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Writer’s comment

I rarely return to a story once finished.  Maybe just to self-plagiarise some worthwhile ideas.  
After Dark on his blog did the honour of selecting the first Book of the White Bull series to inspire some of his photomanips:  http://musclesmanacles.blogspot.com/?zx=7d15234ec6619d3.  
His 18 superb images of a pumped-up O’Keefe, as originally conceived when writing, are posted there.

This prompted me to go back and have a bit of a read of the old story, about 6 years later.  And I realised an unexploited opportunity.  If Tarzan is being prepared for sacrifice in White Bull 1, might as well make a good job of it.
What follows is his second ordeal, #2 of three.


For those not familiar with the story so far ... 
In the original story, Tarzan has been captured by White Bull and put to back-breaking work in their underground mines.  On the day of the goddess of the moon, he is brought up to the surface  -  unbeknown to him for sacrifice.  In preparation he undergoes 2 ordeals.  In the first he is delivered a ritual beating at the stake by the monstrous power of White Bull himself.  Blows to the throat, ribcage, abs, crutch.  
In the evening a weakened Tarzan faces another ordeal  -  fought to exhaustion by the tribe’s best champions.

This new episode takes place in-between those two original ordeals.  At the height of the day.  
Warning to the taste-police.  Genital mis-treatment included.

Enjoy!
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(Inserted before Ch. The celebrations in White Bull 1)
1. Taunts
Men had roughly prodded and jostled Tarzan from the stake where White Bull had beaten him near-unconsciousness.  Where he had been abandoned to suffer the agonies of beaten muscle helplessly subjected to the shattering power of White Bull’s fists.  Exhaustion had claimed him.  Tarzan had hung slumped off his bonds as the heat of the day grew, he had fallen into a feverish unconsciousness, his body’s desperate attempt to re-charge strength.  But sharp slappings had brought him back to a reality of pain.  Muscles and battered bones immediately cried out in shock as Tarzan forcibly re-joined tortured reality.  Stretched into agonising aches, pained consciousness had suddenly pressed his head back into the stake, seeking out some hope of coping, searching out an elusive place where his body did not still shudder from the devastation of While Bull’s ferocious fists.

Freed from the stake, might this have been Tarzan’s moment to make an attempt?  A rare opportunity since he’d been captured with Jane to find escape.  Shoved deep underground to sweat out his strength.  Free for now, could he escape and come back later for Jane when like a wounded animal he had licked his wounds and re-found his former strength.  But any such chance was rudely whipped away.  Surrounded by a dozen ferocious men, armed with spears at the ready for him, eager clubs blocking any escape route.  Tarzan seemed to have become the property of two new warriors.  Men physically built as well as he was  -  though one more stocky across a massive chest with powerfully bulging shoulders, the other taller, lean with muscles acutely defined.  Together they had forced him under this frame and were binding his wrists to the cords that were hanging down for him from above.  The chance of escape was denied  -  by the numbers of clubs, spears and brutal-minded determination surrounding him.  By the fact, too, that at his first show of resistance a hard punch into his torso had shockingly lain Tarzan low.  Making him realise with shock the damage after how White Bull had laid into him earlier that day.  Tarzan was not going to take many such determined blows.  And he was surrounded by a gang of armed men who were just willing Tarzan to give them that chance.  Flight was out of the question, he had to contend with having his hands bound out beside his head.  Punishments were starting again.  His only weapon – his strength of will.  And the murderous anger he shot at White Bull seated in command on his throne.

The sun was up.  High in the sky, its glare stung sharp into his damaged flesh.  Tied under the frame Tarzan looked across at his Jane.  The humidity and the tension coated his chest with a thick gluey sheen as he was forced to endure being trapped under the frame for more beatings.  The heat of the day was burning into his head, the injuries he’d endured had sucked away at his strength.  Till he focused on Jane.  Near-naked, coated with their white paint.  Seated across one knee, her legs splayed wide by the size of White Bull’s thigh.  What had Tarzan’s attention gripped, what had his heart pounding with anger and giving him the strength to endure was the sight of White Bull’s hand.  His one arm snaking around Jane’s hip, the hand disappearing in under her meagre covering.  From the revulsion Tarzan read on Jane’s face, Tarzan knew full well what was going on.  From the rippling play of muscle in White Bull’s forearm, Tarzan knew what his fingers were up to.  White Bull was tormenting Tarzan, playing with his emotions with his woman’s discomfort.  Jane’s face was shuddering staring up at the mid-day sun, her feature contorted with disgust and fear.  Helpless disgust.  Having to put up with this unwanted abuse from the gross white-pained monster.  At the sight Tarzan put strength into his body fuelled by hate for this brute defiling his Jane.

Tarzan stood bound under this frame, his hands trapped in rope alongside his head.  Aware of a band of armed warriors in his back.  Aware of a whole village of people eagerly assembled to attend Tarzan’s fate.  Yet he had attention for only one creature here.  White Bull.  His fingers obscenely assaulting the woman Tarzan had fallen in love with.  Yet Tarzan had never managed to express his emotions.  Anger raged in his guts.  A frustrated anger that he himself had not managed to free the woman he loved from this monster’s clutches.  The brute into whose hands he himself had fallen.  And who had had Tarzan bound under this frame to watch his hand grossly mocking Tarzan’s emotions.

