to threat.  But then a smile broke, brimming with the pleasure of that playtime yet to come.  Packed with enjoyment at the life of degradation his cousin was trudging into.  And Kwami now had his time coming to toy with his apeman.  

Eagerly he shoved Tarzan to get his hide moving.  Back towards the village.  Time to play.  And then in two weeks he’d collect the fortune he was going to make off the sale of his tortured and muscled flesh.  

But even now his eyes kept flicking back longingly to the point where Manu and the two brothers were disappearing into slavery like pinpoints over the glittering white sand down the beach.  Dreaming of their life yet to come, wishing he could be there to be a witness to their fate.  A fly on the wall to hear them hiss with pain.  To see them struggle with their degradation.  

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

10c. 

Manu stood in turn outside the stockade.  He was up next.  Behind him, Bukawa and Mzama.  He was brave, some would even say fearless.  His anger still burned at this shame.  When that slaver had just now had shoved him hard against the stockade wall, anger burst like a starburst in his gut.  He’d not get used to being treated like this, he knew.  He’d not let himself adjust but for now he had no choice.  Since he’d been snatched by the slavers, though, there had been some comfort in not suffering this humiliation alone.  He turned and caught Mzama’s gaze behind.  His eyes smiled re-assuringly.  He did not know what was going on behind this solid closed gate to the stockade.  Three other men had gone in already.  None had come out.  A tightness of anxiety gripped him in the groin.  But his eyes smiled at his friends.  They were together, at least they had each other, they were in this together.

He could only smile with his eyes.  Their loincloths had been ripped off and stuffed in their mouths.  On the journey there, since being snatched, they’d had no food, given no water.  And they had sweated it out, in manful anger, in some nervousness.  They’d had sometimes had to piss themselves in their loincloths.  Not other opportunity had been afforded them.

Now his loincloth had been stuffed into his mouth.  His mouth burned with his own acid.  His nose was full of the bitter smell mixed with the sweat of his groin.  But he’d learned better by now than to spit it out.  Manu was learning fast.  These men tolerated no defiance, brooked not the first sign of insolence.

The slaver’s guard just now had slammed him against the rough wooden stakes of the wall.  Simply because Manu had not moved fast enough, he had not edged forward obediently enough when the man in front had disappeared through that gate.  Suddenly a hand on his shoulder had smacked Manu against the wall, - to get his attention.  Instinct had flared anger into Manu’s blazing eyes.  So that slaver had grabbed hold of Manu’s forehead and smacked his skull hard against the wooden stakes.

Hands bound behind, Manu could do nothing.  Ferocious emotions burned in his gut.  But ties on his wrists disabled his arms, his stinking loincloth silenced his mouth.  He stood head-and-shoulders above this guard.  His physique would have battered the over-weight podgy slaver to pulp.  But he was defenceless.  Gripped hard by his jaw, the back of his skull rammed against the wall, all he could do was give way to his anger.  These guards were armed with clubs and a foul mood that they were happy to unleash.  Manu was learning the wisdom of holding his temper.

The gate opened.  The rough hand pushed Manu inside.  Solid wooden walls the height of a man encircled the stockade. And at the far end above the wall, a handful of men sat above the wall in the shade of a gallery.  Faceless, unseen.    Strong hands took him by the wrists bound in his back and pushed Manu to a platform in the middle.  Standing on the dais, Manu looked about him.  No one else around.  Just him and his foul-tempered guard.  Alone on this platform in the glare of the full sun.  Naked.  Just him.  More guards at the gate.  And the men at the other end under the gallery lost in the shade.  Watching, assessing him in his naked strength.   Meat up-for-sale.  Suddenly he gave a jerk, he began to turn.  Manu glanced down, shocked, surprised.  The space under his feet was turning.

“Stand still!” 

The guard next to him barked out the order.

Manu felt the eyes in the gallery in the shade stripping him apart.  Moving slowly in a circle.  He was naked, hands tied helplessly behind.  Under the glare of the hot sun.  Being appraised.  Turning so that the eyes could scrutinise every part of him.  Manu had never felt any reason to be ashamed of himself.  But this scrutiny sent a shiver down his spine.  It was like he could feel their eyes on him like clammy hands.  All over him.  Assessing him.  Like he’d value a cow.  Treated like an animal.  A beast for sale in the market.  He was being weighed up and assessed for selling on like cattle.  He fell a chill stroke through his groin at the scrutiny of cold calculating eyes.  Putting a price on him.  Anger pumped through his blood.

“Stand still!”

A stinging lash caught Manu across his backside.  The platform had stopped turning and he had made to step off.

“Is he clean?”  The voice came from a figure sitting and lost from sight in the shade.

“What about the balls”.

The guard bent forward.  With one hand, he lifted Manu’s cock. With the other he pulled out his balls from between his legs for display.  In the next second Manu’s knee caught the guard in the ribs and shot him off the platform on to the earth.  In a split second, Manu had leapt off and was stomping at the guard crying out in shock in the red dirt.

It took no time before a club pounded into Manu’s back.  He was down on one knee when a fist hammered into his neck collapsing onto the guard he had felled.  The guard in the dirt thudded his fist up into Manu’s face when he collapsed over him under the barrage of blows.

“Don’t damage the goods!”  

Wilson shouted out from the gallery.  He had paid a prime price for this one.  He was going to get his money’s worth.  His return-on-investment on this one promised to be good, though, for this one and the other two he’d paid that fool Kwami for.  That savage had no idea what specimens like this one went for.  But undamaged was better.

The voice thundered authoritatively from the gallery.

The blows stopped.  Hands roughly grabbed at Manu and hauled him to his knees. A hand caught in his neck, his head was savagely yanked back.  Panting, his eyes squinting up against the burning glare of overhead sun, Manu heard the disembodied voice  through the pounding in his sore head.

“I heard this one was trouble.  Cage him”.

Wilson had dealt enough with these over-preening muscle-types.  He knew just what put this kind in their place.  A quick lesson in vulnerability was what they needed.

“Put him in the pit.  Till nightfall.  We’ll finish off his appraisal then”.

Manu felt hands roughly dragging him to his feet.  His vision swam from the blow to his neck, his head ached.  Hands twisted him round, a shove projected him back towards the gate.  Out of nowhere a surprise thud into Manu’s guts doubled him up.  Not to be out-done, another’s fist pounded into his lower back making him stumble and grunt, making his knees turn to water.

“Next!” shouted out Wilson.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

10d.

The gates opened and Manu was roughly pitched back out of the stockade.  Bukawa flinched when a switch slashed across the back of his friend’s knees and felled Manu to the earth.  Just before a hand brusquely shoved the wide-eyed Bukawa himself inside the gate.  

Mzama watched helplessly by the gate to the stockade, next up himself.  He had just lost his own brother inside.  And outside his lifelong friend Manu was lying on his knees his face kissing the red dirt.  A switch cut evilly into Manu’s bare backside.  Even the brave champion of the tribe had gasped through his gag at the sting of pain.  Manu jerked under the lash, the red dust of their earth clinging to his sweated torso.  Mzama’s hands behind his back bound twitched helplessly in support.

Once the gate to the stockade was shut, once the guards outside were no longer in Wilson’s sight-lines inside, the fury was unleashed.  On his knees, his face eating dirt, dozens of cutting lashes from brutally wielded canes tore into Manu’s naked arse.  Cutting evil jerks into the length of his deep muscled back.  Mzama watched with raging frustration the spasming of his friend’s body, strong protecting arms trapped behind his back and watching biting pain tearing through Manu’s flesh.  Shivering at the hissing cries.  Pain viciously flattened Manu to the floor.  Heels and stomping feet splattered his front into the earth.  Grunts of shock lifted to cries of angered pain as a barrage of blows pounded brutally into his prone body.  Mzama watched helpless, his own fight-ready arms clenched tight but bound behind, his loincloth jammed stinking in his mouth.  Watching the inhumane battering of his brave friend.  

……

          ….

Kwami squeezed and massaged at himself.  Fired up by the thoughts of his rival learning the paths into slavery.  Long enjoyable squeezes on himself as his imagination saw Manu being himself.  And suffering for it, the dickhead.  He could count on his cousin, he knew.  That muscle-head would persist, he’d deny the inevitable.  And the slavers’ canes would slash, the blows would pound.  To prove it to him.  Cutting pain stinging into his flesh,  -  till he learned.  But Manu was a slow learner.  Enjoyable moans accompanied the thrusting of his hips as Kwami gratefully gave in to his pleasure at Manu’s reckless foolishness.  His breathing coming in long slow pleasurable pants as Kwami breathed in the pained cries of the tribe’s champion taking the slavers’ ruthless blows.
……

          ….

One slice of a knife cut the bonds in Manu’s back.  He barely realised his hands were free, it was pure instinct that wrapped his arms protectively around his head.  His mind was reeling from the beatings, his body swamped with the kickings he had taken.

“On all fours, dog!”

The order went unheeded.  Manu’s head swam, he was beyond himself with confusion and torment.  But the kicks persisted, the snarled commands insisted till he was gasping for breath having instinctively heaved himself up on hands and knees to avoid further pain.

“You’ll wish you were dead!”

The guard he had kicked to the ground had yanked Manu’s head up by the neck and spat in his face.

“Crawl!” he yelled.  Emphasising his order with a thudded fist into Manu’s spine.
That voice resounded somewhere beyond the agony Manu was suffering.

”Crawl like the dog you are!”

Kicks jabbed at Manu’s arse, feet thudding up into his ribs kept the message going.  Mzama, his face creased with tormented anxiety for his muscled friend, watched the humiliation of his dear friend Manu creep away.  His tribe’s champion kicked and stomped, crawling like a dog on all fours.  Gagged and bound Mzama could not help it, his heart sank for the plight of his friend.  On his knees, crawling like a broken animal.  A beast, beaten and kicked, edging towards the pit.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

10e.  

The pit was a hole dug in the solid red earth.  A small hole, shallow.  Manu was sitting in it, his shoulders level with the ground.  The skin on his knees had been scraped raw from crawling over gritty earth, his chest was covered with the cloying red dirt.  Manu had watched eyes wide-open with daunting anxiety as the men had lifted the heavy metal trap door on its hinge and revealed the pit.  A sharp kick into his backside encouraged him inside.  The pit was so small, he sat with his backside jammed against one wall, his feet cramped against the opposite wall and his knees pressed into his chest.

Without a word, the men picked up the grid hinged behind Manu and closed it over his head.  Manu hissed at the touch of hot metal across his shoulders as the bars bent his head forwards.  He protested louder when the grill pressed down on his back folding him forward.  He cursed at the pressure that jammed his head against his knees.  They were still forcing the grid shut but Manu had no place to go, nowhere to move.  Yet still the men persisted in forcing the burning grill down onto the back of his head.  They jerked pushing on the grid, jarring it painfully into the back of his neck.  Pressure made Manu open his legs and jam his head in between his knees. A rusty rasping noise bolted the grill in place and held Manu trapped in the pit’s steely grip.  Manu could move nothing.  Bent forward, chest cramped against his thighs, head jammed between his knees and the hot metal grid pressed burning and hard into his back.  Clamping him stock-still in place.

“Wanna drink?”

The voice came from above.  Manu had the gag in his mouth, the grid pressing on the back of his head stopped him from moving it, anyway he could not raise his mouth to drink.  Laughter accompanied the splashes of hot fluid that jetted against his back and tricked down his sides.  A heavy manly musky smell hit his nose.  

“Suit yourself”, the voice laughed.

They were pissing on him.  Hot demeaning man-piss splattering over his back.  Hateful mocking man-laughter.
Suddenly, with a loud bang of metal, it went black.  They had slammed the lid down on top of the grid.  Locking Manu into his blackness.  Encasing him in his tomb.  The rasping sound of metal burying him alive

As a child, Manu had had no reason to be scared of the dark.  Manu had known little in life to fear.  But plunged suddenly into blackness underground sent his heart racing.  They’d thrown the heavy plate down, on top of the metal grid that kept him immobilised,  Enclosing him in the blackness.  Burying alive.  Manu’s eyes were jammed down looking down at the invisible earth beneath.  He could not look around.  He could move nothing.  With eyes wide-open with fear, Manu could see nothing around.  He felt the thud of his heart hard against his knees in the pitch-black.  They had slammed the metal trapdoor shut and encased him in the earth.  His blood raced when the thought hit him again.  They had buried him alive.

Those other words came rushing back to him.  Re-assuring.  “Bring him back tonight.  We’ll appraise him then!”

He wanted to believe that was true.  That they didn’t mean him dead.  That they weren’t burying him alive.  But the thought barely comforted his heart.  It pounded hard against his thighs as the heat started building.  As he started to sweat.  Heavy.  Hard.  

In no time at all, the heat soared.  The hot metal plate on top of the grid was like a griddle pan.  It had soaked up the heat of the day, it now released its intensity over Manu’s captive back.  In no time at all, his face was flushed with heat.  His body inhaled the temperature, sweat trickled down his back.  

Manu struggled to move his arms and wiped the sweat off his face, swiping the stinging salt from his eyes.  Sweat poured.  Every nook and crevice of his being prickled with the heat.  

Cramps were biting at his arse.  His back was roasting like a stuck pig.  Manu started breathing in, through his throat  The inside of his nose already stung, the burning air he’d breathed in was intense like hot embers.  Every breath he had taken scorched painfully in his nose.  Yet soon every breath he took cut like a hot wire over the inside of his throat.  Breathing was agony.  Living as a slave would be worse.  And dying?  Was the champion of his tribe really wishing for himself that chance?

Ch. 11
Ring of honour

11a.

Since he’d been snatched from Kwami on the beach, since their encounters on the march back to the village, somehow Tarzan had sensed this moment would come.  It seemed like a self-fulfilling prophecy, him facing the man who had rescued him from Kwami on the beach.  Now sizing him up, about to go head-to-head with Tarzan.

Manu stood opposite Tarzan, looking supremely confident.  Challenging the jungle lord.  Gesturing with his hands, inviting the lord of the jungle to take him on.  Looking every bit the mighty warrior.  And with right.  Legs manfully wide-spread, the sunlight dancing on his dark glistening skin.  Highlighting the furrow that carved deep and firm down the middle of his chest.  Tarzan breathed deeply, forcing his anxieties under control, trying to overcome tiredness, feeling some strength returning at the rejuvenating warmth from the sun on his back.

But Tarzan had already taken on the two others.  True he’d managed to beat them.  But there’d been some luck.  And before these fights had started, he’d been viciously tortured by Kwami, been staked out on the beach, marched to the village in exhaustion.  Now he faced the best the tribe could offer,

Manu stood opposite, looking supremely in control,  His eyes confidently enveloping the sweating opponent he faced.  No one could miss the contrast.  The apeman clearly swamped with tiredness.  Suffering from the hard punches the brothers had thrown, tired from the exertions he’d needed to make to stand up to the brothers’ speed.  By contrast, Manu, fight-ready, fighting fit.  Manly self-assurance oozed from every pore.  Roars from the crowd greeted his every muscular ripple.  He paced, letting his opponent appraise the threat that faced him, he gave the apeman time.  Time to assess the fresh muscled power that was about to unleash itself on him.  Broad thick-shouldered, high powerful chest.  A taut stomach honed to perfection.  Backwards and forwards, Manu paced.  No nervousness, no anxiety.  In no hurry.  Power dancing in his athletic stride.  Hearing the shouts from around, the warrior cries of advice, rooting for him, egging him on.  
His eyes never faltering, his gaze flooded with guaranteed threats, Manu’s hands went to his loincloth.  The crowd roared when Manu theatrically undid the cord and dramatically dropped his cover to his feet.  Unlike the apeman, Manu was not afraid to show himself a man.  Manu was a man’s man.  A steely warrior to the core.

Things had so far not gone to plan, Tarzan had been lucky to beat two of their best warriors.  The apeman had got in some lucky breaks, maybe.  But his winnings were hardly what this partisan crowd wanted to see.  They wanted the apeman punished, they wanted to see him suffer.  It was now down to him, Manu, to give them what they wanted.  It was down to the champion of the tribe to settle scores.  They expected to see Tarzan thoroughly beaten, the mob screaming for the tribe’s honour to be restored.  

Tarzan felt a nervous tightening in his throat at the sight of this poised mountain of strength.  The way this one had looked him up and down.  Appraised him, sized Tarzan up.  Prior to a relentless one-on-one.  Astutely taking in Tarzan’s every weakness.  This was one who instinctively spied out his foe’s weaknesses and strengths.  Tarzan was up against a supreme physical specimen.  Who was strutting as if he had something to prove.  Specimens like this just had to take a Tarzan on, they couldn’t stop themselves, they needed to show they were boss.  This one was that kind.  

Suddenly for Tarzan the ring of the crowd seemed to have got perilously smaller.  As if the people had pressed forward.  Shortening Tarzan’s odds against this fighter.  Fit, refreshed.  Standing supremely confident, eyeing his prey.  Standing supremely built, every bit the warrior’s warrior.  

Tarzan had already taken on two superb fighters.  They had been relentless in their determination.  Unmatched in the power of their resolve.  Yes, luck had been on his side, he’d seen them off.  But those fights had just about taken everything he’d got.  The effort needed just confirmed the state of his injuries since Kwami had snatched him and marched him off to the beach.  
A pang of fear gnawed at his guts with this challenge facing him.  Normally Tarzan would face down any challenge, even one built like this.  But …..  Still, his eyes did not leave his opponent for one moment, he stood his ground.  He knew with a type like this you could not afford to give any ground, not even a gesture, not even an attitude of mind.  He stood tense, all corded muscle, ready for any move.  His heart pumped as he felt the ring of screaming supporters seem to crush in on him.  Cutting down chances to dodge away, reducing Tarzan chances to avoid the hammer-thud of those fists, duck away from those bands of iron crushed around his chest.  

Prowling, intimidating his foe, Manu felt supremely confident in his control over every single one of his muscles, assured of his fighting prowess.  Certain the apeman like this was no match.  Not for a champion fighter like Manu.  Tarzan moved heavily, eyed his opponent warily as if dreading the match to start.  Tired by his two matches.  Against Manu, with whom, by contrast, his muscles seemed to dance on his powerful body with his every slight move.  His upper arms swelled to nearly bursting in his skin, the chest bulging with warrior aggression to rectangular perfection, Manu could almost feel his nipples primed for attack, half-hidden on a sharp muscle-etched ridge.

The two fighters started circling each other.  Eyes locked intently, cautiously watching the other’s every move.  Locked inside the tight circle of cheering on-lookers, looking for an opening, seeking out hints of weakness, tersely searching for any opportunity to grab.  Suddenly Tarzan’s opponent pulled himself up straight.  Putting his opponent off his stride.  

Still an intense challenging look on his face.  Yet, not in fighting pose, bravely he walked up to Tarzan, walked up close.  Arms out to his side.  As if challenging the apeman to attack.  Inviting Tarzan to lash out at him with his fists.  Smack a punch into his guts.  Give him the best Tarzan had got.  His chest seemed to soar upwards, the stomach harden.  Waiting, challenging Tarzan to make a move.

Recognising this was an attempt to put him in his place before the crowd, Tarzan emulated his opponent’s stance.  Stared him down, hands open, palms upwards.  Inviting his adversary’s assault.  Not to be out-done.  Long intense stares filled-in the short gap between two proud fighting chests.  The shouts from the crowd egging Manu on.  Jeers poured into the ring putting Tarzan down.

Manu broke the stand-off.  Two-handed, his palms shoved into the upraised chest of his captive.  Trying to shove him back.  Tarzan rocked back taking just one small step backwards under the powerful force.  Not to be out-done, Tarzan responded.  A hard shove back, hard hands slapping into the solid chest.  .  Back and forth, the opponents traded shoves.  Hard Increasingly hard.  Pushing the other around, neither giving way.

Till unannounced Manu changed tactics.  Leapt back into an attacking crouch.  Fingers out-stretched, like fighting claws, a wild cat ready to pounce.  Tarzan assessed Manu’s widespread crouching stance, one hand extended ready to grab, the other clenched by his side posed to strike,  -  here was a warrior of experience.  His foe moved in strong yet fluid moves like floating through the air.  The litheness of a dancer, in his powerful rounded shoulders the strength of a bull.  All this contradictory power merged into one fighting force.  

After feinting a few times, Manu suddenly pounced.  He leapt up, his hand cupping the back of Tarzan’s neck, pulling his opponent hard into his chest.  Undaunted Tarzan responded, his palm clutched into the back of a muscle-solid neck.  Chest-to-chest, stomach-to-stomach, the other hand gripping tight on each other’s elbow.  They shoved and strained against each other.  Feet digging into the earth for leverage.  Grunting loud, struggling for grip, Bursting with effort, straining for superiority, the pair muscled it out against each other.  The crowd burst into a crescendo of acclamation.  Craving only one result, betting on only one end.  
Taking Tarzan off-guard, Manu shot this arm under Tarzan’s left, turned into him and hurled him over his hip to the dirt.  Manu lunged to press his advantage.  But he was surprised to see Tarzan somersault out of Manu’s reach and roll lightning-fast to his feet again.  Crouched, posed, ready to face another attack.  Manu was impressed, he nodded appreciatively.  The apeman was done-in, the apeman had been primed for defeat.  But the apeman was no push-over.  Years of fighting experience were coming to his rescue.  The adrenalin of desperation was eating its way through his tiredness and coming back to the apeman’s rescue.

Manu swooped with a roar.  Again Manu tried the same trick.  He tried to hip-toss Tarzan to the dirt.  But Tarzan was ready for him.  Anger pumped, adrenalin roared.  Fury seethed in his being after days of torture and unfair abuse.  This time as Manu turned into him, Tarzan reached out.  He grabbed a twist of neck in his hand and jerked Manu’s head down, breaking his momentum.  Seething with anger, powering days of unwarranted abuse into his leg, Tarzan slung his knee up and slammed it into the pit of Manu’s gut.  A roar of surprise erupted with all the wind knocked out of him.  Doubling up in front of Tarzan.  

Tarzan still had hold of his neck.  He yanked Manu up by his head and rammed his other fist into Manu’s jaw right under his ear.  Manu jerked with a cry, spinning around out of Tarzan’s grip and dropped to one knee under the force of Tarzan’s punch.  His head reeling, shaking his head to clear it. 

His heart pounding, sweat pouring off his face, Tarzan rushed forward to make the killer blow and finish his opponent off.  Manu looked stunned, wiped-out, his eyes glazed over.  Racing forward, Tarzan quickly shook the sweat from his eyes, readying to smack his knee into Manu’s jaw and send him spinning to the floor.  But out of nowhere, Manu burst into action.  His elbow lashed out and thudded with all his muscled force, driving it deep into Tarzan unsuspecting gut.  The power caught Tarzan off-guard.  With a broke cry, he too was down on one knee.  Both alongside each other, Manu shaking his head, Tarzan clutching both hands to his gut.  In an instant, Manu swung his arm and threw a hard fist that collided with Tarzan’s cheekbone.  Lights flashed, thunder roared.  Tarzan toppled over on his back.  Tarzan landed with a thud.  Manu leapt after him.  The pair of them rolled sweating in the dust in a tangle of thrashing limbs.

The champion of the tribe was not finished yet.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
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The apeman was no push-over, he was really up for this match.  Manu, though, knew he was playing with him.  Feeling supremely in control, yet feeling no disrespect.  He was a warrior himself, he had every admiration for fighting men.  Manu knew of Tarzan’s formidable reputation, he respected it.  He respected too the way Tarzan kept finding the strength to keep up this fight.  After what Kwami had put him through.  Then Bukawa had put him through his paces.  Still he had stood up to Mzama and had given all he’d got.  This apeman was a worthy opponent, Manu admired a man who gave his best.  The man looked done-in.  But you’d never believe it, not by the way he kept coming back at Manu.  He was certainly not making it easy, he was giving the tribe’s best a run for his money.

But today a fair fight did not fit in with his plans.  Manu had aimed to give the tribe what they wanted most, a spectacle, his victory.  The thrill of seeing their own champion beat the shit out of this outsider, their captive.  No lasting harm would be done, just well-and-truly broken.  The white man was paying for Tarzan’s hide.  But tonight, it was to be a treat for the tribe, a night to remember.  Manu had still not given his best.  Nowhere near.  He was playing to the crowd, making it look hard, sometimes letting the apeman get one over on him to give them a fright, their roars of support for him were only strengthening his cause.  Making the apeman work for him.  This was the night when Manu’s reputation would be on every man’s lips.  When he solidified his claim to become chief.

Though things so far had not gone entirely to plan.  Already Tarzan had laid Bukawa out.  Bukawa, one of the tribe’s favourites.  A supremely powerful warrior, popular with the girls, admired by the men.  Knocked out by a blow to the head.  A lucky blow.  And then miraculously the apeman had beaten Mzama.  He too had gone limping from the fight.  Unable to carry on.  Unfairly disabled, the crowd had jeered, tricked by the apeman’s guile.
The burden to rescue the tribe’s pride lay with him.  But Manu was utterly confident he would prevail.  He’d been holding back, he was making this last.  True, things for him too had started badly with those blows to his jaw.  But Manu had found the strength to hit back.  Since then, Manu had dominated the fight.  
Tarzan was but a shadow of his former self.  Brutally tortured by Kwami, he’d barely managed to make it back on his own feet back to the village.  Since then, he’d had no food, hardly any water.  Forced to snatch some rest standing upright in the storm, even sleeping hanging tortured off the ropes from the frame.  The legendary Tarzan had been weakened by continuous punishment.  No way was he the stuff of legends tonight.
Still, amazingly, Manu recognised he was putting up an impressive show.  He had beaten off the two brothers’ attacks, beaten a pair of immensely strong, fit and fearsome fighters.  Even in his weakened state, Tarzan had bettered them.  He may have struck some lucky blows but that happened in a fight.  It was what you did with the advantage that counted as Manu well knew.  Astonishingly he had surprised Manu too at the start.  But Manu was going to change all that, he was giving back the tribe its pride.  While the apeman was going to make him chief.
The attack broke Manu’s musings, it came fast and unexpected.  The apeman rushed at him like a madman.  A knee came up and caught Manu unawares in the lower gut.  Suddenly he was down on one knee.  An elbow slammed into the side of Manu’s head.  He leapt with a cry sideways into the air.  Slammed down with a shock on his back.  A punishingly heel slammed painfully into his guts.  Still bawling out the wind, he did not see the apeman crunch down to his knees and hammer an elbow into Manu’s heaving stomach.  Pain shot Manu’s legs off the earth, in shock and pain, Manu rolled into a protective ball on his side.  
Tarzan was already up, adrenalin-pumping, desperation to beat his fatigue powering every limb.  In a second Manu was forced onto his front in the dust.  Before he knew what-was-what, the apeman was facing Manu’s feet and had straddled his thighs.  Tarzan grabbed Manu’s legs, bent them and clutched them tight into his chest.  Manu cried out in surprise.  He was on his front, legs pulled up off the earth and back-bent crushed tight against his opponent’s chest.  His ankles crossed over, Manu’s back was being arched severely backwards.  The pain was weakening.  His back ached, pressure increased, his backbone started to scream, it felt like the crush on his crossed-over ankles could break them in two. 

Suddenly the pain increased, the apeman had leaned back and was nearly hunkered down on Manu’s bare arse.  Bending Manu’s legs back, tucking a foot under each arm.  And Tarzan heaved back.  The stretch on the front of Manu’s thighs was tearing him apart.  Trapped and defenceless, he was caught under the apeman’s weight. His legs were held in a vice-like grip.  As the apeman leant back he tried to rip the muscle in Manu’s thighs away from bone.  Manu’s fist hammered uselessly at the dirt in pain, he feared power oozing away in that weakening hold.  He felt strength trickling from him with the excruciating pain.  He slapped his hands into the earth.  In pain, in frustration, unable to move.  His face writhed, unwanted cries broke from his throat.  
He felt the apeman lean back again, even further, arching back over Manu’s back.  Either his muscle would rip apart or his ankles would crack.  Either way, Manu was done-for.  The cracking pressure on his ankles multiplied.  The tearing pain on his thigh muscles screamed.  There’d never been such hopeless pain.  Pain was carved into every striation in his powerful back.  Muscles were pumped up bursting with pain.  Manu was crushed in agony.  Then unaccountably, just when Manu feared he was beaten, the pressure went.  The apeman let go his feet.  The apeman stood up.  Without thinking, a desperate Manu’s leg lashed out to get space and to roll away.

Tarzan had sensed this weakening hold was not enough to do the trick.  He needed to finish this opponent off fast, - while Tarzan could still find the strength.  He let go the legs and made a move to flip his opponent over on his front to hammer another elbow into his guts.  To smack a blow into his head and knock him out.  But he was not ready for the kick that caught him in the groin.  He’d released the hold on the legs and a lucky desperate lash from his opponent’s leg caught a surprised Tarzan up between the legs.  Bringing tears to his eyes.  With a shocked cry and grunt of anger, he fell forward clutching himself to the ground.  Manu tried to squirm and wriggle away but Tarzan spotted him, he would not give him up.  He grabbed out at the fleeing shoulders and hauled Manu back.  Still Tarzan fought on, grappled for this opponent, gritting his teeth into his tiredness.  Determined to finish this fighter off.
Over and over they rolled, grabbing at each other.  A messy tangle of writhing, kicking sweating limbs/  Tarzan got to one knee, he had his opponent by the scruff of his neck.  Grunting with effort, Tarzan slammed his face into the earth.  Knowing he had to slow this one down, again he yanked the head back up and rammed it down, the forehead exploded into the dirt.  

The bawl of pain encouraged Tarzan.  Knowing he had to knock this one out before it was too late.  For a third time, he made to stun his opponent and give himself a breather.  But an elbow jabbed out to the side.  Manu jammed a bony elbow into Tarzan’s bruised ribs making him gasp out and let go the neck.  In a frenzy the pair smacked snarling into each other, rolling to the ground.  Squirming, wriggling, punching with elbows, legs wrapped around each other.  Sweat-covered torsos rolled over and over in the dust.  Manu hammered a salvo of hard-knuckled fists into Tarzan’s side.  The apeman retaliated.  Lifting one of Manu’s arms, his fists hammered a volley of pain high up into the warrior’s dirt-covered chest.  An unexpected jab to the chin sent Manu sprawling on his back.  Desperate grappling, tumbling over and over, straining and scrabbling in the dirt.  Confused, lashing out, anything to catch a lucky punch.  
Tarzan suddenly found himself with his opponent down on his back in the dirt.  He was behind Manu’s head.  With a sudden lurch, Tarzan slammed all his weight double-fisted down into Manu’s gut.  The explosion of air splattered into his stomach as Manu jack-knifed up under him.  Coughing, spluttering, gasping for air.  
Seizing his advantage, Tarzan slipped his knees over Manu’s outstretched arms and trapped Manu’s menacing arms under Tarzan’s legs.  Immobilising them, pinning his opponent firmly on his back on the earth.  Two-handed again, Tarzan threw all his weight forward.  And again.  Double-fisted again Tarzan slammed all his force into his opponent’s heaving gut.  Manu under him bawled.  His legs shot up in the air under the force.  His pain exploding with his spit up into Tarzan’s stomach.

Holding his opponent down with a hand to the chest, Tarzan hammered a single-fisted punch into the prone defenceless stomach.  Another.  And another half-dozen.  Deaf to the wild shrieking in the crowds, desperation powering Tarzan to slow this fitter opponent down.  Leaning forward even more, instinct dictating him to put in the killer blow, Tarzan covered his opponent’s chest with his own.  And grabbing at his every last remnant of strength, powering all his body weight behind his arm, Tarzan thudded his elbow hard towards Manu’s open gut.

Then out-of-nowhere a knee cracked him in the face.  Under the pain of Tarzan’s punch, Manu had twisted his back into a roll and smacked his knee hard into Tarzan’s nose.  Shock twisted the apeman to one side.  Flashing lights in his skull made Tarzan pause.  A moment’s weakness that cost him more.  A moment later, a second knee-kick rolled up off the earth catching Tarzan stunning on the jaw.  Bony-hard.  Knocking him off-balance.  With an athletic kick of his feet, with a powerful push on his arms, Manu lashed out and unbalanced his opponent off his arms.
Tarzan was astonished at the speed with which his punished opponent rolled to his feet.  Quickly Tarzan too was on his feet ready to face-down his opponent’s attack.  But Manu was hurt, Tarzan could see.  He was limping on his crushed ankles, his face grimacing, his legs struggling under him.  Clutching at his burning stomach, muscles there pounding painfully for air, aching from the battering he’d taken to his insides.  Tarzan’s instincts pressed his advantage, he launched himself bravely back into the attack.  Manu countered.  Both injured, both wincing at their pains.  Yet they fought, they battled for supremacy.  Straining and struggling, pushing, shoving, muscles groaning.  As if their lives depended on it.

They were hands clenched, bodies straining for domination.  Pushing, groaning, trying to gain advantage, every muscle in their backs burning to win, every sinew in their heaving legs aching with the utmost effort.  For a brief moment, the apeman was in control, pushing his adversary down to the earth.  Manu snarled, Manu let out a drawn-out groan of effort.  Then strength and determination won back.  Manu was now on top trying to force the apeman to the earth.  His opponent straining to push himself back up, groaning with effort to get back control.  

