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Baited trap[image: image3.jpg]¥ Korak looked scathingly
down at his companion from Morgan's cage
Seating in the mud where he belonged,
the dripping tree splattering
Nokama's proud-muscled body.
back around the trunk,
no chance of escape.
‘Smirking knowingly,
Korak took his noked butt and walked away.

Korak turned on his heels.

ning off in search of his father.
Taking that zapper with him.
Nokoma's pleas followed him.

His screams pursued him further,

4 off to hunt his father's coptor down
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Fuck!

The coeksucker stripl
#¥orck's hands went to his chest.
\Hanfls wide, fingers widespread,
Melamped on the hard ridges of enviable p
_Widening his broad chest even more.

Filling his lungs, lifting his chest.

Raised shoulders bulging with strength

Playing with them, the bastard was getting them going
Fascinated Morgan watched him slowly strip himself
pulling the sides down 1o the tops of his legs.
In the middle the pouch was still caught
strong pubic hair just visible.
Waistband caught on the top of his shaft




Korak modeled by Gio Ortega
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> “Strip!”
His dignity was( being stripped away.
That one piece of clothing that gave

g a free man was to go.
mmanded with that one word.
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powerful chest rising and falling
in deep angry moves.
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Part seven

38.
Spirit
If Korak hated anyone as much as this Morgan right this moment, it was the sight of Nakama studying him through the bars.  Every bit of humiliation at this sick bastard’s hands had been ogled over by the very man responsible for Korak finishing up here like this.  Every shameful cry Korak had been forced to utter he’d delivered full-frontal to the bastard sitting smug and watching from behind the bars.  Spellbound while Korak shuddered in his anger.  Watching as Korak’s dick inevitably got hard and thrust out in front.  Morgan and that Nakama, - Korak didn’t care which.  One of them was going to get it for this night.
Morgan again gave a swipe at the steel ball he’d suspended off the clip.  Clamped down right on Korak’s nub-end.  A sizeable ball of steel hanging off the clip.  The weight only made the metal teeth dig in deeper.  As if clinging on to Korak’s teat for dear life.  The grinding pain had long-since been driving him towards a peak of nervous discomfort, unaccountably seizing hold of him every now and then and forcing his head to saw in frustration at not being able to fight off these grinding aches.  The sustained burning driving energy into his dick.  Watched by that Nakama.

  
Another swipe against the weight made Korak twist to try and avoid it.  But that only set the weight dangling and swinging of his chest.  Morgan’s sadistic move made Korak’s mouth blow out in shocked surprise.  His own attempt to escape pain only opened his eyes wide.  The shock tore through his chest.  Pulling on his tit, teeth digging in, hanging on for dear life.  Pain burst sharp in his head.  The force exploded in his dick.
“Motherfucking shitting asshole”, Korak raged at Morgan through a tearful eye.
Head back, arching himself backwards to stop the swaying of the balls, Korak wished he’d pass out.
“You moronic wanker!”
Morgan eyed Korak, looking angry.
“You know, prick-head, you’re getting me really pissed off with your mouth”.
Not a word of truth in it.
“Kinda putting me off my stride”.
Crap, Morgan was loving it, every moment.  All that futile cursing and mouthing off,  -  just adding spice to Morgan’s “taming”.  Truth to tell, he was busting a gut at how well this was going.  This Korak was getting Morgan right in the dick.  The way this fucker was going to behave when he mounted the block!  The young blockhead could sell himself, he’d be his own auctioneer.  He was a one-man sales pitch for the kind that were going to come gagging for him.  Morgan wondered about getting one of the crew to bring in a camera and capture this for posterity.  He suspected, though, that would break the atmosphere.  Put the kid on full alert, too.  He might rumble what Morgan was up to.  And stop playing along.
The kid had spirit, he had guts, no doubt about it.  And all he had to do come auction-day was be himself.  Morgan was going to make a killing.  “Spirit”.  “Spunk”  -  that was just what Korak showed when Morgan waggle the gag in his face.  Eye-blistering fury at Morgan’s cheek.
This jackass was almost made for this, Morgan smiled to himself.  Shit, if he could manage to get the sucker to keep this up and perform so well on the auction block!  A gag wasn’t really necessary.  The prick had spirit, by the shit-load.  All that helpless posturing got Morgan right in the dick.  Like this sucker would do when those most eager for him were falling over each other and scratching each other’s eyes out to up the price.  The gag wasn’t needed.  Just another notch in the cogwheel to drive this sucker to the peak of the mountain.  This fucker was already giving Morgan the boner-of-the week with all that useless mouthing-off.  He didn’t want to gag him.  Except for the fun of it.  And, man, would it get the kid going!  Another tick-box completed on the way to the auction-block.   Just one further step down the road.  To total humiliation.  The proud son of the mighty Tarzan dreading that he was owned.  Pricking his fury, getting his blood boiling.  Korak would hate Morgan for gagging him, he would hate himself for letting it happen.  But there was not one single fucking thing the dickhead could do about it.  Except rage.  Perfect!  Walking his way to that block bristling with fury.  Not a limp dick around.  And dragging along a fortune for Morgan all by himself.
39.
Silenced

“Seems to be, boy, you’ve just been asking for this”.
Morgan held up the metal bar with a cord dangling off one end.  Korak ignored the sight, not even looking at the gag.  But blood boiling.
“Go fuck yourself”, he snarled.  And then clamped his mouth tight.
“Not me, boy   And not yet”.
He could see Korak was not unnerved by Morgan’s answer.  He’d face that challenge, too, when it came.  Like Morgan might welcome forcing Korak into that shame, too.  When the time came.  If Morgan decided the time had come.  Then that final indignity would burst Korak’s gut.
Morgan could feel a prickling at the tops of his legs.  This bastard just kept rising to the bait.  Got you right where it mattered.  Every trick Morgan tried on him, Korak just snapped at the bait.  Like some hungry fish, just couldn’t stop himself.  Incredible, he just took nothing lying down.  Now, the black had been different, he had showed signs of being daunted by the zapper.  Korak, though, was different.  True, the sucker wasn’t dumb, he handled the zapper with respect, like he knew what it could do, leave him weak, break his spirit.  So he played along.  But the instant the immediate threat was gone, the cocky bastard was there again, all mouth.
“Point is, ape-shit, you’re a mouthy little fucker.  Seem to have some problem with history.  Can’t get it into your head where you are.  WHAT you fucking are”.  Morgan was shaking his head.  Smiling to himself.  Like he couldn’t get it, how a slave could be so thick.
“Open for daddy”,  Taunting.  “C’mon, no way you can fight this.  Make it easy on yourself”.

Korak just stared back, eyes turned to slitted steel.
“Over my dead body”, he told himself.  Mouth stayed tight-closed.
He didn’t know why after all he had gone through days wearing a gag was such a big deal.  After all, Nakama had pulled him in with a gag to shut his mouthing off too.  But Morgan had got right up his nose, any move that gave into his taunting just stuck in Korak’s craw.

“C’mon”, Morgan oozed, stroking the end of the gag across Korak’s clenched mouth.  “Not so bad really.  Gonna find yourself in one of these often enough.  Might as well get used to it”.  
Korak kept telling himself, not gonna happen.  Gonna get away.  Go looking for his father.

The metal bar was just in front of his mouth.  Close enough for him to open up and cooperatively seize it between his teeth.  The leather cord that would secure it around the back of his head dangled taunting in the corner of his vision.  Calm, at rest, as if the gag was agreeing with Morgan that gagging a man was no big deal.  But jaw set, eyes slitted in contempt, Korak eyed Morgan back.  Telling Morgan with his eyes to go get fucked.
“My last offer?  What do you say, apeboy?  Wanna do things the easy way?”  Eyebrows raised in question.  Eyes looking almost pleading.  Like saying, don’t make me do this.

The crack of pain made Korak yell out loud.  Morgan didn’t wait, that wasn’t the point.  In a flash agony crackled up Korak’s legs, smashed its way through his gut.  Emptied the wind from his lungs and exploded in his head.  
The legs gave way, Korak slumped.  Sharp pain tugged at his back-bent arms.  But Morgan had been ready for the drop.  So bloody cocksure of himself, this apeboy, he hadn’t noticed Morgan’s other hand in his pocket.  Longingly fingering the remote.  Toying with himself, though, putting off the pleasure of this moment when the boy would feel the truth.  He was a caged animal, he was a prisoner, a slave.  Totally under Morgan’s control.  Bested by that bracelet on his ankle.  He could rant-and-rave, he could pace the bars of its cage like some seething panther.  
“Think I’d left it behind?”  Morgan laughed.  All it took was the press of a button.

A devastating nano-second push on the button was all it took.  Man, could the kid shout!  Head back, gobby mouth wide-open bawling in pain at the ceiling.  In no time, in one quick practised move, the bar was jammed between the open jaws, the cord circled around the back of the head, looped deftly around the bar on the other side.  And pulled tight.  Cinched cripplingly tight.  Jamming it right back between the back teeth,  Pulling the cheeks back into a pained crease.  Contorting the kid’s face into an immobile mask of pain and anger.  Able to say nothing, face able to show nothing.  Just rage with his eyes.  It didn’t need to be that tight.  But that painful tightness was part of the torment.  And the fun.  When the zap let him come to himself, boy, was that going to make gobby mouth rage!
40.
Ball and chain
He couldn’t help it.  Panting heavily like that.  His chest heaving so hard it had that bauble hanging off his tit rock.  Getting himself worked up with the grinding aches, paining him.  Sending unwelcome electric crackles down to his legs.  Flashing messages to his dick.  And still recovering from that zap


His eyes closed, head back, breathing hard, Korak did not see his next gift, Morgan could tell.  Not till he heard the sound.  Metal clacking against metal, slowly penetrating his confused consciousness.  Clacking away, insistently, demanding Korak’s attention.  Morgan had already got the other nipple clip in his hand.  Teeth snapping together menacing.  In a moment he’d snapped it on, timing perfect.  Just as his apeboy was calming down.  Snapping it on the other tit-end.  Instantly driving him up on his toes, getting him hissing in air through his gag, in a moment sawing in frustration with his head.   Fresh tears of shame watering the corner of his eye.