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

2. Threat
Tarzan watched, angrily saw his Jane fall to the ground with a shocked cry.  Kicked unceremoniously off White Bull’s thigh.  His leg shifted, dis-lodging her, making Jane skid off into the dirt.  Looking surprised, shocked, looking worried, wary.  Rapidly gathering her skimpy covering together and checking back at White Bull to see how she had dis-pleased.  Getting in return a non-too friendly sneer at her anxiety.  Then Tarzan saw White Bull fix him with a stare.  Eyes closing into emotionless slits.  As if assessing his victim was ready.  Seeing his adversary tied under the frame.  Eyes scanning the muscular power held captive by rope under the frame.  Scouring the might of a powerful chest held prisoner, placed there by his men.  Hands alongside his head, mighty fighting arms immobilised.  The time was ripe.

Tarzan watched.  Curious, not knowing what was to happen here, or even why he was here.  Yet knowing after that beating he had taken it boded nothing good.  For him, not for Jane.  Seeing White Bull reach into the cloth bag down by his chair.  Anxiously interested at what was going to be brought out.  
Never expecting to see White Bull holding up a carved penis.  Hearing the shouts of approval from the crowd, sensing they understood more in this than Tarzan did.  Sensing too that the wooden carving was meant for him.  Feeling his pulse lift.  Feeling threat.  Expecting a carved penis could only mean one thing.  Unconsciously clenching his arse cheeks tight together.  Knowing there was nothing he could do tied up like this to make things different.  Knowing to the pit of his stomach, though, he was not going to take it easy.  Tensely sensing his backside was going to be at the centre of what came next.

Laughing the crowd watched as White Bull held up his prize.  Tarzan saw it  -  like a penis carved in smooth wood.  At first Tarzan had thought it was just a stick but as the crowd applauded White Bull Tarzan recognised it for what it was.  Apprehensive he could clearly make out the thick bulbous head carved at one end.  An evil mushroom head mounting a thick shaft curved in strong arousal.  And long strands of leather hanging off the other end.  Held up high for the crowd to see and applaud, their baying betrayed they knew full well what it was for.  Then White Bull threw it disdainfully down into the dirt.  Thrown into the earth where Jane was lying, half-seated.  Watching, confused.  
White Bull gestured.  Ordered Jane.  Telling Jane to pick it up.  Sticking his fingers into his mouth.  Stick it in Tarzan’s mouth, the gestures ordered, this carved wooden penis, erect and curved.  Gag her man with it.  Angrily gesturing her to get on with it.  Shouting at her in anger.  Jeered on by the laughing crowd.  White Bull gesturing at her in anger, telling Jane to gag her man.

Jane looked surprised, shocked.  Looked like she did not understand.  Looking from White Bull to Tarzan.  Then back again.  Seemingly not understanding.  Not wanting to understand.  Fearing, though, she had understood clear enough.
A warrior made it clear enough.  He grabbed Jane by one arm, yanking her up.  Bending down, he grabbed the carving and thrust it into Jane’s hand.  Gesturing at Tarzan.  Then more forcibly shoving Jane towards her man.  Shouting at the woman slave, gesturing with his fingers into his mouth.  Miming White Bull’s instructions.  Stick the curved penis into her man’s mouth.  Gag the dog.

Jane didn’t want to know, trembling with fear.  For herself, for this man who had bravely tried to rescue her.  Caught for his pains.  Had been tortured and worked to exhaustion down in the mines.  And now seemed to face more punishment for her sake.  Biting on a bottom lip, looking at him.  Roped under some frame.  Fearful.  For him, for herself.
Then shocked.  A strong hand seized her by the scruff of the neck and threw her against Tarzan.  Her hands up against his powerful chest.  One hand holding that hateful carved wood.  Its evil curve taunting her right before her eyes.  Shouting behind coming from a powerful warrior.  Shouting at her, gesticulating with his fingers into his own mouth.  Jabbing them at Tarzan.  Gag the dog!

“Do it!”
Tarzan’s voice came strong and calm yet it shocked her as Jane’s head trembled against his chest.
“Better you do it than him”.
Tarzan’s words made sense.  Jane understood, she’d do it with  consideration, with kindness.  Not the act of some torture.  But it was still humiliating.  For her to be forced into doing it to her rescuer.  For her Tarzan to have it done to him.  His mouth symbolically stuffed full with his enemy’s cock.  But the brave man nodded to her, his eyes lightened, nearly into a smile.  He was giving her permission.
“Just go slow”, he warned.  And opened his mouth, making it easy on her.  Willing to accept from her the shame she held tight in her trembling hands.

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

3. Gagging
Tarzan had eyes for only her, out of concern.  Her breath came hot and ragged in her distress as she slowly passed the stick into his mouth, biting on her lower lip in fear and nervousness.  He quelled the sense of revulsion at what this was supposed to represent as the solid mushroom head moved over his dry-caked lips.  Meant by his tormentor to represent Tarzan taking White Bull erect and subjugating into his mouth, no choice.  Submitting against his bristling will, like being forced into accepting the fate of a defeated man.  A proud warrior taken in a fight and forced to suck on the erect cock of the triumphant man who had beaten him.  Jane’s breath came broken like she could not stop herself from bursting into sobs.  Tarzan tried to re-assure her with his eyes, they were close-up like he’d wished a hundred times.  Intimate like he had often imagined them when he’d been holed-up underground in the mines.  His gentle gaze telling her this was OK, it was alright for her to do this to him.  She had no choice, they had no choice.  But better they do it together.  An moment of perverse intimacy.