Manu’s kick lashed out lightning-fast.  A determined blow to end this straining.  A kick that caught Tarzan unawares between the legs, straight behind the knee.  Surprise knocked the apeman’s leg out from under him.  Down on one knee.  Till another knee kick from Manu made contact with his jaw and Tarzan flew backward onto the earth.  The crowd shouted, they were going wild.  Screaming for their hero, their man was back in charge.  Taunting guffaws for the apeman in the dirt filled the air.  
Yet magnanimously Manu let Tarzan pull his exhausted self to his feet.  Manu too needed the moment to catch his breath.  But back in charge, hearing the praise of the crowd, generously Manu would allow Tarzan to put on a show of resistance, though he could see every move the apeman made was gained with pained effort right through to his exhausted soul.  Tarzan was making Manu work for victory, his fearsome challenges struck terror to the hearts of the crowd.  But he was tired, he couldn’t last.  But his moments of victory could only bode well for Manu’s cause.  Manu had the strength, Manu had the courage.  He could magnanimously afford to grant the apeman some vain hope that he had a chance.  He could afford to put fear into the crowd.
Then unexpectedly Tarzan charged again.  Not to be put-down, not to be taken for granted.  Not to be second best.  Desperate to re-gain lost advantage.  Desperate to finish this fight off.  While he still could.  Fists swinging at Manu.  Head down, shoulder-charging his adversary.  Deftly Manu side-stepped, neutralising the attack.  Then without warning, his fighting fist lashed out and hammered a hard right punch into Tarzan’s lower back.  Pain stopped Tarzan in his tracks.  Stabs of shock arched his back.  Manu grabbed his left arm and twisted Tarzan round towards him.  The pair of their chests collided.  In a collective “ooff”!  Suddenly Tarzan was locked in a crushing hold between Manu’s hugely muscular arms.  Manu dug his arms in deep, crushing iron clamps under Tarzan’s ribcage.  Bands of iron hauled the captive tight into his chest.  Jerking hard, jerking again and again, Manu crushed the grunting apeman into his own front.  Squeezing the life out of him.

The jerking jolted Tarzan’s shoulders backwards in Manu’s hug, his waist shaking into Manu’s rock-hard stomach, his backbone painfully arched back over Manu’s wrists.  Manu squeezed.  Squeezed and squeezed again.  Squeezed till the apeman’s ribs creaked.  Manu lifted, hauling Tarzan off his feet.  Face twisted in a tight clench, Manu crushed the living daylights out of his captive.  Vaguely, through the pounding in his ears, over the thudding of their collective hearts, Manu heard the crowd around him roar.  Lifted to a crescendo at the sight of the apeman’s torso squirming in torment.  Writhing in futile desperation to fight himself free of this punishing hold.  Yet staying trapped in the crush of that death grip.  It was written all over his face, suffering flowed out of every pore.  
Manu shook him in the air like a lifeless doll.  Manu had him crushed, the villagers screamed.  The apeman’s once powerful legs dangled uselessly beneath.  Manu, their champion was crushing the life out of the legendary jungle lord before their very eyes.  Grunting with the effort, encouraged by the cries around, Manu threw effort into his steel-like arms and squeezed even more.  Squeezed out a groan that lifted under his might. A groan of exhausted pain.  Don’t give up on me, apeman.  The thought slashed through Manu’s brain with another devastating squeeze.  Don’t give in, there’s life in this crowd yet.  With a massive grunt of effort, Manu crushed his rock-hard muscled arms into Tarzan’s ribs. He squeezed, hugging him to his chest till the apeman’s bones creaked.  Driving pain into every pore.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
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Manu didn’t need to hurry.  He’d released his crush on the apeman, playing to the crowd, giving them more of what they wanted to see.  Suffering.  The apeman’s suffering that came before his fall.  When he gave up his title of jungle lord.

Manu was watching his victim down in the dirt still, bathing in the praises from the crowd.  He could hear the screams around egging him on, calling on him to finish the apeman off.  But they didn’t mean it, they wanted more.  Enjoying every moment of this spectacle.  And Manu had realised that whatever he did in this fight, he could not lose.  The apeman, now down on his front in the dust, could not possibly last this out.  But when he grabbed the advantage and had Manu overpowered, the crowds went wild.  Shouting in support to their champion.  Terrified, the apeman would seize control, scared he might win.  Shrieking like wild beasts encouraging Manu to his feet.  And when Manu was top-dog, they couldn’t get enough.  They roared at every grunt of pain he hammered into the apeman’s gut.  They bayed like dogs for more with every groan Manu had squeezed out of his aching chest.  In his claim for power, Manu could not possibly lose.  

Manu was straddling his legs facing the other way, towards his opponent’s feet.  With the apeman on his front on the earth, still recovering from that squeeze, Manu had grabbed hold of Tarzan’s ankles and had hauled them back up into the air.  High, forcing the back-bent apeman onto his chest.  Grinning to the crowd, bathing in their cheers and support, Manu planted his feet firm either side of his opponent and leaned back.  Repeating that weakening hold the apeman had held on him.  Tarzan was underneath groaning out in pain, on his face scraping in the dirt, his back-bent legs hauled back upwards and high, clenched tight into Manu’s chest.  The crowd were howling, laughing at the apeman for himself trying this trick on Manu earlier.  Now just like Manu had been, helplessly back-arched, face eating dirt.  Their champion too could teach the meaning of pain.  
Manu stood facing the other way, his face breaking into a grin at the roars from the crowd, applauding him for giving the apeman a taste of his own medicine.  Tarzan was crying out yet still fighting back underneath.  He tried to push up with his arms, push back with his legs to break the hold.  In retaliation, Manu crushed the crossed-over ankles tighter to his chest and leaned back with a smirk.  Rewarded by a higher-pitched cry of pain underneath.  Flattening his opponent’s face into the dirt, bending the apeman into an impossible arc.  The crowd bawled like wild dogs at the twisted groans from Manu’s victim beneath, legs pulled up so high the apeman’s hips were lifting off the ground, so high his back was arched into a crippling backward bow of unmitigated pain, all Manu’s force driving down onto the apeman’s chest, all the apeman’s pain screeching out of his back-arched back.  His trapped face scraped in their earth in a twist of agony.  
Manu just relaxed leaning backwards, beaming into the happy crowd, his weight easily pinning the apeman down.  Squeezing strength out of the apeman with a beaming smile.  The bend twisting pain through Tarzan’s every sinew, the hold draining the apeman of his very strength with his every groan.  Tarzan called out in continuous agonies, bawling in frustration, his hands slammed out in futility at the earth.  
But Manu knew to leave Tarzan with something left.  He was simply weakening his opponent, it was not the time to finish him off.  This was to be the fight that went down in history, too soon to end the apeman yet.  With a disdainful thrust, he dropped the legs to the earth.  Followed by a kick into the groaning side.  Triumphant Manu circled the mass of agonised defeat moaning in his pains in the dust.  Shouts of praise falling on his sweating shoulders like refreshing rain.  
Manu knew, with every thud of his fists, the crowd’s memory of the apeman’s earlier wins was fading fast.  With every cry forced from his throat, Manu was wiping clear the memories of the brothers’ defeats.  Tarzan was not giving an inch, they had grappled long and hard in tight clinches, in struggling holds, he was proving a more than worthy challenger.  
Manu was playing with him, though, dragging it out for the frenzied screaming in the crowd.  Milking them for their support.  Manu had had him trapped bent over, his neck crushed under Manu’s arm.  Manu’s other fist jarred thumps hammering into the sweat-streaked back.  Painful blows thudded into the dust-streaked bent-over backbone.  Till Tarzan eventually collapsed under the force.  But only when he had taken a lot.  It took a dozen of Manu’s crippling hammer-blows to his spine before he was crumpling to the earth.  Tarzan was giving his best, he was weakening.  But he was kindly giving Manu his crowd-puller of a fight.

The crowd were all behind Manu, - even when the apeman had the upper hand.  But when their champion was top-dog, they went wild.  Manu had had Tarzan down face-down on his chest in the dust.  Planting a foot in the middle of the apeman’s sweat-streaked back, Manu had bent down and grabbed both his arms, hauling them back up from behind.  To weaken him but not put him out of the fight.  Pulling the arms straight back up the apeman’s back, hauling them up high till the elbows nearly cracked.  Manu heaved back on those arms.  Pulled up so high the apeman’s naked arse was forced to rise.  Till Manu jammed his foot onto Tarzan’s backside and ground his groin back into the dirt.  Pain was carved into every deep groove of his opponent’s arched back.  The muscles in Tarzan’s back-pinned arms etched, burning with pain.  Knotted shoulders pumped with his suffering, deep crevices in his arms scored with the scorching fires of his agonies.  On his front, eyes full of their dust, clenched tight against the searing pains that were clawing like nails through Tarzan’s back-bent shoulders.  Manu’s arms by contrast, bulging knotted, ferocious, yet masterful, in charge.  Manu was grunting out in strong manful effort, Tarzan’s throat was broken with the punctured groans of his pains.  The apeman ate dirt.  To the howls and derision of the crowd.  Trapped on his face, the captive was eating their dirt.  Manu’s eyes surveyed imperiously the screeching horde.  They were loving it, they were worshipping Manu for it.  His leg jammed into the apeman’s naked arse, those glorious thigh muscles straining, giving the dirt-crushed apeman hell.  His powerful arms forcing the apeman’s arms high up his back, burning screeching pains through his bones and joints.  They urged Manu on.  Break his arms.  Crack his joints, they screeched.  Let’s hear him scream.  In response, Manu released the arms, dropped to his knees.  And released a firestorm of his fists thudding into the apeman’s back.  The crowd’s approval lit up the sky.

Manu was still happy to give them the show of a lifetime.  For as long as the apeman still had something in him.  And, fabled fighter like he was, Tarzan did keep coming back for more.  He was not going to be beaten.  Manu had to marvel at the man.  

Manu was in no hurry, but he didn’t need to be.  The apeman kept coming back at him, he simply didn’t know when to lie down.  Time and again Manu had convinced himself he could not last out for ever.  But there he was back again.  The crowd were loving it, they were worshipping their champion.  Like a frenzied swarm of feeding piranha they could not get enough of their muscled hero.  All-man, their naked fighting hero, proving they were the best.  Beating the best the jungle had to offer.  
Manu was very conscious too he had responsibilities, the white man wanted Tarzan for himself.  The white man was paying good money for him.  Manu needed to secure that cash.  As future chief, Manu would have responsibilities.  That money would build their children a school.  Manu could have seized his advantage, he could have beaten this jungle lord to pulp.  But that white man’s money was to be Manu’s gift to the tribe.  A future for their children bought with the apeman’s hide.  The apeman was to be beaten but not broken.  That task was to be the white man’s pleasure.  For whatever vindictive reason he had.
Manu had grabbed his floundering opponent by the hair and was pulling him up to his feet.  Bent double in his grasp, Tarzan stood there bent-over before him on his feet again now, swaying, shaking his head to clear the thick haze from his head.  Tired right through to his very bones.  His bent upper body rocking in rhythm to the labour heaving of his exhausted chest.  An arm wrapped supportingly around his aching ribs.  Manu could afford to let him catch his breath.  Look who was here in control.  
Manu looked down at him full of respect, tortured, exhausted after taking on three-on-one.  Manu had just nearly cracked his elbows. He had unleashed a rainstorm of punches into his back.  But he was up on his feet still,  - just.  The apeman had fought bravely.  After Kwami’s tortures there was no way the captive could win against a fighter like himself.  But Tarzan had given it his best.  A few more times, Manu would play with him, a few more times Tarzan would taste defeat.  Just a few more times the villagers would howl with derision when Manu rubbed the apeman’s face in the dirt of their village.  A few more times so they forgot about Bukawa knocked out and Mzama’s eye.  
Then, at the moment of his own choosing, Manu would snap his fingers and finish the apeman off.  As easy as that.  The three friends would have given the village a show to remember.  A show that would win Manu every favour and make his fate inevitable.  The new jungle lord would then become chief.
His reflections were interrupted.  Suddenly the apeman’s arm was between his legs.  Suddenly the apeman’s bent back lifted up against Manu’s chest.  Suddenly Manu was lifted, twisted and disoriented.  He was up in the air.  Lifted up in the apeman’s arms.  Suddenly Manu was flying down in the apeman’s grip.  Falling down on his back still held in the apeman’s grasp.  Landing with a crippling thud across the apeman’s knee.  Before any of this made sense, Manu’s back erupted.  
Tarzan had no idea where the strength came from.  But the determination came from deep within.  Luck had thrown this powerfully muscled fighter up in his arms.  Tarzan came down on one knee and smacked the small of his opponent’s back across his leg.  The shock of pain shot his opponent’s head back.  Instinctively fast, Tarzan’s hand shot out and grabbed his opponent by the chin, forced his shaven head back down towards the earth.  Twisting his back over Tarzan’s knee into an impossible arc.  Pain was already lifting his opponent’s leg up off the ground.  The desperation of tiredness whipped Tarzan’s other hand out and caught the lifting knee.  With a grunt of effort Tarzan crushed Manu’s legs too down to the earth.  Back-arching this torso of extended muscle across his lifted leg.  Severely arching his muscular opponent’s body across his knee.  His legs tried to kick up again, Tarzan smacked them back down.  The head tried forcing itself out of the back-breaking arch, Tarzan gritted his teeth and bent it back down.  Vindictively, jamming his opponent into a body-crippling back-bend.  Grunts of pained frustration tore up from the torso beneath.  An taut arch of sculpted muscle pinned agonisingly over Tarzan’s knee.  While Tarzan grabbed himself a breather.
The hands beneath him flailed fighting in the dust.  But it cost Tarzan little effort to hold the muscular super-warrior down.  With a firm arm he pressed into the sweaty chin.  The other pushed on the stretched muscle of a straining thigh.  His opponent’s toes barely touched the floor, his head nearly reached the earth.  Bent into a strength-crippling arc.  Beneath him, his pain-flooded opponent hung with broken moans twisted and tortured in an arch of muscled pain.  Around him the beast howled and bayed in derision.  While Tarzan heaved in breath.   While Tarzan got a breather.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

11d.

They were circling each other again, exchanging glares.  Their threatening eyes full of the promise of pain.  Manu eyed the apeman again.  With a degree of respect.  He had suffered much, - even before this fight.  He had fought well.  The apeman had put up a worthy fight.  Manu’s hand went to his back to ease out the pain since being bent over the apeman’s knee.  And his stomach still roared from the vicious elbow punch Tarzan had delivered before he threw Manu off.  Luckily, even tortured by that back-twist, Manu had been faster and could scrabble out of Tarzan’s chasing grasp.  Manu hurt.  But they were fighters, you took what you got.  You fought through the pain.  Tarzan certainly had.  He had given back, never giving up.  Manu respected that in the man.  
But the crowd did not want that, their hopes were less noble, they ached to see Tarzan beaten, broken.  They howled to greet Manu as the victor.  Well, maybe it was time.  The apeman could not last out much longer.  Manu thought Tarzan eyed him now more warily, he circled more heavily.  As if his feet were held in quicksand.  But there was no giving up with this man, he was still there on his feet coming back for more.  But maybe the crowd would tire soon, best for Manu to go out on a high.  In truth, Tarzan really had played his part to the full.  He was almost made for this job of sealing Manu’s fate.  Manu was grateful for his obstinate persistence.  Tarzan had done Manu a great favour.  Maybe the time had come to put the apeman out of his misery.
It was remarkable, though, how the apeman had trapped Manu into that weakening arc of pain.  Where had he found the strength to lift Manu up like that?  And crack him down over his knee.  And still Tarzan was coming back, still he was offering himself for another beating, giving Manu another chance to impress the crowd.  Sacrificing himself to Manu’s ambitions, inviting the villagers to see the apeman broken under their champion’s fists.  To yell like crazy for their hero to break him.  Tarzan was indeed worthy of that name, the jungle lord.  Manu would wear it with pride when he had stripped it away.  After Tarzan’s defeat.  Time to end his suffering.  The apeman had earned that reward.  
Manu launched himself at a sprint.  Like a cheetah he suddenly exploded across the ring.  Three paces away, he shot into the air.  He could see the look of uncertainty on his opponent’s face as Manu flew at him twisting sideways in the air.  Hands clenched tight above his head, Manu shot turning through the air at the apeman’s chest.  Twisting himself sideways.  With a massive Oooff from the apeman, Manu’s muscled frame smacked sideways into Tarzan’s upper chest.  Manu’s front slapped horizontal into the apeman’s torso.  A split second later he felt the arms of the shocked Tarzan slip up underneath and clutch Manu to his chest.  The instinctive move Manu knew men made.  Made in surprise, clutching the attack to his chest where the victim felt in control. 

The thump of Manu’s muscle-force thudding horizontally in his upper chest forced Tarzan to take a couple of steps back.  Stumbling backwards.  Tottering back.  In a practised move, Manu wrapped his arms around Tarzan’s side, gripped his arms in the apeman’s back.  With the grace of a dancer, his legs folded and wrapped them around Tarzan’s other side.  Tarzan was tottering backwards under the force of Manu’s leap, his torso enfolded in Manu’s grip.  
Manu, caught horizontal gripped to Tarzan’s chest, felt Tarzan stumbling backwards.  Losing control.  Teetering on his feet, wobbling backwards.  Manu pushed himself away from his opponent a bit and then with a muscular grunt he rammed himself again back into Tarzan’s chest.  Forcing Tarzan more of balance.  Tarzan was stumbling, faltering under the momentum knocking him back over.  Manu heard the crowd screaming with delight.  Jeering at the sight of the apeman trying not to totter backwards, wishing him to fall back over.  Again, grunting Manu rammed his muscled body weight across Tarzan’s chest to try and force him over onto his back.  Tarzan cried out in defiance, yet feeling himself falling backwards, stumbling, faltering, tumbling onto his back.

He was going, Manu sensed it, Tarzan’s feet were being left behind.  Over-balancing, his shoulders falling back.  The apeman was about to land on his back, taking their combined muscled weight smacking him into the dirt.  Manu’ gave another lurch with his torso in Tarzan’s front to unbalance and knock Tarzan flat onto his back.  
Instinct flashed warning signs into Tarzan’s brain.  When they landed, Manu’s weight would crush every bit of wind out of his chest.  Thudding the last reserves of his strength into the earth.  Feeling them going over, Manu give another grunted heave into Tarzan’s chest.  With success.  Manu felt Tarzan going.  The apeman was falling flat on his back.  About to be crushed under Manu’s muscled weight.

Then suddenly, unexpectedly, Tarzan twisted.  Protecting himself, the apeman had twisted sideways.  Self-preservation had rotated Tarzan to fall onto his side as he felt himself going.  Manu was disoriented, twisting, turning.  Lost for a second.  Suddenly upside down.  He was falling.  Head first.  Out of control.  Landing onto his head.  Trapped in Tarzan’s arms.  Falling.  His head would break their fall.  The realisation hit him.  Only a split second before his head made impact.  With a cracking thud, the back of Manu’s skull smashed into the earth.  Thunder cracked.  Lightning flashed.  His stomach heaved, the earth span.  Pain threw him back up in the air.  Then Manu lay in the dirt.  Lifeless.  Stunned.
The force of the fall had rolled Tarzan over in the dust, knocking the wind out of him.  But he’d grown up with danger, he knew there’d be no let-up.  It was a fight for supremacy, with an opponent like this one there was no second chance.  Manu would not rest.  In a moment Tarzan was up on one knee, catching a brief moment’s rest.  Gasping noisily for air.  Like a fighting cat alert for Manu’s next assault.  Little strength himself to mount an attack, panting for breath.  He watched, eyes flared wide, intently waiting for Manu to spring to his feet, fists flailing.

But Manu lay there.  His eyes open.  But unseeing.  Glazed over, nothing moving.  Survival of the fittest dictated Tarzan’s next move.  In one adrenalin-fuelled leap Tarzan was onto Manu.  In a split second, before it was too late, while Tarzan had the strength.  He was seated straddling his opponent’s waist.  In an instant, incensed hands were gripping Manu by the throat.  Squeezing the life out of him.  Tarzan was beside himself.  Mad aggression had seized his arms.  Tables turned, there’d be no mercy for him.  This was dog-eat-dog.  
His hands were crushed around Manu’s windpipe, he threw all his strength into his arms.  He jolted all his body weight behind that squeeze.  Ramming again and again his body behind that crush.  Clenching and crushing his opponent’s windpipe.  Mad with rage.  Pumped with desperation.  Face contorted with effort.  Loud grunts broke from his throat every time Tarzan rammed force into his efforts to finish this opponent off.  Barely conscious, Manu’s hands moved and gripped weakly at Tarzan’s wrists.  A stunned opponent, though, could never find the strength to break Tarzan’s fury-frenzied grip.  The apeman would never give.  This was life-or-death.  

Tarzan heard the roars of the crowd.  Their screams of horror at what they were seeing.  Tarzan drew strength from their jeers for him.  He crunched their loathing for him into his arms and clenched it into the windpipe between his hands.  He took their earlier mocking jibes and rammed them into a crushing thrust into their hero’s throat.  They had bayed for Tarzan’s suffering, they had called for his blood.  From them there’d be no pity.  He’d give none either.

He heard the crowd’s roars suddenly lift to screeching at his animal ferocity.  The voices shouted louder, harsher.  Cries turned shrill when, with massive grunts, Tarzan rammed his shoulders’ strength onto his arms and squeezed his clenched hands tighter into Manu’s throat.  Crushing the very life out of him.  Tarzan’s spirits lifted with their screams, his strength doubled with their hatred for him.  This victory was his.

Tarzan’s head exploded.  Dynamite burst on the back of his skull.  A blast lifted him off his knees and knocked him sideways into the earth.  Bukawa’s frantic knee had caught him behind the ear and threw Tarzan off his lifelong friend.  Bukawa’s next kick into Tarzan’s side was so ferociously it catapulted him into the air.  In an instant, Mzama was there too.  His heel rammed into Tarzan’s back.  A hard bony heel jammed with all his might into the base of the apeman’s spine.  Tarzan’s head was still shooting up under the pain when Bukawa slung himself to his knees and landed a furious double-fisted blow into the base of the bawling apeman’s neck.  Smashing his face into the dirt.  
Blows landed like rain.  Mzama stomping in a mad frenzy on his back, pounding his heel into the dirt-streaked naked backside.  Like wild animals, the brothers went at him.  Kicking him, stomping on him.  Bukawa going at him with alternative fists into the base of his neck.  Tarzan was their football, he was their punchbag.  Without halt, without mercy, their feet hammered into his body convulsed by their ferocity in the dirt.  Mad dogs.  Relentlessly tearing into supine flesh.  Till his cries halted.  Till his grunts faded.  Till Tarzan passed out.  And even then the frenzied assault could not be made to stop.



Ch. 12
Daily grind

12a.   

Kwami lay in the darkness, his mind filled with the fate his mischief would unfold.  He’d have Wilson “disappear” Manu and the two brothers into slavery.  Earning Kwami a handsome price.  And Tarzan later.  Yes, he’d definitely sell Tarzan off to Wilson later, that offer he’d imagined was too tempting to ignore.  First, though, he’d settled scores with the apeman.  Then Wilson could have him.  Just like Kwami had sold out Manu and his brown-nosing friends.  All his enemies rewarded for their trickery and interference, all rewarded with Kwami’s gift.  A lifetime enjoying the despair of slavery.  

And, best of all, Kwami knew he could rely on those three kinsmen if his.  To make things impossible for themselves.  They were their own worst enemies.  Warriors all, so intoxicated with their idea of manliness, brought up in the school of dumb-assed manly pride, trained never to give in to fears or threats.  They were perfect stooges.  That muscle-headed trio could be counted on, they’d keep on struggling against their captors.  Defiance would fill their heads instead of brains.  Their warrior blood would pound in rage through their veins at their subjugation, they’d never give in.  Fighting back, struggling, giving their new slave-masters a hard time.  And they’d pay for it with their arse, they pay for their ill-judged  truculence with stripes cut across those luscious manly muscled backs.  If only Kwami could be a fly on the wall!
Kwami knew he could depend on those fools.  His hand descended to the strength that was building at the idea.  He cast a glance out of the doorway into the rain.  Opposite in Manu’s hut, their three of them were no doubt fucking their brains out.  Little knowing the destiny Kwami had in store for them.  He gave himself a long lascivious stroke at the thought of how those three would make life hard for themselves.  Head back, a deep moan seeped from the pit of Kwami’s contented being.  Never giving in, those prick-headed cocksure warriors.  Who’d earn for themselves the justified rewards of surly slaves.

………

           …….

In the growing light of day, Mzama cast his eyes concerned around the men assembling in the compound.  Dozens of slaves.  Yet still no sign of Manu.  Not since yesterday when he’d watched on helplessly as the slavers had forced Manu away, kicking and beating him as he crawled away to the “pit”, there’d been no sign of him.  Mzama had found himself put in a cage overnight with other men after his humiliating “examination” in the stockade.  To his relief, Bukawa was already there.  The brothers had huddled together for comfort in the strangeness of this new life.  Arms clutching around each other re-assuringly, they’d slept fitful and uncertain through the long night.  But by first light when the guards kicked them out of their cage, there’d still been no sign of Manu, though.  The brothers had begun to fear the worst.

They were the pick of the bunch, it seemed, the slavers’ prime specimens kept together in that cage.  Every man around them, equally big, just as strong.  Put to work turning the massive heavy capstan.  The backs in front of Mzama, heavily muscled, thighs solid and round, naked buttocks like rock as they fought to move round the reluctant weight, waists tight and trim.  Straining, grunting under enforced effort as they dug deep to find the strength to turn these massive grinding stones.  And avoid the sting of the lash.

This batch of prime muscle had been marched under the threat of rifles to the huge capstan.  Thick poles poked out of the giant slab of rock, collars on chains hanging from each pole.  Somehow, disabled by the uncertainty of their fate, failing to resist in their numbing submission to fate, these prime warriors, the elite of their tribes, had unaccountably let themselves be locked into the collars.  Numbed from their usual instincts by the strange mysteries of this new unfamiliar life.  Unwittingly, they had let themselves be chained into the mindless torture of their day.  Confused, these muscled specimens of manhood stood dazed, unsuspectingly condemning themselves to a day of unmitigated and tortured hard labour.  Watching, as if this were a dream, as one-after-one, each of their number was locked by iron collars and chains into the capstan.  Realising too late the destiny this portrayed.  Forsaking any chance of freedom in their incomprehension of the change that had befallen them.  Their natural fighter spirits disabled by numbness and shock, surrendering in their confusion, abandoning any thought of escape from this day of inhuman forced labour.

The order cracked out,

“Heave!”

The guard above on top of the granite slab cracked his whip.  The new-found slaves pushed.  For no reason other than it seemed the thing to do.  Warriors all, fiercely independent in their pride, yet somehow strangely accepting their destiny as slaves.  The whip cracked, the order bellowed out.  They heaved.  Shoulders bulged.  Arms knotted.  Backs burst under the strain.  But the huge disc of rock did not move.

“Heave!  Heave, you dogs!”

Right above their heads, the threat of the whip cracked.  Massive grunts of effort broke from their throats.  Thighs stiffened to rock.  Necks trembled with effort.  Faces contorted with strain.  As if resolved to beat this force.  As if, warriors all, this their new brotherhood of manly pride felt challenged to move that rock.  Senseless work.  But their very manhood had been challenged.  As if it was their manly duty to beat the resistance of that rock.  Above, the whip cracked right over their heads.  But the rock did not give.

“He-eea-vve!!

Long deep grunts again broke free from their straining guts.  The air burst with a dozen manly grunts, a dozen proud efforts united to beat this force.  A slight movement.  They sensed a slight give on the poles.  

”Heave, dogs!”

A twitch of progress shuddered through the poles. Backs turned to iron.  Faces burst with the strain.  The whip cracked threatening over a burning shoulder.  The rock shifted with a groan.

“Heave!  Put your backs into it.  He-eea- vvvve!”

The whip cracked like lightning in the air above.

One impossibly thick rock screeched shrilly over another disc of resistant granite.  Backs strained.  Shoulders knotted.  A groan of achievement broke in their throats.  As if this success really mattered.  The rock started to turn.  The whip cracked encouraging over the backs.

“Heave, dogs, heave!”

Massive effort brought the capstan into life.  Muscles that had always turned heads, powerful shoulders that had had girls running to their beds, grunted into the impossible task.  The poles against which their straining bodies pushed gave a slight jerk.  Determined effort erupted in a slow, guttural groan.  They edged the giant round slab of granite over an equally resistant slab of rock.  Grinding with screeching shrieks one granite slab over the other.  
But there was no corn to grind.  There was no fibre to mash.  This was torture.  An endless, meaningless task.  Six pairs of prime muscled men straining to keep the grindstones turning under the burning sun.  For no reason.  For no purpose except their torture.  To tame every bit of strength out of aching labouring muscles.  Bodies straining, backs glistening, effort grunting, legs digging in hard, turning a resistant granite slab grudgingly over another.  A meaningless day spent on a meaningless task.  For the sake of it.  Just to keep them working.  Just to keep these prime slabs of meat in the peak of their condition.  Ready for sale.  To tame them into submission.

* * * * * * * * * * * * *

12b.

Bukawa had got it worked out.  It had taken all morning but it had all fallen into place.  For hours now, under the growing heat of the sun, since first-light, he and his partner on the pole had been chained by neck collars and heaved their guts up to turn these grinding stones.  Massively heaving on poles, straining to turn two slabs of stone, grinding, groaning and screeching against each other.  Moved against impossible odds by a dozen sweating heaving fit men, two to each pole.  His brother Mzama somewhere on another pole on the other side, out of sight behind the slabs.  Like the others, Bukawa had grunted and strained.  Back-breaking work.  Thigh-crippling endeavours.  Every sinew of their powerful bodies pushing every ounce of strength they could find.  And standing above, legs wide-splayed the black slave-master stood on the rock slab and cracked the whip over their heads.  Threatening punishment.  Encouraging their impossible effort.  Sweat streamed down their backs, strain shrieked in the taut bulging muscles of their faces.  Legs shook with effort, shoulders groaned with the struggle.

But not once had that whip landed.  That was it, Bukawa realised.  Not once had the slave-master’s crack of the whip found straining male flesh.  Not once had a back spasmed under the cut of its leather.  This was a fraud, he realised.  They were simply too precious.  Bukawa saw through their trick.  They were the prime, the pick of the bunch.  The men on this capstan were the best the slavers had to offer.  Money!  Every one of them specimens of masculine perfection.  Cash!  They were worth bags of cash!  Bukawa found himself surrounded by men as impressive as he.  Tall, broad-shoulders, thick-muscled chests.  Exceptional men who could move a capstan lie this.  Worth a fortune to these slavers.  Chosen to heave on the capstan because only men built like them could.  Like no others.  Condemned to this impossible task to keep them under control.  To wear them out.  To keep their bodies at the peak of perfection.  Ready to be sold.  To the highest bidder.  Cash cows.
So never once had the whip landed.  They were too valuable, unmarked they were worth too much.  It was all a bluff.  The slavemaster couldn’t afford to have them damaged.  Each of them was the peak of masculine perfection, no way would their flesh be whipped.  No way would their bodies mount that auction block marred by raw open wounds.  It was just a trick, that cracking of the whip over their heads.  It was all pretence.  They were prime meat, prime slaver’s trade.  No way were the slavers going to see their flesh savaged by the biting whip.  They would mount the block unblemished.  Perfect male specimens.  Inviting a premium price.

After hours of straining in the sun, a rest had been ordered.  Water was given, as much as needed.  Bukawa had grabbed at the water sack and poured it over his head, relishing in the trickle of cooling water down his labour-aching back.  Relishing in the cool dribble of water down his muscled guts.  Washing away the sweat from his groin.  He twisted round trying to find Mzama, to give him a smile but he was somewhere on the other side of these monstrous discs of rock.  Now Bukawa rested trapped in his neck collar, standing up, arms crossed over each other along the pole, his head resting on his hands.  Plotting.  Back rising and falling to the exhausted beat of his chest.  Briefly his mind rushed to the thought of what might be happening to Manu.  Absent-mindedly Bukawa looked down between his arms, watching the dribbles of sweat trickling around the dense muscle of his stomach.  Worried that there had been no sign of his lifelong friend.  

And Bukawa started to grin to himself as the message began to form in his head.  This was all a con.  No way would that whip cut across his shoulders.  His perfectly shaped torso, flawless muscle pushing against taut skin as if it was too small to contain all that strength.  He was just too precious!  They’d never whip him.  They’d never mark him and bring down the price.  So why put up with this tortured work?
From above the whip cracked again.  Orders bellowed out, ordering the slaves to get back to work.  Time to heave on those punishing grinding stones again.  Back to the senselessness of their task.  This was no meaningful work, Bukawa had realised.  There was no grinding going on.  This was meaningless torture.  Pure punishment, punishing hard labour.  Bukawa had no objection to hard work, he was built for it, he relished the sweat that flowed when he was chopping down a tree.  