Their eyes eventually met.  Morgan looked down.  Inviting Korak’s eyes to join him.  To see an even larger metal ball in Morgan’s hand.  He tossed the ball in the air and let it land with a warning clunk against Morgan’s ring.  The metal clunked ominously heavy in the palm of Morgan’s hand.  Eyebrows arched, asking, want this one too?  Lips smirking, saying, up to you, ape-boy.  Not waiting, quickly hooking the ball into the clip biting on Korak’s nub, despite the wriggles and the brat’s mumphed curses.  And holding it there, eyeing Korak, not letting go the ball.  Letting the tension build, enjoying the play of nerviness in the kid’s face.  As if reluctant to let go the ball.  As if unwilling to pain the boy.  But Morgan did.  The heavy metal ball fell.
“FUUCCK!”
The curse was strangled in the gag but the anger was clear enough.  Korak felt himself wrenched forward by pain.  Jerked forward by the tug pulling off the end of his tit.  Pain burst watery in his eyes.  Bleary-eyed looking down at a steel ball swaying in the air.  Loud hissing groans breaking with each rasping breath from his tortured torso.  Sounds twisted into a shameful gurgling mess by the gag digging tight across Korak’s tongue.  Eyes shut again, biting on the gag in pain, nerves trembling at the pull.  His whole frame shot upwards, in the grip of pain-rigid strain. 

Bad enough that gnawing pain when the clamp had bitten into the end of his tortured tit.  Instinct wrenched Korak into a protective backwards arch to lessen the pull,  -  as best as he could.  Worse though, in no time at all, he felt the sizzling rush of a force smash into the end of his dick.  He’d always enjoyed getting hard, because of what else was happening at the time, dozens of pleasurable times, lots of eager girls.  But this now was pain, painfully hard.  His hands were clenched tight.  Not fighting fists, fists clenched tight against the hurt.  His arms taut, solid, muscle-hard.  His whole torso trembling, struggling to contain this hideous sensation.  The force throbbing in his cock felt like it was going to burst out his skin.  Korak was not just hard.  He wasn’t just erect, he saw he had taken on a sharp curve with all the energy throbbing in his dick.  Sex had become painful, a dick this hard was not something to enjoy.  


“Not even going to tell you where this little beauty goes, moron”.
Morgan’s voice had an edge of malicious pleasure.
Korak’s heart skipped a beat at the sight.  He was stiff as hell.  His ballsack felt so tight, he thought it burst at struggling to contain so much force.  The sight of that monster-sized clamp in Morgan’s hands filled his heart with dread.  He knew he ought to fight back his fears.  But Morgan held a clamp like the ones he had seen on a truck battery, something used to get the old truck started.  Morgan was capable of anything, he’d decided.  The idea of those vicious teeth snapped on his bare dick.  His heart skipped a beat.  The idea filled Korak with horror, try though he might not to show it on his face.  The gag helped, distorting his features into a pained mask.  Gone his resolve not to let this prick get to him, he had enough to contend with this pain-hard erection.  The trembling agony from those weights off his chest, the crippling pressure jutting forward in his front, - it had got to him.  Hard.  Hard and vulnerable.  Korak was fighting for his pride.  Korak had enough to cope with.  Without something like that monster clamped where it was really going to hurt.  Like crazy.

“You, though, you wanna give a guess where this beauty goes?”
Morgan was waggling that motherfucker of a clamp in his face.  Korak froze momentarily at the thought of that monster snapped on his dick.  Suddenly Morgan had reached forward, his hand grabbed Korak by the rigid cock.  As if confirming Korak’s dread.  He squeezed hard, turned Korak’s eyes into slits.  Yanking on the solid shaft in his clawed hand, Morgan pulled himself in.  Tight, up close, face to face.  Korak felt his tension-tight cockhead jam into Morgan’s stomach.  He bit on the gag hard, staring through the squeeze into Morgan’s sneering eyes.

“Na, you don’t need this fucker”.
Morgan gave Korak’s cock an uncomfortable squeeze.
“Seems you can manage without”.
Giving the possession in his clammy claw another paining squeeze.  
“You’ll do nicely already, apeboy.  Good and hard to the touch”.
Morgan turned away throwing the monstrous clamp away into the corner.  Twisting back quickly and slamming his fist into Korak’s unsuspecting gut.  

Shit, the fucker could punch.  Korak felt the pain exit from his eyes.  In right under his ribs.  Nearly lifting him off his feet.  His wind erupted spluttering over the gag.
“Do nicely, you will”, Morgan sneered into the gag-mumphed bawl.   
“Fucking perfect, in fact”.  Laughing.

Korak was beside himself.  With pain.  With anger.  With fears of what Morgan might still try on.  He had learned from being around his father to watch out for some kind of men.  The jungle was a tough place, justice often had to be enforced.  Both of them in their time had finished up on the wrong end of other men’s evil ambitions, submitted to capture and brutal attacks.  As he grew up and got to know for himself the power of the urges at the top of his own legs, Korak began to understand how some kind of men were turned.  Once turned on by the urge to hurt, some got it, in the groin, bad.  Then something else took over.  Something they could not stop.  With all this stuff Morgan was doing, Korak had no doubt where he was feeling it.  Which only put Korak more on his guard.  Fear adding to his confusion and anger.  Watching alert for the signs, watching out for when the drives in Morgan’s bollocks took over his mind.

Korak was still coughing up his guts into the gag when his arms behind were again yanked up his back.  Pitching him forward, bending him double.  Sending the steel balls swinging.  Heaving for breath.  Coughing, looking down at his feet.  Staring at his erect dick.  Pitched forward, biting painfully into the hateful bit as the steel balls swung wildly underneath, yanking at his tits, shock waves sizzling down his legs and bursting in his erect dick.  Again bent double looking down at the earth.  Realising worryingly he was being caught off-guard too often.  Failing to second-guess Morgan’s moves.  Confused by this tumble of conflicting emotions.  Telling himself to wise-up, he needed to get a grip.  His chance of escape depended on him out-smarting Morgan.  Not the other way round all the time.
Pain yanked his arms up behind him further.  Taken unawares, Korak was pitched forward.  No longer standing upright, again the pull on his arms behind him tugged his hands almost straight up.  Bending Korak doubled up.  Despite himself, he let go a single tortured cry.  Watering eyes scanned down at his chest.  The steel balls swung free, down below him.  Tugging at his tits.  Sending flashes sizzling up his over-pressured dick.

Then Morgan left.  The door slammed too, leaving Korak outside the cage.  Trussed up.  Sweating, angry.  Humiliated.  Steel balls dangling down off him, swaying with every slight move he made.  And burning at the thought of that Nakama watching from the cage, sniggering at his plight.  The volcano in Korak’s guts roared.
41.
Mad dog
Tarzan was struggling with what he had heard after De Veers had left.  Tarzan was again encased in his darkness.  In half-an-hour Tarzan was to be handed over to a professional torturer with a personal grudge.  The metal bars of his cage were keeping him safe and sound until Tarzan faced Ruuders.  Till he met up with his own personal torturer again.  Now there were two of them, de Veers backing Ruuders up.  Tarzan was in a desperate situation.  He had yanked at the lid of the cage hoping again to find weakness.  He had tried his strength again against the padlock.  But no way did these men intend him to get away,  -  not until he had faced the vengeance that had become his fate.

But none of this was making any sense.  Tarzan had over-powered Ruuders that last time. Three times Ruuders had raped him.  Viciously, painfully.  His purpose was simple mean-mindedness, giving in to sexual perversion.  Mike had already given in, there was no need for all that.  Ruuders was enjoying himself, no longer on-the-job, he was getting his rocks off.  Tarzan had hurt.  Like crazy.  Despite himself, Tarzan had cried out.  

Afterwards Tarzan had told no one.  When he’d freed Mike, he steadfastly changed the subject when Mike mentioned the horror of Ruuders’ assault Mike had heard over the radio phone.  Cringing at how guilty he felt.  The other memory of that evening with Ruuders by the river remained locked inside Tarzan’s breast,  a source of deep shame.  A story Mike had not learned.  And Korak?  Tarzan had not faced his son with the story of that night.  And after all, it had been his decision, to tempt Ruuders into keeping Tarzan back as hostage.  Splitting them up.  Tarzan had given Mike the OK.  Whatever happened, the decision was Mike’s.  Whatever it took to pull one over on these guys, Mike was to do the right thing.  Tarzan would have to take it.  Then Ruuders had broken communications.  And turned into an animal. 

Three time he made Tarzan hiss in shameful pain.  Burn with shame.  And for what?  Ruuders had  no reason.  Mike was already going to get the disk.  No reason except animal lust.  Mindless insanity.  Ruuders had violently rammed his dick up Tarzan’s agonised backside.  Flaying him raw, painfully raw inside.  To prove something.  To prove he was boss.


The-lust to-master was not switched off so easily.  Not the urge to master this hard-man of the jungle.  After Mike had given in, after Ruuders had broken off radio contact, the urges took over.  He just stuck himself right back in.  Private now, no audience.  Man-on-man.  Who was top-dog?  Which ruled the roost?  Viciously Ruuders went for it.  The drive to show this fuck-head who was the man-here knew no bounds.  Dragging it out, making the pain last.  Getting off on the hisses and the shudders of pain.  Till Ruuders was going crazy with the thrill.  Till he didn’t want this to end.  Till Ruuders felt he had the cosmos in the grip of his hand.  This apeman was built for just this kind of game.  He fought back, he would not take this lying down.  He squirmed , he squeezed,  Ruuders’ dick did not know if it was coming–or-going.  His dick was writhed on, prickled on.  Ruuders’ senses were going out of his mind.  The man-flesh underneath his thrusting dick was squirming to the tune of Ruuders’ brutal gift, a present of brutal humanity.  