Troubled for her, out of the corner of his eye he could see her forearm trembling.  In fear and terror at what had come upon her since White Bull had claimed her for his bed.  How her mis-behaviour once before had landed Tarzan with being punished to keep her in-line.  And now having to submit to sliding this revolting symbol over her Tarzan’s tongue.  Tarzan was making it easy on her opening wide, not fighting, smiling with his eyes to re-assure.  But still that did not make this obscene act any easier for her.  Or him.  He was soft with his eyes, eyes only for her.  Relaxing for her, breathing calmly.  But she trembled for him, shook in fear for them.  Full of anxiety.  Knowing a moment would come when his reflexes would kick in.  When the reflexes in his throat would reject that loathsome thing.
A shout snapped behind Jane.  The warrior.  Shouting at Jane to hurry it up.  A sudden cry from Jane, an impatient slap across the back of her head.  Throwing her forward, jabbing the penis into the back of Tarzan’s throat.  Snot snorting suddenly from his nose.  Making him pull away, gag, making him cough, spluttering and heaving from the depths of his guts.  
Jane cried out.  In shock at what she had done.  Full of guilt that her hesitancy had resulted in this.  Then as if by miracle, her rescuer was recovering, making himself recover, Tarzan was getting his breathing under control, calmly.  As if he was taking away her guilt.  His eyes streaming with tears yet his eyes soft for her, understanding, forgiving.  Then as if transformed, he glared over Jane’s shoulder at the smirking warrior.  The monster who was enjoying the discomfort of the prisoner who had been coughing his guts up.  Leerily throwing back with a sneer the futility of the apeman’s angry glare.  A prisoner who stood there glowering.  But who was helplessly roped under the frame, his mouth packed full of a carved penis meant to fill his throat.

Suddenly the sounds of mockery broke into Tarzan’s hearing.  The laughter as White Bull’s mob jeered at him.  Some at the sides craning their necks to get a better view of the victim biting on the penis in his mouth.  Dribbling onto his chest.  And laughing at the sounds of the white female sobbing.  And over Jane’s bent shoulder, Tarzan’s vision filled with a proud White Bull on his throne.  Hands on his knees watching, watching intently, watching every single move under that frame.  Sitting imperious.  In command.  In command of the sobbing woman.  In command of the man being made to swallow cock.  Watching with patience.  Like he knew he had all the time in the world.  Like he knew that this gag was only the beginning.  That he planned plenty more punishments to inflict on this slave imprisoned under that frame.  

The stocky warrior snapped out again.  Tarzan looked quickly to Jane.  He nodded, he nodded several times, the best he could do biting on that stick in his mouth to tell her to continue.  Not wanting her to be on the receiving end of more punishment.  Not wanting her to be punished because she feared for her man.  

Jeers and shouts filled the air.  Laughing at the discomfort of the pair under the frame.  Close together, one hand resting on his hot chest.  Oddly like a pair of lovers.  Yet forced to submit to this jeering and humiliation as the woman filled the man’s mouth with a symbol of the male dominating him.  Tarzan saw tears trickle down Jane’s face.  His heart was breaking for her.  This was not her world, this jungle savagery was not something she knew in her former life.  Her whole body trembled.
Tarzan’s guts gave a lurch.  The tip on the thick bulbous head tickled at the back of his throat.  His reflexes reeled.  His eyes changed, gaping wide, signalling Jane to stop.  Looking now more desperate.  Feeling the thickness of that mushroom head in its full manly erection gagging against the back of his throat.  Wondering how far they meant for the thing to go.
The stocky warrior gave a reply.  Shouting meaningless orders at Jane.  But gesturing with both hands, telling her to get on with it.  Tarzan was to swallow the erection whole.  Right down his throat.  Tarzan didn’t know how.  The carved blood-engorged head seemed enormous at his throat. The entrance to his throat felt so small.  But for Jane’s sake Tarzan would have to swallow this indignity right down.  

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

Jane had broken down,  she was howling in tears.  Her eyes streaming as she cringed for the man who had come to her rescue.  His mouth wide open, his teeth clutching at the end of the carved stick, suffering for her.  His face contorted by the shameful object filling his mouth.  And his torso was being jerked backwards as the stocky warrior behind was tugging the cord around the back of Tarzan’s head.  Tying tight the knots, creasing the sides of Tarzan’s face with each tug, cord that would keep that indignity held in Tarzan’s mouth.  Watching that mighty torso rock at each pull as still Tarzan fought to calm himself.  Forced into breathing through his nose as he struggled to calm his breath after the torture of swallowing that shame.