But this was senseless.  They were collared to these grinding stones and forced into meaningless punishing labour.  For the sake of it.  Just to tire their bodies, so that exhaustion kept them under control.  So they collapsed into the sleep of the dead at the end of the day and gave no trouble.  Even the slaves back in his own village had done something useful.  They had drawn water, they had dug in the fields.  This was meaningless.  Forced into turning stones in a circle like some dumb beast.  For the sake of it, for no reason at all.

A guard slapped Bukawa across the top of his head.  Bukawa had not moved when the order cracked out.  His head was down on the pole resting on his arms.  Refusing to move.  They’d never treat his perfectly muscled back to a lick of the whip.

“Move it!”

The order rang out in Bukawa’s ears.  He did not budge, head down as if still resting.  Another hard slap stung across the top of his head.  For a moment, Bukawa did not move.  Then he saw beneath the flash of an arm.  The fist thudded up into his stomach.  But Bukawa had been ready.  Who did these idiots think they were dealing with?  The hard punch met an equally solid wall of muscled flesh.  The grunt of pain came from the guard.

Bukawa lifted his face over the pole.  He caught the grimace of pain from the guard as he nursed his smarting fist.  And Bukawa grinned.  The grin turned into a smirk.  And then a sneer.  Then Bukawa spat.  A great glob of disdain that splattered across the guard’s shocked face.

A hand went up and wiped the spit from his cheek.  The slavemaster’s eyes met Bukawa’s.  With astonishment, Bukawa’s eyes looked into a face that returned his smirk.  A face creased by a smile.  A malevolent grin.  The guard whose cheek was smeared with Bukawa’s spit was smiling back in Bukawa’s face.

“Release him!”

The order was spat out.  But the spiteful grin stayed in place.

* * * * * * * * * * * * *

12c.

Bukawa fought back at the hands that were dragging his arms behind his back.  He was confident in his strength, he could match any man in a free fight.  The expanse of his broad shoulders peaked into fighting determination, from powerful shoulders to waist his back knotted into seething rage.  The narrow muscle-tight waist crunched all his strength into a defiance that refused to be man-handled by these beasts.  
But they were equally determined.  And experienced at handling fractious slaves, - including cocky types built like this.  Besides, for them this was not meant to be an equal fight.  The slave’s head was trapped inside the collar, the collar fixed him to the pole.  It was only a matter of minutes before an experienced slaver hand forced Bukawa’s head over the pole.  With a hard shove the force had jammed his windpipe into the wood.  Pushing on the back of his head, teeth gritted, a grunt of effort fighting back against the straining back.  Throttling the truculent beast, cutting off Bukawa’s air.  Giving him what he deserved.  A punch in the back of his neck.  Diverting him while the others forced the slave’s arms behind him and coarse rope bit into his wrists in his back. 

The instant he felt himself free of the collar, Bukawa broke like a starburst to fight himself free.  But strong arms bent his bound wrists up high behind his back.  Two pairs of experienced slave-handlers’ grips forced his arms so far up his back till Bukawa thought he’d twist out of his shoulder joints.  His feet lashed out, fighting to break free.  Another shove on his arms nearly forced him off balance.  Forced to double up, his head nearly touching his knees.  And forced, snarling, growling and grunting in a struggling mass of petulant muscle, to stumble away,  Watched by the other slaves trapped aghast at the grinding stones.

His fighter spirit would not give in, though.  Bukawa strained, he struggled, he twisted his muscular form fighting against the tight grips on his arms that forced him bent-double.  Sharp tugs up on his arms nearly wrenched them out of his shoulder sockets, forcing him to gasp out.  But still Bukawa struggled undaunted to break free.  Still he fought to twist out of their grip.  He was a warrior, after all.  That’s what he did, fight.  Warriors fought their way through their pains.  Nevertheless, faltering under their tugs on his arms, stumbling on his feet, eyes bent to the dirt below, he saw himself dragged struggling away from the legs of his fellow-captives still chained to those cruel stones.  
Suddenly a kick at his feet knocked his legs from under him.  Felling Bukawa to his knees.  He cried out in shock as pain stabbed daggers deep into his back-raised shoulder joints.  A sharp knee-kick into his side made him grunt.  A boot hammered into his lower back jammed up his head.  Through painful diversions, Bukawa felt more rope being tied around the bonds on his wrists.  

The pressure on his arms suddenly gave way.  With a gasp of relief, Bukawa felt his arms drop down his back to his waist.  The warrior spirit immediately sprang into action.  Free from the pains on his arms, released from the twisting against his joints, Bukawa was already rising to one knee.  Launching himself into the counter-attack.  
Then a tug on the rope pulled his arms again up his back.  Quickly taking up the slack, hard yanks tugged his arms even higher up his back.  Forcing him up onto his feet.  Painfully bending him forwards, knife-like pains piercing again into his shoulder joints.  The jerky tugs of the rope were forcing Bukawa to his feet.  Making him push into his knees to stop these pains in his arms, to ease the sharp stabbing in his shoulders.  But the jerks of the rope did not stop, pain kept yanking his arms high up his back, doubling him forward.  Till Bukawa finished up struggling onto his tiptoes.  Arms twisted high up his back.  Bent double by the pull on his arms behind, face bent down to the earth, mouth twisted in a fury, frustrated in his counter-attack.  Pain biting at his arms, anger firing his guts.  Bukawa’s eyes were forcibly directed down at the earth, his naked cock dangled before them as he still fought to break free of these tugging ropes.  Straining on his tiptoes, sweat from his efforts beaded on his forehead and was dripping into his eyes.

“Look.  Listen.  Learn”.

The voice boomed to the other slaves chained by their collars still to the slabs of rock.  Including Mzama, Bukawa suddenly realised.  Worrying how his brother was taking this.  The sight of his younger brother helplessly bent-double.  His bare backside stuck up in the air.  Punishment about to fall.


Bukawa’s limited vision saw only a pair of black legs, sticking out of khaki shorts, a pair of steel-tipped boots on the feet.  He recognised the slavemaster who had stood mounted on the slabs of rock and had cracked the whip above their heads.  But this time, Bukawa saw the slaver’s hand held another instrument.  Something like the flat tool the women in his village had used to beat the bread dough flat.  A plank of wood on a handle, the thickness of a man’s hand.  If Bukawa strained his vision upward, he saw the instrument was being slapped repetitively against the solid black thigh.  Menacingly.  Like the slow beat of a ominous drum.  That sight was all he could see.  A long thick bat slapped rhythmically and threateningly.  Slapped the length of a strong black thigh, right down to the knee.  Bukawa’s mind was already racing.  He gulped to himself at what all that could mean.  

“Look.  Listen.  Learn”, the voice above Bukawa’s head repeated.  A large hand cupped Bukawa’s sweat-drenched head and bent it further down.  Nearly tipping him off his toes.
“Learn what a disobedient slave can expect”.

The boots had gone when Bukawa righted his head.  The slavemaster had disappeared.  To behind.  Then Bukawa heard the whoosh of air.  The roar of wind.  The slap of wood.  Solid human flesh hit by more solid hardwood.  The bite of a crocodile on his naked backside.  The thud of a rhino into human flesh.  The flames of the serpent incinerating his arse.  Bukawa yelped out in surprise.  He jolted forward under the force.  Knocked off his toes.  His back-twisted shoulder joints nearly wrenched apart under the surprise.

Mzama did not want to believe his ears.  He was on the other side of the grinding stones, unable top see what the kerfuffle was about.  He had heard the scuffling, he had heard the snapped order to release the slave.  The noise of confused struggling, grunting, resisting.  But he could not see anything.  He had no idea who was the slave making trouble.  
Over the top of the stones, he saw the bat rise.  He heard the whoosh of air as it roared towards its target.  He heard the yelp of surprise.  But he did to want to believe his ears.  That was Bukawa’s voice.  Please, no.  That was Bukawa yelping in shock and pain.  But, Mzama reasoned, they were a dozen men on the stones.  A 12-to-1 chance that it was Bukawa taking a beating.  He heard the second whoosh of the bat behind above the stones.  That stroke should have confirmed it.  But the victim controlled his surprise.  The punished slave managed to keep his shock within.  Mzama heard the struggle to contain the pain that slammed against the victim’s front teeth, he imagined the slave’s eyes bulge in shock.  But the cry stayed locked with the victim’s pride.  Bukawa would have done that, Mzama thought.  The taunting fear told Mzama Bukawa would have held onto his pain like that. Out of pride, out of warrior courage.  But it was 12:1 against.  Please the gods, no!  
In desperation, Mzama strained to see.  But the slabs of rock were in the way.  He re-assured himself, these men chained to these poles, they were all the elite of their tribes.  Warriors all, imbued with the courage of their class.  Pride suffused every crevice of their being.  None would give in to a beating so easily.  They would all resist, every single one of them would have held back their cries.  It was in their spirit to fight through their pain.  None of them would easily give up their cries.  It was 12:1.  That could not possibly be Bukawa’s voice.  

It felt like his arse was bathed in lava.  Like liquid flames that swallowed up his backside.  His flesh had erupted in a more than a dozen searing explosions.  A firestorm swamped his body.  From brain to his feet, flames engulfed his being.  Pain popped to Bukawa’s eyes and his breath escaped in loud snorts through his nose.  Force so powerful it knocked him off his feet.  Pain so intense he could not cry out, he could only sweat.  Sweat ran off his face as the furnace raged on his arse.  It was as if a red-hot iron had been laid across his backside and was still branding him there.  

Bukawa wondered where that braying laughter came from.  There was no donkey here.  Then, slowly through the fiery red clouds of pain burning in his brain, Bukawa realised the mocking was in his own head.  Fate was laughing at him.  Giving a huge malicious belly-laugh at his expense.  Guffawing at the slave who thought he could out-run fate.  Fate was a bitch.  Fate had no qualms, fate laughed in his face as she clawed her nails through his guts.  Fate spat in his face as she flooded his soul with her disdain.  Fate incinerated the flesh on the arse of the slave who thought he could live without paying his dues.  Fate unlocked his throat.
A scream of pain clawed open Bukawa’s resistant throat, tears of pain clouded his sight.  Force knocked him forwards off his feet.  Shock stabbed vicious daggers into his shoulders, Bukawa jerked wildly under a ferocious blow into his burning arse.  Bukawa roared.
Mzama trembled at the terrors that swamped his soul.  Losing the battle, fearing the worst.  Another dozen savage bites tore into the invisible slave’s arse.  Another barrage of heart-stopping swipes of brutality tore hardwood into human flesh.  A cry broke free.  Mzama heard that voice.  Like a knife it pierced his heart.  That tone.  Twisted by pain, distorted by shock.  Another fiery blow tore across the unseen captive’s naked backside.  Another unstoppable contorted cry.  A mule kicked Mzama viciously in his guts.  A force so crippling it smacked pain out through the tortured slave’s fiery eyes.  Agony burst into flames on that precious arse.  An explosion of searing fire that unlocked that dear voice and sent a roar of agony spewing onto the earth.  Mzama felt sick, he shuddered at the bitter acid that clawed at his throat.  

His worst fears confirmed.  A dagger pierced Mzama to the core.  That was Bukawa’s voice.

* * * * * * * * * * * * *

12d.

On and on they turned the wheel.  Round and round, every step demanding super-human strength.  The dozen men, heroes of their tribes, the wet-dreams of every girl back home, warrior perfection.  Yet these enviable models of masculine perfection sweated and toiled to turn meaninglessly those grinding stones.  Still, muscled men of superlative strength, working together, forced into worthless pitiless hard punishing labour struggled to turn these gigantic slabs of stone.  Every step met by a grunt of struggle.   Every turn of the wheel costing them every bit of effort.  

For Mzama every turn was an agonising confirmation that it was his cherished brother bent up double by ropes up his back.  He spent most of the circle out of sight.  Yearning for his eyes to fall on his treasured brother again.  Then, when he was there, his eyes full of the vision of his brother’s pain, Mzama drowned in a flaming sea of despair.  As his brother loomed back into sight, misery for Bukawa engulfed his nerves and overpowered his heart.  As he passed that beloved body twisted by ropes into a forward bend by the ropes over an overhead bar, crippled in pitiless tortures, Mzama’s world sank into a bottomless flood of hopelessness as toil and the whip drove him on passed.  Straining in desolation passed the tormented frame of his contorted brother’s body, with every despondent step, in a slow pained cycle, Mzama’s heart was ripped into shreds.  
Mzama could not see the damage done by the dozens of vicious blows smacked into Bukawa’s backside.  But he saw helplessly his brother exhaustedly hanging off his arms, his knees collapsed under him.  The beating long past but his back still shimmered with the streams with his adored brother’s agonies.  Pain tore through Bukawa’s armpits, the strain of his back-twisted hang had turned his powerful arms solid with agony.  
Mzama called out once.  Driven by sympathy.  Driven by a gut-wrenching need to make contact.  Only to be rewarded by a harsh slap across the back of his head.  A slavemaster’s bark.  And a knuckled punch into the middle of his neck.  Mzama was beside himself for his brother’s agonies.,  The sheen of sweat paining the top of Bukawa’s bowed head mocked his helplessness, the agony that drained his powerful brother’s broken body of its strength tortured him.  
His beloved brother hung in beaten exhaustion barely conscious.  Mzama spent an agonised journey out of sight of his brother.  Yearning to see him, craving for sight of his brother again, trudging in painfully slow agonies out of sight.  Craning his neck as the circle completed.  Then, as his brother loomed back into sight, his heart sank.  All strength seemed to seep from his heart.  His senses paralysed, his blood turning to water.  Despair clutched at his heart.  A cycle of mindless terror swung Mzama from hope and longing to see his dear brother and then it plunged him viciously into despair and desolation.  In slow repeated circles.  Bukawa was roasting with pain, the sweat of the inferno burning him up coated his back like liquid fire.  Tortured arms twisted painfully up his back, bent double in a vulnerable arc of agonised horror.  As Mzama passed by, hopelessly forced into keeping the grinding stones mindlessly turning, Mzama’s heart scorched like acid at the sound of his brother’s sporadic moans, he trembled at the shivering of pain in Bukawa’s strong arms, the shuddering of an unwanted sobbing breaking from his brother’s barely conscious being.  This was worse than death.
“Look.  Listen.  Learn!”

Another water break had been ordered.  The sun stood high overhead.  Heat eating into their exhausted flesh.  Minds light-headed with the sun, bodies involuntarily rocking in tune to their heaving chests.  Grasping for the water bottle, Mzama glanced around the thick muscled shoulders in front to check Bukawa out.  
He had hissed at the broad-shouldered man in front so he could get a better view.  Mzama had earned another hard punch into his backbone for daring to talk.  But the man in front had understood.  He had seen the brothers greet each other last night in the cage.  With a touch of envy, he had seen them locked in each other’s arms as they fell asleep.  Wishing he too had someone close with whom he could ease the uncertainties of this strange new fate.  With understanding he strained as far to the side as the neck chain allowed so that Mzama could see his brother.

Mzama had a full view of his brother.  But what met his eyes he doubted he wanted to see.  His heart stopped.  The guards had turned Bukawa round. His backside facing the slaves on the wheel.  His arms still twisted up by the overhead rope, Bukawa was still bent double.  Mzama could almost feel the heat radiating off his dear brother’s brutalised and naked arse.

“Look.  Listen.  Learn!”

For the first time in his life, the sight of Bukawa’s arsehole filled Mzama’s eyes.  The slavemaster barked out his order for guards to grab at Bukawa’s ankles and lifted him up in the air.  The semi-conscious Bukawa came back with a yell of protest.  .  The guards’ lift up on their shoulders had tucked Bukawa’s knees under him and pulled his legs apart.  Stretching his legs apart and opening up Bukawa’s arse crack for Mzama and all to see.

“Look!”

The slavemaster held his hand up to show the slaves what he held.  A long carved stick in his hand.  Rounded and shaped at one end.  Just like   ….  Mzama’s brain refused to complete the image.

Mzama’s heart missed more than one beat.  He saw the slavemaster dunk the stick into a tub of grease.  The end came out thick and glutinous yellow.

“Look!” he repeated.  Holding the greased-up stick dripping above his head.

Just like a dick!  The idea forced itself into Mzama’s head.

“Listen!”

The slavemaster stood so that the slaves could have a free view.  And he jammed the greased end of the stick into Bukawa’s arse-hole.  Mzama bit his upper lip.  He looked away.  Bukawa screamed.  Mzama’s hearing burned like acid in his ears.  The slavemaster grunted and with effort again he forced his weapon in.

Weak at the knees, Mzama saw his brother’s back go rigid.  He saw Bukawa’s head go back.  Snapped back over his shoulders.  Twisted back in pain.  Sweat dripping down his shaven head.

A grunt of exertion jarred the stick further up.  Bukawa’s yell jumped to a higher tone.  Mzama’s legs nearly collapsed at the sound.  His hands clenched at the hated pole into fists of horror for his brother’s pain.  These men were animals.
Another five more times Bukawa shrieked.  Already flames hotter than the fiercest blaze tore from his backside down to the tips of his toes.  And now his burning arse was being impaled.  Pain twisted through every sinew of his soul.  Lifted up on the shoulders of the smirking slaver’s guards, Bukawa’s legs were pulled wide part.  And a thick hardwood dick was being viciously jammed hard up his arse.  

Agony was wrenched into every crevice of Bukawa’s screeching being.  Deep into the core of his being, far into the depths of his agonised guts, Bukawa’s warrior dignity was being vindictively impaled.  A greased stick of shame was being jammed up into his arse.  Mzama shuddered at the sight, he thought he’d faint with the shock.  Bukawa run through with a spear of eternal suffering.  Bukawa skewered on a spike of torment.  

“Look!  Listen!  Learn!”  the slavemaster barked.  And grinned,
“Now, heave!”

Every terror-stricken muscle on the capstan leapt into action.  Every thick muscled back burst effort into the pole.  Every horror-weakened slave fought to turn the capstan round.  Unstoppable tears streamed for his brother down Mzama’s cheeks.

* * * * * * * * * * * *

Kwami lay on his back strongly massaging at himself.  For the moment, no longer bitterly alone in the bleakness of his hut.  He had the company of those treacherous brothers he wanted tortured.  

The two brothers had been there with him.  When they took Tarzan captive, the pair had been Kwami’s men.  Along with all the others, they had sought to serve Kwami, their future chief.  They had used their formidable strength to beat the heart out of Tarzan.  Then they had been Kwami’s kinsmen heart-and-soul.  
Until that moment when Manu had turned up on the beach.  Until their old friend had claimed Tarzan back.  Until Manu had challenged Kwami’s right to the apeman’s life.

Then the two brothers had jumped sides.  They had sided with their childhood friend, allies of Kwami’s rival.  All the way back to the village, Manu had made them responsible for Tarzan.  With increasing resentment, Kwami had watched them as they goaded and tamed Kwami’s own prize.  Stolen from him.  This time they tormented Tarzan in honour of Manu.  To please their old friend.  Dragging back the apeman to further Manu’s claim to be chief.  
If Kwami understood one thing, Kwami understood how to resent.  He bore grudges, deeply.  And here and now he burned with the need for revenge.  Served the traitors right!

Kwami slowed himself down, wanting to prolong these strokes of retaliation on his dick.  His hand moved higher and flicked at a meaty nub on his chest.  His fingers circled greedily at his own hardening nipple.  Flickers of excitement lit up the tip of his cock.  His brain illuminated by the agonised face of Bukawa.  Painfully dropped off the shoulders of his guards, Bukawa’s shoulder joints cracked with fiery pain.  Ropes were hauling his arms even higher up his back till he struggled to totter even on the tips of his toes.  A long stick of torture pointing down stuck out of his burning arse.  As his brother was force to trudge in horror passed this sight.  A club jammed up his battered arse kept unmoveably tight there by the stretch of his body-hang.  
The slavemaster crushed his fingers painfully into the back of Bukawa’s neck, his other hand yanked out another cry as he twisted the stick in Bukawa’s shrieking arse.

“Shit it out, dog ... and there’s an even bigger one waiting for you!”  Kwami made the slavemaster hiss into Bukawa’s ear.
Kwami’s fingers stroked contentedly over the taut skin of his balls.  His palm resting against the pressure of his solid cock-head made full by the horror of torture his imagimation was etching in Mzama’s face. 

“Look!  Listen!  Learn!”

The slave-master’s whip cracked.

“Now HEAVE!”

Mzama heaved on the pole.  Terrified for himself, horrified by this savagery performed against his brother. The fearsome warriors of their tribes, they all heaved their every bit of strength against the resistant slabs, the horrifying sight of Bukawa’s punishment sitting heavy like stones in their guts.  Mzama was trembling down to his very core.  Not in his arms.  His shoulders and arms were corded with the near-impossible strain to keep these cruel slabs turning.  Not trembling in his back.  The length of his back, muscle knotted as it fought the defiant screech of reluctant rock scraping against clutching stone.  Not in his legs either.  From solid backside down to his straining calves, flesh bulged through the skin in hard slabs of manly strength.  
Mzama trembled within.  Into every crevice of his being, Mzama shivered.  With fear for his brother.  With shame at his own helplessness.  With every spiteful turn of the torture-circle, Mzama ears were poisoned by the hateful snivels from his brave brother.  Bukawa.  Impaled by a stick stretching out of his burning arse.  His cock heavy and full with the shame of unbearable pain.

* * * * * * * * * * *

Kwami’s smiled at the thought of the tears flowing down Mzama’s treacherous cheeks.  Straining as he was forced into pushing the stones in a mindless circle of pain, slowly trudging in an agonised pass the horrific sounds of his whimpering brother.  With every circle of the stones, Mzama’s eyes filled with the despair of Bukawa contorted forwards by the ropes up his back.  His shoulders back-wrenched into distorted muscles of pain.  Straining to stand on his toes to ease the screeching aches burning in his arms.  A thick club sticking out of his whiplashed arse.  Tortured by indescribable pains outside and in.  
With every pass, Mzama’s heart was torn by his tough brother’s whines of suffering.  Helpless despair crushed him with the ragged moan of each and every sob.  An iron grip clutched at his heart with every tortured groan that was viciously sliced out of brave Bukawa’s soul.  Tears streamed for the brother he had always challenged.  And whom he hopelessly loved.

Kwami lay back on the floor of his hut in the company of tortured men.  He slowed himself down to enjoy all-the-longer the agonies he planned.  One hand flickered at a solid nub.  A pair of fingers stroked only lightly at his balls, tremors of excitement flashing in his dick.  Instinct stretched up his hips, the other hand wandered over and stroked his dick.  Kwami’s eyes lit up in the darkness.  Out there, somewhere in the growing light, Tarzan.  His future prize.  Consumed suddenly by his urge, a needy hand took over and greedily squeezed down on himself.  A contented man.  Serve all the bastards right!





Ch. 13
In tribute

13a.

The story had gone down in legend.  How the young son of a chief had taken off on his first raiding party.  Only recently initiated through traditional rites and accepted as an adult in the tribe, he had taken himself off at his own initiative.  And returned in glorious triumph.  His father’s greatest enemies defeated.  A feat other more experienced warriors had not achieved.  A dozen prisoners in tow.  But best of all, the rival chief who posed the greatest threat had been taken captive, was being dragged back to his father with a noose round his neck.  Brought back in shame on the end of a rein.  Just like a beast.  

The story of Kwami’s father’s first victory was a monumental event for a warrior so young.  His escapade passed into folklore.  But it had been his treatment of the captive chief that had turned him into a legend.  Only shortly before, Kwami’s father had gone from boyhood into adulthood.  In one night of blistering savagery, his father’s name had soared from adult into legend.  Kwami’s father had become a living myth.

From being a small boy Kwami had heard the story time and again.  That night had conferred on his father the status of a near-god.  From that day on, the jungle had resounded with fear at his father’s name.  It had established his reputation as a ruler ruthless against his foes.  Fewer and fewer had chosen to be listed as his father’s enemy, that fact alone had helped the tribe thrive.  War had become unnecessary, just the threat.  Others paid him tribute, whatever he demanded.  Even though now frail and aged, the forests still rang with the terror of that night of revenge when his father had stepped into history.  His handling of his captive rival   –  so extreme, so intense, so successful – had sent tremors of terror throughout the jungle.  Surrounded by his own villagers, in front of the captive chief’s own men, Kwami’s father had tortured his prisoner till he went mad.  With that one night, his father had ensured the Mtwala were beyond challenge.

What better tribute to Kwami’s own father in his dying days than to re-enact the memory of his greatest hour?  What greater mark of respect could he pay his ailing father than to remind the tribe why the forests still trembled at his father’s name?

What better way to win his father’s favours than to honour publicly the remembrance of his father’s moment of youthful triumph?  

What better way  -  with Manu out of the way  -  to ensure that the succession was his?

What better way  -  thought Kwami  -  to use the assets of his own pet prisoner?  Tarzan.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

13b.

As a tribute it didn’t come better.  Kwami was re-enacting his father’s glorious triumph.  With Tarzan as his star performer.

She stepped like on a cloud out of the crowd towards him, Tarzan’s eyes fled to her immediately.  She was simply beautiful.  Mesmerisingly so.  Opening-eyes-wide so.  From the moment of her first step, his eyes followed her every graceful move.  Even as she left the crowd, his eyes had picked her out.  Drawn to her, like to a magnet.  Like a moth to the light.  The cloth skilfully thrown around her torso, covering everything.  Yet the way it hung it was promising more.  Infinitely more.  She dropped to her knee by Tarzan’s leg.  Her finger rested just above and lightly tickled at the strong tanned flesh of his thigh.  A little higher, it circled lightly in his sparse hair on his thigh.  Sending unexpected sparkles of interest to the tops of his legs.  

Her fingers moved slowly along his leg, her eyes all the time smilingly eating up his face, her fingers all the time lightly tickling up the inside of his thigh.  Tarzan felt bewitched by that gaze, he couldn’t take his eyes off her.  He looked up from the earth, arms and legs pinned down to stakes.  Almost without realising. lasciviously his eyes dropped to the top of her robe, cleverly knotted across his breasts. He sensed without seeing her smile at his gaze.  Covering all but enticing his eyes with the inducement of more from that cleft in-between.  Without thinking, his eyes dropped further to the point where the blanket spread.  He caught a light growl from her throat.  At the mid-point of her thighs an inviting void peeked at him, covering everything, showing nothing, promising more.  Much more.
Jane!  Jane!  He felt the start of a treacherous a prickling in his groin, he felt the birth of some strengthening of his shaft.  Jane!  What was he doing?.  His reason fought with the intense feelings trembling on his flesh.  Kwami had pinned him out like this, this was to be no pleasure-trip, his senses screamed back.  Whatever Kwami planned, it was not going to be fun.  He forced himself to thrust his eyes over to Jane.  Sitting on the earth, visibly cringing at the stroking of the wizened old man pawing at her hair.  Her eyes on Tarzan, full of concern.  Full of anxiety for him.
Suddenly Tarzan was aware of a movement.  Distracted.  The girl had climbed up on him, she had thrust a leg over his out-stretched thighs.  And sat hovering over him, her own legs wide-spread over his hips, the blanket riding up.  Tarzan’s eyes flashed without thinking at the enticing gap between her legs.  As if drawn on a line.  Nothing revealed there but the invitation to hope was compelling.  She let him relish that hope, she let his out-staked torso imagine what she might offer.  Before she slowly lowered herself astride his hips.  Settling on her with a light growl.  Tarzan caught his breath at the feel of her naked hotness pressing down on his livening shaft.  He felt an instant moistness as she kissed her inner lips on his own growing heat.  Easing herself into a pleasurable position, her moist hotness stroking over him, crazedly awakening his hardening hopes.  His gasp of desire could not be stopped.
Tarzan breathed hard, he gulped lightly on the excitement building in his throat.  His brain warning him, fearing where this was going, anxious at this weakness to resist.  She was compelling, so compelling.  This was no offer of pleasure, though, his reason shouted back, she was Kwami’s gift.  The whole forest had heard of the legend of the old chief.  The man now watching, the frail old man now pawing at his beloved Jane’s hair.  Tarzan understood by instinct and with controlled trepidation the role he himself was to play.  Kwami’s father had driven his prisoner mad with lust.  But this girl’s eyes were mesmerising.  The scent of her was like a drug.  There was something about her presence that held Tarzan’s being beguiled.

Jane!  Jane!  Remember Jane, his brain screamed back.  Remember the one you profess to love, the one who is watching over you now.  Feeling betrayed by your all-too-willing response to the temptress swaying over your burgeoning hard-on.  A witch!

But then the girl’s hands were at the knot across her breasts.  Slowly, like in a drugged haze, Tarzan watched her untie the knot.  Fascinated, pulse lifting.  An eternity of anticipation.  Unthinking, his enthralled body swallowed.  Hard, willingly.  His tongue licked at his upper lip.  He knew already what lay below, his imagination had already framed the sight.  A tumult of sensations tumbled through his head.  Love, lust.  Need, guilt.  His head dictated what was right, his loins dictated what was right.  As if in answer to the conflict raging within, Tarzan’s eyes riveted on the gentleness of the hands undoing that knot.  Every soft move of each captivating finger, every eagerly-waited twist of the knot.  Sub-consciously his tongue licked again at his upper lip, eyes barely daring to blink.  Imagining the most enthralling body, visualising the most beguiling of breasts.  Pert, strong.  His.  Offered only for him.  

The unfolding lasted a lifetime.  A lifetime in which his burgeoning shaft under her, bathed in the sumptuous hotness between her legs, responded with a joyous life of its own.  As she only too well could feel.  Her eyes were ablaze with the promise of life that sprung up from his loins.  A heat that built up between their all-too-willing flesh.  A warmth that transcended his crazy reluctance and prickled beguilingly down his thighs.  His eyes took in every slight movement of her graceful hands in its undoing.  His emotions overpowered by every slight movement against his growing solidness between her legs.  Sweating, barely breathing.  All promise, all need.  Sensing every move of his own undoing.  Yet bewitched, losing reason, not caring, his mesmerised gaze lingered over each tantalising move to unpick that knot.  Like a man possessed Tarzan wanted to see her revealed, yet still he wallowed in the tantalising moments of this expectation.  As if the thrill of anticipation was almost more enthralling than the moment of revelation.  

He licked at his wet upper lip.  Breath coming slow and hard, voiced.  His strong muscled chest lifting as if full, billowing with hope.  The thought of what was to be seen his greatest wish.  Filled his universe.  Yet delighting in the tempting playfulness with which perfection was being withheld from his gaze.  Over his strengthening cock, he could feel her wetness flooding against his growing power.  Not daring to blink for fear of missing the glorious moment of revelation.

Tarzan’s moan was deep and manly-strong when it came.  Deep, more like a hungry growl.  He shivered with excitement as she held out her arms to the side.  Holding the end of the blanket out in each hand, she held her arms out to the side.  Revealing herself to him, revealing all.  He felt drugged, intoxicated with the sight of her.  Underneath her groin, his own sensations exploded.  He knew what this all meant, he knew the legend, he knew where this would go.  But still Tarzan moaned with disbelief at the firmness of this sight.  Head up, eyes fixated, as if drugged.  His gaze found itself riveted on one solid nub.  Needy.  Hard.  Beguiling.   
Tarzan ached to feel it under his tongue.  As if bewitched.  Unthinking, his hips lifted and he massaged his firmness into the glorious wet heat that sat astride him.  His senses went light-headed, his chest felt full to choking, he could hardly breathe.  She was indeed bewitching.  Those breasts demanded the touch of his fingers, invited the kiss of his lips.

As if in tune with his thinking, she leaned forward, his chest groaning at the hot touch of her hands on his solid chest and she filled his face with her breasts.  Like a man in second-heaven, Tarzan saw the firm flesh lower to his face, fill his world with that vision, invited his nose to nuzzle into that perfect firmness.  He inhaled the strong perfume of a woman willing to give.  His mouth searched forward, head raised, seeking out the hardness of a perfect womanly nub.  His every sense needing to bury itself in those soft pillows of delight.  His tongue yearned for the silkiness of her skin, craving its way from the depths of her cleavage to the mountain top of her nipple.  Her breasts were closely wrapped around his nose, he breathed in through his mouth, his senses reeling from the luxurious smell of her.  Intoxicating.  Something deep inside him bewitched Tarzan to explore this mystery more, spellbound to discover every last hidden depth of the irresistible allure she offered him.  There was an ecstasy here to trace down to its very pulsating core.  With his touch, with his tongue, with his whole being.  His lips elated, nibbling at the firmness pressed into his face.  Sending irresistible signals down below.