The second time raping his bitch Ruuders had removed the gag.  Turned on by the savagery of the apeman’s bawling threats.  His dick hard and jammed up his arse as the apeman snarled like a wild animal.  In-between the hisses of pain as Ruuders showed him who was boss, the apeman bawled in his ferocity.  Promised unspeakable revenge.  And turning Ruuders on.  Better without the gag.  Firing up even more the steel-like boner rammed up his rival’s beaten arse.  Fired up to silence the cursing.  Silenced by pain, not with a gag.  Turning red-raw flesh to liquid fire inside his rival’s raped backside.  Laughing into his futile intimidations.  Laughing as pain deep in his insides fought to silence his opponent’s threats.  A pair of alpha males.  A new male ruling the tribe.  The old bull bawling in disbelief as he took the tribe’s new master’s cock up his painful arse.

The powerfully muscled man Ruuders was subjugating to his will had little but curses to give back.  And the pleasure of his suffering.  Suffering and reluctant subjugation.  Ruuders’ ego hit the heights, he was mastering the master of this jungle.  How better did it come?  THE jungle hard-man.  Who was master of the jungle now?  The hard-man of the jungle, taking it up the arse.  It was Ruuders who was bettering the legend.  The one and only man who had once seen Ruuders’ professional record over his victim’s broken.  Now himself trembling beneath him.  In furious hopelessness.  Incensed, in crippling pain.  Flesh shuddered under him with the pain breaking out of Ruuders’ mastery.  Power delivered by Ruuders’ overwhelming manhood into the hard-man’s red-raw chute.  Like a branding iron that scorched through his arse and sizzled in his guts with each evil-minded thrust.  This mighty muscle was beaten, Tarzan was beaten.  Ruuders had beaten Tarzan.  This reputation splattered.  The spirit was destroyed.  Ruuders yelled out, eventually letting himself go.  Letting his seed flood this incomparable specimen of manliness.  Beaten, subjugated, bent to Ruuders’ indomitable will.

Wrong!  Only too wrong.  A man lulled by his own sense of superiority Ruuders hauled himself uncaring out of an arse red-raw with forceful domination.  And allowed himself the enjoyment of luxuriating in his success.  Satiated like a dog that had been at it all night.  Fused with the cosmos, drifting off to sleep.  Till the bastard apeman managed to get himself free and took his head out with that branch.  When Ruuders came to, he was sitting upright.  His arms were stretched around a tree and tied behind.
What the South African de Veers had said didn’t make sense.  Tarzan wondered if that drug had robbed him of his reason.  Something about Ruuders being attacked by a swarm of insects.  Unable to defend himself.  Flies all over him.  Biting, stinging him everywhere.  Drawn by the salt and the scents, coating his struggles to escape the rope, Ruuders had plenty.  Deposited all over his body.  With his terrors at the flies’ attack his naked body was further drenched.  Drowning in a swarm of vicious flies.  Biting, sucking at him.  He’d passed out, driven crazy.  By the time he’d been found again, Ruuders was bloated, swollen everywhere.  Flesh blotchy and bloated, hard eggs of their poison everywhere.  By the time they got him to medical help, he was beyond help.  In certain places particularly.  Botfly.  Tarzan had seen their effects.  Laying their eggs in dead carcases.  Swollen like a balloon, poisoned.  The flies had laid eggs in Ruuders’ sweatiest of places.  Inside him too.  By the time they found him and got him to a decent hospital, the maggots had eaten away.  Eaten through tissue, devouring flesh from outside and in.  In his stickiest of places.  Nothing for it, the medics had operated in desperation.  Anything to save his life.  Cutting it out.  To save him.  Losing much of his guts.  Castrating him.  Left an invalid.  And blaming Tarzan.

“You took his fucking balls, you animal”, de Veers had snarled.  “You’re one sick bastard”.
Cutting away all the rotted flesh the maggots had eaten, medics desperate to rescue what they could.  Balls, much of his insides, cock, gone.  
“Sick fucking animal!” de Veers had spat out as he left.
Ruuders was left less than a man.  Much less.  And burning for revenge.  And now Tarzan was being taken back.  Paid his old torture-buddy to go hunt Tarzan down.  Got that tribe to take Korak as hostage and lure Tarzan into Ruuders’ net.  De Veers his old buddy.  Who’d do the job himself if Ruuders couldn’t manage.  Helping out an old mate.  Blaming Tarzan.  As if Tarzan had deliberately sent that a swarm of flies.  Swearing vengeance on him for this atrocity.  Swearing Ruuders would do the same.  Destroy Tarzan’s world.

“Don’t count on mercy”, de Veers had turned at the door.  “Ain’t gonna happen”.
Fiery his eyes had penetrated the gloom.  Cut through the iron bars of the cage.  Yet cold, inhuman.
“In fact,  ..  Ruuders weakens for one minute,  -  he’ll make my day.  You’ll have me to face”.  Sadistic pleasure written all over de Veers’ face.  
“Sick!  Mad dog”, de Veers snarled.  
“And what do you do with a dog gone mad?”

42.
Auctioned off
The way the boy had raged at being gagged.  He really was a sight, Morgan drowsily smirked to himself.  The seething anger at being forced by those weights into getting hard.  Perfect.  Morgan had woken up with the dawn.  His hand already gripping his morning woody.  But he knew who he’d been thinking of all night.  Glad he’d sent that new slave girl back after running her in.  Devoting his dream-time to what was really getting him going.  Waking up to find himself squeezing at the thoughts that had been with him all night.  He’d left the brat outside the cage.  Bent forward, steel balls dangling.  Overnight with his hard-on.  Left in the shed to sweat it out with his enforced erection.  The slavegirl had done her job well-enough.  But it was the sight of that ape-brat suffering that had been filling his head while he had been giving the girl what-for.  

Auction-day, Korak would get his loincloth back.  A day before the sale took place, Korak would be given the right to wear his covering.  In honour of his status.
“Tarzan’s only son, after all”, #2 would explain to the sucker when handing the loincloth back.  “Must mean something, I suppose”.
The sucker would probably believe them!
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Korak would walk through the rows of chairs seemingly a free man.  At the auction, appearing from the back.  All eyes turned on the prize stud they’d all come to see.  Some of the buyers having to stand to see better.  A flurry of appreciative muttering would welcome him.  Maybe even some shouts of cheering, one or two clapped.  No restraints, clothed in his loincloth, dignified.  Morgan saw Korak walk head-high and proud, striding unfettered to the platform where he’d be sold off.  Seething, though, glaring in disdain at the men who had come here because they had some notion they could buy a bit of his sorry-arse.  Free of ropes and handcuffs, unrestrained.  Un-fettered except for that bracelet around his leg.  And the remote control in Morgan’s hand.  Morgan reckoned the boy was going to play along, he’d not want to be seen writhing in agony in the dirt if he took a zapping for not doing as told.  He’d not want his father’s name laughed at, squirming in pain on the ground as the onlookers cheered.  

But he was seething, bad attitude oozing out of every pore.  The vendors were getting an eyeful of all that furious aggression that was up-for-sale, just what got them in the blood.  Spirit unbroken, daring them to take him on, the ultimate task.  And every vendor’s dream.  With every step towards that platform the boy took, he was burning with hate.  Hate for these men who thought they had the right to purchase his balls.  And do with him whatever they wanted.  And burning with self-hate.  Korak was bristling with self-anger.  Hatred that he had got himself trapped and that his father’s son had failed to find a way out.  Bringing his proud father’s name into disrepute by appearing like this.  Bags of attitude.  There were men out there who’d pay anything to get their hands on a specimen like this.  Attitude plus physique  -  an A1 combination.  Seemed to bring out the best  –  or was it the worst?  -  in some men.
Mounting the platform, Korak faced his drooling audience.  Rage popping on his skin, fury filling his gaze.  Made worse when #2 barked out his order.
“Strip!”
The dignity he had been granted was being stripped away.  That one piece of clothing that gave Korak the illusion of being a free man was to go.  Commanded with that one word.  The steam was coming out of his ears.  For all to see.  And enjoy.  Anger bunched every muscle in his arms into fighting strength.  But Morgan caught the sucker’s eye.  Raised an eyebrow.  A gesture that brought everything back.  Writhing in the dirt.  Crippled by a blast of pain.  Korak was trapped.  He feared the pain of the zapper.  But worst than that.  He feared the indignity of writhing in pain in public.  This kind of public.  Who wanted to see nothing more.  Trapped by his name, his father’s name.  Pride would not let him down.  No need to show Korak Morgan’s trump card.  The look would do the job.  That and the boy’s crippling weakness.  Crippled by the dignity of his father’s name.


Reluctantly, burning with shame, shame fuelling anger in every cell of his body, the boy did it.  Flushing with rage.  Bristling with male aggression.  Testosterone glistening on hard fighting pecs.  But knowing Tarzan’s only son would be squirming on the floor, screaming in agony if he refused.  Shown up before these men who were here just for that, eager to see the legend’s son taken down.  

Korak seethed at the betrayal, he’d been given his last bit of dignity back.  And now he was being made to remove it.  Remove it himself,  in public.  Humiliate himself in front of these ogling perverts.  His blood boiled.  At their trickery.  At his stupidity.  Believing they respected his name.  Feeling himself being taken over by his emotions, his powerful chest rising and falling in regular deep angry moves.  His eyes lifted above the crowd.  As if they were not there.  As if not seeing them might mean this was not happening.  Not happening to him.  A few seconds in which sense prevailed.  Moments when he bravely remembered who he was, who his father was.
43.
Prick-tease
Korak lowered his eyes.  His gaze swallowed up the crowd.  Perverts seated in rows in front of him,  gaping, enjoying the sight of a muscle-hunk locked down by his imprisonment, physical and mental.  Trapped by his pride.  Made to obey, made to do as he was told.  So as not to shame his father’s name.  And nearly sobbing inside at this indignity.
Slowly Korak’s eyes took them in, each and every one.  Scanning each row, slowly, his gaze settling on each one.  Drowning them in his contempt.  As if his brain was taking a photograph of each and every one.  Filing their faces away.  For future action.  For a future meeting when Korak had hunted each one down.  When this moment would see its payback-time.