Tarzan’s eyes had left her.  Grateful for her that guilt was over, forced by his fears for her into swallowing that thing.  Forced to submit under all the jeering and mockery that had tortured their ears as he had been made to slowly fill the back of his throat.  Things had gone wrong, he had lost control, Tarzan had started to gag on the horrid object.  Jane had trembled, shuddered with the horror of what she was doing.  But Tarzan had managed to get himself back in charge, he stopped spluttering, eyes gaping like some drowning fish.  Then looking at her, eyes softening.  His gaze had then transferred to White Bull, sitting commanding behind her.  As if the sight of that monster could help Tarzan fight this shame.  The anger she could feel rising in a cloud off his chest at the monster that had ordered this act.  The sight of the monster dominating this torture of Tarzan’s will was filling his chest with justified anger, a fury that was fuelling Tarzan’s ability to fight, his strength of will not to be beaten by this torture.

Tarzan only briefly let his vision flicker off White Bull when the stocky warrior grabbed the sobbing Jane by the arm and led her back to the chief.  In an instant, Tarzan’s rage was back on the white coated monster on the throne.  The brute that had ordered Tarzan to swallow symbolically a conqueror’s erect cock and take it deep down in his throat.  It had been bound in place, no way Tarzan could free himself of his tormentor’s tool.  Taking it down had been monstrously difficult.  He couldn’t fight this, they would have forced it on him if he had not submitted.  And they’d have hurt Jane to make him cooperate in this shame.  He knew to relax the muscles in his throat.  But the bulbous head was deliberately carved huge.  It symbolised the power of a mighty conqueror in full arousal.  A brute of man in victory forcing his manhood onto the defeated.  
Being made to swallow it was meant to represent Tarzan was swallowing his defeat.  Even Jane, with all her care, despite her trembling and tears,  - even with her gentleness in the act, she could not stop his reflexes from rejecting such a monster of a thing.  A couple of times she’d had to pull it back as Tarzan gagged, shook, coughed up from the depths of his powerful stomach.  Then tears in his eyes, snot running from his nose, they’d had to start all over again.  As the mob roared and jeered.  Relishing his suffering, laughing at the sobbing woman-slave.  Taking pleasure in their suffering.  Tarzan had been tricked into taking it.  Tricked by his care for this woman’s safety.  But no way was he accepting defeat.  No way had they got him persuaded this obscene thing was a symbol of his subjugation.  No way was this monstrous tool jamming open his mouth a sign that his spirit was prepared to accept defeat.  This was no conqueror’s cock stuck in his mouth.  He refused to accept this was some kind of symbol.  They could stuff his mouth shut, but they’d not silence his will.  This thing was just a stick, it was a gag.  Used to silence his obstinate protests, forced on him to silence his bursts of defiance.  Tarzan had accepted it in his mouth.  To keep Jane from punishment.  Not to acknowledge they had got him beaten.  Not Tarzan, not by brutes like these.
Jane was thrown at White Bull’s feet, facing him, facing the monster who could rule her will so completely.  Who could force her into doing anything he willed.  Tarzan glowered back.  His mouth gagged into full silence.  His throat aching and filled with this monstrous symbol of being vanquished.  But in a loud act of defiance, his eyes turned on this monster who had captured him.  Tarzan turned what this mob saw as helplessness into a demonstration of rage.

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

4. Plug
“No!”
Jane shouted out near-hysterical.  Not again!
Jane did not know what White Bull planned for her to do with it.  But fact was that he had bent down and retrieved from the sack another carved stick.  And thrown it at her.  There on the ground next to her another carved penis.  Erect, hard, the end fearsomely bulbous again.  Her eyes streamed at the horror, not taking any meaning in.  Black carved ebony.  Heart thudding with horror her eyes even caught the detail.  The sharp ridge around the solid cap.  Veins evilly carved into the shaft.  A heinously ugly black cock, this time straight.  Long, hard, straight.  Horror filled every vein in her body, clouded her head with fiery fumes.
Concerned by her noises, anxious for Jane, Tarzan craned his head, trying to see what White Bull had thrown.  Trying to understand what had made Jane start sobbing hysterically again.  But she was bent forward over the object stopping him from seeing.  Just filling his worried gaze with her shoulders shaking.  And anxiously seeing her head rocking wildly from side-to-side.  Refusing to do White Bull’s will.

It was the other warrior’s turn to take charge of Jane.  Tarzan watched with anger as the lean-muscled man grabbed Jane by the arm and pulled her to her feet.  Picking up the object and turning back to Tarzan’s frame.  With the instinct of a wild animal to understand the nature of attack, Tarzan’s eye’s flashed to the thing in the warrior’s hand.  Not hard to understand.  Black wood, a thick bulbous head carved into one end.  With his mouth plugged, there was only one place for it to go.  The symbolism was impossible to miss.  Tarzan flared in sudden anger, he knew what to expect, he understood her hysteria.  His manliness was to be assaulted by his conqueror’s cock.  There was no doubting what had been thrown at Jane.  Or what she was meant to do.

Tarzan’s worst fears were confirmed when the warrior dragged Jane behind and shoved her against Tarzan’s back.  Holding up the monstrous thing.   Shaking it.  Snapping out an order, telling her to take it, use it.  The crowd joining in, mob-rule howling like wild animals at the woman.  Baying for Jane use it.  Telling the apeman’s whore to stick it up her man’s arse.
Tarzan had twisted right round.  Jane’s head was shaking on his shoulder.  Her tears hot against his bare back.  She was shouting out, frantically refusing.  She wasn’t going to do that.  Looking away from the warrior,  -  as if that would make this all go away.  Angrily Tarzan saw him holding up the black ugliness, gripped in his fist.   Like some weapon.  Like he might beat Jane with it.  Raised, like a small club.  A weapon she was to turn on Tarzan.