Suddenly, Tarzan caught his breath.  Into the delectable solidness of the girl’s breasts, he gave a short gasp.  Another pair of hot lips were nibbling at the inside of his thighs.  A second woman tonguing up the tingling reaches of his leg.  Short, nipping nibbles playing at him with a light exciting touch.  Tarzan felt a flare of excitement flash at the tip of his cock.  Realising for the first time that his temptress was no longer seated over his cock.  Her backside had lifted in offering him her breasts, she had set his groin free.  He had risen there strong, firm, manly under her ministrations and he was free, responding, pointing eagerly up into the air.  His strength twitched by itself, replying eagerly to the touch of that other hot mouth in the middle of his inner thigh.  Beguiled by the fullness that snuggled temptingly into his face.  Doubly assaulted, doubly bewitched.  He gasped in hard at the feel of a hot tongue gently tickling at the leg hair on his thigh, licking lightly at his tingling flesh.  His senses reeled at the scent of a perfect womanly breast overwhelming his nose.  Sending signals of burning need flashing to the all-too-eager tip of his burgeoning cock.  Heaven.  Tarzan was adrift in heaven.
The first girl was straddling his chest, bent forward, her breasts tantalising his mouth.  Tarzan was beside himself with need when she lifted slightly from his face.  But whimpers of delight escaped him when she offered his lips the most perfect solid nipple.  Firm and meaty, needy for his touch.  Hungering for his lips.  His lips gripped eagerly on that aroused prize, his breath came in hot pants around the needy nub.  Sacrifice to his emotions, panting hard and fast to catch his breath, his tongue slid out and licked lasciviously at the firmness of perfection over his mouth.  Rocketing in excitement at the firmness of that nipple under his tongue.  Bent forward to his touch, her moan filled the air above his head, engulfing his hearing with magical sounds.  His tongue responded, its tip circling around her there, stroking at her passionate firmness.  

The other pair of lips had sensuously nibbled their way down a lower leg.  Attacking his senses on a second front.  Nipping at the skin, tickling in the sparse hair on his shin, sending nerves sparking down to his toes.  Pricking all the way to the tops of his legs.  A deep groan filled his chest.  The mouth had cupped his big toe.  A hot wet mouth salaciously sucked his toe in and out.  The surface of her tongue sparkled tingles of excitement back up his leg.  The image in his head was clear, the symbolism flashed bright and lust-crazed in his imagination.  That mouth was swallowing him in another place too, ravenously.  Just as hard, much more needy.  

Suddenly Tarzan felt a swish at that most sensitive heart of his universe.  Sensations nearly overwhelmed him, for a brief moment he nearly felt faint.  Then again.  The touch of her heat swiping almost imperceptibly over the tip of his lifted dick.  Tarzan crashed out of his euphoria in a flash, his eyes flashing open.  A dual attack on his manhood.  One woman substituting with his toe, making awash with his emotions, awash with an unstoppable wave of lust swamping his body’s needs.  And another set of lips air-brushing at his burning needy head.  A second set of lips, equally hot, equally wet.  But infinitely more real, - swishing at the tip of his lust-filled craving.  
The girl’s nether lips and his manliness were barely making contact, tingling erotically past each other in the briefest of teasing encounters.  Overwhelming his senses, hypnotising his loins, concentrating his mind’s eye at that one single point of his yearning body.  
Again her heat lightly swished past the furnace that raged at the tip of him.  His vision was full of those heavenly breasts.  But his very being was full to bursting with the feel of her as her body above swayed like a hypnotic cloud over his prostrate muscular form.  An unstoppable gasp escaped him every time her moistness gently hovered at the very tip of his manliness that was reaching for the sky.  Reaching up for her.  Reaching up to heaven.  Tumult upon lust-crazed tumult washed through his soul.  Tingle after overpowering tingle quivered down his thighs.  A deep growl of fathomless desire fluttered out of his throat.  His heart soared, his dick leapt.  
Moans of her intense pleasure down his ear sent ripples of starved lust coursing through his trembling body.  Every one finishing bursting in a spark of excitement at the end of Tarzan’s eager cock.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

13c.

Tarzan gave a sudden sharp intake of excited breath.  The lips that had been nibbling up the length of his thighs had reached their goal.  Firm and solid, his sack closed tight with needful lust around his nuts, the lips nibbled with increasing vigour on the centre of his universe.  His view of the world was limited to the wondrous breasts nuzzling into his face, he sensed what he could not see, his own freed willingness standing ready and erect, his forceful strength temptingly grazed by a forehead from a face that nuzzled away at his churning need.  It was all too much, too bewitching, too hypnotising.  He knew he would not be able to last out for long.  Mouth wide open, he gasped in a short shock of uncontrollable surprise.  It had been many days since his last night with Jane.  

Jane!  A sob from the side made him start.  The sound froze him.  The thought of her watching the sight of his body willingly betraying her suddenly crushed his ardour.  Tarzan’s heart cried out in guilt and self-reproach.  In an instant, he fled this fool’s paradise.  The real message of this day was written in the deception being played against his crutch.  This was not to be about pleasure.  There was to be no hot sizzling sex staked out like this.  Certainly this was not like the delights of love-making he had played with the woman he purported to love.  

As if in denial, he jumped at a hand that had circled the end of his cock, peeling him back, sliding the skin firmly down, stretching him till his hips needed to lift in response.  With a gasp, Tarzan came to himself with a shudder.  His eyes were restricted by the tempting sensations of firm breasts cushioned across his face.  But in his mind’s eye, Tarzan saw that second woman’s hand pulling down on his cock.  Pulling it right down.    Tempting his manliness to respond as nature demanded.  Her jerked.  Pulling down on him till it pained.  Holding him there.  Over-stretched, throbbing.
Suddenly, sickeningly, he remembered again the story of Kwami’s father.  The legendary torture.  The captive chief driven out of his mind.  He felt a sheen of sweat break out on his forehead, suddenly feeling claustrophobically crushed under the weight of a heavy breast.  The memory of that dread reality at the chief’s torture pressing down over his being like a smothering blanket.  His heart began to race, his chest struggled to breathe.  

And the tearful vision of Jane swept through his guilt-ridden mind like a horrific nightmare.  The woman he loved, seated not far away, watching close-up other women playing with his cock.  Watching her lover’s body willingly respond, forced to witness the one she loved betraying her.  His dick gladly rising to the temptresses’ touch.  Compelled to watch as he callously rushed to give in to the weakness of his flesh.  His mind saw despair scrawl its fingers across Jane’s loving face when she heard her man moan.  He froze at the thought of her throat tighten when her lover indifferently nuzzled into another woman’s breasts.  

Head rocking from side-to-side to flee, he protested at the woman’s mouth stroking at his balls.  But crushed under a blanket of scented breasts, staked out, he had no escape.  Every lick of her wet tongue sent unwanted tingles up his quivering shaft.  Every touch of her forehead against his shaft awakened a prickling excitement that sparked at the tip of his straining cock.  
For Jane’s sake he protested.  Signalling to her.  Signalling to her, this was his perfidious body responding, not his love.  But Jane was a woman.  What could she understand!  Desperately he dropped his head back onto the earth to escape the touch of those foul breasts pressed close against his mouth.  But a hand cupped the back of his head and smothered his nose back into those firm heady scents.  The fragrance of her flared in his head.  Like a powerful drug.  His cries were stifled in an erotic pillow, restricting his air, smothering him with determined breasts crushed against his nose.  Tarzan tried sawing his head sideways again and again but he could not escape the smothering press of stifling breasts crushed against his nose.  The move tipped his mouth sensually against the firmness of a solid nipple.  Despite himself, manly instinct tore his lips open, sinking them deep on a forceful demanding nub.  Cutting off his air.  Struggling to breathe.  Suckling with guilt, nibbling with need.  Sending him light-headed, making him go dizzy.  Arousing manly life back into his tongue.  Sending unwanted surges of life down to the tip of his longing.  Almost whimpering, fearing himself falling out of control, unstoppable rumbles echoing deep in his groin.  A huge swell building from far within.  Animal-like, primeval.  An urgency that signalled a primordial rush.  An overwhelming insistence driving him on.
An inward heave of shocked breath shook his chest.  He’d just been swallowed whole.  Taking him totally unawares.  With no warning, a wetness had enveloped the tip of his manhood and slid straight down on him swallowing him down to his root.  Lips gripping him tight.  Squeezing his skin down to the limit, taking him beyond his straining point.  Stretching him painfully down, flashing a grimace across his buried face.  Unstoppable tremors trembled down his legs.  He was filling her throat, she was squeezing on that head of his.  In one sudden move, she had gone down on him and was squeezing him there, gulping at him deep in her throat.  Gulping down on him greedily, noisily, lustfully, her tongue working on his shaft.  Eyes wide open, head back on the earth, Tarzan gasped in quick sharp pants at the shock.  

Jane!  The thought of Jane, she was his hope.  His one chance of not giving in to this.  This treatment did not stop here, this was no love-making, this was just the start.  This was to be his public torture, this was intended as his humiliation.  He was suddenly aware of the crowd around, watching him, observing his body being overcome by these two whores.  

And this was just the beginning.  Kwami supervising.  Kwami’s father watching on.  The mob getting aroused at his humiliation.  The rabble demanding more of his shame.  Craving his pain.  Re-enacting the chief’s legendary act.  Driving his victim mad.

Tarzan tried to fill his mind with his love for Jane.  His guilt at what she was seeing.  He willed himself to feel bad.  Needing to feeling guilt, wanting to feel bad, in the hope he could rob them of his strength.

But Jane was nowhere to be seen.  He could not hear her, she was beyond his reach.  He was beyond the delights of her touch.  The feel of her love for him would help him, save him.  But his vision of the world was crowded with that witch’s pillow of perfect breasts.  His nose was reeling with the intoxication of their scent.  Stifled, barely able to breathe.  Chest choking under this heady concoction of guilt and need, light-headed, feeling weak.  

And below there was that mouth that gulped and fed on him.  Greedily eating at him like a voracious cat.  Noisily going down on him.  Tight around him.  His body reeling, his thighs trembling.  Mind-blowing.  Unwelcome.  Unstoppable.  Irresistible.

This was real.  This was palpable, this was touch.  His senses reeled with the feel, smell, sight and touch of them all over his weakening body.  His being was at war with itself.  With his love for Jane, battling with his body’s betrayal of that love.  His reason battled for control of his body.  But a losing battle.  Everywhere his body was under attack.  They were omnipresent, they were everywhere.  On him, in him, all over him.  Jane was not.  He was assaulted by tempting flesh, by a succulent mouth.  His love for Jane was in his head.  He could not touch her, he could not rise to her velvety hands.  He feared he was losing control.  Losing out to these hands, these breasts, that throat that squeezed deep on him.

And it was a battle that was just beginning.  Kwami’s tortuous road into a nightmare of pain.  Kwami intended no good.  Following Kwami down his road would only lead to suffering but there was no escape.  Staked out, in the hands of these witches, Tarzan feared himself already being led by his loins.  Driven by his needs.  Driven by his loins to self-destruct.
The weight of suffocating breasts lifted off his face.  The eyes that met his belonged to no mesmerising beauty.  Where had that hypnotic gaze gone?  Here was a face hard with determination.  The eyes cold, void like those of a snake.  The lips taut with malice.  Lips that could suck a man dry.  A spiteful look twisted in that face, scoffing at his manly weakness.  A face intent on doing a man harm.  In a way only a woman knew how.  By torturing his balls.

Tarzan glanced down between her legs.  No longer being swallowed down below, his cock, even fuller, felt inflated like a taut balloon, straining like it could burst.  Reaching vaingloriously for flight.  Yet rooted here, visibly throbbing with his burgeoning need.  Reaching to escape.  But there was no escape.  Clutched by a hurtful hand.  Hard, tight, squeezing him down, stretching him eye-wateringly far.  In the claws of the second woman.  Like talons clenching him tight at his root.  A smirk on her face, slowly she pumped him up.  Then she yanked down on him.  Hard.  Tugging pain out of his cock.  Wrenching pain and shameful guilt through his soul.  No mesmerising beauty this, transformed from temptress by her grip of malicious intent.  A witch.  A spiteful hag with his raging manhood clenched in her claws.  She put a grimace of effort behind another painful yank.  Sharp ripping pains cutting up through his shaft, she wrenched once more on a manhood that would unwillingly give up its seed.  
Staked out.  Tarzan helplessly on the receiving end of these witches’ tricks.  His loins not the beneficiary of Jane’s joyous love-making.  The powerless recipient of a gift.  A gift born in Kwami’s vindictive mind.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

13d.

The night was slowly receding.  the light remained dimmed by the heavy cover of rain-clouds.  Kwami, abandoned alone in his hut for the night -  glanced out of the doorway of his hut.  Barely making out the slumped figure that had been stolen from him.  Pounded by the rain.  Painfully left to hang off those ropes holding him to the frame.  Out of it because of exhaustion.  Exhausted from Kwami’s torture-march to that beach.
Till Manu and those two traitors had stolen Tarzan away.  But soon Kwami would claim him back.  Kwami no longer felt alone, his hut full of the promise of revenge.  His mind full of plans.  Soon Manu would be gone.  And soon Kwami would mount a ceremony in honour of his father’s name.  Then Tarzan would appreciate the meaning of exhaustion.  When every crevice of his body trembled with shock.  When Kwami publicly tortured the apeman.  Tortured him of his manhood till Tarzan went out of his mind.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

Sore.  Red-raw.  With every tug of him, the most sensitive flesh on his powerful frame shouted it out.  Feeling stingingly-skinned.  But his jerks of pain made not a bit of difference.  Just the opposite.
Tarzan gasped.  A sharp intake of shocked breath,  -  as if a sharp blade had just sliced across the rim of his cock.  His whole body shuddered with nerve-wrenching pain.  Inside and out.  
The other girl had taken over, her hand pumping hard down his purple exhausted dick.  He’d spurted seed only moments ago, though.  Yet again they were at him, trying forced him.  How many times now was that last time?  And already the girl had started on him again.  With no break, without any chance of a breather.  Claws clutching at his floppy nerve-tingling flesh.  And that other women was moving down on him too, licking her tongue tickling up the inside of his thigh.  Both working on him, both labouring together to get him hard.  Hard for more of the same biting pains.
Tarzan winced at the tenderness that cut down his soft dick.  He’d come probably over a half dozen times.  But each time was only the climax of hundreds of painful yanks on his sore dick.  With every strong spurt of his seed, the howling mob around had cheered.  His manly strength left to dry on his sweat-glistening flesh.  The powerful fruit of his loins a waste, not worthy of note, something to mock.  Not collected, not greedily devoured.  Wasted.  This was all about pain, this was all about his pain.  
Barely a moment had gone by after the crowd had cheered their success before the other woman had taken him in hand and was wanking him off again.  Dry as a bone.  Stinging like a sharp cut.  His dying nerve-sensitive cock yanked at ferociously to get it awake.  Sharp biting pains cutting him through.  Like a woman’s sharp long nails scratching his floppy cockhead raw.  Like rolling his reluctant dick in sharp gritty sand.  Every slight movement there slashing razor-sharp flashes shivering through to his very core.  

An involuntary sharp cry slit from his dry throat.  A sharp painful jerk yanked hard down on him.  It cut right down him like a cactus needle driven in through the slit of his cock.  An unwelcome tear littered the corner of his eye.  His jolt of pain brought a shout of encouragement from the mob.  Baying for more.  He’d looked up convinced that his most tender skin had been ripped open by all this mauling.  It felt like it, like they were tugging on him over red-raw open wounds.  Tarzan shuddered.  It stung.  It burned, every pull made his thighs twitch, his being winced at the biting pains that clawed viciously through his nerves.  

His cock was being forced against its will to come back to life.  Cowering away, unwilling to come out.  Desperate for a break to recover.  Hungering for a moment of reprieve.  But his reluctance stopped none of their tugs.  The woman’s hand kept pulling down on him, hard, vicious, vindictive, fast.  His reluctance to respond only spurring her on, her efforts incited by snarls from the rabble, their eyes eating up that one tortured spot on his helpless body.  The nerves around his rim burst like crackling sparks from the fire.  A hard tug on red-raw, nerve-shattered skin ripped a flash of agony through his helpless torso.  Like knife cuts down the length of his thighs.  Every wince that slashed across his face made the snarling pack roar.  Pain cutting him up, slicing him to shreds.  Trapped on his back between stakes, Tarzan could not stop himself hissing out with the pain.  His torso twitched, he burst with a yelp of surprise.  To the cheers of the men, to the jeers of the crowd.  Pained tears formed unwelcome in his eyes.  His fighting face creased from sharp crackles of pain-loaded sparks.

The pain did it, pain made him hard again.  For one purpose only.  For more.  Hard again for more of their gut-sizzling torture.  Hard downward jerks on his red-raw erect shaft.  Cutting yanks that hacked him to pieces like a spear through his nuts.  Dry, raw, fiery-red.  Tarzan could no longer hold back the shock with each biting pain into his nerve-crippled manhood.  Like razor cuts from a knife slicing across his dick.  Death by a thousand cuts.  Cuts to his aching raging manhood.  Each one hacking up his dick, every slice cutting him into tiny agonised slivers.  Sizzling shivers crackling don his thighs.  Evil blades was viciously cutting his precious manhood into tiny slices.  Thrown for this rabid pack of monsters to devour.  To feed their frenzy for his pain.
Urged on by the spiteful yells from the surrounding mob, never satisfied till these vindictive hags brought him to his destiny of shame.  Till they had driven his reluctant will to the gushing brink of another pain-loaded release.  Somewhere beyond his fiery pain, he heard himself cry out.  A tortured cry torn with a first moan of despair.  
Tarzan sweated in his agony.  Shuddered in his pains.  The never-ending road of Kwami’s malicious pain stretching out before him.  Till to the cheers of the crowd these witches wrenched another reluctant eruption from his loins.  
And then, sneering, malice powering their talons they gripped again at his exhausted loins, they’d start on him all over again.  Milking him dry.  Draining him of strength before this jeering mob.  Dragging Tarzan screaming every agonised step down Kwami’s torture trail.  

And then what?



Part four

Ch. 14  
Breaking point

14a.

A clap of thunder snapped Kwami awake.  Suddenly aware of his hand firmly grasped on a droopy shaft.  The remnants of his satisfaction at Manu’s punishment in the pit clung sticky to his hand.  Light was beginning to break, through the open doorway.  Kwami, alone and womanless in his hut, could now just make Tarzan out.  Arms out-stretched, pounded for hours by rain, heavy drops of water dripping off his sodden loincloth.  Yet the apeman seemed still out cold.  

The prize that had earlier been his.  The goal he had planned to get in his grip for months.  Suddenly ripped away from him on the beach by that arrogant Manu.  That cocky, self-assured Manu who had returned to the village in triumph as if he himself had caught the apeman.  Manu who had had praise heaped on him by Kwami’s father for bringing Tarzan back.  

Manu  -rival for his father’s affection  -  yet Kwami knew now how to eliminate his foe.  He lay on his side and stroked enjoyably at himself, his eyes glazing over as his imagination added more layers of cruelty to Manu’s fate.  

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

Manu could not move when the hatch opened and the night air flooded into the pit.  There was a groan of relief when the grid was unbolted and the weight lifted off his back.  The metal trap door had been overheated all day and Manu had lain scorching immediately underneath.  Sweat had poured, emptying him, draining him of strength.  The first chance to move for hours had come.  But he stayed crumpled together as if carved in pain.  Immobile, unable to move, bones and joints welded into an impossibly tight ball, turned solid as carved rock.  Manu was conscious, his eyes open but his brain was unseeing.  Tortured to the point of someone half-dead.  

Strong hands took hold of him, though, squeezed tight and hauled him by the scruff of the neck up out of the pit.  Manu groaned painfully as tortured muscle was forced to move, thrown to the ground, he lay lifeless, eyes pressed into the dirt, his face breathing in the red dust.  Unable to move, half-dead.  Till a sharp kick in his side got him awake.

“Up!  Up, pig!”

The bark in his ear registered, the kick in his side got a grunt.  But Manu could not make anything move.  Everything was stiff, every joint cramped, every bone ached.  The kickings he was earning for disobedience erupted.  Boots jammed into his ribs.  Heels jarred into his back.  Hard, viciously hard.  The force of the blows kicked him lifeless and grunting up in the air.  But it took a hand twisted in the back of his neck to lift his face out of the dirt and haul him to his knees.
“Move it!”
On the march when they had first rescued Tarzan and were taking him back to the village, Manu had watched the captive with a mixture of surprise and disdain.  Surprise that somehow the famed jungle lord could barely put one foot in front of the other.  Disdain that this mighty legend was so weak.  They had snatched Tarzan from Kwami on the beach and were marching him back to the village.  How come the mighty jungle lord struggled even to walk?  He could see the strength on that physique.  Why did this living legend need to be carried because he was unable to walk?  Everyone knew the stories, everyone knew of Tarzan’s strength.  What?  Was all that just stories?  Was this Tarzan a fraud?  Whatever Kwami had done to him, Manu could not have imagined his own body would fail him like that.  He could not conceive of a day when his pride would see him stumbling and faltering like that.  Not in front of his enemies.  Not showing his frailty, letting them carry him off a pole.  That was not the way of a warrior.  

Was that all Tarzan was?  Just a myth?  A fraud?  Would a jungle lord humiliate himself in this way?  Let himself be carried?  Let himself be dragged? 

But now Manu knew.  Manu now understood.  Endless hours of torture in the pit and Manu knew.  Now he was asking the same of himself.  Why had he feebly let the slavers lash his hands with coarse rope?  Why had he mindlessly limped like a man half-dead back from the pit to this stockade?  Like a tame goat.  Falling to his knees, moving only when he could take their kicks no more.  His every step torture, every move eating up his last reserves of strength.  His body had heaved with exhaustion, his chest noisily groaning for air.  His arms were heavy like lead.  His head was not his own.  Mindlessly,  without a murmur, without a word of protest.  A shadow of his former self.

Like a mind dispossessed of its body, he had watched them insert metal poles on either side of him into sockets in the ground.  He just stood feebly by while they built this frame around him, swaying on his legs.  Dispossessed of his body, robbed of his mind.  Overhead another metal pole had been dropped onto the brackets.  He stood there underneath, not a sign of fight, his brain not even registering this frame was for him.  Without a murmur of resistance, he had submitted to his arms being lifted and his wrists being bound to the overhead pole above his head.  Mindlessly, rocking in his exhaustion, his fighter arms were uselessly trapped above his head.  Being made vulnerable, yet he’d made not one move to resist.  His chest lifting heavily as he breathed in exhaustion, dizzy with weakness.  Only pleased to be out of that black pit, his punishment for disobedience over.  

“Bring him back to me for examination”, the voice in the gallery had said that afternoon.  Those words had kept him going in the pit when black despair had eaten him up, when he thought they had buried him alive.  Manu breathed a weakened sigh of relief that the torture in that airless furnace underground was a thing of the past.  He had learned his lesson, he would not resist so openly, he would bury his justified wrath and so hang on to his dignity.  He would work to escape, continuously, he had promised himself that in the stifling blackness.  But he would not spend another hour in that pit.  There must be smarter ways to fight back.

Swaying on his exhausted feet, Manu had almost watched with feeble disinterest as they tested the overhead frame.  The metal feet were sunk deep in the earth, there was no give, the frame would hold its victim firm.  Bound so he’d not lash out again.  Manu had learned the stupidity, he’d paid for it, now he breathed deeply though his exhaustion.  Trying to find the reserves of his formidable strength, swaying, his legs threatening to give way.  Barely able to think straight.  Sick to the pit of his stomach with tiredness.  
They had brought him back to this stockade again, another humiliating examination, to prove they’d knocked the fight out of him.  He told himself this time he’d suffer the indignity of their hands.  What was a pair of hands on his groin?  He’d always enjoyed that from his girls before.  He’d take it this time, he’d get his own back some other time.  That was wise, he had little choice in this state, the countless hours in the pit had drained every bit of strength from his man-muscled body.  He’d never win.
They might beat him for his indiscipline.  He’d take it.  They might take the cane to him and whip his backside, he had no choice.  But he’d not go back into that pit, that would surely break him.  So he’d bear whatever they dished out in punishment tonight.  It went against everything he believed in.  He lived by a warrior code.  But this was a new world, one he did not understand.  New conditions demanded new thinking.  He’d learn, he’d fit in.  On their conditions.  As long as it took.  Until his opportunity came.  Self-preservation, that was the key.  Biding his time till his chance came.
The whole of his life he had known his body only vibrate with manful vitality.  He had always thought of himself with pride, like manly strength incarnate.  Like the legend of Tarzan he’d admired.  And now like Tarzan after the beach, his own head swam, his body struggled to stay upright.  He had sat cramped and confined in that pit, every sinew in his body overwhelmed with cramps.  He’d felt with increasing fear his strength dripping from him with every drop of sweat off his nose.  He’d heard his vitality drain from him with the sound of every splutter of his sweat into the red earth in the darkness below.  His strength had ebbed from him, drained his body of energy, emptied him of his fighting will as his life-sweat trickled tickling down his flanks and sought a new more vital home in the soil.  Now Manu understood why Tarzan could not stand up to them when Manu had rescued him from Kwami on the beach.  Manu understood the desolation when strength fails such a man, the dismay when his legendary strength could take no more.

Manu was swaying mindless in his exhaustion when the lights went on.  Blinding arc lights blasted his eyes.  Brain-shattering glare that had Manu cast his eyes down at the earth, squinting even then.  Eyes squeezed tight together, the vicious glare was like a strong hand that forced his head down, an overpowering power that forced Manu to squint down at the earth.  Cripplingly powerful lights swallowed him whole in that darkness.  Yet suddenly his body trembled with the cold.  Exhaustion.
Through the swirling madness of his mind, Manu recognised the voice of authority that had ordered him to the pit.

“Let’s see his balls then”.

They were starting again where they had left off.  Where Manu in his pride had kicked the guard down into the dirt.  This time he submitted.  Reluctantly but he had no strength to resist as his cock was lifted and his balls disrespectfully handled.

“The beast seems to have learned something in the pit”, Wilson observed.  “Everything in order down there?” Wilson demanded.

“Seems so”, answered the man with his hands cupping Manu’s balls, turning them in the glare of the light, fingering around the cockhead.

Manu clenched his fists together to fight back the urge to react.  If he’d had anything left.  

“No disease?” Wilson wanted to know.  This was Africa, after all.

A hand stretched down the skin to examine the shaft.  Twisted it round, looked closely for signs.  Manu gave a weak moan of protest.  In response a fist slammed into his guts, knocking Manu’s chest forward with a grunt.  Grunting out louder, he realised, than was right for a man such as he.
“Not that I can see”, came the reply.  “Looks clean to me”.

Manu squirmed at the tightening of fingers around his balls.  A mean-minded unnecessary crushing of his balls.  Just to test him out, just to make a point.  But this time there was no protest, no kicking-out.  He was too weak, head down, he panted hard, he had learned, he just gasped at the sharpness of the vindictive squeeze.

Manu hung in his swirling humiliation, unable to think straight.  Offended, assaulted but not able to protest.  He was submitting to being mauled by another, he was ordered naked, he was being scrutinised on the command of a bodiless voice out there beyond the blistering lights.  Everything offended what he believed about himself.  A man fiddling with his vitality like this.  But ….  He could make a futile gesture to resist.  And where would it get him?  Another punishing fist in the gut that would show them how he was done-in?  Back in the pit, coming out even weaker.  Swaying on his weakened legs, Manu told himself to think smart.  
He’d not go back to that pit.  That way, they’d knock every last bit of fight out of him.  But putting up with this rankled.  All his life he’d lived by a code, men had looked up to him, respected him.  Life, though, had changed.  For now, he’d put up with this, he’d find other ways to hit back.  It irked, he had to force his proud reactions back under control, stay in charge.  Ignore this mauling over his manhood just to make him feel small.  Manu realised he’d have to find a new discipline.  This was indeed a fight, another kind of fighting.  For now he had little to keep himself going, if he resisted them, they’d exhaust him till there was no fight left.  The image of the legendary Tarzan shamefully dragged by his feet through the mud to the cheers of the crowd troubled him.  He’d not go that way.  Not let them drain him, weaken him so Manu missed the moment when the chance came for escape.  
Manu swayed on his feet, his chin collapsed onto his chest.  The image of Tarzan after the beach, slipping over tree roots in the mud came back again to haunt him.  Manu told himself he was playing these slaver at their own game.  Playing them along, going for the long-term, waiting for that moment when they let down their guard.  His breath was coming in slow deep pants for air to keep himself in charge.  His balls were being rolled and squeezed by his captor.  Gnawing aches churned in his nuts.  His every instinct was to lash out and pay them back for this burning in his guts.  Manu had never before felt so helpless.  But he breathed deep and kept himself under control.  All his life he had only known vitality and strength.  But these were their rules.  His body rocked with every laboured breath he took, so drained of his vitality, so overwhelmed by their punishment.  He’d play by their rules, - until his moment came.  Until Manu’s chance came to hit back.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

14b.  

“Fit him with a butt plug”.

Manu had not caught the order, his head was swimming, words and communications drifted in and out of his head meaninglessly.  Anyway, he would not have understood the words.  He squinted painfully into the blinding light focussed on him in the darkness.  Suddenly he was aware of men materialising from behind him.  He nearly pitched forward in his weakness when hands grabbed at his ankles and stretched his legs apart.  He hauled on the overhead rope to keep himself from falling, suddenly aware how dangerously weak his normally powerful arms were.  

Instantly Manu sensed something wrong.  He panted hard staring down at the strong hands holding his legs apart.  Then he felt it.  Hard and slippery, something pressed against his arsehole.  Manu understood in an instant.  He shouted out and wriggled to escape.  This was too much, this was against any warrior code.  He’d never have subjected any defeated enemy to this.  Not even their chief’s legendary torture had submitted the captive to that.  This violated every warrior code.  He fought, he squirmed, he protested.

Only to feel the hands on his ankles strengthen.  Manu bucked and writhed, his hips squirmed and shot forward to evade the intrusion.  But his efforts only earned him their laughs.  The hateful thing was being pushed harder up against his arsehole.  Slippery and cold.  Manu cursed out loud, his heart pounded, he hauled on the rope to escape.  He squeezed his arse tight to keep the thing out.

An explosion shattered in his lower back.  In his exhaustion, Manu cried out shocked, arching his back.  At his best, he’d have bitten into that shock, contained that pain.  But with a shameful realisation that punch told Manu how exhausted he was.  His body went rigid, his senses shocked when he heard himself cry out so loud.  When pain was releasing the shocked tightness that had gripped his every sinew, too slow he felt the thing being rammed up him inside.  Manu screamed out.  Pain ripped up his opening, his body shook with a searing hurt into his guts that slashed crackling sparks down his legs.  Shame, pain, anger  -  all battled within his beaten frame.  Head back, mouth gaped open mouthing at the pain, his incensed body fighting the indignity, Manu tried to push the intrusion back.  But the force behind the hand only rammed it in further.  So forceful, so painfully it lifted him off his feet.  Making him shout out. 
Another crippling punch exploded into the lower back of his exhausted torso.  Hands bunched tight above him, Manu erupted in a short yelp into the darkness overhead.  Gravity tore him back down, sliding him onto that hateful shame.  Impaling himself.  Tears of pain and horror dripped from his eyes.  His knees were turning to water.  The shame of that thing threatened to overwhelm his innards.  In his exhaustion the pain of this dishonour seemed unbearable.

Yelping at another sudden jerk, he felt like his arse had swallowed the thing.  The force of it being jamming up inside him again threw him up in the air.  Manu yelled out.

With a groan of relief, he felt the searing pain beginning to ease.  Breathing hard, head sawing from side-to-side.  Panic rose, blood thundered in his ear.  And he realised, he’ had swallowed the stick.  It felt buried deep inside him.  Even as a boy, he’d never been with a man.  He’d never known anything like this.  This brutality was beyond imagining, these men were animals.  He’d swallowed the thing whole.  He didn’t know what it meant, why they were doing this, what this was about.  These sensations were beyond his experience.  His head was swimming.  His guts swirled in a way he did not understand.  Could he shit it out again?

Manu swallowed hard.  Again.  Filling with a grinding gnawing ache in his backside.  Feeling strangely overfull in his guts.  Sensing with trepidation an unwanted strange prickling that gnawed greedily at his balls.  A sob of despair welled in his exhausted chest.  That prickling sensation that always presaged sex.  Shame overwhelmed him in his exhaustion.  Bile stung in his throat.  

Manu panted with some relief.  It hurt but not like before, not like when they were forcing it inside.  His backside hurt, the shame hurt, having something like that forced on him, forced up him, - something that hurt his pride.  Clutching inside at his guts with powerful muscles, he forced it out.  Like a man possessed, Manu crushed his insides to shit that shame out. Rage powered every muscle inside.  Rage and shame at this violation of his warrior code.  This unfamiliar fullness that he felt a warrior should not know.  
The punch disabled his attempt.  Hard, bony and knuckled, it hammered into his backbone.  Head wrenched back, body back-bent, pain tore him forward, dragging his feet behind.  Mouth twisted into the pain that disabled his efforts to fight back that shame inside.  Then suddenly fingers were on his balls.  Manu again erupted.  He called out, protested.  What now?  He squirmed.  He shot forward, he lifted himself up to escape the hand squeezing his crutch, to flee the grip crushing him in the painfully tight palm of the attacker’s hand.  What now?  