Then, his eyes seizing on Morgan standing at the back, Korak’s hands went to his chest.  Hands wide, fingers widespread, clamped on the hard ridges of his enviable pecs, widening his broad chest even more.  Filling his lungs, lifting his chest.  Raised shoulders bulging with impressive strength.  Eyes on Morgan.  Just watching.  Telling him, this what you want, you stinking perv?  His little fingers lightly stroking downwards at himself.  Cheekily drawing the eyes downwards as they stroked gently at the hardness of his upper abs.  Then slowly, almost seductively sliding his splayed hands down his sides, slicking his hands slowly down his ribs, oozing downwards though nervous sweat.  Eyes on his audience, lip curled in disdain for the perverts drooling at him.  Shoulders moving forward, rounding the torso, sucking in his stomach and showing off the mighty rocks forcing themselves out of his abs.  

Fuck me, thought Morgan astonished.  The fucker’s doing a strip.  A fully-fledged fuckin’ tease.  In the real world, Morgan’s hand slowed.  But the tug was pleasurably more powerful.  From deep in his chest a rhythmic grunt of satisfaction accompanied the change.  The bastard of a kid was doing a strip.  Far from feeling angry at feeling forced into stripping his final dignity off his arse, shaking his head in amazement Morgan was watching the cocksucker doing a full-blown strip-tease.  Like some Chippendale.  Fucking turning his audience on.  Morgan’s hips joined in the game.  Playing with them, the bastard was, getting their hormones going.  Fascinated Morgan watched the boy’s thumbs inveigle themselves into the waistband at the side. Slowly stripped the loincloth off himself at the sides, pulling the sides down to the tops of his legs.  But in the middle the pouch was still caught in his gadgetry.  Making them gag for it.  Strong pubic hair just visible.  The waistband caught on the top of his shaft.  But no more, a subtle wiggle of the hips.  The tension in the cloth revealing everything they craved to see  -  yet still showing them nothing.  Except in their burning imagination.  The promise of a long thick dick was pushing against the stretched leather of his pouch.  Resting there, lingering, giving a promise, giving nothing away, they were going to pay for the sight.  Making them work for it.  Torso slightly gyrating, swaying for them.  Getting them in the crutch.  His eyes flashed on Morgan, challenging Morgan.  Steely, unflinching.  Asking, this what these perverts have come for?  This what your sicko friends come to see?  Fine company you keep!
Keeping it there, the loincloth showing nothing, firing up every pedo imagination.  His eyes scanning the crowd.  Scorning them with his glares.  Urging them to do something about it if they dared.  Sweating on his bed, Morgan gave a loud grunt as his hips worked the action.  Seeing some getting annoyed at the utter contempt this posturing slave was throwing at them.  Making no pretence to cover up the curl of the lip.  Or the way his disdain passed along each row and insulted the men captured by the anticipation of his moves.  Morgan caught one nudge his neighbour, his face showing anger at being sneered at this way.

But not most.  Morgan could see them.  Loving it.  This sucker was doing Morgan’s job for him.  The hips wiggled invitingly again.  The vendors just eating up this show of defiance from Tarzan’s brat.  Eating out of the sucker’s hand.  Or so the kid thought.  In fact, he was flogging himself off.  Better than Morgan as any auctioneer.  Every dick in every row hard.  Every heart pounding out the beat as they imagined getting him back home and taking that attitude on.

Then barely perceptibly Korak made a move.  A miniscule taunting move.  Slight but more than enough.  Their lust-filled eyes were taking in every twitch of every muscle.  Pushing the waistline down, stretching the loincloth.  Hands seductively coating the taut skin over his backside, fingers splayed.  Slowly for those on the side unveiling a naked arse while his tackle in front strained aggressively against the leather.  Provocatively sliding the loincloth down over his hips, promising his all, yet still denying them what they hungered after.  Hesitating.  Fucking with their dicks, fucking with their appetites.  Making them salivate, making his buyers drool.

Till he had toyed with their hormones enough.  Timing it just right.  Timing his contempt for their perverted cravings perfectly.  Morgan imagined it, grunting in slow satisfaction, pulling back gutturally on himself.  Seeing the brat shoving the leather covering down off his cock away, roughly pushing it down his powerful tanned thighs.  Brusquely. Quick.  Fill of contempt.  Like it was nothing to him.  Not even bothering to bend forward to shove it over his knees. His gaze spitting out his derision for the pervos ogling for the sight.  Letting gravity do the work, this act was nothing to him.  Fixing them with his utter contempt.  A lip curling.  Hands contemptuously o  hips.  Showing them who has here in charge.  Who could make their dicks get hard.  Then, a final move of triumph, hooking the drooping loincloth over his foot and kicking it into the rows of sweating men.  A move lashed out with his disdain.  Sneering as grown men shamefully leapt up to snatch his prize.  A look of contempt swept over their enthusiasm.  Korak stood his hands on his naked hips.  And scoured the ogling males who had crawled from under their rocks to enjoy his shame.  Cutting them down to size.  Cutting them to pieces with his look of derision.  


And revealing …?  OK, nothing exceptional.  Nothing a man here hadn’t seen before.  As Morgan well knew already.  That had not been the point.  It was the way the fucker had done it.  Morgan had watched Korak had do a strip  -  and he’d revealed  ..  nothing in particular.  Nothing men like that hadn’t seen a hundred times before.  But they had come yearning to be shown the only son of the jungle lord in his full humiliation.  And the sucker of a brat had gone and performed a striptease for them.  Not a limp dick in the place.  Fighting spirit rock-hard in every seething muscle of his eye-catching torso.  Filling out their groins.  Pumping blood, emptying their wallets.  

Forced.  Yeah, Morgan saw it now.  The brat would be forced to comply.  Forced against his will.  Forced by the shame of crumbling at the press of Morgan’s thumb on the zapper.  Forced into the shame of Tarzan’s only son being broken before their eyes.  Men just waiting, salivating for something like that.  Crazed for sight of his full shame and humiliation.  

On the privacy of his couch in the office, Morgan felt like breaking into applause.  Instead, his groaning grip squeezed slower on himself with luxurious enjoyment.  Slower, harder.  He could feel the hardness making the turn, edging him towards the peak.  If the boy performed anything like that, he’d be a star.  Morgan could not wish for a better show.  He’d not only give the audience what they had paid to see.  He’d get them right in the groin.  Not be a limp dick around.  What Morgan had imagined,  -  in his mind Korak had out-performed expectations.  Fucking striptease.  Just imagine.  The brat would be a triumph.  What a performance  -  could it be topped? Could you put a price on that?
Well, maybe just a bit.  Morgan still had one-or-two tricks up his sleeve.


Morgan could hear the snap of the order now.  #2 bawling out like some sergeant-major.
“Hands.  Behind your head, dog.  NOW!”
Slave-position.  Just like in the training room.  Memories of that first day.  The zapper forcing him to his knees, hands behind his head, forced into slave-position.  Korak’s eyes flashed at Morgan.  Knowing that zapper was not going to be far away.  All those memories of shame would come flooding back.  Made to suck the kaffir’s dick.  Igniting fears that he’d be made to do that all over again, in public, in front of these jeers.  Reluctant at first, then trapped by fear of shame into obeying.  Shame at shaming his father’s name.  Almost sobbing inside that he was helpless not to fight back.  But obeying, doing as told. Because of Tarzan’s fame.  In front of his gloating audience.  Korak did as he was told.

“Face the back”, #2 ordered the slave.  Anger sweating out of every pore.  Glares of fury at #2.  Snarling glares thrown at his audience, whipping across them like some flamethrower in his anger.  Eyes slit to black creases of rage for Morgan, too.  And aware Morgan’s fingers were poised over the remote control.  Just waiting for the slightest pretext to show up Tarzan’s son.  To make their proud name a laughing stock.
“NOW!  Turn round”.
Almost willingly Korak turned away.  To give him chance to compose himself.  Take away from the shame of facing down these men who thought they could claim a piece of him.  Turn away from facing the threat Morgan held in his hand.  In his bed, Morgan saw it like on a giant screen.  His eager hips took up the ride.  Korak was grabbing a moment to compose himself.  To control Korak’s beating heart.  Catch his second wind.  Futile, the stupid prick,  -  as Morgan knew only too well.  But dickhead needed to get his runaway emotions in grip.  
Not unwillingly Korak turned away from his audience, he faced the other way.  The proud young man took over, Korak the muscle-hunk re-appeared.  He knew he impressed.  He knew what they were seeing, a male muscled physique that was second-to-none.  Arms up behind his head, shoulders stood proud and hard, almost imperceptibly Korak tensed.  Preened, posed.  Muscle showing his contempt.  Muscle fought for space with muscle down his hard-packed back.  Eyes behind would be swallowing in awe at the breadth of that magnificent sight.  Tapering down to the ideal tight waist and narrow hips.  Settling on his naked arse.


Without thinking, on instinct, Morgan thought he saw the boy flex.  The arse cheeks tightened, solid, tight, pert.  The dimples either side like deep saucers.  The bastard was showing off.  Fuck me!  Morgan smirked at the thought.  Grunting guttural into the pressure of his hand.  Preening.  Posturing,  Tarzan’s son showing his matchless body off.  He just couldn’t stop himself.  
But he would.  Morgan knew he would.  All that posturing was about to come to an abrupt end.  He couldn’t wait for #2’s next order.  Snarled in pure contempt.  Putting this cock-sucking fucker down.  Right there where he belonged.  In the shit.  Pitching the apeboy’s over-preening spirit to the bottom of a pile of shit.