“No!  No!  No!”
Jane’s pleas were getting increasingly panic-stricken.  Refusal twisting into a plea.  Begging for mercy.  Her arms crossed across her face as if pretending this was not happening, not to her, it was not going to happen to him.  Shaking her head wildly, gasping near-hysterically.  Tarzan tried to catch her eye.  Gagged, trying to tell her to do it.  Knowing it was better she did it, she would be gentler, kinder to him that one of them.  Knowing that there was going to be little he could do to stop this indignity, nothing to prevent them from filling his backside with that hateful object.  He could fight, he could resist.  He would battle like a mad man against this further indignity, his fighting would only entertain the mob.  Knowing the futility, knowing the determination of this attack.  Yet his sense of manly pride dictated he could not submit to something like this, not without hell of a fight.  Although any struggles would only give White Bull the pleasure he sought.  
But however much he fought them back, they could force him into this.  Best let Jane do it.  With Jane being gentle, he’d accept, he’d let it happen to make it easy on her.  Whatever shame burned in his guts,  -  from Jane he’d take it, for her sake.  But that was going to be the only way he’d take this,  -  if he was doing it to save her pain.  The only reason he’d take this.  At least without hell of a fight.

But Jane was hysterical.  He couldn’t catch her eye.  With the gag he couldn’t get her attention.  And she was so terrified at the thought of what she might be made to do, her guilt kept her looking away.  Refusing to look him in the eye, ashamed for herself.  In his burning desperation to calm her and help Jane out, Tarzan paid no attention to the shout behind.  White Bull shouting something out.  
Suddenly there was a tug in Tarzan’s hair.  Suddenly his face was twisted round to the front.  Suddenly an explosion burst in his face.  Held by the hair, smacked across the face by the stocky warrior.  Cracking his head to one side.  Pain exploding.  Pain bursting into vicious flames across his gagged mouth.  Then tears flooding his vision, white hot noise filling his head, Tarzan was being tugged back again by the hair.  Straight into a punch across his mouth.  A power of a punch.  Jaw felt like it was cracking, teeth shuddered like shattering against the gag, his guts burst with sour acid into his throat.  Force knocked Tarzan backwards on his ropes.  Shock knocking his feet under him, pain crashing him into Jane.  Stunned by a devastating ferocity into his gagged mouth.

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

5. Jane’s mistake
They had his legs widespread by the time Tarzan was recovering.  Ropes snaked out to the frame pulling his feet wide apart.  To help him come-to water was thrown in his face.  Water he desperately needed.  But useless with the gag in his parched mouth.  Painfully slowly Tarzan put strength back into his slumped legs and pulled himself upright.  Looking down at his feet, examining the rope stretched tight out to the sides.  And suspecting the inevitability of what happened next.  He’d been kept captive before and had his legs spread like this.  The weak spots of every male exposed.

His glare was reserved from White Bull.  He commanded here, he commanded over this ceremony.  He commanded over Tarzan’s shame and humiliation.  White Bull stared back from his throne comfortable in his skin.  No anger in those black-circled eyes. Tarzan detected no visible sign of sadistic pleasure emanating from that huge white-coated frame observing his victim.  Inflicting physical pain and mental torture on these two captured victims, subjecting them to his all-powerful will.  Natural, it was what White Bull did, as if it was his right.  Tarzan had been robbed of his ability to protest, his strength tied-down so he could not defend his Jane.  But one thing this monster could not command, his spirit.  His strength of mind still flared at this unjustified indignity.  At what they were doing to Jane.  At what they were forcing on him.  Tarzan countered White Bull’s stare.  Glowering back his attitude that whatever they did to him by force, one thing they’d not manage.  To break his will.  And first chance he got, he’d exact revenge, he’d kill.  Ruthless, whatever the cost.

A quietness had come over the on-lookers.  Like they were waiting.  Like they knew what was coming.  Like this was a practised routine.  Like they were waiting for an announcement from their chief.

He kept them waiting.  He kept Tarzan waiting.  He kept them all waiting, dangling on his words.  Waiting for the start when that lean warrior behind would use that straight carved stick on the sacrifice’s arse.  To rape his obdurate body with an ebony cock.  To ram the indignity of his enemy’s power painfully through his manly pride.  While everyone watched.  Watching as the power of their mighty chief crushed his body and brought him willing to the goddess.  Pleading for death.  
The mob was looking on delighted that the white woman had refused to do it.  Because they knew what that meant.  White Bull would have it forced on the apeman, fuelling the captive’s anger, increase his shame as he struggled uselessly to resist.  His futile strugglings were going to make the spectacle so much better.  His fighting back would heighten their fun.  Like a master, White Bull was playing with their eager anticipation.  He toyed with Tarzan’s nerves.  Waiting and watching.  Watching for the moment when that glare of anger that rose in a poisonous vapour off the apeman’s muscled chest would quiver and break down.  When the sacrifice eventually became overwhelmed by the indignities to come.