Automatically he was bouncing into his knees to escape the hand, he tried squirming with his hips.  But the hand just squeezed him hard there till he cried out, till his exhaustion gave in.  Till the pain squeezing on his balls tamed him to give up, yet torn between pain and humiliation, feeling a heavy blanket of tiredness pressing down on him.  Torn between standing for his warrior code and giving in to his total exhaustion.  Reluctantly Manu gave in, he hung helplessly, to preserve his strength.  Wishing for this to end, wishing the dignity of death to rescue him.  Reluctantly tolerating that shame in his arse that seemed to be inflating and filling him out.  Like blowing up his guts from the inside.  The fingers coaxed his balls down into his sack and he felt a tightness being bound around them.  He twitched and his body shook at the nipping of a cord around his sack.  He’d had girls do this to him.  But never a man, never so shamefully, never in such inescapable exhaustion.

The butt plug in place and the cord securing it tied on the captive’s balls, the guard tested its effect.  He gave a hefty slap up into the slave’s arse.  And was rewarded by a jolt in that muscled flesh.  A hiss of shock.  A whimper of pain as the smack jarred against the butt plug buried deep within.  This bastard  -  the guard thought as he laid another stinging slap into strongly muscled arse-flesh  -  this slave would pay tonight for kicking him earlier into the dirt.

Manu clenched his hands together against the grinding ache that was over-filling his arse.  Suddenly aware what all this abuse had done to him in front.  Shamefully aware of the strengthening in his nether reaches that every virile warrior knew.  Abused behind and inside, balls bounds with thongs.  And now starting to project vulnerability in his front.

His teeth gritted tight, he stood panting, eyes closed against the blinding light.  A trickle of sweat beaded off his forehead into his eye.  Reminding himself of his resolve.  Think smart.  Find other ways to fight back.  But this was all-too-unknown.  How did he fight back against this unthinkable abuse.  At every step he’d been taken unawares.  
Manu shouted at himself to get a grip.  He was a slave today, his life had changed, this was his life for now.  But this would not last.  He’d get away.  For today, though, he had to get used to humiliation.  He’d know only shame like this from now on.  Till he got away.  A flush of embarrassment coloured his face, he had started to harden.  The thing jammed up his arse was making him rise.  But shamefully this was not his erection, not something welcome brought on by the adoring stroking of a girl.  Forced on him by his enemies, forced on him by that loathsome thing that swelled inside his arse and was hardening his cock.  Forced on him.  To shame him, to break him, to torment him.  

Get a grip, Manu called out to himself.  This was his new life, he told himself.  Get used to it.  For now.  This was all new to him, a first time for everything.  But for these men, though, they’d seen it all before.  They were one step ahead of him all the time.  But Manu was a fast learner.  Why feel awkward?  Why let anger disable his mind?  These men meant his body to react like this.  They expected him to get angry and invite the pain of their fists.  They knew what they were doing, they knew how to break his spirit.  Or thought they did.  
They’d forced slaves before to rise like this against their will.  Breaking their proud spirits by this enforced shame.  Many times already.  And they’d do it many times more.  This was nothing new.  Not to them.  They’d seen all this before, they knew what they were doing, they knew how to make him hard.  How he would feel.  They were humiliating him, trying to anger him, intending to weaken him.  The smart thing to do was to second-guess them.  Play them at their own game.

Live with it, Manu shouted back at himself.  Don’t let shame disable your resolve.  They were trying to break him with this mortification, make him submissive, compliant.  Make him cringe under the weight of this shame.  Deep down, he swore he could not afford to let that happen.  Deal with it!

From the gallery, Wilson watched with interest his prime specimen breathing deep, trying to get back some control.  Instinctively breathing deep to re-build that bridge between mind and body.  His chest dusted still with the red earth of the pit lifted up and fell.  A trickle of sweat had cut its way down the dusted furrow of his solid pecs.  The cobblestones of his stomach rippled and filled as he flooded his being with life-restoring air.  The pit had shattered this prime slab of slave flesh but Wilson sensed there was still a lot of fight left.  He was impressive, this black.  He breathed in deep seeking control.  Muscle rolled.  Wilson shook his head in genuine appreciation.  This one would fetch a good price.  Premium man-meat, this one.  Even unruly, this one would fetch the premium rate.  A few buyers liked the thrill of taming a wild beast like this for themselves.  Most did not, though.  Didn’t have the time.  Wilson guessed he’d benefit from breaking in this prime piece of male-muscle some more  

Wilson watched the power in the etched stomach flutter as the slave fought his exhaustion, as he battled against the de-hydration that threatened to cripple him.  And now perceptibly getting hard.  Down south the plug and the cord were working on him.  Looking like that, Wilson thought to himself with satisfaction, this one would yank in the punters.  They’d come running.  Wilson would have him put out on display looking like this.  Just like this.  That body, that latent naked aggression, that hard-on, - he’d have them running, falling over themselves to take him home.

Tamed a bit more, the slave would haul up the price.  Get the juices going, chase the value up.  There’d be even more buyers competing in the auction to have him.  Most hadn’t got the inclination to break the animal in.  Broken, he’d fetch an even higher rate.  Yes, Wilson decided this dog would just have to learn to bend a bit more.  He had to be tamed.

He made up his mind.

“The horse.  Get him the horse!”  Wilson barked.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

14c.   
Horse?  thought Manu.

A squeaking penetrated Manu’s tiredness.  His head fought with his emotions struggling to catch up with what was going on around.  Curious he squinted into the blinding light to see what other devilish thing these monsters had in mind.  The squeaking got louder.  Closing on him.  Out of the glare, he saw a man wheeling some strange contraption. Like a three sided box on wheels.  A triangle-shaped box made out of wood.

Suddenly the rope overhead tightened.  Manu looked up to see his arms being raised lifting him up.  The hands were at his ankles again spreading his legs.  Instinctively his feet kicked out but the grips on his legs only tightened.  Holding him, controlling him, opening him up even more.  He threw down a look, only to see the box being slid under his enforced erection and between his out-spread legs.  The rope bit painfully into his wrists as the confused but brave warrior was being lowered jerkily back down again.  The grips on his ankles released as his knees slid down the sides of the box.  Till his crutch met its sharp upper edge.  

Instantly, Manu pulled on the rope to lift himself off.  A stabbing pain had punctured his arse.  The tender area between his balls and arse yelped, he gasped out as the edge dug not too gently into soft genital flesh.  And that thing inside his arse was being pushed further up.  The pressure of the horse’s edge between his legs was shoving that shameful thing deeper up him inside.  Instinctively Manu dug in his knees and straightened powerful thighs to help lift himself off.  Manu panted out noisily, eyes wide-open, mouth gaping with the shock, arms turned to rock pulling on the rope to keep his crutch off that cutting edge.  Panting hard as the pain up his arse settled back down into the same grinding ache in his balls.

He pulled up on the rope and stretched with his toes to reach the earth but the triangle of the box kept them off the ground.  Then hands again grabbed at his feet.  Shooting down a glance he saw the men quickly rope cord around his ankles binding them to the bottom of the box.  He’d not lift them now, he could not lift his legs up off the edge of the “horse”.  Suddenly, with a flush of unaccustomed panic, through the exhausted dullness of his brain, his situation fell into place. His punishment was not over.  They had sat him poised over the sharp edge of this triangle, his feet off the ground.  His whole weight bearing down on his arse.  An arse that was being tortured by that thing up his backside.  The sharp edge that had just stabbed intense pain into his crutch.  His own weight impaling that stick right up into his guts.  His own body pressing painfully against that thing far up his insides.  Unless he pulled on his arms.
Manu yanked at the rope to keep that thing in his arse off the top edge of the box.  Panic gave him the strength.  This was not what he had promised himself.  Think smart, out-think them, pay them at their own game, he’d said.  He’d promised himself the strength to find the smart way to resist.  He had promised he’d out-think these monsters.  Now the blood of fresh panic was pounding in his ears.  The cold terror of realisation kicked in.  He was powerfully built, his arms were unusually strong.  But he had been tortured in that pit, his usual manful strength had dripped off his body with his dying sweat onto the earth.  How long would his arms last out?  And when they didn’t…..?

Desperation squeezed his knees together.  Manu found he could ease himself up by pushing his knees into the sides of the triangle.  His powerful legs could help out too.  Arms and legs, working together to beat these bastards.  He had two powerful allies, legs and arms.  But, a voice seemed to mock him inside his head, he was exhausted, his whole body screamed with fatigue.

“He learns fast, the brute”, Wilson laughed from behind the glare, sipping on his now warm beer.  “Look, Hassan, he’s learned to use his legs already.  We’ve got a bright one here”.

It was another voice that answered Wilson back.  Closer-by.  Sounding spiteful, vindictive.

“Let’s just see how long he thinks he can last out”.

Below Manu could just make him out through the glare.  The man he had kicked to the earth, the one who had stuck that thing up his backside.

“Can he take it all night?” Hassan taunted.  A lip curled back and sneered into Manu’s disbelieving eyes.
“There’s only one way to find out” came back the other voice from behind the lights, - with a malicious edge to his laugh.

The lights went out with a loud clunk.  Manu glared back into the blackness, still blinded by the glare.  Behind him, he heard the rasping sound of a bolt as the gate to the stockade was locked.  He was alone.

Manu’s first thought was to escape.  For some time, he writhed on the overhead ropes, sawing his wrists painfully into coarse rope to work out some slackness.  Powerful legs heaved at the bonds that tied his feet to the box.  

“Can he take it all night?”

The thought chilled him despite the balmy air.  His arms burned with the effort of lifting himself off.  His biceps trembled with the exertion of holding his arse off the horse.  Wondering himself how long he could hold himself up.  The dread of resting his tortured backside down on that edge, though, was a terror he dared not face.  His shattered body panted fast in fear of that predicament.  Again, the thought of being left like this fuelled his efforts to escape.  To free himself of these bonds, to escape from this slavery.  This was his first chance.  Left alone, a perfect chance.  But his wrists were soon on fire from the chafing, the heat from his failed efforts washed over his scalp.  And he was still trapped.  Still hovering over this torture.
He’d been left alone, deserted.  His tormentors had abandoned him to suffer in isolation his torments.  Deserted in the blackness of his own fears.  He’d proved to himself there was no escaping the horrors of this night.  Bitterly he realised they’d left him to endure his torture alone.  
“Can he take it all night?”

The words mocked him.  Not even bothering to hang around and laugh, not even worth being there to taunt him when he felt himself giving in.  Manu felt a trembling in his arms.  The fabled strength of his powerful arms failing him after his hours in the pit.  He’d have to lower himself down.  Every nerve trembled in anticipation of that horror pressing into his arse.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

14d.   

Even when his father died, he’d not shed a tear.  He’d worshipped his father like a god.  The perfect warrior in the service of the chief.  He’d always hoped one day to be as ideal.  Overwhelmed as he felt now, he wondered if that could still ever be  true.  
But to this day, he had not let himself give in to the deep sorrow that had filled his breast at the loss of his life-model.  He had not even given in to the temptation to disappear deep into the forest and let his soul rip itself free from his grief-stricken body.  It was unmanly, he had told himself, for a warrior of his class to give into to such weakness.  Manu had cried for his father within.

But Manu heard the sob that filled his whole being now shake him with unstoppable force.  A guttural sob that had its home deep within his tortured guts.  A broken sob that flooded his chest with stifling agonies.  

Ripped away from his friends, left in isolation by his torturers, condemned to this everlasting darkness, Manu shook with torment atop that contraption between his legs.    The lights had been extinguished, his torturers had left.  His friends were locked in their cages for the night.  And Manu was left in the blackness of this endless night to know only agony.  The edge dug hard and deep into the soft flesh around the tightened ball sack.  An agony where every second lasted a lifetime.  A sob of despair welled deep within his gut.  A wail of desolation burned his lungs.  Crunching his nails into his palms, Manu released the groan that flooded his own being and gave in to his grief.  Grief shed for himself.

Earlier on the spectre of Tarzan had taunted him.  Laughed at him alone and suffering in this darkness.  Tarzan struggling back from the beach, totally exhausted.  Scoffed at by Manu for failing the warrior code, showing weakness like this to his enemies.  Bullied by Mzama, abused by Bukawa  -  and taking it.  Like a goat stumbling along unresisting to a sacrifice.  Manu had not understood, he had not himself known such crippling pains.

He did know now in that eternal blackness of his despair.  Manu had no idea how long his crutch had shuddered in terror atop this torture contraption digging into tender flesh.  He was in constant piercing pain.  Wave after wave of agony had shot stabbing pains through his bound testicles, grinding burning aches had consumed his arse and spread out over his whole body.  He had longed in desperation, for a lifetime it seemed, for the slightest glimmer of light chasing away this darkness in the sky, the promise of a coming dawn when this horror might pass.  He’d prayed in desolation to the gods that he might pass out, he’d begged to lose touch with reality.  But he remained deep within some demon-filled horror, trembling with heat, shaking with cold terror.  Hacking laughter filled his head mocking the warrior supreme.  Laughing voices, Tarzan’s eyes ablaze in the darkness scoffing at his tears.  

All hope, all faith was torn to pieces by the soul-destroying agony between his thighs.  Overloaded with sensations of torture.  There was no escape, no reprieve.  Not for one second.  A relentless, unforgiving, hateful grind.  Waves of torment crashed over onto one another, Manu had lost the ability to know when one ended and the next swamped him.  He gasped again.  An involuntary move tore agony through his groin.  The edge dug deep into tenderised genital flesh.  Pain that was acutely intense.  Like sitting astride a knife cutting up through his crutch. Like nothing he could ever have imagined.  Tears of desolation flowed.

Despair like he had never known crushed him like a belt of iron around his soul.  That thing thrust up his arse kept him permanently rigid with nail-biting agony.  He no longer had the strength to pull on his arms and find himself some relief.  His enviably powerful legs had long since given in to overpowering weakness.  In one effort to squeeze his knees into that contraption and lift his screeching crutch off for a moment, his strength had collapsed.  His balls had come crashing down with a despairing cry onto the vicious edge.  The pain and grind of sitting on top of this thing drove him to pull himself off.  The terror of crashing back down again kept him seated on this throne of despair.  

More and more, Manu was only aware of his own loneliness, the emptiness of his future, the utter futility of his life.  Where had his young man’s pride gone?  Sold by Kwami into this.  His destiny shaped by a kinsman, cruelly dispatched to a life such as this.  

Suffering without end had been broken Manu down, slowly but relentlessly.  He had braced his body to take this challenge.  He had steeled his mind.  He had vowed not to be broken.  But enduring agonies, the black bands of desolation crushing his soul, the pain, the agonising aches,  -  this night had shattered Manu’s brave will.

Noisily he sobbed to himself, unashamed of his weakness, there was nobody else to hear.  Utterly alone in his agony.  He sobbed from the depths of his soul.  He whined into the pits of his despair.  Taken aback by the intensity of his moans.  Shocked in the silent depths of this tomb.  Buried alive in this pit of horror.  Unable to stop his sob.  He sat astride this torture device, the sharp edge digging vindictively into his crutch.  The thing buried viciously deep inside him pressed hard up into his guts.  Like being impaled up the arse on some brutal spear.

This was agony.  Unimaginable agony.  Agony like Manu had never once in his life conceived.  Sweat could no longer flow, drained, dried-out.  His eyes burned.  His head was dizzy.  His beautiful muscled body had failed him.  The pride of his young life, his strength, had let him down.  The dawn would never come.  He was locked in an eternity that sang in harsh tones in his ears.  The sounds of his pains, the shrill pipes of his annihilation shattered his ears.  He had nothing left.  In the torment of his body, in the blackness of his mind, his spirit had hit the bottom of the abyss.  He had struggled to pull on his arms till they collapsed under the strain.  He had squeezed in with his knees and put powerful thighs to work.  Till they could help him no more.  Nothing could help him anymore.  Manu was abandoned.   Deserted by hope sitting astride this sharp ridge digging agonies into his crutch.  For an endless eternity of hell.  Forcing himself that swollen savagery inside him nerve-wrenchingly up into his gut.  Till he sobbed out his despair.  Sobbed for the death of his former self.  Till Manu gave in to overwhelming grief.  

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

Finger and thumb pleasured him around the tip of his solid cock.  His hand squeezed his meaty head in the sweaty palm of his hand.  Repeatedly.  Pleasuringly.  With a moan.  That loathsome Manu in the hut opposite used his dick for only one purpose.  Kwami practised other arts, too.  In his own hut, the pounding of the rain still beating on the roof, Kwami lay no longer alone, on a bed-roll crowded with the groans and sobs of his tortured cousin.  Extracting every bit of agony from his kinsman’s soul, Kwami’s hand squeezed pulsating pleasures from his torture- tool.  A malicious smile painted Kwami’s mouth.  He masturbated in celebration of Manu’s hard-earned suffering.

He’d master-mind Manu’s removal and then Kwami would claim his rights.  Those two brothers too would have to go, the cowards.  They’d been with him when Kwami had first taken Tarzan captive.  At that time they’d supportively worked him over like the rest.  Then they had been Kwami’s men.  But the moment their old friend Manu turned up, they’d switched sides, the traitors.  The perfidious brothers deserved everything Kwami’s malicious fantasies could wish on them.  They too had cooperated in robbing Kwami of his victory on the beach.  Kwami could not trust them.  When Manu went, they’d have to go too.  And Wilson would give him a premium price for the three of them.  What men!  What bodies!  What a price!  The muscle-heads would make Kwami rich.  

With a feverish loud groan Kwami’s hips pushed themselves up off his sleeping mat.  A pleasured moan as his imagination plotted how he’d fuck over his treacherous cousin.  Kwami’s eyes shot out of the entrance to Manu’s hut.  Out into the lightening dawn where the rain was still beating it down.  Tarzan was now just visible in the dawning half-light.  His knees had given way, he hung like a dead carcase from the stakes, the rain streaming off his slumped head, dripping down his muscled bent back.  Puddles beneath his feet, ankle-deep in the thick mud.  The prize for which Kwami had plotted for months.

But Kwami’s eyes shot passed his precious treasure to Manu’s hut.  Where the three traitors were spending the night shagging their brains out.  A pair of deep lascivious moans broke from his contented loins as Kwami recalled his hopes for Bukawa.  Bent-forward by ropes, his hard-muscled arse pummelled to mush.  And a stick poking out of his mewling arse as his precious brother trudged passed in a circle of despair.

Manu too.  Raped.  Kwami would have Mzama brutally, viciously raped.  Not by any man.  Not worthy of even that.  Like his brother raped by some man-fashioned tool.
The stick was poked right up his insides.  Manu’s warrior pride was sweating out in agonies at the shame of a stick that men had maliciously rammed up his arse.  Trapped on the top of this box.  His own body-weight forcing that hateful assault deep into his trembling insides.  Impaling himself, actually raping himself.  He’d absorbed their abuse.  He’d taken the pit, the mauling, his manhood bound.  And then this horse.  But his body could take now more.  The body of a god, the spirit of a warrior,  -  it could take no more.  Brought down, broken, swamped by a crippling sense of desolation that choked his chest.  Overpowered by a stick raping his own arse.  Overwhelmed by forces he could not fight.  No muscled stomach here for his big fists to punch.  No worthy adversary to wrestle to the ground.  Overpowered by his own body raping his arse.  
Couldn’t happen to a better man! Kwami sneered, his hips finding a life of their own as they thrust.  Once Manu and the treacherous brothers were removed, Tarzan would be his again.  Back to the business of settling old scores.

That white man had to go too, so’s Kwami could have Tarzan to himself.  In his mind, Kwami planned the white man pinned out on some river bank.  Alive maybe, yes alive.   - in some twisted version of his plan for Tarzan on the beach.  Vengeance for the white man robbing Kwami of his prize.  The crocodiles would make short shrift of the meat.  And with no evidence of his disappearance left.  

Kwami spat on his fingers and his hand worked away at himself.  Tarzan would then settle his debts.  But for now Kwami’s mind rushed gleefully back to Manu in his agonies, that source of greater pleasure for the thrusting of his hips.  Bukawa, too, had pride of place in Kwami’s plot.  His warrior’s pride butchered by a club sticking out of his arsehole.  Time still too to make sure that his precious brother Mzama did not feel left out!

Manu sat in agonised torment astride that horse between his legs.  His powerful thighs no longer able to squeeze and lift his muscled weight.  Those enviable arms reduced to mewling pulp.  In the blackness of his isolation, his crutch was shrieking to the howl of interminable agonies.  The spiteful stick impaled deep within his treacherous guts.  The shame of rape clawing its nails through his inner being.  Hours of suffering coursing from his eyes.  Tortured by shame, his famed strength brought low and humiliated by helplessness, ashamed by his weakness.  Mortified at his fighter spirit broken by never-ending pain.  
Kwami slowed himself at the scene.  The longer to enjoy the pains.  He slid his hips in and out of his fingers, slicking his trigger spot underneath through his spit.  He moaned in pleasure with each spiteful thrust as his ears filled with the agonised groans in Manu’s chest again breaking into unmanly sobs.  
Sensations so powerful it felt Manu’s chest would split.  Feelings so intense it felt he’d choke on his despair.  Sobs of overpowering anguish.  Moans of total desolation that shook Manu’s whole muscled body.  Crushed at his very soul.
Kwami wished Manu in his slavery everything his own spiteful fantasies could dream for him.  And much worse.  Kwami welcomed the first feelings of the surge in his groin, gifted from the thoughts of a broken Manu in his pains.  Manu would pay the price.  For being so handsome.  For having a body all women wanted.  For preening around almost naked that warrior body that men wanted to follow.  For daring to rival the inheritance.  
Feeling full of animal power, Kwami’s grip hardened, his pace lengthened, his stroke quickened.  His clutch tightened on the misery that crushed a desolate Manu to his very core.  His breathing deepened, he felt the gloom of eternal darkness enfold Manu on that torture device in a blanket of everlasting desolation and pain.  As Kwami welcomed his man-force about to shoot into his palm.  Unwillingly proffered by a Manu writhing in his indescribable agonies.  Kwami’s spirits soared.  Kwami knew he had been re-born, he was a man again.  




Ch. 15
Drained dry

15a.

“It seems our jungle lord shrivels at the touch of a Mtwala woman!”

Kwami got the jeers from the leering crowd he desired.

Tarzan had come, he didn’t know how many times for a Mtwala woman.  Time and again.  Each time hurting more.  He was sore, painfully sore at the slightest touch.

“Where’s his legendary strength now?” Kwami mocked Tarzan.  
“Where is this legendary man?”

Their eyes met, Tarzan managed to load some of his pain back into a scowling glower.

Tarzan told himself he wasn’t going to rise to these taunts.  He had nothing to prove.  Pinned out on the earth, panting hard, exhausted by sexual torments, he focussed himself on managing his resolve.  Long hard intakes of air lifting his strong chest were keeping his tortured body in a state to fight back.  Just.  Tottering-on-the-edge of his ability,  just.  Deep down, a secret sense of superiority assured Tarzan that this torture soon must end.  He couldn’t do it any more.  He could rise, totally and utterly spent.  Nothing more could happen, if these hags could not get him hard any more.  His tortured impotence had beaten Kwami’s evil plans.  Thank god!

That last time, Tarzan had felt barely firm when some meagre dribble of seed seeped from his tip.  Like an old man’s leak.  Hardly manly, hardly anything to shout about.  Getting the crowd hooting at another manly failure.  But his body exhausted like this, his manhood crippled like this would now frustrate any more of Kwami’s plans.  Nothing there, nothing left.  Milked dry.  Spent.  When Kwami’s bitches could not get him up, then soon this battle must be at an end.  What the hell if they laughed.  Did he care if they mocked?  This was no test of his manliness, this had been never-ending torture to make him weak.  To reduce him to this, a plan.  A plan that had worked.  But a plan that had now run its course.  His agony was soon to be over, though.  They couldn’t get him hard!  His body had rescued him by the failure of his loins.  And soon those soul-shattering pains would be over.
“Where are the powers of the jungle lord now?” Kwami jibed.

Kwami lifted Tarzan’s exhausted manhood with a stick.  Like some disgusting fat crimson-raw slug.  Lifted him upright.  Displaying it drooping to the intent crowd.  Held upright only by the stick in Kwami’s hand.  Then he let Tarzan go.

“Ffflopppp!”  Kwami laughed.

The jeers of the mob erupted around.  “Ffflopppp!”, they repeated.
“Where’s that manly strength now?” Kwami jeered.

Again he lifted Tarzan’s drooping manhood up with the stick.

And let him go.

“FFLOOOP!” the mob scoffed.

This crone had worked on him, every tug of her hand down Tarzan’s over-abused cock could squeeze little response from his loins but each downward yank had still sent trembling pains through his flesh.  His head was thrown back on the earth, taken by biting pains and grinding exhaustion.  Stinging aches spread out over his guts.  Thousands of times, it seemed, these monsters had been pumping at his exhausted manhood.  Each pull jerking him as paper-thin razor cuts slashed slivers of pain down his pinned-out legs.  With each pump on him, stings leapt to his eyes, a hiss fought its way out of a pain-tight throat.  Spread-out arms bunched into tight-clenched fists.  Mercifully he had nothing left to give, after all that painful yanking, his tortured body could no longer find the strength.  
“The jungle lord can’t get it up”.  

The crowd laughed, they mocked.  Tarzan ignored Kwami’s taunts.  His head in a swirl of exhaustion, their jeering laughter passed over him.  The women’s every touch had been agonising punishment.  Without reprieve, not a moment of rest passed after he’d cum before a vindictive hand was there and had started on him again.  A callous hand fuelled by a callous mind gripping at him, tugging at him, spitefully jerking on him, viciously yanking on him to force his erection.  Thankfully he could do it  no more.  His body had out-tricked them.
His every sense had wanted to resist, struggling to deny them the sight of his pains.  Yet each pass of their hand, each of their movements cutting into him over red-raw skin, had had his face wincing.  Jerking him, jolting, making him unwillingly jump to their pains.  And despite himself, many times, earlier, at each wince of red-raw pain his treacherous man’s body had betrayed him, he had responded to their call as they pumped out of him yet another triumph.  He had come dozens of time, with increasing soreness to his tenderest of flesh.  Thankfully reduced now to an old man’s dribble.  To the jeering scoffs of the howling crowd.  But no more.  He was spent.  Tarzan’s manhood had nothing in it anymore. 
Tarzan’s view of the clear sky above swam with the pains watering in his eyes.  He was exhausted, shattered, in pain.  His head was collapsed back on the earth.  They may have only abused this small part of him.  But the burning spread out from his loins over the whole of his flesh.  Like the tortured flow of boiling oil through his blood.  Crippling nerves trembled over his skin, through his muscle, eating  its way to his very core.

Dimly he perceived the excited gawping rabble from upside down, the sweat off his face gathering back into his hair.  Their laughter at his grimacing pains cut through to his soul.  He should not be letting them get to him like this.  Rising to them mocking the failure of his impotent loins.  Yet, despite his determination to ignore their jibes, in his exhaustion Tarzan was finding it hard not to let their taunts weaken his strength of mind.  Mocking him for failing to rise like a man.  
It would soon be over, he promised himself, there was no more his loins could give.  His reason knew they’d tortured him into this impotence, deep down he knew why he was failing as a man.  And his salvation lay in the failure of his loins.  Yet that somehow still managed to offend his sense of what he was.  Despite knowing this was intended, this failure was Kwami’s plan.  And oddly there his rescue lay, in his impotence, in the object of their scorn.  Yet, tossed in the raging surf of his exhausted soul, their biting jibes were still managing to nibble their way through.  To permeate through to his inner self.  To scoff at the inner man.  To mock the man that he was.  To taunt the man that he had been.
Mouth open, eyes unseeing, breathing hard.  His body was still made to wince as a crone again yanked vindictively on his pain-raw cock. 
“Let’s see if this will help”, Kwami gloated to the rabble around.

Tarzan’s spirits lurched.  Kwami wasn’t going to give up.  Acid bile surged into Tarzan’s throat.  Kwami stood above him, in his hand a thin thong of leather.  Dribbles of water trickling off the end onto Tarzan’s sweat-encrusted chest.  A sodden rawhide thong.

“Let’s see if the jungle lord still has something in him!” Kwami called out to the jeering crowd.  Tarzan’s pain-laden brain heard angrily the villager’s pain-thirsty response.  Animals.  Snarling beasts.  Snarling for more of his torture.  Tarzan’s heart sank.  This was not at an end, Kwami had other tricks to try.
“Around his cock”.  Kwami found it hard to contain his joy in the sneer he threw into Tarzan’s face. 
“Tie off the apeman’s cock”.
Inwardly Tarzan moaned in despair, aware of the impending threat of that cord bound round and round him.  He struggled not to show it on his face but he knew the terrors he faced if they forced him hard again.  Then they’d work on him some more.  
He’d lived around animals of the jungle all his life, he knew why males had been put on this earth.  Now, more than anything, he wished for Kwami’s plans to flop.  He wished for his manhood to fail.  
They tried to start him up again.  The talons at him.  Getting his failing manhood to work, already red-raw and bitingly sore.  Any slight move was sending screaming sparks through his shaft.  Waves of red-hot surf roaring through his chest.  Billowing waves of anxiety flooding his head.  Kwami’s torment was starting all over again.  Tarzan’s hope still lay in the failure of his manliness, in the chance that even bound it had nothing left.  He prayed his body would fail. 
Tarzan tried to squirm away but he was trapped, staked-out, unable to escape.  He felt the woman’s hands lift his balls and the cord wound behind them, round and round looped around the root of his shaft, cutting off his crutch from the lifeblood of his shattered body.  Cutting off his manhood from the spent entity that was his body.  Filling him there with his own trapped blood.  

He winced at the not-too-careful handling.  Angry he lifted his head, only to see the bare-breasted bitch yanking the cord painfully tight.  He gritted his teeth at another biting loop clenched around his crutch.  His whole body shook in dreaded anticipation when the dripping rawhide started shrinking and trapping his life-force there.  
His heart sank.  In no time, Tarzan felt a first sign of surging strength start.  As he feared.  His manly parts were on this earth for this purpose, they had a will of their own.  His greatest dread.  The awakening signs of a burning firmness that would be worked on by these bitches, worked him up into tortured and agonising pains.  His inner being trembled.  Shaking him with his own stinging soul-destroying pains.  
Head back, feeling every mille-second of his growing self, inwardly he moaned to himself.  Tarzan cursed that inner strength of his.  Slipping relentlessly into the depths of despair.  Rescued from his unmanly impotence.  It was starting over again.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
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In search of support he thought of Jane.  What had all this done to her?  In the hope of failing to respond to the tightness of these bonds, Tarzan filled his thoughts with guilt.  What had she been forced to see?  The woman he loved?  The exhaustion swamping his body, his mind saw disappointment and sadness written on her face.  The man who professed his love was lustily giving himself to a pair of women, seemingly rising to their cruelty in some obscene pursuit of body-crazed lusts.  Love forgotten, body agonies ignored, finding lust in the depravity of this orgy of pain.
Tarzan shuddered at the tongue that slurped unwanted at his crutch, that bitch of a tormentor whose mouth was still playing on his tender-raw cock head.  Even the lightest sensation on his sore tortured manhood scraping against the woman’s palate made him wince.  The tight cord was depressingly having its intended effect, he was responding.  Slowly and painfully.  His trapped pounding blood was starting to fill him out, forcing tortured manflesh to respond as nature intended.  But every miniscule bit growth was gained with shrill aching pains.  Each tiny bit of thickening stretched at raw-sore flesh.  Every tiny bit of lengthening was won with body-wrenching pains.  Making him gasp, making him wince.  Under the touch of a malicious tongue grating over his agonised pain-purple head Tarzan felt dizzyingly sick.  Sick with the pains.  Trembling at a torture that would not end.  Not till he had gone out of his mind.  
Tarzan struggled to lift his head.  Feeling his willpower losing out to the fear that this response of his body could only herald more pain, in fear of his body’s innate insatiable lusts.  He gazed in hatred over a trembling sweat-encrusted chest at the woman swallowing him whole.  Stinging pains shot to his eyes.  His face flushed in crippling embarrassment again at the idea of Jane forced to watch this betrayal.  Forced to witness her lover leaping in response to their touch, insanely rushing to seek pleasure in the intensity of pain.  Was this the sort of orgiastic pleasure her lover sought?  Ashamed, sorrowful, Tarzan wanted to re-assure Jane that he couldn’t help this.  He didn’t want this.  But she was a woman, how could she understand the frailty of the male dick?  What could she know of the perfidy of his cock?  Tortured by depravity but responding in an obscene rush for irrational pain-loaded pleasures, nevertheless.  How could he have tortured the woman he worshipped, to have her watch another woman making use of his body?  And displaying his only-too-eager though tortured body.  His body yearning to respond in the depravities of this intense pain.
To let Jane see another woman relish his body, slurp lustful satisfaction out of his willing loins.  And his body willingly respond.  Grasp at the agonies of his tortures and seeking lust-crazed pleasures there.  How could he let this happen?  Witness him taken to the depths, exhausted, depleted.  Yet then at its first chance joyfully creeping back into life.  His dick bound and captive, tortured and in pain, yet rising to the inventive touch of a woman’s tricks.  Another woman’s hand.  How could he betray the woman he loved letting this other woman take him in her mouth?  Suck on him, deep, swallow him whole.  And bring a willing Tarzan-cock back to life for her.  His manhood rising, his hips lifting, his body responding.  Tarzan willingly fight his way through agonies to cum back for this torturing hag.  She sucked on him, she pleasured him.  Just like Jane had done.  And Tarzan’s manhood  -  only now seemingly beaten, sapped of all strength  -  was bravely attempting to rise to her demands.  His all-too-eager man-flesh trying to thicken and rise to her command.  Before his lover’s eyes.  Torturing him, pleasuring him through his agonies.  Tarzan’s thoughts gnawed away at him, guilt tortured him.  His body was failing but his lusts for this woman were monstrously strong.
Her mouth was back sucking tight on his awakening thickness, it squeezed on him spitefully hard and her vindictive lips pushed him down, further stretching his sore tortured skin.  A blistering pain cut to his eyes.  His cock-head scraped sharply against her palate, stinging shudders crackled down his burning thighs.  Every touch on his over-exerted dick cut him to pieces.  Started to fill him out, pain attempting to make him grow.  With every move, slices of nerve-crunching pain ripped through his body, Tarzan crushed to the earth lay flat on his back, he bunched his hands into pain-racked fists.  His head dropped back on the earth, mouth open, his face twisted in pain.  Screams of bloodlust from the rabble around seemed to fill the space and choke him, he was robbed of the air to breathe.