“Right.  Bend forward”.
#2 made it 100%-clear.
“Look through your legs.  Ape-shit.  Let them see your arse”.
Part eight

44.
Face-slap
A pair of legs appeared within his vision.  Morgan’s shins.  Untanned, hairy.  Suddenly a pair of shorts were dropped around Morgan’s ankles.  He’d stripped himself bare.  For days Morgan had kept coming and going from the shed, usually putting Korak back in the cage when he’s had his fun.  This time, though, Korak had been left outside, arms twisted up his back.  Overnight.  Korak felt exhausted.  An aching hard-on mocking his sight once there was light again.  His wrists were smarting from trying to take advantage of being left outside the cage.  Burning raw from failed attempts to get himself free.  Left bent forward, a never-ending night while that bastard Nakama slumbered smugly in the cage.  Abandoned with his erection and Morgan’s balls hanging off his tits, long since searing pains had been trembling in every bit of his body.  The balls dangling in the darkness, pulling on his nub-ends as he struggled to escape, pain pumped through his blood.  Bent double, even in the blackness his eyes seemed filled with his pain-pumped cock.  Korak was glad of one thing, though.  Once light dawned, doubled up so much, he did not have to see Nakama’s face.  That smug-smirking bastard could mock the torture of Korak’s exhausted erection as much as he liked.  But Korak did not have to look him in the eyes.  And Nakama could not see the saliva shamefully dribbling out of Korak’s gagged mouth.  But Korak did seem to feel the bastard’s sneering burning into the top of his head.  Enjoying Korak being done-over like this.  Put-down.  Made small.  Anger for Morgan boiled in Korak’s blood.  The idea of Nakama enjoying this, though, that made him seethe.  Morgan or Nakama  -  Korak didn’t care.  One of them would pay.
Morgan had come back.  Without a single word, his hand had reached forward and yanked one of the metal balls off Korak’s teat.  Making him yelp into the gag.  Making Korak leap up with pain onto one foot.  Cursing, snot dribbling off his nose.  Then halting.  Seeing the hand going for the other ball.  This time moving slower, this time enjoying playing with Korak.  Toying with his anticipation of pain, giving the ball a tap, letting it swing.  The other hand swept over Korak’s bent back, feeling the tension of anticipation in every muscle.  The yank was hard, sudden.  Korak could not suppress the shout.  It felt like his teat had been ripped off.  Coughing, saliva dribbling over his gag.  Coughing and cursing, trying to hold back the tears.  And worse of all, seeing a pair of shorts dropping down to the floor.  Despite all he was already contending with, Korak could still freeze, the sight of the shorts signalled a new tactic.  Morgan hadn’t lost them before.  And Korak was bent doubled up by his arms pulled up behind, his arse vulnerable. This was where it had begun.  With that earlier question.  Had Korak ever had it up the arse?
A hand twisted into Korak’s hair and yanked his head upwards.  What filled his eyes was the sight of Morgan’s erect dick.  Morgan was hard already.  Hot with eager anticipation.  Making Korak’s blood boil.  Good and hard.  Hard and ready.  And right up close.  Close enough for Morgan to wipe his dickhead across Korak’s face.  Hard, hot, solid.  Ready.  Slapped across Korak’s cheek.  Korak thought he’d burst with rage.  Cock-slapped.  A head of the hot lust-solid dick was slowly swiped tauntingly across his face, then slapped against his nose.  Korak thought he’d go wild.  
But he was helpless.  Morgan had had to use the zapper on him again to get the bar back in his mouth, jamming his tongue down.  Three times Morgan had zapped him, each time harder.  Laughing at Korak’s stubbornness, laughing into Korak’s obscenities.  But he’d managed, as long as he had that zapper in his hand, he’d always manage.  Bent double, Korak slavered out of his open mouth like some sick cow, staring down at the earth in his rage, Morgan’s discarded shorts on the floor had been mocking his helplessness.  And then cock-slapped.  If only his teeth had been free.  But the gag stopped Korak from getting his teeth to work.  Head yanked back up and that obscenity swiped across his lips  -  and frustratingly Korak’s jaws stopped from biting back.


Morgan had hold of his own root and was swinging his solid member, slapping Korak across the face.  Korak could hear the goading in Morgan’s voice, inviting him to fight back.  Take a bite if he wanted.  He clenched fists at the mockery, snarling over the gag at Morgan laughing at his futile anger.  Furious at how Nakama must be enjoying this.  A hard, hot dick working itself up to take on Korak’s arse, rubbing its stinking self with Morgan’s grunts along Korak’s jaw.  Smacking him with another hot sticky slap, this time against his mouth.  Sliding its seeping end over Korak’s lips.  Bursting with anger, all Korak could do was shake his head, hoping to escape the loathsome touch.  The only way to show his rage was to yank his head around to thwart this stinking pervert’s idea of fun.  But Morgan had him tight by the hair, Korak was trapped by his back-bent arms, his jerking only yanked pain into Korak’s neck.
Morgan pulled Korak’s head right up, till Korak could barely move,  Then sickeningly Morgan was slowly stroking the solid cockhead over Korak’s lips, working himself up with deep pleasured moans.  Working up his cockhead against Korak’s open-mouth.  Coating its mushroom head with the juices dribbling in Korak’s anger from his gagged mouth.  Like he was branding Korak’s drooling lips with his dick.  If only his mouth had been free!  Korak swore he would have taken an enraged bite out of that cock and shown the dickhead who he was dealing with.  But Morgan had known what he was going to do, he had trapped Korak in that gag, even if it had taken him a zap.  Morgan’s hips were working himself up, rubbing his hard-on lewdly across Korak’s cheeks.  Hips pushing harder, the grunts from the pervert getting more ragged and coarser.  Promising to cum.  To splatter himself all over Korak’s face.  Anger, frustration, shame  -  all tumbled together in a rush of sickening emotions.  Korak swore he’d break the prick’s neck.  He was sweating, breathing hard, spluttering angrily into the gag trying to shake his head free of the grip.  Swearing.  He’d get himself free, somehow,  And he’d break this motherfucker’s neck.  
45.
Taken

His worst fear did not happen.  His face creamed by the sick bastard coming all over him.  With that Nakama laughing at Korak’s expense.  Korak thanked his lucky stars when that dick stopped rubbing shame over his face.  Morgan had drawn back, smirking at a gagged Korak trapped in his useless rage.  Korak had felt sick to the pit of his stomach.  With the disgusting idea of Morgan getting himself worked up like that.  The sight of an great hairy dick goading his anger right in front of his eyes.  And the shame that his father’s son was having to take this.  And how he would have died a thousand deaths if his torturer’s spunk had been spurting into his eyes, dripping off his nose, clinging on his gagged lips.  With the thought of that smirking Nakama looking on.  
Nothing he could do, bound, trapped, gagged.  He’d walked into all this of his own free will.  What a fucking prick!  That first meeting with Nakama and the guys!  Joining in their wrestling games.  Korak burned with guilt at his stupidity.  And in his mind’s eye he just kept seeing Nakama.  The way he just sat there, all smug in his cage and taking it all in, Korak cock-slapped.  In an instant the thought pissed Korak off.  His anger spiked.  Korak was convinced that Nakama was wearing a continuous smirk at his expense.  Enjoying watching Korak forced into taking all this hateful and cringe-making bullying.  The apeboy, son of the legendary jungle-lord.  Laughing in Korak’s face at being put to shame by a torturer’s boner masturbated across his face.  And Korak couldn’t even mouth off.  Mouth clamped open, that hateful oozing dick wiped against his lips.  Trembling with unbearable pressure to let rip all this anger, Korak wanted to scream.  In frustration, in anger.  To let it all out, to let rip his rage.  But that fucking gag was jammed across his jaws.  Reduced to sounding like a gurgling moron.  An animal.  A tamed beast with a bit in its mouth.  They’d said they tame him.  It was taking all his strength of mind not to give in to the thought that they were getting close.


Korak didn’t know what was keeping him back.  Every time Morgan released him from some session of shame and made him crawl back into the cage, Korak was bursting with repressed rage.  Why his fists hadn’t lashed out, he didn’t know.  Nakama was the obvious choice.  Korak would have cheerfully murdered Morgan.  Not an option, but Nakama was trapped in the cage with him.  What held him back?  What stopped him from cracking his fist into that mocking face?  But some gut-feeling held him back.  The gut-feeling that, whatever else, the pair of them were in this together.  Strange allies, but allies all the same.  The way out might mean working together.  But still that repressed rage against Morgan bubbled under the surface like a boiling-hot spring, Korak needed to let off the steam.  Full of menace, bubbling with repressed rage. It all had to be let out.
At least saved from a creaming over his face.  But now Morgan was behind.  His hand was again in his hair, yanking up Korak’s head.  Korak’s eyes were forced full on Nakama watching him from the cage.  Legs up, wide apart, hands comfortably resting on his knees, his own dick smugly at rest dangling down between.  In a mocking mirror image of Korak’s gestures before.  The alpha male issuing his challenge.  Seeing Korak’s face creased into an pained mask by the tight gag across his mouth.  He’d been watching those balls swing, yanking on his tits.  His eyes had been full on Korak’s busting hard-on poking directly at him below.  Left with those instruments of his torment dangling off his chest, Korak still dreaded above all that he was going to cum.  That with this torture of his tits and his erection, the pressure was going to get so intense,   ....  What a laugh for that fucker in the cage then!  
Korak’s head was yanked even further back, he felt Morgan against his backside.  Hot, hard.  In an instant, all Korak’s confusions evaporated in a flash.  Anger spiked at the touch of hot bare flesh pushed to invade against his backside.  Shutting his eyes, squeezing out the pain on his scalp, crushing his arse together against the invading boner.  He edged his hips forward.  Less to escape the inescapable.  To clench his arse cheeks tighter together.  Building an impregnable fortress.
“Good try, apeboy”, Morgan was laughing at him.  Just try me, you motherfucker, gagged Korak could only spit his threat out in his head,
“But you know you can’t resist a good cock”.
Korak snarled in response, furiously shaking with his head in anger.  Trying to tear his hair out of Morgan’s tight grip.  And disgusted at a finger now probing at him behind.  
“Not with this beauty in my hand”, Morgan mocked.  His finger exploring the entrance to Korak’s arsehole.  Korak reacted, pressed superhumanly tight.  The powerful muscle of his arse making an unassailable barrier against Morgan’s threat.
“All it takes is a little press of this button”, Morgan mocked.  “Made you take the gag willingly enough.  Didn’t it?  BOY!”
The realisation of that truth hit Korak like a punch in the guts.  That bit of plastic hung off Morgan’s neck.  Resting on Korak’s shoulders.  Burning his skin.  That was all it had taken to force that gag on Korak.   Just one press of the button.  Morgan had got that gag in before Korak was aware.  Morgan’s words froze him.  Just another quick zap.  And Morgan would open Korak up.  SHIT!