Suddenly, it was like Jane had realised her mistake.  Her sobbing had ceased, her hysterical tears had stopped, reason had kicked in.  By refusing to do the deed, she had made things worse.  She remembered Tarzan had bid her gag him, better than these evil warriors doing it.  And now in her stupid unthinking hysteria she had failed him.
Tarzan twisted round at her voice.  Seeing her grabbing at the penis.  Trying to get it out of the warrior’s grip.  Him holding her off, laughing but determined.  He had the strength to taunt her with the heinous thing he held up high while in a wild panic she lunged for it.  But she’d had her chance, she’d turned it down, the laughing warrior taunted.  Now the job was his  -  and no way was he going to give up on the pleasure of that task.  Laughing as he held the black instrument of torture up out of her desperate reach, toying with her panic and playing to the mocking acclaim of the crowd.  Encouraged by their howling, holding the thing up high, the cords dangling around his forearm as he waved it in the air to their acclaim.  Then, still holding her off, in an act of claiming this torture for his own, he lowered the bulbous head to his lips and gave it a big kiss.  Kissing the ugly thick cap with a long passionate kiss.  A kiss he meant to plant inside the apeman’s arse.


White Bull snapped something out.  The stocky warrior grabbed at Jane and brought her around the Tarzan’s front. Throwing her to the earth right at Tarzan’s feet.  Tarzan looked down at her over his gag-twisted face.  But again she was looking down, crying.  Then a snap from the stocky warrior caught Tarzan’s eye.  Gesturing at Jane, gesticulating at Tarzan’s loincloth.  Ordering her to remove it.  Ordering Jane to strip Tarzan naked.  Ready for the attack on his arse behind.

Jane looked up at Tarzan.  Tears streamed down her horrified face.  Head shaking form side-to-side.  Her face contorted by terror.  “Sorry!”  she cried.  “Sorry!”
Tarzan could only nod at her, he could only soften his eyes to tell her this was alright, she had no choice.  Telling her with his gestures to go ahead, she had to strip him.  Expose him to their cruelty, she had no choice, they’d hurt her till she did.  Jane’s fingers trembled as they played at the knot in Tarzan’s front.  As her hand stroked inadvertently at his limp cock, Tarzan could not help wishing her fingers were trembling in love-making.  But his heart broke for her as shaken by her sobbing she fumbled nervously around his manhood, struggling to loosen the knot.  Weeping,.  Fingers not working, trembling with her fears.  Out of her depth in this cruelty in which she was made to play a part.  
The loincloth came away in her hand.  All Jane could do was look up into Tarzan’s face.  She managed another sobbed “Sorry!” before the warrior grabbed her by the hair, pulled her to her feet and dragged her back to White Bull.  Tarzan stood naked and vulnerable, paying no heed to the cheering and jeering around.  Just bursting with frustrated anger as Jane was shoved back onto White Bull’s knee.  Turned around by the white-coated monster to watch her Tarzan being raped.

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

6. Carved weapon
A big hand had been gripped on Tarzan’s throat.  Squeezing tight, a massive muscular forearm, cutting off his air.  Crushing on his windpipe till his head had been flushed bright red.  Till this chest had been ready to burst.  Till Tarzan had thought his throat would explode.  Eyes popping wide in his head.  Common sense had dictated they’d not strangle him to death.  But his gut-reactions threatened to over-rule his head.  When had White Bull’s bastards acted rationally before? 
Yet still Tarzan’s instincts reacted in anger, fuelled by disgust when he felt something insinuated up between his legs.  From behind.  Something poking at the entrance to himself behind.  Squeezing himself tight against it, denying entrance to that attack.  Knowing from experience where this assault was heading.  Clenching tight his arse cheeks to make sure they’d not get that chance.  Not without them fighting him like hell.
Yet his body was flushed with heat.  From the strangling, from the humidity that soared as the sun hit its height.  From the anger at being attacked in his rear like this.  And crying out in unwanted shock when the other hand from his stocky attacker in front also grabbed at his balls.  Grabbed at them, crushed them.  Clenched stabbingly-tight within the palm.  Tarzan’s sensitive manhood that earlier had been hammered by the firestorm of White Ball’s fists.  Clenched hard, then released, rhythmically, crushed again, let go, clenched.  Watering his eyes with tears, blowing pains out of the back of Tarzan’s skull.

Anger filled Tarzan’s gut.  Strangled and ball-crushed at the same time.  Bursting with frustration at not having one hand free to lash out and hit back.  Fury at feeling a finger that had used its chance and forced itself into his backside.  Jabbing at him, mocking him.  Laughing at him for failing to beat this attack.  Jiggling at him inside.  Nails scraping against his insides.  Like the finger was laughing at his failure to win that round.  Making Tarzan rage at the intrusion, making him squirm at being tricked.  Wriggling to escape and force the finger back.  But held back by the grip on his balls.  Made to wince and jerk at the sudden tightening on his balls.  Cursing at the second finger that managed to force itself inside.  Moving within him, scratching mocking at his inside channel.  Opening and spreading, stretching him.
Suddenly the squeeze on his throat was gone.  Desperation made Tarzan clutch for air.  Only to bawl out muffled at the unexpected thud of a fist hard into his belly.  Knocking him backwards into his attacker.  Gagging for the air punched out his chest.  Forced backwards onto the fingers jarred up his insides.  Not knowing where to defend, confused by this forceful attack on two fronts.  Taking another two brutal punches into his gasping belly.  Punched so hard he fell back onto the fingers and his legs gave way.