Every touch on his cock, every small move drove him crazy with pain.  No longer driven by need, driven only by pain.  No longer rising to his unstoppable urges, rising to the intensity of agonising hurt.  Torturing him.  Submerging him in a vortex of anguished and tormented virility.  Pain seeking out the last remnants of his manliness and dragging it screaming from his loins.  He didn’t want this, his body could no longer do this.  Yet the lusts of the animal deep within yearned to respond.  And Kwami still demanded this.  Dragging his victim inexorably down his torture path swamping Tarzan’s manliness with insufferable pain.  Conquering that body with a suffusion of the unbearable.  Mastering his manliness with a saturation of an unendurable intensity.  The agonies suffused every crevice of Tarzan’s body.  He trembled with fatigue, tremors of unfathomable exhaustion overwhelmed his being.  The memory of the pleasures he had once known with Jane’s mouth there on his crutch had long-since gone.  Replaced with these bitches’ slicing, nerve-wrenching pain, like raw metal nails, cutting down his cock.  Yet unbelievably these pains had taken control of his manhood and still it tried to rise and subjugate itself primeval lusts to this horror.

It was a pain that was driving him out of his mind.  Body beaten by pain, mind despairingly broken by his failure to fight his enemy back.  The intensity of this prolonged torture had robbed his body of its famed strength, it was crippling his being of all his inner strength.  The dread of the next yank on him, the fear of more of this unbeatable pain was tearing him apart, the overwhelming torture was ripping his body apart, sending his mind delirious.  Beads of pain flooded his eyes, desperate guttural gasps of pain were sucked down his throat.  Down to the core of his tortured being.  Where Tarzan shuddered with dread. With guilt, horror and dread.
A tumult of chaos reigned in his body and mind.  All strength seemed to have been drained out of him with every spurt of his body seed.  Only trickling weakly, dribbling uselessly on his leg.  Seeping from an abused manhood that was now needing Kwami’s torture to get firm.  Every ounce of fabled strength seemed to have been sucked out of him.  Even tightly crippled with rawhide bonds, they were barely getting him firm.  But firm enough for the horrors to go on.  Yanking, pulling, tugging.  Agony, stinging pain.  That man-confirming vitality that he had known all his life was gone.  Drained of his life-strength as if he had been sucked dry by a vampire bat.  His face burned with exhaustion, he could smell his own anguished sweat rising revolting and stinking from his neck and shoulders.  

Tarzan felt exhausted.  Here there was nothing he could fight, there were no muscled warriors to take on.  This was no hand-to-hand combat.  This was just the crippling torture of his most sensitive parts.  No other part of him had been touched.  Yet from that one small part, a furnace had spread.  Over-heating every bit of him, heat that dried out every bit of his formidable strength.  Turned his vitality into dust.  
He’d been milked dry, drained of life-force till he had nothing left.  His manliness didn’t to belong to him any more.  Drained out of powers.  His body had no strength to get hard, barely any strength to breathe.  These women were still trying, though, their spiteful clawed hands still going at him.  Scraping agony through his dick, they were tearing sharp sizzles of blistering pain through his every nerve.  His loins were drained dry, his body too.  Tortured into exhaustion by a thousand cuts of pain that reached into the darkest corners of his soul.  Agony and fear burned in fiery waves from one part of his body to another.  Swelling rhythms of torment shuddered into every crevice of his being.  Shock poured off him in sweaty rivers of fire.  

The sweat poured.  Tarzan’s body shuddered with their every tug.  His soul trembled at their every touch.  Tarzan’s head was hopelessly on fire, he couldn’t see straight, in a whirling infinity of bodily shock, he couldn’t think straight.  He was going crazy with soul-devastating pain.  And they still had his cock roped up.  And there were still pumping him for more.  Much more of the same.  For Kwami’s pleasure.  Because maybe Kwami demanded more.  Kwami demanded worse..

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

15c.

The leather cutting him off from his body was squeezing tight.  Like a garrotte cutting him in two.  Tarzan had called on his inner strength to refuse to respond.  But as nature would have it, his body couldn’t anyway.  Bound shaft, pumping claws,  -  nothing any longer could get him to rise.  Even with the help of Kwami’s tricks, mercifully his body had had enough.  With a sense of intense relief, ironically Tarzan welcomed that fact that his manhood was beaten.  Tortured into impotence.  Though that did not stop their efforts.  Still the crones tried, still their talons pumped sharp agonies into his pain-purpled shaft to try and make him respond.  Stinging biting jabs.  Sharp jarring jerks.  They pulled at hair on his thighs to make him shudder with pain.  They slurped noisily at his drooping cock.  Agonisingly.  Calling on more pain to get him aroused.  But Tarzan’s body refused.  It could do no more.  Spent.  Totally shagged out.
The continuing yanking made him wince.  The voracious mauling slashed pain across his cheeks.  But they’d have to give up.  The mob would tire.  His body simply had no more, it was exhausted from hours of sexual torture.  Spent.  Lying comatose at the bottom of the dark pit of his despair.  The very stuff of life had been sucked out of him.  He lay back shattered on the ground in his bonds, his life-force drained from him, dank and cold in the sweat that had soaked into the earth underneath.  His head hung backwards, his body still shook with each one of their failing sucks on him, his splendid muscular body, once brimming with manly force, was spent, it could do it no more.  They’d have to stop soon, the crowd would tire.  Tarzan no longer amused.  Strength had failed him, his will-power had deserted him, he was an empty shell.  The will to fight had been wrung out of him.  Faint with exhaustion, drained.  Thank god.
Satisfied by the glorious sight of this success, Kwami looked down at the man broken by his tortures.  Tarzan’s chest lay semi-conscious and salty in the dying sun.  Strength drained from him, the virile life-force of the jungle lord lay broken to Kwami’s will.  A fiery sheen of pain enveloped Tarzan in a tight blanket of despair.  He could do it no more.  The virility of the jungle lord was no more.  Tarzan lay broken by Kwami’s will.
Kwami looked to his father with a sense of pride.  Seated by the side, seated at this tribute to his name.  Yet he looked at the ailing frail husk and Kwami swelled with a superior pride.  What price now his father’s famed deed?  Kwami had proven himself superior to his father, better.  Kwami had re-enacted his father’s history, he had proven his worth.  But Kwami’s torture had been greater.  Who was it who had broken the jungle lord?  Who are vanquished the invincible, the mightiest man in the jungle?  Not some dumb-ignorant rival chief, like his father in his hey-day.  Kwami had re-enacted his father’s moment of glory.  But his was an even greater victory, his was an even greater prize.  Kwami would go down in history.  Known as the chief who had broken Tarzan.  But this was not yet at an end.  Kwami’s ambitions were greater.  To drive the fabled apeman out of his mind.  His reputation in tatters, his title usurped.  His title worn with pride by the Mtwala’s new chief.
The games were not finished, there was still ingenuity buzzing in Kwami’s mind.  And another gruelling surprise for the apeman.  One to finish him off. Destroy his name for ever.  Kwami would not stop till the jungle lord was an empty crust.  Body and mind.  An empty shrieking husk.
He held out his hand.  Another thin thong in his hand dripped with water.

“Bind his balls!” he ordered.

To humiliate the cur.  The watching crowd pricked up, interested.  Voices cheered.

Tarzan was too weak to protest when a woman’s hand roughly circled his pained ballsack and crunched his nuts uncaringly down.  A moan of despair broke from his throat.  Lost in a pain-induced haze yet still the thought broke through.  This was not over.  Shock jerked in his nerve-shattered torso from the painful squeezing on his nuts as her grip trampled them uncaring into his floppy sack.  Circle-after-circle of leather looped around him and crushed him tightly into a tiny bursting sack.  Till his nuts bulged at the skin in an effort to escape whatever tricks Kwami’s evil mind still held.  
Tarzan moaned.  The animal-fighter in him shouted back to resist, to keep up the fight.  But with what?  Through the soul-destroying anguish, somehow battling through the swirling sickening confusion in his head, the message sank in.  The warning held in that tight binding of water-sodden rawhide.  Sub-consciously, animal instincts fighting their way through to his brain, Tarzan read the warning.  There was no release, there was to be no reprieve.  Kwami’s sick imaginations had not reached the end of this torture trail.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
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It was a fateful mistake.  But he’d not drunk for hours.  His parched tongue extended out and licked at the liquid dripped onto his lips.  Seconds later, his face contorted.  His mouth shot open.  His tongue burst into flames.  In an instant, his mouth felt on fire.

Kwami had towered above Tarzan with a smirk of success on his lips.  He could see his victim was struggling, but, eyes fixed on the object of his hate, it seemed that still that inner strength of the apeman could find some will to resist.  His body had been repeatedly milked of his seed.  He had sweated out his strength.  Tortured into exhaustion, he found it hard to raise his head, he struggled to raise it off the earth and see what the women were doing to him.  Struggling maybe, his eyes still managed to return Kwami’s overmastering gaze like a trapped bird caught in a net.  He’d sweated heavily, his breathing was slow and laboured.  Like a man shattered by hours of anguish.  Yet, tantalising to the spirit of the torturer, Tarzan’s defiant spirit would not rest.  
It no longer mattered to Kwami that the apeman’s manhood could not rise and endure more.  The world had seen that with its own eyes, the jungle would laugh for ever at his humiliating defeat.  The jungle lord who couldn’t get it up.  The causes of that failure would quietly sink into the quagmires of time.  Only the mocking laughter would remain.  The jungle lord who couldn’t get it up.

But Kwami was ready to move him on.  To finish him off.  To hear him scream and beg.  Tarzan was beside himself.  With pain, degradation and exhaustion.  Broken by Kwami’s skilfully planned punishment.  Broken like the apeman could not remember.  Broken like the legend that flourished around him could never conceive.  Broken but not finished.  Kwami’s heart rejoiced at the idea that this brainless victim refused to give in.  Provoking more, inviting crippling devastation.  Kwami was excited at the prospect that this combat still went on.  Still the apeman was wandering back like some dumb goat trotting to the sacrifice.
“My special treat for the apeman”, Kwami announced to the mob.

Suspicious, Tarzan watched Kwami from upside down.  In one hand a wooden bowl, in the other some kind of brush.  Warily Tarzan squinted through bleary eyes and recognised the antelope’s tail in his torturer’s hand.  Kwami had dipped the tail in the bowl and held it up.  The brush of the tail came out coated red.  Trickles of red viscous liquid dripped off the fibres of the tail.

“Concocted for the jungle lord”.

The mob broke out in jeers at the title that once filled the forests with awe.

Tarzan frowned and watched with mounting concern the red dribbles trickle thickly off the tail back into the bowl.

“A night to remember”.  
Tarzan felt a chill at the look in Kwami’s eyes.  

“The night we heard the apeman scream”.

The mob understood the words as little as Tarzan.  But he heard the snarls in their roars.  Carnivorous snarls lusting for pain.  His pain.
“Beg for Kwami’s mercy”.

Despite himself, knowing he should not give in to these intimidations, Tarzan felt a rush of trepidation.  He watched not understanding as again Kwami retrieved the brush again from the bowl.  As droplets of fiery red liquid dribbled heavily off the tail back into the bowl.  

Just above Tarzan’s face, Kwami held the brush.  A single glutinous drop fell.  At first, it was as if it hung in the air.  Then Tarzan felt the drop touch his lips.  Eagerly his dry tongue leapt from a parched mouth.  A second later, the tongue felt it was on fire.  Saliva flowed from nowhere.  Suddenly Tarzan’s mouth was red hot, his tongue burning as if he’d eaten fire.

“Peppers, apeman.  Fiery peppers.  Chilli pepper, stinging nettles.  Itchy plants.  Concocted here for you”.

Tarzan steeled himself when Kwami turned and held the bowl over Tarzan’s cock.  Breath coming in short fast pants.  Realising the extent of Kwami’s torture.  The pounding in Tarzan’s ears almost drowned out the sounds of the forest.  He couldn’t believe this.  The thudding in his chest almost made his body shudder with the beat.  Kneeling by Tarzan’s hip, Kwami held the brush above the bowl and let Tarzan see the thick viscous liquid dribble glutinous back into the bowl.  

“For your night to remember”. Kwami sneered.

“The night you begged”.
Tarzan crunched his fists together, his mouth set in a determined clench.  He knew Kwami’s mind.

“You bastard, Kwami”, Tarzan bared his teeth.  Strength erupted from nowhere.  Pumping fear restored his spirits to their former self.

“You’ll die for this!”

Defiant.  Given one chance he’d have ripped Kwami’s guts out.  Bare-handed.
“You first, slave.  If you’ve got the strength”, Kwami snarled.  
Then softer, conciliatory, 
“After all, that’s what I promised you.  A night you’ll never forget”. 

The woman held Tarzan’s cock upright, her grip on his shaft.  Purple with strain, pain-raw.  Limp, useless.  Abused into impotence.  Burning like flayed skin.  Tarzan’s obscene threat only made Kwami smile.  He dipped the brush into the bowl and held it dripping.  Then, with incredible slow motion, Tarzan saw the brush move till it was poised right above his up-held cock.  Drained till he had nothing left, it hurt, it was blisteringly sore, a deep purple of abuse.  Pained helpless flesh.  Screamingly sore.  Raging with blistering hurt.  Red-raw.
But this Kwami was not yet finished with him.  Several times Tarzan had felt faint, he had felt he was coming apart at the seams, victim of nerve-wrenching pains.  He had felt there was nothing worse possible to do.  But Kwami knew better.  In the depraved depths of his sick being, Kwami knew better.  He was going to set Tarzan’s manhood on fire.  The very thought tied up Tarzan’s guts in knots of fear.  And there was nothing he could except curse.

Horror-struck, a fire already burning in his mouth from that single drop, Tarzan watched the first dribble form on the long hairs at the end of the brush.  As if trapped in time, he saw droplets gather on the brush ends.  With pounding heart and unknowing dread he observed a single red-blood drop separate from the bristle.  Yet again it seemed to hang taunting in the air.  Then with infinite slow speed it dropped.  With the weight of dread, yet with the lightness of a feather, it took an eternity to fall.

Straining to lift his exhausted head, Tarzan saw with horror the droplet splatter on the purple tip of his bulging roped cock.  A split-second later it cracked like lightning.  

In the next mille second, fire burst.  A single drop of liquid that burst into flames.  Like a spurt of liquid fire erupting on his purple-strained cockhead.  One single drop.  Like being stabbed by a white-hot rod.  On the tip of his pain-flailed cock 

Tarzan jolted.  Teeth clenched.  And, eyes open with horror, he saw more droplets falling.  His face creased at the sudden shock.  His heart faltered at the thought.  His fists had already balled before the drops hit, before the intensity of their flames burst, his body had gone rigid.  He watched with excruciating horror the second drop splatter on his cockhead.  And the third.  And the fourth.

The first yelp of pain escaped before Tarzan could stop himself.  The first tear burst to his eye before Tarzan realised.  It was like burning sticks had been jabbed into the head of his cock.  His cock burst into flames.  Pain shot his hips off their dirt.  Heat burst out on the whole of his body.  Open-mouthed, eyes agape in surprise, Tarzan was shocked by the power of that force.  Like thrusting his hand into fiery-red flames.  His face flushed, the heat in his body roared.  His fingers tightly balled together into fists against the gruelling pain.

“Specially for you, apeman”, Kwami repeated with an upward curl of the lip.

A night to remember”.

In horror, Tarzan forced his head upright and watched.  Mouth wide open, gasping in silent pain, over his sweating chest shuddering in the flames, trembling in terrorised anticipation of more, Tarzan saw Kwami’s target being held up in the air.  The sacrifice awaiting the horror of sacrificial flames.  Already sweat had broken out on his face.  His loins were ablaze, on fire, burning him up.  
And Kwami’s hand was holding the tail towards his pain-swollen purple agony.  His brush coated thick with red viscous juice.  Taking a tortured eternity of time.  Eking every moment of torture out of the look on his victim’s face.  The heavy murderous tail seemed to hang in the air.  Taking his endless time, Kwami was loading his brush with every mille-second of Tarzan’s dread.  At the thought of the first brushing at Tarzan’s terrified under-spot.  Not a few drops.  Not the few droplets of horror Tarzan could feel  A coating.  A thick glutinous coating of inescapable tortuous pain.  Painted on the purple pain-flayed skin of his manhood.  A shudder of unstoppable fear flashed through Tarzan’s being.  A monster.  This man was a monster.
With a flourish Kwami painted the bloated pain-loaded shaft with pepper-loaded glue.  His eyes never leaving his captive’s face.  Tarzan’s eyes were wide with shock.  The brush coated once up the shaft.  Tarzan’s whole torso went rigid in an instant with the stinging pains.  Kwami again coated around the exposed cockhead, painting it red with the fiery pain.  Decorating it with the fiery horrors of stinging burning peppers.  Rewarded by a long guttural roar.  Encouraged, Tarzan’s balls he painted with blistering sweeps of agonising pain.  With a few lingering fiery sweeps of his brush, Kwami wiped all show of defiance off the apeman’s face.  
He transformed it into a mask of horror.  Re-carved those rugged looks into a gargoyle of abject torment.  Tarzan’s face was lit only with the intensity of hell.  Sweat poured, his face flushed bright crimson.  His hisses of surprise were quickly lifted into gasps of horror.  Quickly the burning agony ate through the exposed flesh of a limp tortured cock.  His chest lifted, his torso twisted.  His body writhed and fought at his bonds.  The spirit of Kwami’s evil flooded that body, the ambition of Kwami’s genius drove the apeman mad.  Gasps were lifted into cries.  Cries driven into punctured shouts.  Long agonised yells of torment that cut agonised through the night air.  
Unaware of what his body was doing, Tarzan was hauling on ropes in a pointless desperation of escape.  His head scythed from side-to side, hissing yelps of twisted pain punching to escape his throat.  His dropping useless cock was imprisoned in red-glowing embers.  Continuously his body shook, viciously slashed in the ferocity of unstoppable spasms.  Ragged bawls of uncontrollable pain tore from every sweating pore.  A scorching white-hot inferno that was burning up his soul.  Tortured in the eternal fires of hell.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

Alone in his hut, Kwami pumped fearsomely on the excitement aroused by his re-enactment.  Re-enacting his father’s fame, Tarzan was caught in an act of ritual agony, the victim of Kwami’s inhuman genius.  Kwami’s squeezing became more frenzied as he glanced out of the open hut doorway and now saw the object of his craving hung out in the lashing rain.  
Kwami savoured the limitlessness of his power.  A wild beast twisting and fighting to escape the power Kwami exerted over it.  Dominating the fearsome jungle lord.  Uselessly ensnared.  Locked for eternity in Kwami’s inescapable power.  Exploding now in agonised orgies of desperate cries, bursting with pointless struggles.  Tarzan’s broken ragged bawls of pain and failing defiance filled the air.  Yet soon he’d break, soon the jungle lord would be still.  His spirit stilled by Kwami’s powers.
Yet still a frenzied dance of hideous convulsions tore at Tarzan’s frame.  Stabbed by a thousand demons, stung by a million fire-ants.  Out from that scorching inferno that was his dick, the flames reached out and licked with searing pains into every cavity of his being.  Like he’d fallen into the volcano’s flow.  At times a man-scream, heavy-throated, pain-loaded, Tarzan writhing in grotesque annihilation.  At times an animal shriek, blood-curdling screams.  His wrists scraped raw as he sawed at his bonds in a frenzy to escape.  

Once Kwami had sold out Manu to the slavers, Tarzan would be his again.  That episode on the beach could wait.  Kwami would re-enact his father’s legend, he’d have the rabble drooling.  Begging for him to torture the jungle lord, torture his legend into obscurity.  They’d shriek wildly, they’d beg for him to become chief.  The strongman who’d broken the jungle lord.
Kwami felt his heart pound at the sight of his prize crushed.  The fight lost yet the fires burned on still.  Shuddering and helpless under the torments of the most excruciating pain.  Kwami’s spirits lifted at the shrieks of delight from the baying crowd.  Watching the mouth-watering intensity of the suffering Kwami had laid before them.  A feast.  Offered the treat of the jungle-lord, half-faint, going mad from the intensity of fiery hell.  All the degradation and beatings he had endured over the past days had disintegrated next to this unmitigated brutality.  Kwami, their future chief, held a fearsome prize tortured in his grip.

Kwami grinned as he pleasured himself.  Tarzan’s body was saturated out there with the pounding of the rain.  Soon Kwami would load his flesh with this agony.  Have him furiously writhing, tossing around in his bonds.  Tarzan crying out his pains.  Begging for this horror to stop.
Tarzan screamed at the serpents tearing him open with fire.  His throat was scraped raw with his cries.  Yet his cries seemed only to fuel the fire that was consuming him.  Yet fires that did not consume his flesh.  Never-ending.  White-hot metal was fused to his balls, agony seeped out of every pore of his screaming body.  His chest was choking with a heat no water could ever put out.  
Shock and horror almost disabled his mind.  But that agony was not so kind, he could not black out.  So intense the ferocity he felt every mille-second.  He knew of the pain raging in every crevice of his being.  A white-hot inferno roared at the centre of his universe.  An agony of gargantuan pain.  His crutch was sizzling in the everlasting flames.  Every muscle was ablaze in eternal flames, every screaming nerve was on fire.  Every fibre of his being shrieked with uncontainable agonies.  An inner scream coalesced and, with his eyes bulging, with his body convulsing, a long sustained yell born of desperation burst from his lips.  The proud manly paradise between his legs had turned into a screeching hell.

Tarzan’s screams were splitting the night-time air, as the peppery horrors burned him up.  Like being burned at the stake.  Yet flames that never consumed flesh.  Burned in never-ending fires.  Such were the legends would make Kwami feared.



Ch. 16
Crowd-puller

16a.

Manu lay on his back, hands behind his head in the gloom of his hut, wondering wryly at the dimness of his friends.  To his left, he sensed Mzama still feeling rattled.  Somehow Manu couldn’t get it through to him, Mzama was confusing fantasy with reality.

“No one means for you to get disfigured”.

If Manu had said it once he’d tried to make it clear a dozen times. 

“We have to allow for the chance, though”, Manu had tried to explain.  “It could happen to any one of us”.

“The question is what do we do about it?  If he gets the upper hand.  Tarzan is a fighter”, he’d tried to explain, trying not to sound like he was getting riled that Mzama kept harping on about getting his eye damaged.  Worried it was his good looks being re-arranged and not his brother’s probably.  
“He’s as good as any one of us.  Maybe even better.  It could happen, he could put any one of us out”.

Shit, in their planning and fantasising, Manu had even allowed for the fact that Tarzan might stun himself and nearly throttle him.  What was so hard about keeping imagination and real life apart?  
“We have to plan.  We have to know what to do if things go wrong.  Like what happens if he is throttling me to death”. 

“Kick the shit out of him!”  Bukawa laughed.
Mzama got that message good and clear,  But when it came to even considering the possibility that Mzama’s good looks might be re-arranged!....  

Because it might be Mzama’s face that got re-shaped and not his brother’s.  That stupid rivalry!

Of course, Tarzan wasn’t fighting fit. 

“But he might get lucky”, Manu tried to emphasise.

“Thing is, let’s remember what this is all about”.  Getting the crowd behind Manu, getting the villagers excited.  Life was hard enough, dull.  This three-on-one fight would put some sparkle in their days.  They’d talk about it round the fires for months after.  Remembering they were there.  Putting on a spectacle for the crowd they’d remember for ever.  That’s what this was all about.  So they wanted only one thing.  To hail Manu as their chief.

And what better way to get the crowd behind them than to put the shits up them?  Thinking their heroes were being beaten?  Thinking the apeman, weakened by torture, done-in by exhaustion, could still better three of their best?  Screaming for them, encouraging them as they reeled under the apeman’s strength.  Heart in mouth as the apeman nearly throttled Manu to death.  Knocked Bukawa out.  Blinded Mzama with his own streaming blood ….  No, it’s just an example, Mzama, a possibility.  
But then listen to the crowd.  Listen to their roar when their heroes bravely fight their way back.  Biting into their pain, battling with their exhaustion.  Just hear them yelling their encouragement.  Screaming at the first punch that puts the apeman down.  Baying like wild animals when their own heroes fight their way back, punching and kicking till they come out as top dog.  
The pair of them were good friends.  Since they were kids.  But they were muscle-heads, they were dim.  Trouble is they weren’t leaders, didn’t have the imagination, lacked the vision.  They were Manu’s best friends, but they were followers.  Easily led.  Look how they’d gone off with Kwami and taken Tarzan to the beach.  
“See the bigger picture”? Manu would try and remind them.  “Remember what this was all about”?  Ideas like that seemed beyond them.  Totally over their heads.  Hopeless!  Muscle-heads!  All Mzama was concerned about was that it was his good looks that Tarzan was going disfigure.  Could see the difference.  They were dreaming, letting the imagination run riot.  All Manu was trying to do was to talk things through!  Plan out how best to run this fight of a lifetime.  The fight that would make his future.
Manu lay back shaking his head in disbelief.  Somewhere in the dark, he could hear Bukawa getting it on again with a girl.  Her giggling getting drowned out by his moans of determination.  To Manu’s left, though, Mzama had turned his back on him.  Manu could sense his resentment.  Like it was bristling on his broad muscled back.  Mzama had lost touch with reality.  Probably lying there all aggrieved working out how he could get his own back on Tarzan.  For Tarzan re-arranging his face.  For something that hadn’t actually happened!  Muscle-head!
Sighing deep, Manu drifted back in his mind.  Back to the fight.  Back to the plans to have Tarzan further his cause.  When Tarzan would help make Manu into the tribe’s new chief.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

Manu had the crowd just where he wanted them.  In the palm of his hand.  Screaming for him.  Roaring him on.  And courageously the apeman had played his part, magnificently.  This was the scene the three of them had planned.  All their scheming and imagining coming together at this point.  The grand ending, Tarzan’s crushing defeat, Manu’s rise to power.  Lying plotting in the hut that night, they had talked it all through, laughing and joking, getting increasingly excited.  One man’s idea constantly upped by the other’s.  But they were clear.  To end it all off, they’d take it in turns.  A slow build-up.  Managing the villagers’ reactions, gradually driving the crowd wild.  A living screaming bloodlust.  Men and women turned into a pack of rabid wild animals.  One after the other, egged on by the baying mob, they would jointly beat the living daylights out of the apeman.

Manu was playing to the crowd, their champions had given them a few scares.  Bukawa knocked out, Mzama defeated.  Even Manu had to be rescued from a throttling by his friends.  But the crowd was with him, backing Manu up.  He couldn’t make it look too easy, he had to get every man, woman and child behind him, every bit of the way.  And there’d be no easy victories for the apeman either, that’s what they’d said.  He’d work for it, he’d work for every punch they took.  

And he had surprised them, they’d under-estimated him.  Tarzan had stood up for his title as jungle lord.  A warrior without match.  Until now.  Until now.  Till he met Manu.

Across the open space, Manu had seen Mzama worrying at his eye.  Man, had the apeman gone for him.  Whatever Kwami had put Tarzan through, the apeman had risen above the pain.  This apeman was one tough fighter.  Took it, gave it.  Like he’d given it Mzama one.  But that man was made for life!  Mzama!  Every time in his hut a girl stroked at Mzama’s scar, it would be a living reminder of this glorious day.  His day of triumph.  When he helped beat the jungle lord.  Mzama had manfully gone before his people, naked in his warrior pride, and helped bring the apeman down.  That scar was the symbol of his thrusting virility, emblem of his fearsome manhood.  Shit, Mzama was laid for life.  Manu could wish himself a worse fate!
The brothers had Tarzan restrained by an elbow each, arms extended out shoulder height.  Standing behind, they hauled his arms back, jamming his back into the post.  Their other hands each held an apeman wrist, pulling back hard on that too, threatening to dislocate Tarzan at the elbow.  Unbound but his arms trapped by two strong fighters intent on seeing him pay.  Pinned helpless against this torture post.  Back crunched against the pole.  His whole front laid open to attack from a warrior he had just nearly killed.

Manu saw fear in the apeman’s eyes.  For the first time in this battling, he caught of flash of fear.  Manu felt no disrespect.  The apeman was right to fear.  The tribe’s three best-built warriors were going to give it to the crowd.  His apeman back  was held trapped against this stake.  He might still persist, he might still struggle in the brother’s tight ungiving grip.  But the apeman was cornered against this post.  About to take the thrashing of his life.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

16b.

Manu heard the crowd egging him on.  Shouting out in praise.  It had been part of the plan, to put the shits up the crowd, to let them think their men might not win.  And it had worked.  Just listen to them shout!  They were with him, they wanted him.  Manu, their champion who could do nothing wrong.

It took all he could do not to raise his muscled arms above his head.  To show off.  To strut and preen like a proud young lion that had seen off the pride’s alpha-male.  He felt good enough, excited by the opportunity he was making for himself.  Excited by the closeness of his goal.  Tarzan’s gift to the tribe.  
But this was not the time.  Not yet.  Manu was playing hard-to-get.  He knew full well what they wanted.  They howled for it, like baying hounds.  But he strutted backwards-and-forwards.  Like a nervous beast.  Eyes on his prey.  As if working himself up.  But soon he’d go for it.  And they’d roar him on.  Soon he would have all the girls wet between the legs.  The men would be grabbing at themselves in front.  Inside he smiled to himself.  He’d seen the looks on the crowds when Bukawa had paraded himself.  Arms up, sweat-drenched with the might of his warrior effort.  Manu had seen where the girls’ eyes had fled.  He watched the old women, hands before their mouth to hide their grins, revelling in Bukawa’s display of burgeoning virility.  The old girls envious of the young girls’ chances that night, yet lustfully soaking up Bukawa’s parade of masculinity waved in front of their eyes.  No, this was not the time for giving them a show.  It was time to finish the apeman off.  Besides, Manu smirked to himself, if he paraded himself bulging with a throbbing manfulness like this, he’d give some old woman a heart attack.  

Manu stared across the gap between him and his opponent.  The apeman had fought well, one against three.  Never giving up, always finding reserves of fiery will.  But this was not the time for respect.  This was the time to seal his fate.  Both their fates.  
Manu started the beat.  A tight knuckled fist slapped into his other open palm.  A deadly menacing rhythm.  The loud smack of hard bone on flesh.  
After a dozen slaps, a few in the crowd picked up the beat.  Warriors all around thumped an ominous beat into their hands.  Women stomped the thud into the dirt.  Tarzan felt a chill shiver down his writhing backbone.  He renewed his struggles against the tight grip from the brothers holding him backed up into this post.  But they too fought him back.  The beat swelled, the crescendo soared.  Deep growling voices joined in, emphasising the threat.  
The voice in the crowd called out in rhythm to Manu’s fist “Kill!  Kill!  Kill!”  Manu stood opposite his prey.  Domination in his gaze, his torso suffused with his determination to hurt.  His body brimming with the symbol of his power to dominate the legend.  There’d be no killing here, he knew.  But the chant was picked up, the fever in the crowd amplified.  Baying for the apeman’s blood.  His eyes took in his victim-to-be.  The apeman’s powerful chest thrust forward by the brothers’ pull from behind.  His muscled stomach, appallingly bruised, battered and blue, awaited Manu’s fists.  Jammed forward by the pull back on his arms, hopelessly vulnerable.  The apeman was defenceless.  The crowd was going sick with frenzy for his pain.
Manu stepped forward, every inch the chief.  Every inch, the fighter, every bit of him the conquering warrior.  True. To him the man Manu approached invited similarly respect.  A mighty warrior, brave, courageous, worthy of his title.  But not today.  Today, Tarzan was the tool to bring Manu to his destiny.
Still he lead the chant, still his fist pounded into his palm.  Till he stared, an arm’s length away, stared into the apeman’s eyes.  Stubborn to the last, the apeman’s fear had now evaporated.  Faced with his attacker, he found the strength of mind to breathe defiance.  Glaring back into Manu’s eyes was the apeman’s insolence.  His fearlessness.  Despite the hopelessness of his situation.  Grudgingly, Manu suppressed his admiration for this man.  
What his heart sensed in those audacious eyes was Tarzan’s invitation.  Take me on, I am man enough to take whatever you have, Tarzan’s glare gave back.  Manu’s eyes never wavered.  True, his heart replied, Tarzan, you are man enough.  In your heart.  But it is your body that I will break.
He sensed rather than saw the apeman go tense in every sinew of his being.  Ready.  As if he discerned the target of Manu’s attack, Manu felt a tightening of muscle in every corner of his victim’s body.  Rightly, Tarzan knew the power Manu held in his fists.  And responded, bracing himself into a hardwood tautness in the muscles of his gut.