Morgan wasn’t averse to raping a man.  If it did the job.  Most of the time he didn’t need to, he got his rocks off with the girl-slaves, plenty of pussy around.  With apeboy here, Morgan told himself, this wasn’t was not the time.  He was taking the boy right to the wire, let him think it, get him raging against it  -  and then he’d let him go.  Morgan had to keep the volcano bubbling.  Sticking it up the boy right now would blow his top.  Timing was all the thing.  A couple of fingers, that would do the trick.  For now.  A couple of fingers would pump up the steam.  Heat up the blood.  Good enough for now.  Later, who knew?  Gut-feelings.  Play it by feel.  Who knew what later the boy’s situation would demand.

Rage burst in a fury, splutters poured angrily into Korak’s gag.  Wriggling with his arse to make things hard.  Cringing as he felt Morgan rubbing his fingers up between his legs.  Fingers threatening his balls, a thumb jabbing at his arse.  Determined to take the crippling pains from the zapper to foil this pervert’s plans.  Seething at hearing a sickening moaning behind as Morgan lascivious hip-thrusts got him going, poking hot flesh Korak’s tight crack.

Korak’s eyes blazed.  Head still yanked back, but his eyes shut.  Shut against the idea of Nakama sitting smugly in that cage, watching.  Burning up with rage at that thought.  At that moment in time, for the first time in his life, Korak knew he could kill.
46.
Escape plan
He must have dozed off.  It was stinking hot in this shed, the heat of the day seemed to get stuck under the tin roof.  Korak woke up covered in sweat.  Nakama was watching him, intently.  After that session with Morgan’s fingers tormenting his backside, Korak could have killed.  Nakama was in the right place, right time.  But exhausted nerves had claimed him.  He’d slept.
“Seems we’re gonna get what you wanted”, sneered Korak.  The first words spoken since the pair of them had been cooped up in this cage.  
Nakama frowned.  Suspicious.
“The chance to fight”, Korak explained.
Their guards had left food and water.  “Gotta keep your strength up, boys”.  Laughing at the pair of them.  
“Gonna get ya chance to show off what all that naked muscle can do”.  
Morgan was making the pair of them the evening’s entertainment the night before the auction. The two best put up for a fight.  To slog it out.  Slog out all that pent-up aggression, captor and captive.  Prove which was the best.  All that male aggression getting the vendors in the groin.  The chance to show off they had what it took.  An evening’s entertainment of pure aggressive testosterone before the haggling got down to business.  A match of 100% male aggression.  Prove themselves  -  and drive up the price.
Korak had drifted off after eating.  De-hydrated, hard to breathe in the over-heated air.  For hours his nerves had been in a rage.  Morgan’s “attitude training” -  first the zapper  -  even strength like his found such shocks hard to bear.  Then the tit-weights, left overnight, the threat of rape.  His nerves had had it, exhaustion had grabbed him as soon as his stomach was full.
But he’d drifted back to wakefulness with the escape plan clear in his mind.  Everything hinged on getting his hands on that zapper.  It hung by the doorway in clear sight.  A light flashing, “talking” to the bracelet on Korak’s leg.  No way of getting at it, though,  -  not till Morgan let Korak out of the cage.  
Odd that Nakama should be the first thing he saw when he woke up.  In his dreams Nakama had been the fly in the ointment to the escape plan.  Morgan had given Korak all the information he needed.  Korak would make sure he took that pain-device with him.  He’d overpower Morgan and make a run for it.  He’d put Morgan out of it so he couldn’t raise the alarm.  The added fun had been the idea of leaving Nakama behind.  Because as soon as Korak got out of range, Nakama’s bracelet would go off.  Once out of contact with the device, it would give Nakama regular zaps, unbearable.  On full power, Morgan had said.  Crippling blasts every minute.  Nakama would be going out of his mind with pain.  And not a thing anyone could do about it.  Korak had the device.  It might even kill him.  So what?  The fucker had it coming.

Nakama had frowned across the cage at the evil-minded smile on Korak’s face.  The pair of them shared this space but they might as well be oceans apart.  Not a word had passed.  Just hostile glares.  And then all of a sudden Nakama spotted Korak smirking  -  as his mind’s eye saw Nakama left screeching, the bracelet on his ankle calling out to be reunited with the zapper in Korak’s disappearing hand.

But there was a flaw.  Nakama’s agonies would bring Morgan’s men running.  Before Korak had got very far.  They’d come looking for him.  With a vengeance.  Hunting their precious beef-cake down.  Reluctantly Korak agreed he’d have to take Nakama with him.  He’d have to sort Nakama out later.  Then he’d go looking for Tarzan.  The chief would know who had paid for Tarzan’s capture.  The chief who had had him beaten up.  Had raped him for public entertainment.  By the time Korak had finished with him, he’d tell Korak anything rather than be forced into swallowing his own balls.  That would be lead enough.  Lead Korak to Tarzan.
All he needed now, the chance to overpower Morgan.
They’d been caged together for hours, the pair of them.  For an eternity of male glaring, it seemed.  The heat had not helped.  Stifling it bore down on Korak from the metal roof above baking them in the ferocity of the sun.  Not making his temper any better.  He could not take it out on Morgan, someone else was going to take his rage.  Morgan was giving him the chance.  A fight.
“Hope you can fight”, Korak said.    The first exchange with Nakama in the cage.
Sneering aggression painted Korak’s mouth.

47.
End-game
“Fight?”  Nakama sneered back at Korak’s taunt.
Korak was spitting hate at him from across the cage.  The man opposite had befriended him, then tricked him.  Taken him captive and made him bait to capture his father.  Everything bad in Korak’s life had happened in the past days.  And this naked bastard opposite was responsible for the lot.  

“You saw”, Nakama answered back haughtily.  “We learn to fight.  Second-to-none”.
Korak had seen them fighting, they had been good, especially half a dozen against one to capture him.  Because of this one’s actions, Tarzan had been lured into the spider’s web.  And forcibly made to submit, to save Korak.  Then taken off.  Somewhere.  To what?  To whom?  Korak had no idea.

Seated on the earth in their cage, Korak sneered his anger at this rival.
“You better be fucking good”, Korak mocked.  “’Cause you’re going to be fighting for your life”.

Sub-consciously Korak’s hand had move to nurse the burning on his chest, covering up that weakness, hiding the pain off his tortured nipple as he faced his rival down.  He hadn’t expected Nakama to look intimidated.  Korak had expected his menaces to be faced-off with sneering bravado.  But Nakama would show fear when they were face-to-face in the ring.
“Seems they’re gonna give me a chance.  To rip your fucking throat out!”  
In response, Nakama’s lip curled into a disdainful sneer.  
Since capture by this man, Korak had been made guilty of his father’s capture.  And then repeatedly “trained” by Morgan.  Nakama had watched.  Korak’s arse being played with, Morgan had only stuck his fingers up his arse.  Nakama, though,  had roared on his own chief, - going all the way.  Cheered at the worst-imaginable abuse against Korak’s being.  And astonishingly Korak had had to suffer seething hours imprisoned in this cage with the man who had jeered at his humiliation.  Then watched gloating as Morgan had tormented Korak further.  Not a sound uttered but in his mind Korak had heard Nakama cheering Morgan on too when Morgan had forced his fingers up Korak inside.  Willing him on, willing Morgan to go all the way.  It was a miracle that Korak had not exploded.  Not let his fury loose on Nakama when they were left alone.  Only that nagging suspicion held him back  -  that they might need each other to get out of this place.
But it was not over.  Korak suspected Morgan would be back for more.  Nakama was going to get his chance.  From his father, Korak had learned there were men who did that sort of thing, who could not stop themselves.  Taking it out on a man who looked better.  Looking like Korak, real men, tough.  As if men who looked like he did were some kind of threat,  -  simply because physically he looked as good as he did.  For some kind of men,  -  they took that as provocation.  A threat, to be put down, beaten, dominated.  As if the act of male rape made them a man.
Now Korak had suffered rape.  By the chief.  Nakama had watched.  Korak feared he’d be assaulted again.  By Morgan this time, it seemed inevitable.  With that bastard Nakama watching again, getting another chance to enjoy himself.  Enjoy himself at the expense of Korak’s utter shame.  Suffering again that most violent of attacks against his being.
A fight?  The chance to slog it out with this man who was the cause of so much,  -  best offer Korak had had in days.  He would rip Nakama limb from limb.  To hell with the consequences.