It was poking into him before Tarzan got a grip on his breathing.  That loathsome weapon of attack had got a footing into his backside before Tarzan had got a grip and had pulled himself up to his widespread legs.  But as he did so his backside squeezed inadvertently on the loathsome thing.  Shocked, he clenched tight his backside, with all his determination he pushed back. Pushing the attack weapon back out.  Locked in a stalemate.  Pushing backwards, squeezing tight his backside, feeling himself gripping the hated thing inside him.  Fuelling his anger, pushing it back.  But an equally determined force was countering, pushing inwards.  Equally intent on not being thrust away.  A brief glance forward shot Tarzan’s gaze at White Bull, watching impassive.  Waiting quietly confident for the moment when he’d see Tarzan impaled on this stake protruding into his arse.  Tarzan bit on a lip in fury, powered by that sight to frustrate White Bull’s hopes.  In increased determination, Tarzan pushed back at the offending object with even greater force.  An impasse between a pair of muscled resolves not prepared to give way.

The stocky one made no play of what was going to happen next.  His fighting fist tapping at Tarzan’s belly.  Knuckles gently tapping at the bare flesh well below the belly button.  Diverting Tarzan from his battle behind.  Setting up another attack from in front.  While the battle behind still raged.  Tapping just above the limp pendulous cock that had taken White Bull’s punishment earlier that day, the sacrificial manhood that would take more before the sun was set.  The watching crowd getting excited, laughing.  Laughing at their sacrifice in conflict.  To guard against the killing force of the punch.  Or to fight the humiliation from behind.  Cheering their champions on.  Knowing the force those shoulders could unleash.  Knowing these two warriors for the competitors they were.  Never one’s to take on a fight and not be determined to win.  Willing the. on  -  enjoying the conflict on the face of the sacrifice, not knowing which way to turn.  The victim whose belly had been battered by White Bull’s might only hours before.  Who had just been knocked off his feet by the power of such a punch.  And who was seething with frustrated anger at the threat to his manliness from behind.
The punch jarred the dildo into him.  The force drove Tarzan’s backside into the end of the stick.  The force from each blow took Tarzan’s wind away.  The pain of the stick being rammed up his backside seemed to take off the back of his scalp.  Unbearable pains.  Tarzan’s innards were being torn apart.  Lightning flashes of white pain exploded in his guts.  Like a rough iron spear was being thrust up his insides, jammed into him from his arse and coming out the top of his head.  The pain was indescribable.  The jarring stretches as the stick tore itself up his insides and stretched him viciously apart.  With a violence that felt like he was being torn into pieces.  Insufferable agonies that made Tarzan yell out in shrill pain into his gag.  At the force of the punches.  With the agony of being torn so brutally inside.
Tarzan still put up a fight.  But his every attempt was broken by another punch.  Tortured by another agonised thrust as he impaled himself deeper onto the stick.  Defenceless, going blindingly giddy with the pain.  Shutting his eyes against a wave of tears.  Gut-wrenching agonising pain.  Tarzan was trying to work his muscles, struggling to battle back, push out the hated object that was brutally attacking his insides.  But each blow of force into his belly lost any hard-fought ground and drive him deeper onto the stick.  No escaping the might of that determined fist.  Or the knee-crunching jarring from that agonising attack on his arse.
Muffled cries of pain exploded into his gag.  Hot spit dribbled off his chin.  Tears of pain mingled with a strength of iron will.  A will that was fuelled with fury as the rigid invasion ripped away at the muscle-hard rings of steel.  The jarring pain insufferable, the anger beyond human.  Tarzan’s torso shuddered with every blow into his lower belly, his head shook with the shock of the force being rammed up him inside.  Fighting the pain, fighting the force.  Fighting to keep his determination not to give in, not to submit to the pain.  Furiously fighting back,  his intractable willpower fuelled by a seething anger, battling not to succumb to body-crippling pains.  Yet pummelled by a force that each time nearly nailed him into powerlessness.  Gagged face contorted with pain, eyes twisted with rage as his backside took another punishing thrust.  Tarzan could hardly breathe, body-breaking agonies threatened to overwhelm his being.  Like pain had become some choking evil vapour that risked overpowering him.  But fury kept him going.  On fire with their agonies.  Agonised by their savagery.  But his fighting spirit burning incandescent at this rape.  Threatening through his gagged curses he would give them hell.  Once free of these bonds, nothing could contain his killing spree.