Manu reached out and gripped his victim by the throat.  He squeezed.  In part as a reminder of the burn mark Manu felt in his own windpipe.  In part to steady himself.  And he rammed a thunderbolt into Tarzan’s stomach.  Manu felt the wind jam against his crush on the apeman’s throat.  He let it go.  Tarzan shuddered in a loud groan, lips tight closed, containing the cry that lit up his guts.  Eyes closed, his whole being trembling as he fought to hold back his shout at Manu’s power.  

Another squeeze on the windpipe presaged the next punch.  Manu’s ritualistic warning to his worthy adversary.  His eyes never leaving Tarzan’s face, Manu knew instinctively where to land his fist, direct into the belly button where men are weakest.  Tarzan rose against the stake under the thudding force, every inch of him a shudder of pain, eyes wide-open, his pain erupted in a beast-like snort from his nose.

The brothers hauled back on his arms, blocking the pain-driven force attempting to break the apeman free.  A half-dozen gut-crunching blows already.  Blows that only a force like Manu could throw,  Teeth gritted to hold him in place, the power of Manu’s blows shuddered down their own arms.  Rivulets of nervous sweat was trickling down the apeman’s side, cutting through the dust that splattered his skin.  The heat on his arms slicked through their hands.  They gripped him harder, taking some of the force with him from Manu’s slow inhuman salvoes of force.  And Manu just kept hammering away.  Twisting his body behind each punch.  Slow, poundingly powerful.  Masterful.  Measured.  
A body blow from below rammed up high under Tarzan’s ribs.  Blowing all the wind out of his exploding chest.  In a massive burst of pain.  Force tried to double him up, but the brothers yanked him back.  Back into another knuckled punch driven up high into his stomach.  The pain built.  The force seemed to increase with each sickening thud into his injured guts.  Tarzan had met this man in the fight, he knew the force those shoulders could unleash.  But trapped like this, sacrificed against the stake, every gut-wrenching blow was tearing into that same small muscled space.  Again and again.  Time without end.  His innards were on fire.  Pain and force seemed to throw him lurching between sense and senselessness.  Tarzan’s fighter instincts screamed to resist, to brace, to defend his insides.  He knew what to do, he tried.  But he’d been tortured there before, he was already injured there.  And the power of these punches never wavered.  Not veering from the spot, not losing any of their body-crippling force.  Tarzan’s innards were drowning in a red-hot sea of pain.  
The bitter tang of physical annihilation filled his throat.  Reeling agonisingly from welcome faintness back into the tortured reality of this hammering, Tarzan felt himself careering to the point of total loss.  Unable to stop the groans in-between the blows, unable to halt the shouts bursting in his guts to break free.  Swimming in the choking vapours of a red-yellow haze.  One fiery furnace roaring in his guts.  Waves of fire billowing through his veins.  Deep in his guts and consuming the surface of his flesh, Tarzan was roasting in flames.  Shrieking in the fires of eternal damnation.


Mzama felt a give in the knees as pain tried to rip the apeman from their grip.  But the brothers yanked him back tight, opened up his chest, offered up his guts for another firestorm tearing into the apeman’s insolent pride.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

16c.

There was no sympathy for Tarzan’s plight, the mood in the crowd prevented that.  When the brothers released their grip on him, he crumpled weakly to his knees, sliding down the stake.  Groaning and crying out as his back ripped down the pole.  Hissing at clutching at himself as his pummelled stomach ripped.  Now Manu did parade the ring, now it was right to take their acclaim.  Now was the time to work the crowd.  Now Manu strutted, muscular arms upraised, acknowledging the roar of the hero-worship.  They loved him.  Their champion.  Built like a hero.  Acting like a hero.  Kwami?  Who is that, they’d ask when the time came.  Manu, their champion.  Who could do nothing wrong.

Tarzan hunkered down on his backside at the foot of the stake, ignoring the preening fighter.  Knees crushed to his chest, hugging his legs and nursing the burning fires in his guts.  His back had been scraped raw down the rough bark as he slid down but that was nothing to the furnace that roared in his stomach.  That beating there had been ruthless, the pounding relentless.  The unstoppable power of those fists ferocious.  Tortuously pounded into guts already weakened by Kwami’s hours of torture.  It had taken no time before Tarzan’s resolve to keep tight his muscular defences was being smashed to pieces with his stomach.  His opponent was strong.  Determined and fit.  And he had not been weakened for days.

Manu played to the crowd.  He’d taken every part of Tarzan’s stomach apart.  To their roars.  They jeered the punished apeman suffering in the dirt, they cheered their hero.  He was the best.  They were they best.  In all the forest there was no match for the Mtwala tribe.  Even legends bowed to their force.

Every crippling thump into the apeman’s guts broke out wild applause from the villagers.  Dozens of gut-blasting blows.  Every pained roar from Tarzan’s chest greeted by shouts from the her-worshipping crowd.  Every cry was wiping clean the memory of the apeman’s wins from the collective mind.

In secret admiration, Manu watched Tarzan huddled crumpled at the foot of the stake, his face down, hidden from the jeers of Manu’s people, his shoulders shaken by involuntary shudders.  The apeman was brave, he was strong.  He had played his part well.  Better than most.  But his flesh was human.  And Manu’s strength had ruthlessly taken him apart.  He’d had to.  It was part of the plan.  Manu’s punishment to his guts burned with the ferocity of a forest fire through the apeman’s broken though muscled body.  And the crowd loved Manu for it.  They’d reward him for it.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

They’d been chatting excitedly in Manu’s hut about how jointly they’d finished the apeman off.  Bukawa had offered that  –  if he had to take second-best  -  he wanted the apeman’s face.  OK, he conceded the apeman’s guts to Manu.  In training he himself had taken Manu’s fists on himself there often enough, he knew what power Manu could unleash.  Manu would devastate him. And this was Manu’s plan, after all.  Besides, he was soon to become chief.  

OK, Bukawa conceded Manu the apeman’s guts.  So if not the guts, Bukawa said, he wanted the face.  He wanted the feel of his fists crunching in that disrespectful mouth.  Above all, he wanted to see that haughty insolence wiped from his rugged apeman looks.  Bukawa had joked to Manu, who better?  Look at the size of his fists.  His giant hammers possessed just the means to wipe that arrogant face clean.  
But, irritatingly, Manu had ruled that out.  Bukawa protested.  Manu was equally firm.  The white man was paying, remember, he would want Tarzan’s face intact.  He’d want to see the pain of his own punishment scratch its nails across that muscle-arrogant face.  That would be hard to see on pulverised meat when Bukawa was finished with him, he jokingly flattered Bukawa in response.  
The white man’s bounty had to be won.  For that kind of money, he’d want to see the pain on the apeman’s face.  Not his face, then.  Manu ruled that out.  What about his back.  Clubs thudded into the proud muscled back, breaking him down.

Bukawa reluctantly retorted. Not the back.  He was going to see the effect of his fists on the ape-shit’s face.  Grudgingly he settled for the front, his chest.  Definitely a bad offer.  Worse than second-best.  But he’d give that his best, then.  And how!
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

It had been the look in Bukawa’s eyes that said it all.  That giant knuckled hammer that he’d jokingly waggled in Manu’s face belied the coldness in that look.  There’d be nothing left of Tarzan’s face if left to the vengeance that chilled Bukawa’s eyes.  Firmly, Manu ruled that out.  There’d be no bounty from the white man after Bukawa’s anger had had its day.  
There was a protest from the apeman when he and Mzama dragged him to his feet.  He protested, he tried struggling out of the tight grips on his arms.  But the apeman was still nursing the burning in his guts from Manu’s relentless punishment.  He was no match for two equally determined more-than-fully-grown men egged on by the baying crowd.  Jeering the apeman’s groans, cheering on their men binding him to the stake.

Tarzan let out a pained hiss when they raised his arms above his head and tied his wrists high up behind the stake.  Unable to offer much resistance, though.  The pull lifted his ribcage and awoke the screeching aches in his muscled stomach.  The lift painfully stretched his flesh that had just taken such a battering from Manu’s ruthless fists.  Too late, too weakly, he tried to pull back when he felt his wrists folded around the back of the stake and roped together.  Pulling up his injured stomach, stretching upwards his torso, thrusting his chest forward off the stake.  Helpless, a sacrifice.  Offered on the altar, a helpless prize to Bukawa’s fists.  
Tarzan felt a chill tremble at the look of smug coldness only inches from his face.  Exhausted by three relentless fights.  His innards were shrieking with the pain from that latest hammering.  And now in front there snarled another predator.  Fresh.  Powerfully built.  Stocky across the chest, massively built shoulders.  And his eyes were saying it all.  

Tarzan dug deep.  He scrabbled deep within his fighter spirit and somehow found the means to glower back.  He found the strength to face-down the look in the face of this single-minded warrior.  He was not so tall, but what he lacked in height he had in density.  In sheer unmitigated power.  A thick-muscled chest forged like steel, shoulders lifted and bulging with rippling strength.  Someone who could unleash devastating power.  And his eyes said it, he could not wait.
Bukawa was not in any mood to waste time with threats, no time to spend on provocation.  He was going to give that cheering around just what it craved.  He had been humiliated by being knocked out before this crowd.  Bukawa had seen his own dear brother limp half-blinded from his fight.  Anger fired up the hand-grip he clawed into Tarzan’s chest.  Under-handed, his rigid fingers dug in deep up under this ape-shit muscle, Bukawa’s thumbs clawing on top, digging in into that muscle like a vulture’s talon tearing off flesh.  Bukawa squeezed.  His forearm turned to iron, his fingers changed into claws.  His hands clawed agony into that uplifted chest.  
Bukawa was rewarded by a look of intense pain slashing across the apeman’s face.  No fists flying, no punches unleashed.  Just power-claws squeezing into helpless proffered man-flesh.  The apeman squirmed, up on his toes as if he might escape.  Run from the weakening pain from Bukawa’s steely talons clawing into hard-muscled chest.  But no escape, no match for the determination that powered Bukawa’s clenching claws.  Digging deep into muscle.  Satisfying jagged intakes of breath from the apeman breaking free.  That arrogant mouth drawn pain-tight.  The eyes that dared glower back were screwed tight into slits of agony.  Bukawa squeezed.  Nails of steel tore into the solid muscled chest.  Clawed so far under the muscle as if about to wrench the chest muscle off this pain-rigid torso.

The hands up behind the post lifted the chest, defining the muscle just right for Bukawa’s talons.  Chest mounds so full and round they were a perfect fit for Bukawa’s deadly claws.  His clench gained strength from the sight of his hated foe go rigid with the savagery of Bukawa’s pain.  Bukawa drew strength from the surge through his veins as Tarzan’s torso froze, the shoulders trembling with the intensity of Bukawa’s clutch on the apeman’s solid chest.  Strength came from nowhere turning his forearms to iron.  Squeezing in behind the lifted muscle, clenching fingers into hands of steel.  Teeth gritted, Bukawa trembled with the effort of inflicting pain.  He stood, a statue carved in living rock, the malicious forces of nature flooding his muscle, filling him with evil intent,  From behind, Bukawa was lifted by the crowd howling like starving hyenas at the searing devastation scrawled across Tarzan’s agonised face.

Bukawa, though, knew too about the power of surprise.  The apeman was still sawing his head from side-to-side under the intensity of pain when Bukawa let go his crippling grip.  Then, as the chance of recovery lifted the apeman’s hopes, Bukawa lashed the force of his arm across Tarzan’s chest.  The full might of his enviably muscular body, the incredible power of his superior strength was slapped behind a crippling forearm that smacked across the apeman’s chest.

Unprepared, Tarzan’s back crashed against the post.  Unsuspecting, the thump of a solid muscled forearm thudding across the width of his chest slammed Tarzan back into the post.  Rough bark tore across his back.  The wind in his lungs shattered free under the force of the devastating blow.  The crowd roared out at the apeman’s surprised cry that broke free and cut through the clearing.

Bukawa felt a rush of power like he’d rarely known.  He had joined Kwami’s hunt for the apeman out of a sense of duty.  Obeying the call of the chief’s son.  He had played his part.  But since returning the apeman to their village for Manu, he had found himself growing in loathing for this self-appointed jungle lord.  This man who refused to recognise the superiority of their warrior code.  He only needed to throw a glance over to his injured brother for the embers of hatred to burst into flames.  This dog who dared think he could stand up to them.  Who had knocked him out.  Who had maimed his own brother.  OK, his friend Manu wanted the apeman for his own purpose.  He wanted Tarzan used to pursue his claim.  But since his own humiliating defeat, since his brother’s injuries, Bukawa was seized by a personal craving, this lump of ape-shit had to pay.  It was his battle now.  This was personal.  For him.  For Mzama.  Bukawa felt a lust to dominate a man like he’d never known.  A screeching cry to put this shit-bag in his place.  Put him down.  Crippled under the devastation of Bukawa’s fists.  Satisfying the pounding of Bukawa’s own blood.  Placating this throbbing in his groin.  Enjoying the sight of the apeman broken and bowed heaving for breath.  The sweat glistening off his pain-twisted face.  

Yet still the dog-shit dared to fight back.  After that slap into his chest, anger seemed to burst from this ape-shit like a vengeful tornado.  As if he had any way he could strike back!  Bukawa knew about fighting spirit, though.  He too was determined never to be broken by physical challenge.  He knew the cost of overcoming pain.  But Bukawa felt no respect when the apeman recovered angrily from that thumping across his clawed chest.  No respect for this dog that could not acknowledge its master.  He flared in retaliation at this dog’s burst of defiance.  Determined that this scum should give in.  This shit-bag would pay.  Bukawa flared angrily at the recovery when the apeman glared back of the post in unrelenting defiance.  Break me, if you can, Bukawa read in that sneer.  He read in that ape-shit’s glare the challenge, Do your best, - and it will still not be good enough.  Bukawa’s sense of outrage burst into flames, seething at the defiance Tarzan threw back in Bukawa’s face.  A defiance Bukawa read as flooded with mocking rage.  
OK, SHIT-BAG!  You asked for it!  Bukawa accepted the apeman’s challenge.  Just you watch, Bukawa’s savage spirit yelled back in response.  I can.  I will.

To spell it out, he clenched his fingernails again into the apeman’s hard-muscled chest.  Then, instead of clawing deep into that proffered chest again, he launched another attack of surprise.  Malice filled every one of Bukawa’s fingers with rage, he ripped his clawed hands down the thrusting captive chest.  Fingers turned to claws, Bukawa laid his iron-hard fingers on those dust-streaked mounds and tore his clawed talons quickly down.  Lightning fast.  Burning streaks of pain into muscled hardness.  Fingers of biting fire ripping down Tarzan’s chest.  
The crowd roared.  Jeers lit up the air at the shock that burned in the victim’s face.  Tarzan looked down in astonishment, expecting to see deep claws marks had torn him open.  Expecting open seeping wounds, blood flowing down his burning chest.  But only fiery-red gouges from clawed fingers were streaked down his front.  But he burned, his chest was ablaze.  He was on fire.
Bukawa grinned vindictively into the surprised face that tore into his when Bukawa laid again his hand-claws back on the upper part of his victim’s chest.  Bukawa breathed in the fear that rose up from that frozen apeman chest.  Breathed it in like a drug.  A drug that fired-up his intent.  His malicious intention to extract slowly every bit of suffering from this defiant flesh.  Bukawa sucked up this ape-shit’s dread of agony that was about rip through the apeman’s terror-tense flesh.  Gloating, wallowing in the helplessness that gathered in those eyes, soaking up the fear of the power in his clenching fingers.  An eyebrow lifted.  Bukawa’s look asking, Is this what you meant, apeman?  Was that what you said, Break me if you can?

The apeman tore forward, catapulted by a burst of fire sizzling down his chest.  Hardwood-stiff fingers of pain delivered scraping agonies down his captive chest.  Head back, mouth gaping open, neck trembling with the agonised shock.  On fire, hard-muscle ablaze.  Bukawa took in Tarzan’s eyes clenched tight at the torch-like flames ripping over his flesh.  Struggling to contain Bukawa’s gift of pain.  And failing.  

Pumped up with the fever of this triumph, Bukawa’s hand lashed out.  Slashed a stinging back-hander across the pain-twisted face and hammered the apeman’s hated head back into the post with a brain-shattering thud.

Bukawa’s vengeful eyes were exploring the captive torso for signs of weakness.  His glance roamed over the blue-black bruising that splotched Tarzan’s pain-scraped chest.  His eyes soaked up the red streaks his claws had painted on that heaving flesh.  His fists tested for pain.  Pressed against the chest, grinding pain into every aching injured bone.  Gouging agony through screeching ribs.  A hard knuckle projected out, the fist ground pain into every pained bruise on that defiant chest.  The crowd bellowing at every hiss of pain broken free.  A hard grinding knuckle bore deep into pain-bruised flesh.  Ground pain hard out of battered ribs.  Welcoming the winces of pain, observing the victim’s grimaces of shock.

A pair of taps knocked at Tarzan’s chest.  Knuckled punches tapped into his left nipple.  And then the fist hammered home.  Hard into the spot that offered up the maximum of pain.  A solid thump of power, a hard remorseless punch fuelled with loathing.  Smacked relentlessly into the apeman’s nipple.  Just above his heart.  Thumped unforgiving onto pain-bruised muscle.  Thudded at the apeman’s vital organ.

Tarzan’s sculpted chest crumpled under the power.  As if the punch had broken through his ribs and thudded at his very heart.  Pain shook him squirming against the post.  Another pair of bony taps, like a warning sign.  Forewarning the blow.  Something worse.  Infinitely worse.  Dread burst unwanted out of his throat.  
Bukawa’s power-punch hit.  Just there.  First a pair of taps into the nipple, then a thunderbolt against his heart.  An unstoppable yelp punched up through Tarzan’s throat.  A cry broken by another pounded into that self-same nipple, another hammering that crunched near to his heart, devastated his pain-tortured torso.  
Agony threw Tarzan around the stake, instinct whipped him up in the air to evade the crippling torment on his chest.  But there was no escape.  Victim of the stake, prey to Bukawa’s fists.  There was no escaping evil-minded pain that burst ruthlessly into his chest.  There was no escaping the bonds that kept him prisoner against this stake.  Arms defenceless and bound above his head.  Tarzan sensed another pair of taps into his nipple but he could not escape another mean-minded thud right into his heart.  Crippling him.  Straight into him there.  Like a spear through his chest.  Like a blade into his heart.  Pain weakened his knees, his body threatened to sag as far as his bound hands allowed.  
But Bukawa’s pounding never faltered.  The hammering into his chest knew no let-up.  Not until the ape-shit was bowed.  Pain slumped Tarzan off his overhead hands.  Head down, sweat pouring, brain swimming.  Like a rhino horn battering into bone.  Crippling, devastating.  His insides battered, pulverised.  Able to take no more.  Butchered, broken, battered.
But no one told his attacker.  There had been the baying of wild animals in Tarzan’s ears.  The ferocious snarlings of crazed and rabid beasts.  Sounds that transmuted bizarrely as the pains in his chest multiplied.  Seething growlings that became twisted and contorted into the meaningless hissing of the snake pit.  Hundreds and thousands in a shrill ominous clamour piercing his reeling hearing.  Struggling to make sense as Tarzan’s body erupted into unbearable pains.  Strident knife-like noises that seemed to cut through his flesh.  Sounds that cut like the sharpest blades.  Ever shriller, ever more harsh.  Till the firestorm blew.  Till the agonies bursting into his chest could contain no more.  
But no one told his attacker that.  No sounds audible other that the pounding of the lightning strike that was incinerating his torso.  It was only a human arm that thumped into his chest.  It was only the force of a mean-minded fist smacking into his ribs.  But the power accumulated.  The force mounted up.  The agonies multiplied.  A supremely muscled arm.  A fist trained over years to know no quarter.  Blow-upon-body-crippling blow broke upon Tarzan’s bones.  Pounded at his heart.  No let-up, no tiring.  A muscled-mountain pounding the horrors of hell against his battered ribs.  Tarzan heard no more of his own shouts.  The roar of agonies in his ears was thunderous.  Every fiendish terror of the forest filled his chest, his innards were consumed with liquid fire.  Red-hot boulders of flying magna smashed into his chest.  Exploded across the air, broke into a thousand pieces and penetrated his chest.  Bludgeoned.  Roasted alive.  Torment ripped Tarzan’s body apart.  He was beyond awareness.  He was suspended in liquid lava.  Burning up.  A human torch of never-ending suffering.  Incessant anguish.  No awareness of time or space.  Just an inhuman eternity of hell.
Bukawa tirelessly hammered home, crippling every inch of Tarzan’s shrieking chest.  Powerful fists torturing damaged ribs, vengeful punches frenziedly thudding home till the apeman’s knees gave way.  Unaware for now of the signs of domination burning in his own groin.  Over-powered by the sight of the hated apeman crushed by the force of his overpowering blows.  The legend of the jungle broken and beaten by the power of his fists.  In a frenzy.  In command.  Into his stride.  

Till Mzama stopped him, forcibly pulled his brother off.  Till Mzama signalled it was time.  His time.  Leave something for me, little brother.  Mzama’s face earnest, determined.  Full-on in his little brother’s eyes.  Till Mzama pulled on his brother’s frenzied and sweaty shoulder.  Pulling off the frenzied machine that was punching the apeman to death.  Leave something for me.  My turn, brother.  Look at my face.  My injuries deserve this.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

16d.

Resentful Mzama lay on his side in the hut.  Planning.  Plotting.  Indignant.  He’d had a fall-out with Manu.  OK, this whole spectacle with Tarzan was all  for him, to get the people behind him and hail Manu as chief.  But why the hell was he the one to be picked on and have his face disfigured?  Mzama and his brother were only too pleased to help Manu out with this fight.  They’d been life-long friends, had been initiated with Manu as warriors together.  And, Mzama reckoned, it wouldn’t do them any harm to help out now for when Manu became chief.  
But why the hell had Manu suggested he’d get his face smashed in?  Mzama lay there aggrieved in the darkness, having petulantly turned his back on the future chief.  Hearing Bukawa over the other side of the hut getting it on again.  Mzama too could have shaken a girl awake and had a good time.  But he was too annoyed.  Annoyed that Manu had even suggested Tarzan might win his fight against him.  More, concerned that Manu should single him out, suggest that Tarzan might disfigure him.  Mzama wouldn’t wish that on anyone, not even on Bukawa as a joke.  Tempting fate that was.  The idea hung over him like an evil omen.  Mzama wrapped his arms protectively around his powerful chest, almost fearful that the spirits out in the forest had heard their loud laughing plans for the apeman.  Heard Manu suggest what Tarzan might do.  Smash up Mzama’s face.  Anxious the evil spirits would let that happen.

OK, so be it.  But if the apeman disfigured his face, Mzama would make him pay.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

“You know what?” Tarzan spat in anger into Mzama’s face.

Mzama held himself crushed up tight against Tarzan’s chest.  They were nearly nose-to-nose.  Mzama had grabbed at the back of Tarzan’s head pulling it away from the stake, yanking it forward into his own snarling fangs.  Showing Tarzan angrily the damage he had done to his enviable good looks.  Filling the apeman’s eyes with the ugly wound of his split eyebrow, raw and red, flesh curled back, underneath open seething flesh, one eye still closed, swollen and colouring black.  Mzama’s flawless good looks disfigured by the apeman’s tricks.

At least, Tarzan was suffering too.  Bukawa had punched every human feeling out of his chest.  Mzama could feel him burning up, against Mzama’s torso, the apeman felt like every inch of his flesh had been ravaged by a raging rhino.  And before, Manu’s man-crippling punishment to his stomach had left Tarzan weak at the knees, unable to staunch the flow of tears.  
But it wasn’t had enough.  Not for Mzama.  True, Tarzan had had as much as most men were going to take.  Mzama didn’t know where Tarzan could find the strength.  And he didn’t care.  The apeman would not cower, he would not lie down and cringe.  And he’d asked for it all by these tricks he had played to beat them in an honest fight.  Mzama, though, was going to finish him off.  That was his right, after what the apeman had done to his face.  Beyond the two of them glaring hatred into each other’s eyes, the hyenas were gathering, the beasts behind were howling for more.  Wild animals were pacing eager to pick bare Tarzan’s bones.  Mzama was going to placate their hunger.
It wasn’t the wisest thing to say.  But Tarzan was suffering.  His guts were stretched by his arms up round the back of the pole.  A human furnace.  The damage there must be horrendous, the fire of his injuries burned him up from the inside like a human torch.  

And years of dealing with men like this had taught him.  Never show weakness.  He had no protection, nothing left.  Except words.  Words that fuelled his anger.  And that anger was the only shield he could throw up against this third predator.
“You know what?”

Tarzan spat defiance through the pain burning in his guts.  His torso trapped against this stake was one huge gasping lung.  His whole body heaved with pained exhaustion.  Every massive lift of his chest to suck in air demanded enormous effort.  But there was not enough air in the forest to heave life-restoring strength back into his battered chest.
“You’re an ugly bastard”.
Tarzan’s defiance spat in Mzama’s face.  The words hit home.  As powerful as one of his brother’s forearms across Tarzan’s chest.  As devastating as one of Manu’s blows to the gut.  Piercing through to Mzama’s chest like a razor-sharp blade.

There was barely a second’s delay.  Just an infinitesimal moment when the taunt hung frozen in the air.  Then Mzama’s head snapped forward.  His hard-boned skull smashed at Tarzan’s forehead.  A monstrous thunderclap.  Lightning burst in Tarzan’s head.  Mzama’s head-butted Tarzan’s brow and nearly knocked him out.

A split-second later the back of Tarzan’s skull smacked back into the post.  Dynamite exploded in Tarzan’s head.  A volcano blew.  The unheard roar erupted from his twisted mouth.  Acid flooded Tarzan’s throat, his head sickeningly swirled.  Tarzan felt faint, his knees turned to water.  Acid burned in his throat.  With a cry, he slumped down on the stake.  His head writhed between his upraised arms, the muscles jerking in spasmed jerks of pain.  Sick to the pit of his stomach, violent lights flashed in his head.  After Bukawa’s torture, after Manu’s bludgeoning to his guts, it was inhuman to take any more.  Yet with predictable vindictiveness Mzama’s resentful fist hammered into his stretched and tortured guts.  Tarzan nearly passed out.

He hung unaware of the heated row that had broken out between Manu and Mzama.  Mzama hissed out his order to his friends, wiping the wound on his bleeding forehead that the head-butt had split open again. 

“His legs!  Spread ‘em!” he insisted.  The command slashed through the air like a hard-edged whip.
His hands against the apeman’s dirt-streaked chest, Mzama had his knee ready to strike.  
“Hold ‘em!  Spread ‘em”, Mzama screamed at his friends through the blood seeping into his eye.

Manu shook his head, he refused.  They had agreed that the apeman’s crutch would stay intact.  No attack on him there.  Through all their planning that night in the sex-heated excitement of the hut, they had agreed.  Not the face, not the balls either.  The white man would want to break the apeman for himself.  Manu needed his cash.  He needed to show the villagers what he had earned for them.  The apeman’s crutch stayed intact, they’d agreed.  It was the white man’s prize.  They couldn’t hand Tarzan over damaged like that, they risked the bounty money.  And that cash played big in Manu’s plan.

“He’s mine!” screamed Mzama beyond himself with rage and pain, the memory of his hurt still trickling hot down his face.

“Look at what he did!”  Mzama turned angrily on his friend.  His finger jabbed towards his disfigured face.  It told Manu.  Mzama had every right.

His hand shot down, Mzama grabbed the naked apeman by the balls.  And squeezed.

“I deserve these!”

Half blacked-out, still Tarzan’s body knew to react.  His torso jerked forward off the stake, twisted instinctively away, desperate in some way to escape the crippling crush on his balls.  Head down, barely conscious, still the agony in his crutch was signalled through the cringing tension in pain-taut shoulders.  
“Let him be!” Manu ordered.

Mzama ignored the command.  His forearm turned rigid with the squeeze.  Tarzan’s knee lifted to relieve the pain screeching in his balls.  A semi-conscious high-pitched grunt split the air.
“He owes me!” Mzama screamed frenetic, pointing at his bleeding eye.  Angrily he tugged at the package he clasped in his hand.
Bukawa turned to Manu,

“Let him.  Just a few.  Let him have a few!” he suggested softly.
Manu hesitated.  His heart went out to his loyal friend.  His handsome face perhaps disfigured for ever.

“He’s earned that”, Bukawa coaxed encouraging into Manu’s ear.

Then, as if afresh, Manu heard the crowd.  Like they had materialised out of nowhere.  A full-blown howling mob.  Howling for Tarzan’s pain.  Baying in joy when Mzama’s hand again tugged his clenched prize away from the apeman’s groin.  Making the victim’s near-unconscious body cry out from his depths.  The mob screaming in support of Mzama, standing there in the centre of the clearing, righteous tears of rage pouring off his face, mixed with the blood of his wound.  His hand crushed tight into the prize he claimed.
A voice in the crowd had shouted out, 
“He deserves it!”
A raucous yell agreed, ““Mzama gets his balls!”

Another called out,

“Balls!  Balls!  Apeman’s balls!”

Others picked up the call.

Manu looked about him,  He saw the looks on those faces.  Foaming fangs filled with frenzy.  Craving that punishment.  The full crowd had now picked up the chant.

“Balls!  Balls!  Apeman’s balls!”

Hatred burned for the apeman.  Love for their heroes punched at the air.  Mzama.  Bukawa.  Above all, Manu.  Screaming their love for their hero Manu.
“Balls!  Balls!  Apeman’s balls!”

Ferocious beast-like snarls demanding the apeman’s suffering.  Demanding Mzama’s rights.  Demanding retribution for Mzama’s face.  Reprisals for the apeman’s effrontery.  Vengeance for threatening their beloved champions.  In one swelling chant yell, they demanded the chance to forget the apeman’s tricks.  

“Balls!  Balls!  Apeman’s balls!”

Manu hesitated.  He dared not risk going up against the will of the screaming mob.  Risk damaging their support, risk winning his claim.  A frenzied swarm of feeding piranha demanding Tarzan’s balls.  A punishment that would obliterate for ever all memory of their three defeats.
Manu decided.  Who cared anyway?  The apeman was not Mtwala.  He nodded.

“Five.  Just five.  No more”  
Manu held up his hand, five fingers, his face warning, threatening Mzama.  No more!
Mzama scowled.

“No more.  You hear me?” Manu warned.  His face full of authority.  The chief already.

“Five.  You agree?  Not one more”.
Mzama stared back.  Angry, discontent.  
But he nodded.  Reluctantly.  Knowingly.
Mzama released his grip.  Content to hear the groan at the temporary relief from his near-comatose enemy, smirking at the false sense of reprieve that captive fool felt at this release of pain.  Mzama turned to face the crowd behind.  With a hard-muscled forearm, he wiped the blood pouring into his one good eye, he read what the villagers wanted in their eyes.  He raised his arms on acknowledgement.  They cheered.  He gave them the sight of his muscular power.  Manu heard them roar.  He’d done the right thing.  Mzama punched his fists in the air, bulging shoulders making the crowd scream.  For him.  Encouraging him.  Telling him he was doing right, they were with him.  All the way.  He knew what they craved.  Mzama saw the frenzied passion that burned on their faces.  A burning fervour for their champion.  A crazed lust to know their victim’s suffering.  A frenzy to hear Tarzan’s cries of agony.  Mzama could do no wrong.
Mzama, though, still seethed.  Secretly.  Resentful at Manu who had thought to deny him his rights.  He might aim to be chief, he wasn’t yet.  Mzama boiled, too, at the apeman whose defiant insult had gone to the heart of Mzama’s fears.  Ugly bastard!  His impossibly handsome face badly scarred.  With a reminder of this day’s humiliations written loud on his face.  For ever.  Every time a girl looked into his eyes, she’d remember this shame.  What hope did his future hold?  For Mzama.  While his preening unmarked younger brother kept on pulling in the girls.  The handsome bastard.
Mzama turned back to Manu.  He nodded.  Five it was.  Five it would be.  Five kicks to the groin.  Five thunderous knee blows.  Delivered from supremely powerful warrior thighs.  No holding back.  Measured.  Slow.  Time between each blow to squeeze every bit of agony out of that pain.  Hammering with every kick a lifetime of torment into the apeman’s precious nuts.  Five hammer-blows of everlasting fate.