As if reading his mind, Nakama answered sagely.  Reminding his rival.  Telling him not to be a prick.
“We’re Morgan’s best.  Either of us goes too far, serious damage done, …”, Nakama paused, letting the thought pass through his own head.  The anger of the man opposite him in the stifling bad-tempered heat was quivering just below the surface of his skin, clear to read.  As if even all that powerful muscle was never going to keep all that anger in.  That threat  -  no vain warning.  Nakama would indeed be fighting for his life.
“Go too far,  -  either of us -   in the fight ..” Nakama pointed out,  “.. and  we’ll pay for it”.
He stared back.  Showing he was not one to be intimidated.  Feeling hate shooting back at him.

Korak was barely listening, he looked outside the cage.  At the space where he had been abused.  Where Morgan had held him doubled up and toyed with him up the arse.
“We get out there, it will be payback time.  For all of this  ..  ”, he said, almost to himself.
He looked down at the bracelet of terror around his ankle.  He smiled knowingly across at his companion in this cage.  Remembering what he had planned.  Korak’s fingers glided along the bars  -  like playing the harp.
“For whatever is happening to Tarzan right now  ..  ”, he said wistfully, almost to himself.  His thoughts elsewhere.  With his father.  But where?

Then his attention again turned on Nakama.  
“Reckon they’ll make me pay for it, eh?  When I rip your throat out?”
He nodded at Nakama’s nakedness, he gestured at the bracelet around his ankle that would keep them imprisoned as long as they wore it.  Shaking his head.  In disbelief at the fool’s naivety.
“Reckon it can get any worse than this?” he snorted disdain across at Nakama.  
His lip curled.  Hatred filled his eyes.
“I’ll pay for it, eh?  Worth every cent.  Reckon I fucking care?”
48.
Slick
Morgan woke up before dawn in a sweat.  Gripping on a hard-on.  In that moment he knew.  Today was the day.  The brat was gonna get it.  Morgan was not going to break him, not so close to the sale  -   but the sucker was going to earn his keep.  Even in his sleep Morgan had kept feeling his hardness pressed against the kid’s sweaty crack.  He saw his hand groping down through the sheen of a powerful thigh.  A long grunt escaped as Morgan thrust against his tight grip.  No matter how much Morgan put the sucker down, his anger came back just as strong.  He was a challenge,  - and the way his cock felt this moment, Morgan was up for that challenge right now.  His cheeks puffed out hard as urges gave way to the sights Morgan held in his mind.
The cocky bastard recovered his spunk in no time at all.  Morgan could give him all he had.  The kid would be on his knees, crushed.  Next time Morgan turned round, though, the bastard was giving Morgan the scorn.  He’d risen like some poxy phoenix out of the flames.  Unscathed.  That cocky defiance oozing out of every pore.  Think you’ve broken me?  Hah!  Try again, fucker.  A sneer that poked a finger in Morgan’s eye.  Think you can take me down, better men have tried.  Think again!  
Well, it was gonna be today, take-down-time.  Morgan was up for that.  It had become personal.  Grunts deepened as Morgan’s hips rolled into the fray.  Today was going to be pay-day.  No way was Morgan going to go and mess up auction-day plans.  But that look of contempt at everything Morgan tried on,  --  today it was gonna get its payback.  Friggin’ phoenix?  Hand strongly working on himself, Morgan knew just how to put out those flames.  The brat would know.  Time the ape-brat got his wings clipped.  

Needed to be subtle, though.  After all, look at what had happened to that black.  Since that first evening his men had enjoyed a few beers with the savage bent over the oil drum, he’d been a different man.  They’d gone for him a few more times too.  Worked his tight arse over.  Quietened him down.  The treatment had put him in his place, cocky savage who thought he deserved better after bringing in Tarzan’s son.  Worked maybe too much.  Knocked some of the spunk outta him, p’haps.  Morgan had ordered the boys to cool it.  Expensive mistake.  Couldn’t risk that with ape-brat.  Not just a few days before show-time  -  and with such overwhelming interest after posting news of the sale on the web.  Needed a sophisticated touch.   Just enough.  Needed to keep that pot boiling, in a couple of days Morgan needed to have the brat like the volcano just about to blow.  Giving it to him right now in the way that would blow his top  -  and then allow a few days cooling-off, leaving the resentment to simmer like magna.  Ready for ...  POWW!  SHOWTIME!  Ape-brat centre stage.  FANFARE!  
Morgan sweated in his sheets as he worked things out in his hand.  He could almost feel the touch of the brat’s skin on his fingers as Morgan’s grip worked on his urges.  It would be hard to get a leg-spreader on, the brat would know what was then coming down the line.  He’d kick and struggle.  Almost pop his cork.  But that would be part of the fun, fighting the struggling sucker, got you going in no time. 
Morgan smiled, seeing the brat bent forward.  Nerves working on his own dick.  Something hot and hard of his own poking up towards his eye.  Stood there legs wide-spread, his crack open and vulnerable.  Cursing wildly when, bent over his bare back, Morgan tickled his cock down his sweaty crack.  Steam coming out of his head as Morgan’s fingertips toyed laughing in Korak’s bush of pubic hair.  Going insane with anger at Morgan’s hand stroking the tightening skin of the brat’s ballsack.  Cussing at the mock kiss Morgan planted on his ear.  Popping his top with the shame that this was getting Korak going too.  Nerves and anger pumping up his blood, popping him good-and-hard.  No gag this time.  Every screamed curse coursing like liquid fire to Morgan’s dick.  That alone would get Morgan going.  Ready for the brat’s biggest fight.  The battle for his arse.

What was special about Tarzan’s boy?  Morgan thought he knew.  Not just looked a million dollars.  Not just brimming over with spunk.  This ape-boy oozed a secret formula.  This sucker was born to give pleasure through torment.  It was rare Morgan felt so driven himself to test a man-slave to the limit.  He’d normally leave that to whichever pervert took the slave on.  Morgan wasn’t much into men.  But this Korak  ..  for Morgan he’d become quite the thing.  He could now see what these perverts who came buying got out of it.  The long groan rattled in Morgan’s throat at the electric pricking that crackled down his thigh, driven from the piston working rhythmic in his crutch.  The thought of exploring that sucker to the limit broke in a burst of long luxurious moans.  
Morgan had leapt into the start of the day tingling with anticipation.  But then for hours he had prickled with irritation.  Business kept getting in the way.  The news of the up-coming auction on the website had got more than the wires humming.  The ape-brat  -  no one wanted to believe their luck.  Even the pictures of the black savage cooped-up in the brat’s cage had spiked attention  -  for those that like putting “men of colour” through their muscular paces.  And when the big-rollers were on the phone, - they weren’t put off with dealing with the organ-grinder’s monkey.  It was Morgan they wanted on the phone, #2 wouldn’t do.  All morning Morgan had sweet-talked men for whom cost was no object.  Yet all morning Morgan could think of little else.  The brat fuming, Morgan taking him, getting his rocks off.  The kid getting his come-uppance.  Laughing at the brat’s cussing fury as Morgan thrust in and the sucker bawled.  
He’d struggled with his impatience sucking up to these rich perverts, it had got worse when the storm broke and the humidity hit sky-high.  Listening to the sting of a driving tropical storm outside, wiping the constant drips of sweat off his face, chatting up the pervs, raring to get on with it, the ultimate torment of the ape-brat’s spunky arse.  They’d pay for this delay, those men with wads of cash.  All morning on the phone firing their imagination and dangling the chance of owning a slice of the ape-brat  -  that time spent on the phone, it was gonna be worth Morgan’s while.  But he wanted his own slice of the action first.  Even rationalising like that, he was craving to get off the phone.  Desperately impatient to settle these business affairs and to get on with what he yearned for.

Driven by the memory of that morning in bed, cold and sticky in his hand.  The feel of his fingertips slicking in his own goo, gift of the temptation to take the brat up the river.  The energy blasting onto Morgan’s belly.  These delays all morning were leaving Morgan’s fingers itching like crazy, dying to actually get his hands on the apeman’s boy.  Get off the phone and go for the real thing.  Like craving a hit.  Thinking of little else even as he sweet-talked a perv.  Craving to get his high, trembling to get his hands on what he deserved after all that hard work in a stinking-hot shed.  Craving to give the brat what all that spunk had got coming to it.
49.
Business is business

To Tarzan, trying to think some way out of his situation in the last minutes before the boat docked, this was all unreal.  He had left Ruuders tied up to the tree.  Meaning to get back.  As soon as he’d done what was needed,  -  set Mike free.  Hours, at the most a day, he’d get back to Ruuders.  Turn the tables on the sucker then.  Settle scores with the man Tarzan had left roped to the tree.  It took longer than expected tracking down Mike, he’d been leading them a dance to win time.  Eventually it was the next day when he traced Mike and his captors.  Already dark by then, an ambush was easy.  Last thing they were counting on was Tarzan coming at them in their sleep.  In no time Mike was free and his snoring captors were shaking the fear out of their sleepy hides.  Mike had insisted.  It was crucial to make sure his files were safe.  They had to go straight into town, get the CD, get the news out.  Seeing the sense, Tarzan freed the men of their weapons and told them to go back and get Ruuders.  He’d never given the man a single thought until this day.

It was a terrible way to go.  Tarzan had seen animals teeming with the maggots of the botfly.  Dead carcases blown up, infested, infected, eaten up from the inside.  Ruuders must have been going out of his mind.  But Tarzan was hardly to blame.  He’d overpowered the man, the monster who had taken pleasure in repeatedly raping him.  Tarzan had tied him up.  Nothing more.  It was a bit of bad luck, that swarm of botfly.  Tarzan couldn’t see Ruuders rationalising it like that, though.  He was a cripple.  In a wheelchair.  Who was he going to blame?  
And now it seemed he had an equal dose of bad luck planned for Tarzan himself.  Retribution.  For some chance happening.  Whatever, Tarzan had fallen into the hands of a pair of professional torturers.  Out for payback.  There was no doubt at all, they were not planning him a picnic.  Or even an easy death.

Wary Tarzan heard the engines of the boat slowing down.  Getting ready to dock.  Movement of scurrying footsteps on the deck.  Clearly they had arrived.  The place where Tarzan would again come face-to-face with Ruuders.  Cruelly maimed by a stroke of fate.  A fate Ruuders now planned for Tarzan to share.
Tarzan’s thoughts were confirmed, the engines were cut and the boat drifted on.  A nervousness prickled on his skin.  A nudge confirmed the boat had touched land.
++++++++++++++++++++++

Business was business.  Time was money.  But Morgan could hardly wait.  He’d been jumpy and bad-tempered all morning.  Added to by the stinking hot storm that had broken out.  Rain lashing down horizontal.  A hot tropical storm that had Morgan living on his nerves.  There was only one thing on his mind.  Business got in the way.  Interfering with what he’d promised himself.  When his fingers had been slicking through the spunk on his belly.  Full of the thoughts of claiming his reward.  And laughing out loud as that bawling Korak was taking it up the arse.
Morgan had had enough.  The boy had tickled his urges enough.  Enough of holding himself back.  Today Korak was going to get it.  It was still good business sense, getting the apeboy pumping with rage, keeping him the trembling volcano Morgan planned for sale-day.  The boy was never gonna back down, that got Morgan prickling just where it mattered.  Done-in, humiliated, sweating within his cloud of shame,  -  yet the sucker recovered fast and gave it back.  Sheer prick-teasing provocation.  But good business sense didn’t have to rule out having some fun.  Morgan enjoyed their daily games.  But then the young bastard’s provocation somehow demanded response.  Tough.  Putting two fingers up.  Refusal to be beat.  It’d get any man right in the crutch.  The sucker was worth a mint.  But no harm in getting his dues.  He’d been inviting everything that was coming.  To see for just this once who was boss.

Enough was enough.  Korak didn’t care what it cost.  The storm raging outside didn’t help his temper one bit.  The temperature had soared, the noise of rain pounding on the tin roof had the nerves jangling.  Korak had lain dripping with sweat, temper quivering at being cooped up like this with the man who was the cause of everything.  He was up-for-it, consequences to the wind.  This Morgan was going to know who he was dealing with.  Once and for all.  Korak was still coming up from crawling out the trap door when he saw the chance.  Morgan struggling out of his clothes.  Morgan was stripping off his clinging wet under-shirt.  Eager to get on with it, eager to peel off clothes sodden from the thunderous rain pounding overhead.  That trigger was dangling off a cord around his neck.  Morgan never saw it coming.  In a split second, Korak had hold of one hand, twisted it up behind Morgan’s back.  The other hand was grabbed and yanked up behind Morgan’s head.
As hoped, Nakama did not have to be asked.  He was scuttling through the trap door.  Morgan was not built like them.  His brawny guts were not made to take the flying charge from Nakama.  His belly imploded when rammed by Nakama’s skull.  Doubling him up when Korak’s grip on his arms released him.  Korak made sure to grab at the cord on Morgan’s neck as the bastard fell.  Yanking at the cord.  Claiming the trigger that controlled their bracelets.  Before his elbow slammed into Morgan’s head.  Putting him out with the anger of a single ferocious blow.

They’d heard it on the tin roof.  The pouring rain, coming down in sheets, driven almost horizontal, the hiss of a violent tropical wind.  For hours the slavers had been taking cover indoors.  Two naked figures slipping furtively around the back of training shed passed unnoticed.  Unseen as they ran like crazy through rain stinging at their bare flesh for the cover in the jungle, strong thighs racing for their young lives.  Not bothering for now where they were going.  Just putting distance between themselves and the horrors they had faced.  
50.
Party-time
Korak had run with the device hidden tight in his hand, hoping Nakama would not realise.  He’d rather have left his companion behind.  Too risky, though, Nakama’s cries of pain would have brought the slavers running.  But when they were safe enough, far enough away, he struck.  No edifying man-on-man combat.  The bastard Nakama had earned no right to a fair fight.  Korak hit him from behind with a branch.  
Nakama came-to, tied to a tree.  In the mud sitting down.  His arms caught around the back of the trunk.  Korak demanded the name of the man who had taken away his  father.  Nakama laughed in his face.  Smirking.  Hinting at what he knew about  his father’s captor and mocking Korak with Tarzan’s certain painful death.  Refusing to collaborate,  -  unless  ..  .  Cackling that Tarzan was doomed.  Unless Korak saw some sense.  Sneering at Korak’s powerlessness, only Nakama held the fate of Korak’s own father in his hands.  What was it worth, this name Nakama had in his head?  The man who had taken the muscle-head’s father away?  Looking down in rising anger into this taunting, Korak was being ridiculed.  Laughed at by this mirror-image of his own masculinity.  A man he had once welcomed as a friend,  -  before this bastard had tricked him.  That same sneering arrogance that had dragged Korak like a beast back to the camp, to be tied up under that tree and having his guts beaten to pulp.  Bait for his own father, this bastard had been a major part of that plan.  Later chosen by the chief to beat Korak up, Nakama had held nothing back.  Pummelling away with his knock-out blows when Tarzan had refused to bite on the South African’s gag.  Nothing, nothing held back, getting off on each eye-watering pop of pain he had wrung out of Korak’s pulverised belly.  The same man who uncaringly had delivered Korak into Morgan’s evil hands.  Sold off Korak’s freedom, handed him over into Morgan’s degradation for a few stinking dollars.  

Standing in the driving rain, Korak looked scathing down at his companion from Morgan’s cage.  Seating in the mud where he belonged, the dripping tree splattering on Nakama’s proud-muscled body.  Negotiating out of strength.  What he knew about where Tarzan was.
Smirking knowingly, Korak took his naked butt and walked away.  Leaving Nakama behind.  Hearing Nakama mocking his departing sorry-arse.  Laughing that he’d never find his father.  Jibes at the muscled back disappearing into the storm that Tarzan was a dead man without Nakama’s help.  Shouting after Korak as he disappeared into the forest that Korak was condemning his father to torture and death.

Every minute, Morgan had said, the pain would come.  On full blast.  Strong enough to have killed a weaker slave.  Every minute repeated.  A break just long enough for Nakama to recover.  Get his wind.  Before the next man-blasting zap.  
++++++++++++++++++++++

Over the scuffles of men securing the boat and shouting to the others on land, Tarzan heard the twang.
“You there, apeman?  Glad you could make the party”.
Tarzan had no doubt this was going to be no joyous reunion.  And that the appetite for partying was going to be one-sided.
A brief pause.  Then Tarzan heard the words.
“Welcome to hell.  Apeman.  Your own private hell”.
Tarzan had been in some tough situations in his life.  Escaping sometimes by the skin of his teeth.  But today he was being delivered into the hands of a pair of professional torturers.  Long-time friends.  No chance of escape.  Handed over to two of the best.  Years of experience at doing their worst.  Masters of every trick in the trade.  And Ruuders burned with a personal grudge.

“You hear me?”
The engines were silenced.  The boat secured, the crew’s shouting had stopped.  Only the quiet lap of the water against the hull.  An eerie silence.
“Know you hear me, apeman”.
Ruuders shouted over the jetty to the boat.  Hampered by his wheelchair from getting abaord to welcome his prize.  So instead his jeering blasted out from the shore.  In eager anticipation of the retribution about to begin.
“Because you are well-and-truly fucked”.

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

Korak waited.  Out of sight.  It did not take long, Nakama was shocked out of his head.  One first zap.  Trapped against the tree.  Body-crushing agony.  Deceived into thinking he’d left Morgan’s terrors behind.  Pain burst out of his skin.
Out of sight Korak counted the seconds.  Up to 60.  Letting Nakama get the message.  Every minute a blast on full power.  Hearing his tormentor scream out for him, realising what had happened.  Sadistically enjoying every moment of Nakama’s terror, waiting the next blast.  Almost reluctantly turning back, returning slowly.  Staying out of sight.  Close enough to hear the third blast.  Nakama screaming  –  agony exploding from every pore.  Screeching.  Crying out in desperation.  Realising Korak had the zapper.  Korak controlled this crippling pain.  Morgan’s terrors had escaped with them.  And were held tight in Korak’s hand.


A mixture of pain, relief and anger burst when Nakama saw Korak return.  Demonstratively holding up the trigger.  Eyes-streaming, Nakama begged.  For mercy.  Sobbing, pleading.  Begged to be spared another zap, anger he should be made to beg.  Korak asked his question.  Once.  Once only, he said.  About this father’s captor.  Simply holding up the trigger in his hand.  The zapper making the threat for itself.  Angry, terror-struck, relieved, Nakama spilled everything he knew.  Blurted out the lot.  Grateful that rescue from agony could be so easily bought.  Delivering up the name of the South African who had dragged Tarzan away.  
The rain stopped as sudden as it had started.  Relieved at the good luck that Korak had come back, Nakama looked across at his companion-turned-captor.  Grateful he had managed to buy his rescue.  Saved from those body-blows that could devastate even a muscled frame like his.  Rescue bought with a few words about some South African with a grudge.  Bad enough to torture Tarzan to death.  A man called Ruuders.  Sweat mixing with the rain on Nakama’s face.  Breathing heavily in gratitude that those body-blasting agonies were over.  


But they weren’t. Without a word  Korak turned on his heels.  Not even giving a gloating goodbye.  Running off in search of his father.  Hunting down a South African called Ruuders.  Taking that zapper with him.  Nakama’s angered pleas followed him.  His agonised screams pursued Korak further, every minute  -  as Korak sprinted off to track his father down.  With only one brief thought for Nakama,  The storm had stopped, his screams would bring Morgan’s men.  At the idea Korak put speed into his legs.  With one last hope for Nakama.  For Morgan to take his loss out on him.  Then Korak forgot about him.  Better things than Nakama on his mind.  Racing to rescue his father.  From a South African with a grudge.  So bad as to torture his father to death.  Sprinting away to help Tarzan escape.  Taking Nakama’s zapper with him.
End
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