Five.  Five.  At least to start with.  Five for now, Mzama thought to himself.  
Mzama would take his lead from the crowd.  He knew he could trust the mob.  Five?  No, they’d want more.  This howling mob would screeched for many more.  They’d howl for more agonies when the apeman’s shrieks flooded the sky.  Insatiable.  They’d bay like rabid dogs for more.  Endlessly more.  They’d crave like drugged men for the apeman’s torment.  Manu had not dared defy the screaming crowd, he would not deny them more punishment to the apeman’s nuts.  He’d never dare.  Manu would bow to the mob.  He’d have no choice, for the sake of popularity he’d have to follow their lead.

A bowl of water was splattered into Tarzan’s face.  With a cry he came back to his world of pain.  His head roared, his vision swam.  Not with the water pouring off his hair.  He couldn’t see straight for sight of the world that lurched in a sickening haze of confused shapes.  A sharp acidic pain filled his guts.  Guts beaten to pulp by those blows.  His chest hurt with every beating of his heart.  As if those punches had hammered at his very life-blood.  

His brain screeched back to life,  A couple of stinging slaps burned into his face.  So sharp his head cracked round to the side.  Pain flooded his sight.  Shock opened his eyes wide to a red-yellow flare of blazing light.  A choking vapour of opaque brilliance that brought a tang of acid to his throat.  

Another splash of water washed the painful haze away.  But then, as sight was clearing, that swirling confused world was again blocked out.  There was nothing left to see.  Except Mzama’s face filling his gaze.  A face dribbling with blood.  One eye closed in pain, the other seeping blood from an open wound.  A face branded with hatred and loathing.  A hateful gaze lit Tarzan’s eyes, crazed with a burning craving.

Tarzan felt hands go to his shoulders.  The attacker’s body stood close up tight, their chests nearly touching.  Tarzan felt faint with pain.  But he clawed up from out-of-nowhere the strength to meet that hateful glare.  Unaware in his exhausted semi-consciousness of hands on his feet holding his legs apart.  Tarzan steeled himself.  His guts on fire, his chest incinerated with every breath.  His head in a whirl.  Recalling now his impulsive insult into Mzama’s face that had earned him a head-butt that had knocked him out.  

But the look on Mzama’s face told him that was nothing compared to what was to come.  Here was a look of hatred that knew no depths.  And the strong clutch of Mzama’s fists on each shoulder promised Tarzan another beating was about to begin.


Ch. 17
Conspiracies clash
17a.

Bannerman stood at the entrance to the hut and annoyed looked up at the sky.  He sucked impatiently on his cigarette.  The sky above hung dark and heavy with rain cloud, the deluge still pissing it down.  Almost drowning out the light snoring of the women he had kept satisfied that night.  They’d been good, his dick certainly knew it had had a good workout.  Maybe, he’d offer to take them off the chief’s hands when he left.  They’d go some way to helping him get over his sense of lost when he’d finished his business here.  Tarzan had so pre-occupied his mind for years, he’d almost miss the bastard when he’d done here.

Bannerman threw his eye over to the figure slumped between the stakes.  The women may have been a good diversion.  But that out there was his dream.  This night on the floor with a pair of over-sexed black savages had just kept him amused.  Tarzan was what drove him, though.  The night had passed.  Enjoyably.  But now the day was dawning and it was time for action.  

He looked up at the sky.  That pissing rain just would not stop.  And by the look of those clouds it was here to stay.  For quite some time.  Bannerman couldn’t wait.

His gaze flashed back towards his dream.  Bannerman would complain to the chief, of course.  Complain at the state of his prize.  The bruisings, the batterings.  Exhaustion.  That wasn’t what he had paid for, he’d moan.  Tarzan was not worth the money, he’d argue, his hand dismissing the wreck between the stakes with disgust.  

Of course, the chief would argue back.  And of course Bannerman would dig his heels in.  Refuse to pay what he’d offered.  

…. Or perhaps?  Perhaps, he’d casually suggest to the chief, … could the tribe maybe offer a little extra?  Six men to butt-fuck the apeman?

The chief would jump at the chance to get the full sum, Bannerman was sure.  And his savages would jump at the chance of sticking their dicks up the legend’s arse, Bannerman was convinced.  That was what got their kind going, after all.  That’s what this lot did best.  And Bannerman would get his half-dozen savages to take his apeman down.  For nothing.  Giving  Bannerman the chance to relish the anger in Tarzan’s face.  While he enjoyed the shame torturing his apeman-soul.  Bathed in the searing pain overpowering his brutally raped arse.  He’d insist on the tribe’s prime specimens.  Only the best.  For nothing, though.  Some worthy compensation for Tarzan’s injuries Bannerman had been insulted with.

Bannerman would choose the best.  He’d spotted some prime bucks here.  That one who had greeted him when he arrived.  That one who’d arranged for the two girls in his hut.  A mountain of strength, muscles everywhere, those shoulders.  Incredible!  Good looker too.  Just one look at examples like him got Bannerman tempted to go back into that business.  That buck exuded top-bucks, best price  -  if only Bannerman had still been doing that trade.  Real prime black-man-beef.  Salivating temptation.  Of course, Bannerman was being watched by the police, just waiting for him to slip up.  Get them the chance of putting him back inside.  But maybe, …. Perhaps Bannerman could make an exception.  A kinda one-off, just for that single piece of prime beef.  Worth it to see the look on the arrogant savage’s face!  SHIT!  He was almost worth the risk!

Anyway, Bannerman would definitely select him for the arse-job on Tarzan.  And others like him.  The thought of top-rate specimens like that one in the boat last night sticking it up Tarzan’s arse, making Tarzan their bitch!  Fucking him viciously, enjoying the shudders jolting in his arse, - all while Bannerman looked on. And there was nothing that furious Tarzan could do about it.  Bannerman was sure it would turn Tarzan wild.  Mad with anger.  Beaten.  Bettered.  Mastered.  Crazy with shame.  Not just the shame of being raped.  Not just the pain of numerous cocks slicing their path up his screeching chute.  Being taken and raped repeatedly by physical specimens reeking of his own crippled self-pride.  The lord of the jungle, the supreme manly force, taken down, humiliated by a half-dozen just as good.  Turning him wild with crippling pains.  Burning resentment that men his equals could do this to him.  And enjoy it.  And laugh at his every wince.  Sending Tarzan crazy, going out of his mind.  And all to Bannerman’s smirking command.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

Manu lay on the floor of his hut looking over the body of the sleeping girl out across the mud-splattered clearing.  He thought he saw the apeman move.  Had Tarzan just given a judder?  Was he coming round?  With a strange sense of respect, he was pleased the apeman was getting some rest.  It was remarkable that he had managed to sleep through this storm with all that wind and rain pounding at his flesh.  Kwami and the brothers must have really put him through it.  Tarzan looked every bit the warrior, tough, strong, one of the best.  But whatever they had put him through, it had taken it out of him.  He’d stayed unconscious through all that driving rain.
Manu noticed out of another doorway smoke drifting from the white man’s hut.  So he was awake too.  Perhaps looking out and seeing how badly beaten Tarzan was.  Perhaps feeling angry that the goods he had ordered were so badly damaged.  That idiot Kwami!  Manu wondered if he’d have to come up with something else to placate the white man.  The women wouldn’t have let Manu down, he knew they were the best.  But maybe he’d have to offer him something extra to compensate for Kwami’s damage.  

It was crucial to Manu’s plan, though, that they earned the full reward for the apeman’s capture.  It was his way of impressing the tribe how much Manu had done for them.  If it meant licking the white man’s arse, Manu could do that too.  Manu had to impress the tribe with the fact it was he who had secured that reward.  The money he got could build a school.  

The money was crucial.  That and the fight.  Manu felt instinctively he still had to get his hands on the apeman before the white man did whatever he planned.  Manu needed Tarzan fighting-fit, standing up for himself.  Giving as hard as he took, getting the crowd going.  All that was key to supplanting Kwami.  First their fight-spectacle, then the white man could do whatever he wanted.  But Manu’s claim came first.  
Manu caught sight of the cigarette end flying through the air.  In his mind’s eye, he saw it fall and heard it sizzle out in the thick cloying mud.  Then the white man stepped out.  Clothed in only his undershorts, he stepped out into the pelting rain.  In a second, he was drenched.  Rain cascaded off his hair, rivers flowed down his chest.  The covering of his shorts instantly clung to his hips.  He might as well have been naked.  

Manu had always prided himself on his physique.    He’d worked at it, he was admired for it, women flocked to his bed-mat because of it.  Rivals had sized him up all his life.  
And this white man was something else, too.  Bigger, bulkier than himself.  A real bull.  Drenched by the rain like this, he showed off everything.  A huge chest, massive across the shoulders, legs like tree stumps.  And not a bit of spare flesh.  As he hauled his bare feet out of the cloying mud, the muscles in his legs rippled like shifting sand.  His chest was thick and hard, the light-coloured hair there darkened and plastered to it by the rain.  If he meant to turn those shoulders on the apeman, Tarzan would certainly know what was hitting him.  Manu could see he was right, he’d have to get in first, get Tarzan into the fight before those white man’s fists were turned on him.  First things first.
Manu’s mind was tormented too by an anxiety that the white man was going to carp.  He was going out into the rain to inspect his goods.  Maybe to find a reason to grumble.  Refuse to pay because of the state he found Tarzan in.  He’d spotted the look of shock on the white man’s face when he first saw Tarzan unconscious between the stakes.  Putting at risk an important part of his plan.  Because of what that fool Kwami had done.  
The white man might decline to pay the price agreed.  Manu was half-sure of it, he’d seen that look last night.  Otherwise Manu would never have asked the women to keep the white man sweet.  He had more respect for their women than that.  
Manu reached over the girl asleep by his side and grabbed at his loincloth.  Wrapping the scant covering round him, he too step out into the rain.  Just in case he needed to forestall the white man’s griping.  Nip it in the bud.  He had to avoid any attempt to lower the price.  Get on the white man’s side, find out what Manu could offer to keep him sweet.  After all Manu had interests to protect.  Manu needed the apeman in a fit state to fight.  He and the brothers’ display of naked aggression needed a chance to win the people over. 

Three simple steps stood between Manu and his goal.  Make sure the white man paid up in full.  Then make himself the hero in his fight.  Then get the chief to announce Manu to succeed.  Once that was done, the white man could have his prize.  Manu would hand Tarzan over.  
Despite his need to use the apeman for his own purposes, Manu felt a grudging respect for this apeman.  A sense of a kind of kinship between them.  Since the beach, he had been weak, he had needed to be carried.  But this Tarzan had objected, he’d insisted on walking, he was not a man to be treated like some meat they’d hunted down.  He could barely put on foot in front of the other, he’d eventually collapsed.  But he’d shown he was tough. He had his pride.  He was not just strong in the way other warriors like the brothers were strong, though.  There was a deep-seated toughness there, just like Manu.  A hidden depth, a strength that went down to his very core.

When it came to their fight, Manu knew Tarzan would not give a inch,  Manu would have to fight him for every tiny bit of advantage gained.  He’d find the toughness of mind from somewhere at the heart of his being and summon up the strength to give as good as he got.  Of course, he was human.  Manu would be pounding on flesh that the foul Kwami had cruelly abused.  But this Tarzan would make even Manu’s fists work for it every inch of his defeat.  Man, how the crowd would love it.

But, by the look of him, Manu doubted even this Tarzan had two fights in him.  Manu would have to get in first.  Before this white man who seemed to be prowling protectively over his prize.  Like some panther snarling at others in the pack warning them off the dead meat he claimed.  Of course, Manu would hand Tarzan over, there was too much riding on it.  He was sure the white man’s money was enough to build their children a school.  But he’d hand the apeman over with a heavy heart.  They were a kind of soul-brother, he felt.
But Manu would have to claim his fight first.  Forestalling whatever the white man might have in mind.  And he suspected it was wise to get the white man to leave before he started on his prize.  Judging by the way he was striding determined through the slippery mud to claim Tarzan.  Leave and take his purchase with him.  Manu assumed his intentions for the apeman were not good.  This did not look like the surprise reunion of long-lost friends.  He’d seen that look in the white man’s gaze when he’d arrived.  A predator’s eyes eating up a wounded prey.  The tribe did not to need to be associated with …. well, with whatever.  With whatever it was that drove the white man.  Whatever had made him pay a price like that.  
Tarzan’s disappearance would be noticed.  The authorities would come looking.  The tribe did not need any blood on their hands.  If he was to become chief, Manu knew he could not allow any such complications.  The white man had to leave.  And leave taking his bounty with him.  Do his punishing damage somewhere else. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

17b.

Kwami lay on his bed-mat and watched Manu come out into the rain.  So his over-muscled rival, too, was up and stepping out into the pelting rain.  Eager to stamp his authority with the white man on the scene, no doubt.  Playing the new chief already!  The white man had already slurped through the slippery mud from his hut over to the captive prize.  The white man had stood there in the stinging rain, near-naked, sodden to the skin, looking closely, taking in the sight of an exhausted Tarzan.  He’d grabbed at Tarzan by the scalp and sent a stinging slap lashing across the apeman’s face.  One so loud Kwami could hear it over the swish of the rain.
It was at that point that Kwami had been diverted by the sight of Manu appearing from his hut.  The wind blew harshly into his face.  The rain bit sharp needles into his solid chest.  Yet standing there as if he owned the place.  Come to show the white man whom he had to deal with, no doubt, dressed in just that skimpy loincloth, the driving rain battering at his loathsome over-muscled frame.  As if showing off all that muscle made him a man!  As if that was what counted in a chief!  So Manu too was awake!  So Manu meant to be part of the action.  
Kwami’s first reaction was to do the same.  Get out there.  Be on hand for whatever broke out.  Take control, Act the part of the son of the ailing chief.  Forestall any lead that Manu might steal on him.  Suddenly, though, Kwami was aware than he no longer felt a sense of threat.  He was going to get Wilson to settle that pea-brained muscle-hulk once-and-for-all.  Manu was going to be snatched.  Enslaved.  Gone, no threat.  No point in rushing out there to get soaked like those three muscle-hulks.  Kwami let himself hold back.  He lay and watched through the doorway.  More than one way to skin a cat.

He lay watching from the dryness of his sleeping mat.  Watching this muscled trio out there, getting drenched to the skin.  Tarzan oblivious, tortured into unconsciousness.  Thanks mainly to Kwami’s own efforts.  The white man out to claim his prize.  Rightly fully Kwami’s prize.  And that idiot Manu pretending he had a chance to be chief.  Kwami’s right.  A smirk lit Kwami’s lips as he felt his palm drape over the top of a well-worked cock in his hand.  He knew what he planned for Manu and those two traitor brothers.  This tired manhood had figured it all out. 

Kwami decided he couldn’t wait, he would quietly disappear that very morning and make contact with the slavers.  Get Wilson to come back straightaway and seize Manu and those two brothers.  Kwami’s fingers were loosely closed around himself, still glowing though spent from the earlier excitement at his plan.  A deep sigh of satisfaction filled his chest.  Kwami’s eyes stroked with a sense of power and control Manu’s thick muscled shoulders, they traced a run of rain off his bulging chest.  And they dreamed of him suffering the indignity, his life of slavery.  With joy.  A sense of secret satisfaction knowing what he intended for that over-muscled flesh.  That perfect slave-trader material.  
Who needed all that muscle and brawn when you had brains?  His sense of power over those etched muscles in Manu’s arrogant stomach again began rocking Kwami’s hips forward into his hand.  His breathing deepened slightly, his hips swayed, sighing in as he pressed his awakening hardness into his palm, giving out a contended smile, his fingers tingling deliciously over his rim when his hips pulled him back.  He could rely on those two brothers too to fix themselves up with a life of torment and pain.  Battling against their enslavement to the last.  Their nostrils flaring indignantly in the face of their new owners.  Fists lashing out huffily at the barked orders from their slavemasters.  Kwami’s breathing took on voice as he swayed stronger into his hand, the fingers slicking in the first signs of cream that began oozing from his tip.  Mzama roped to the stake, Kwami imagined him taking the lick of the lash on a pain-twisted back for his defiance.  At the thought of Bukawa pinned out over a rock Kwami moaned, seeing crystal-clear the slavemaster’s cane cutting mouth-watering agony into Bukawa’s insolent arse.

Kwami’s head went back on his mat luxuriating in his plans for them, his eyes half-closed in now-confident self-assurance, rolling his hips strongly forward within his dry hut.  His hut felt heavily peopled with those whose fate he had sealed.  
Outside, Kwami watched with growing curiosity some kind of strange stand-off forming between Manu and the white man.  Both fixing each other with their stares.  The white man still gripping the suffering apeman by the hair.  Almost like some child holding like crazy onto its favourite toy.  The look in his eyes daring others to even think about taking it away from him.  His stare at Manu intent.  As if he would kill to hang on to his prize.  Tarzan.  The prize that white man had stolen from Kwami on the beach.
And Manu’s body equally talking of naked aggression under the intensity of that glare.  Pulling himself up to his full height, solid chest thrust forward against the pelting rain.  That hateful tight muscular waist pulled in hard.  Authority sitting on every bit of his over-muscled bulk.  Playing every bit the chief.  Enjoy it, Kwami smiled to himself.  Not long now.  Enjoy it while you can.  Just you wait, Kwami gloated at his pea-brained muscle-hulk of a cousin.  Trying to stare down the white man.  Trying to dominate the white man with the power of a chief.  Not for much longer, Kwami smirked.
Kwami saw the white man suddenly in a new light.  That white man who was almost naked in his sodden shorts, they sat on him like a second skin.  He was built.  The shoulders bulged out sidewards displaying incredible strength.  Every bit as much the muscle-head as the tribe’s pseudo-champion Manu.  Kwami watched the white man in a new light and smiled.  The rain plastered the white man’s blond hair dark to his solid chest.  A thick muscled chest that swelled with determination to hang on to his prey.  The thought secreted itself into Kwami’s mind as his gaze wandered down to the tight muscled waist.  This white man was perfect material too.  
Kwami would deal with the slave traders today and seal Manu’s fate.  Get him out of the way, clearing Kwami’s path back to the apeman.  The apeman back on that beach.  At the same time he could settle for the white man, too.  Couldn’t he?  This man whose offer of cash had robbed Kwami of his plans for Tarzan on the beach.  Whose offer of bounty had prompted Manu to release Tarzan from his appointment with an agonising death.  That death by a thousand agonising rips that had been Kwami’s dream.  Yes, Kwami could settle with the white man too.  Kwami would get Wilson to take him off Kwami’s hands, he’d be easy pickings.  There’d be no shortage of men who’d help Kwami take him captive for a share of the white man’s bounty.  Then all paths were clear.  Leading straight back to Tarzan.  All obstacles cleared.  And Tarzan would be his alone.
But not back to the beach, Kwami realised.  What a waste!  Kwami could get the traders to come back in a week for Tarzan, too.  By then, Kwami would have made his point.  With Manu gone, he’d be named chief.  There’d be celebrations, rejoicing.  The tribe would have days of rejoicing and celebrations at his elevation.  Celebrating uncaringly at Tarzan’s expense.  Tarzan would be Kwami’s gift to the tribe.  Centre of all their celebrations.  The tribe watching over the apeman’s descent from hero to slave, worn down through never-ending pain, crippled into shameful weakness.  Re-enacting the old chief’s legend.  Tarzan going out of his mind, begging for his life to end.  Proving that the Mtwala under Kwami would be great again.  Just like in his father’s glory days.

When the village had celebrated enough, when Tarzan’s abasement knew no end, the traders would come back and take Tarzan off his hands.  A premium price Kwami would be promised, even if Tarzan was “damaged goods”.  They’d find buyers enough for a man of the apeman’s reputation.  

And they could take the white man too.  No point in wasting such a valuable asset.  The slavers would ensure all traces of his presence disappeared.  No point in wasting good meat, a white man looking like this was sure to fetch a good price.

Kwami would give the white man his day, though.  Fool him into thinking he’d get what he’d paid for.  Time with Tarzan.  For whatever reason drove him.  No reason not to let the white man have his prize..  He could lead the celebrations that hailed Kwami as chief.  He’d play a useful part in keeping the tribe diverted.  Stop anyone noticing Manu had disappeared.  Diverted from wondering why the brothers had gone off hunting at this special time.  

Yes, Kwami would enjoy the sight of the white-man taking it out on the apeman.  After all, Kwami had dished out Tarzan enough pain.  Kwami would enjoy the break.  Who knew, he might even learn a few tricks from the white man.  What harm could it do for the white man to enjoy his day?  And keep the tribe amused at the same time.  Secretly knowing it would be the white man’s last few days of freedom, anyway.  And, at the end, Tarzan would still be Kwami’s prize.  

Once Manu was taken care of, Kwami would see to it that the white man met his match.  His first thought had been that - for a slice of the reward, - Kwami would find men to take the white man down .  Pin him out on the river bank.  Alive, Kwami had planned.  Staked out on the river bank alive.  And wait.  Wait for the river creatures to sniff him out.  Sort of in revenge for robbing Kwami of his night on the beach.  Stake that meddling white man out on the river bank.  The crocs would soon sniff him out.  They’d come and take him alive, his reward for interfering in Kwami’s plans for the apeman.  Nasty but no evidence would be left by dawn.

But he had now warmed to the idea that this white man could add to Kwami’s fortune.  First Manu and his two treacherous friends sold into slavery.  Then Tarzan earning him an even higher price.  And now an extra bonus for this white muscle-man.  He was powerfully built.  White slave-meat was probably rare, especially ones looking as promising as this.  Kwami didn’t know much about the market for white slaves but he got excited at the idea of this hairy-chested specimen bringing in a hefty price.  Perhaps almost as much as the legend called Tarzan standing on the auction block.  Kwami would be made.

The thought warmed on Kwami as his hand wandered downwards in celebration the neatness of his plan.  The tribe would be his.  His rival removed.  The white man’s reward his own  -  all cash to buy support, to secure Kwami’s claim.  Tarzan would be kept and punished till he pleaded for death.  And then the slavers would come back, Tarzan sold off.  Kwami nodded satisfied to himself.  The plan was getting better all the time.  The thought of Tarzan living the indignity of slavery was as sweet as finishing him off on the beach.  

Death would have been long in coming before the agony of a thousand pincer cuts had taken off his hated soul.  But the thought of Tarzan a slave!  A living death for a “hero” like the apeman.  Living out a hateful life, eaten alive with bitter resentment at the man who had put him there.  Constantly raging in futile anger at the deftness of Kwami’s plans.  Daily brutalised, weekly crippled by the indignity of his enslavement.  His wish for death would be eternal but never-coming even after the slave-master’s lash had fallen across his back a thousand times.  
Kwami moaned sweetly to himself as his hips rolled forward into his palm.  Flashes of excitement prickling over skin made hard by the thoughts of Tarzan’s never-ending torment.  Kwami’s solid flesh was throbbing too to the spasms of Manu’s back shuddering under the whip.  His hand squeezed excitedly at the thought of those two perfidious muscle-heads yoked together, beasts of burden, brothers in rivalry vying with each other whose arse could take the most number of beatings.  Kwami’s cock pulsated solid against his palm, slick with the juices of his rivals’ suffering.  Tarzan’s eternity of torment in slavery commemorated as Kwami’s eruption broke in a satisfying groan. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

17c.

The sound of the stinging slaps across Tarzan’s sleeping face winged their way across the sodden clearing to Kwami’s hut.  Kwami lay watching fascinated.  Curious what there was between the white man and Tarzan.  After seconds of standing observing closely his unconscious prize, his blond hair was already plastered to his face, his sodden shorts clinging to his tight-muscled arse, awakening some excitement in Kwami at the promise of his fee for that flesh.  Bannerman had grabbed out at Tarzan, seized him by the hair, yanked up the head and lashed a pair of sharp back-handed slaps into Tarzan’s face.  What was it between them that the white man would pay such a price?  If there was any doubt, the force behind those slaps said it all.  That white man was a big brute, all power.  And he wanted the apeman just as much as Kwami had been obsessed for months.  Soul-brothers,  -  but not for long.  Kwami saw the apeman’s face whipped to one side, his body knocked by the force of those slaps, his unconsciousness shocked.  But incredibly, in his exhaustion,  -  Kwami’s exhaustion  -  Tarzan’s eyes failed to open.  

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

Tarzan came alive with a loud roar.  Bannerman made sure he got his victim’s attention this time.  Tarzan’s unsuspecting gut had taken a thumping that drowned out the sounds of the pelting rain.  A thud that tore through the thick cobwebs in Tarzan’s head.  A power that thwacked his self-righteous soul back into life.  With a bawl.  Bannerman’s couple of stinging pains across his cheek had barely penetrated the outer recesses of his shattered mind.  Sharp biting pains that had scarcely made Tarzan’s unconsciousness flinch.  Exhaustion overwhelmed him and his being had instantly fled back to the deepest crevices of his oblivion.  But Bannerman’s fist could not be denied.  That explosion in his unprotected gut could not be ignored.  Tarzan roared into life.  He crashed backwards, his shoulders flew forward.  His shocked eyelids flashed open as his eyeballs nearly popped out of his head.  Crying out, his head whip-lashing off his neck, Tarzan’s shocked legs crumpled under him.  

Bannerman held on to the head, his ears ringing pleasurably with the shock of Tarzan’s pain, his hands singing with the tremors shaking his being.  Sounds he’d pined for for years.  Beside him, though, Bannerman heard a disturbing slurp of feet pulling themselves out of mud.  Off to one side, he spotted that near-naked black strongly walking over, indifferent to the driving rain.  As if gliding over the top of the slippery mud.  Looking like he owned the place.  That same striking savage who had welcomed him last night, who arrogantly had thought he could fool Bannerman by lying that Tarzan’s injuries looked worse than they actually were.  Not that Bannerman cared any more.  His moment had come.  Tarzan was awake.  But this was their moment, their moment of reunion.  Bannerman’s goal finally come.  And not a time to be disrupted by some ignorant stinking savage.

Tarzan’s sodden hair was claimed in Bannerman’s grip, he held a prized possession in his hand, Tarzan’s scalp.  Bannerman threw the savage a sharp look.  Ordering him to fuck off.  Annoyed that his moment alone with his prize was interrupted by this black.  Bannerman briefly recalled this one was one of the ones he had - in his mind - singled out to take part in Tarzan’s rape.  He was impressive, he was chosen.  Just right for that job.  But not now.  Bad timing.  Get-the-fuck outta my sight!  This was Bannerman’s intimate moment, his treasured time, his cherished prize.

Old habits did not die, though.  Bannerman was aware of himself being tempted into appraising the big buck.  Bannerman was instinctively putting a price-tag on him.  He had stopped a dozen paces away.  Watching.  Intently.  There was an authority in his stance.  Shit!  The image of him standing just like that.  But on the auction block.  Bannerman watched him back, conscious of Tarzan still writhing with Bannerman’s grip in his hair, heaving for breath, struggling after that solid punch into his unsuspecting guts.  
Habit cast Bannerman’s eyes over the black.  Assessing him.  Pricing him.  A superb physical specimen.  He’d crossed his arms over his thick solid chest.  The arms bulged, carving deep lines between shoulder and bicep even at rest.  It was hard not to shake your head in awe.  And greed.  In that one glance, Bannerman automatically calculated his price tag.  With the rain cascaded off his shaven skull, streaming down an impossibly handsome high-cheeked face, he looked a million bucks.  His black skin glistening like silk.  Costly silk.  This buck would fetch helluva price.  
A pity Bannerman wasn’t in that trade any more.  Bannerman’s professional gaze sized up the deep-etched mounds in a packed stomach, naturally taut above a revealing low-slung loincloth.  On the other hand …..  Perhaps, ….  This one really was one-in-a-million.  
Bannerman’s glance took him all in.  The shoulders, the chest.  That washboard, the narrow hips.  Fucking-A.  If only ….  With those long muscled legs too, ….  he’d command hell-of-a premium…..
…. Maybe, Bannerman had made a hasty decision to abandon the trade completely.  Hmmm, Bannerman thought in a flash, perhaps.  Yeah, just maybe.  After all, businesses needed to diversify.  And bucks like this one were easily disposed of to some of the people he knew.  They’d be falling over themselves.  They’d kill for him.
….Maybe, just maybe he’d be back.  And while he was about it ….  Considering the build of a lot of these savages he’d spotted.  There were a number of them worth the risk.  Coming back for this one,  -  well, you might as well grab a few more while you were about it.  In for a penny…  Too good a chance to miss.   This one especially.  He almost made Bannerman’s head reel with excitement at the thought.
Bannerman could feel the savage staring him down, the rain pouring off his shaven head, streaming off the muscled slabs of his chest.  Stop looking at me like that, you cock-sucker, Bannerman warned.    You’re just asking for it.  Then he saw the joke.  Yeah, the hunk certainly was asking for it.  Impressive, authoritative.  Just simply asking for it.  And Bannerman was just the one to give it him.  Clamped in shackles, protesting, mouthing off,  -  till silenced by a gag.  Shit, he’d look good in a gag!  Maybe  -  Bannerman felt really tempted  -  maybe he could come back in the night fully armed, paid mercenaries to help him out.  Particularly for this one.  A few others too.  Bannerman’s eyes took in the tightness of that cobblestone eight-pack pulled in taut against the driving rain.  Yeah,  -  Bannerman stared the black back down.  You’re simply asking for it, ya black savage.  Just you wait.  I’ll be back. 
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

Bannerman momentarily let go Tarzan’s hair, aware of him gulping for air.  He resented the power of that black savage daring to stand up to him, holding his own stare.  He resented having this kafir breaking this moment of intimacy.  Shattering the one-to-one of this moment he’d promised himself for years.  This war of looks with the savage getting in the way of his moment of excitement at meeting with Tarzan.  Neither one of them was going to look away, neither giving way and glancing down.  But Bannerman would be back.  Count on it, kafir.  Disrupting my thing like this.  Pay the price, ya will.  That thick-muscled buck would learn soon enough, Bannerman promised himself.  The black brute would learn to find the ground interesting when his new master looked his way.

“Bannerman!”

Tarzan’s voice was loaded with loathing.  No surprise.  
Bannerman turned abruptly, his face lit by a smug look that couldn’t be put off by this pissing rain.

“Nice to meet up like this, Tarzan!”  Bannerman sneered meaningfully.
“Out already?”  Tarzan coughed at the pain burning in his innards.

“They call it good behaviour”, Bannerman sneered.

“Should have thrown away the key”, Tarzan answered with scorn.  His face burned with the stinging needles of rain slashing across his hot cheek.
“Thanks for asking, old friend” Bannerman taunted.  “Prison was hell.  But that is what you planned, apeman”.

Tarzan’s eyes shot off to the side, his arms stretched out to the stakes on either side.  For the dozenth time his arms pulled on the ropes to test their strength.  But this time, he had good reason.  Get himself free, settle Bannerman once and for all.  Finish off what the courts could not.
“Plan to sell me off too?” Tarzan scoffed.

“Ah-ah”, Bannerman smirked shaking his head.  “Got better things planned for you, apeman”.

“You were always an animal.  Prison could do nothing to change that”, Tarzan spat out.

Snapping into action, Bannerman hand lashed out and again grabbed at the top of Tarzan’s hair, yanked his head over to one side.  He glared back into the loathsome face that had burned like acid in his guts.  Choking his lungs with hatred all those dark nights in that stinking jail.  So close he could feel the heat of Tarzan’s breath on his face.

Bannerman had waited long.  Long and hard.  Long enough.  A lifetime.  Bannerman stared hard into those eyes blinking back undaunted into his.  
“Apeman”.  

Close up, eyeball-to eyeball, Bannerman spat his hatred right into the captive’s eyes. Smarting from the driving rain.  But insolently fearless.
“You’ve asked for this”.

 He snarled menace into Tarzan’s face,  A panther with its prey in its claws.
“Tarzan!  Let’s party!”
The end

Postscript
….. It’s not the end, of course.

Too many loose ends:
· Bannerman’s vengeful fixation for reprisals

· Kwami elbowing him off to get his obsession back

· Manu’s hopes riding on his spectacular fight with Tarzan 
· Manu sold off to ensure Kwami’s claim

· The brothers paying back for their treachery against Kwami
· Bannerman’s plan to snatch Manu and friends

· Tarzan sold to the highest bidder in Kwami’s lifetime of slavery.

Threads tumble together in a tangled web of captive junglemen.  

Question is, who comes out on top?

Fantasies give way to harsh realities.  This time it’s real.  This time it hurts.

.........

Story continues in book 3   Scattered.
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