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

7. Sacrifice
Tarzan did not understand what White Bull was saying.  He just knew he hurt.  After that attack on him, front and back.  He hurt like hell.  Others had tried something like that on him.  On rare occasions some had succeeded, all of them  -  without exception  -  had lived to regret trying it on.  But this attack on his arse had been barbaric.  The pair of them had worked him over, in harmony, together.  There could be no chance of winning.  The mob was screaming like wild animals with every little success they had won over Tarzan’s efforts to fight back.  White Bull watching from his throne, enjoying the feel of Jane trembling in horror on his knee.  Watching her Tarzan being raped.  The eyes in those black circles around his eyes were watching with murderous intent, eager not to miss one single second of Tarzan’s muscled struggles and inevitable failures.
Assaulted from the rear, attacked from the front.  Punched in the guts, stranglehold on his throat.  Fingers inserted from behind inside brutally stretching him, viciously hurting.  Claws clenching on his balls.  Working together to get that ebony monstrosity inside.  Tarzan knew from the start they’d succeed, their names depended on it.  But his own self-pride could not let that be.  Not without them fighting him with every drop of sweat in his body.  In the cacophony of this fighting frenzy he had dimly heard Jane’s cries.  Her sobs for him, her broken pleas to White Bull.  Struggling to be heard against the howling horde bawling for Tarzan’s disgrace.  


They’d done it, the attackers.  After an eternity of battling effort, they had raped him.  Viciously, exacting pain out of his every move.  Raped him though Tarzan had struggled with every bit of his being, he was left standing panting hard.  That hateful feeling swelling in his innards  -  burning like some evil beast poisoning him inside.  Trembling with anger and murderous frustration at this defeat.  Sweating with the tearing pains they had barbarically shoved up his insides.  His temper peaking even more when White Bull slung Jane unceremoniously off his knee, throwing her with a shocked cry to the dirt.  As he addressed the now-silent respectful mob.

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

Earlier White Bull had presented the sacrifice’s two tormentors.  Men selected for the honour of fulfilling the obligations that night.  The crowd knew them well, knew them to be their best fighters.  Men full of determination, men who would never hesitate to fulfil White Bull’s will.  Intensely competitive since early manhood, not ones ever to contemplate defeat.  Men who would prepare this sacrifice with ruthless zeal.  At other times they’d be rivals, joining in savage combat to prove which was best.  But tonight united in their task.  To prepare this slave to face sacrifice this night.  The crowd had cheered them, as White Bull presented them,  -  like they had cheered them on many times before, when they had challenged each other, challenged each other in combat to be hailed as White Bull’s greatest champion.  Again they had cheered as White Bull presented them for their duties one by one.  But they knew to cheer the loudest when the warrior broad in the chest strode forward.  Knowing the wisdom of hailing enthusiastically White Bull’s only son.

Now they had the sacrifice prepared, brutally humiliated, ready to be shown its place.  White Bull reverentially reminded his tribe of the demands of this night.
“Tonight we shall do her honour here”.  White Bull intoned from his throne.  “She is bountiful, our goddess of the moon.  She has brought us great victories.  Fighting and conquering in tribute to her greatness.  Bringing us wealth”.
The crowd looked on in reverence and silent respect.
“She is demanding.  As is right.  She demands the best”.
White Bull gestured at Tarzan.  Strung out under the frame.  Legs wide apart, his defiant voice stuffed with a symbol of shame.  His insolent mouth silenced in respect for this most sacred of days.
“Do we not bring her the best?”  Signalling the apeman trapped under the frame.  
“Is this not worthy?  This slave?”
The crowd roared their approval of the sacrifice.  Looking at the man spread-out for the goddess.  His mouth plugged, his backside conquered by the champions of the tribe.
“Yet she demands more”, White Bull reminded the tribe.
“She demands the sacrifice comes to her willingly.  Welcoming death”.
White Bull glanced over the white woman snivelling at his feet towards the worthy sacrifice.  Listening, strung out.  Hopeless, defenceless.  His impressive muscle strength shamed 
“Our goddess demands the sacrifice welcomes the plunge of the knife”.
Preparations were in hand.  The slave had been beaten at the stake to weaken his resolve.  But the man was still stubborn, he refused to accept defeat.  This sacrifice would have to endure much more before this obstinacy welcomed the inevitability of the knife.
“There is much to do”.

White Bull gestured to the two willing warriors selected to do the honours this night.  He then spread wide his arms to take in the sacrifice between the uprights.  Gesturing the crowd to observe the once-mighty Tarzan trapped under the glare of the sun.  The meddling apeman prepared in readiness for sacrifice.  Gagged in the mouth, fought into submission when being plugged in the back, silenced and defeated.  Primed to endure agonies in readiness for the celebrations that night.
“He has much to endure, his stubbornness has much to suffer.  Till he is willing for the knife to open him up.  When he welcomes death.  His still living heart torn out and offered in homage to her mystical light”.

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

8. Bound
White Bull had finished his rant, Tarzan’s eyes narrowed in suspicion when the mob suddenly yelled out, their gloating eyes all turned back on him.  Confirming that whatever their chief had said it had been about Tarzan.  And about what fate had in store for him.  He had been forced to stand there, under the frame, his legs widespread, enduring White Bull’s rant.  Standing beaten in body, forced to take these two objects of hate.  Listening tortured by his own sense of powerlessness.  Unable to help himself, forced to be subjected to this abuse and taunting.  Forced to face the truth of his other failure, too.  Failed to rescue Jane, her situation just as bad now as when he’d found her at the pool.  Tortured too by his nervousness at what evil surprises they had still lined up for him.  
And embarrassingly Tarzan felt a bizarre feeling deep inside as the stick pressed itself against him.  Feeling a strange tingling in his balls that seemed to seep prickling up his exposed shaft.  His raped arse starting to tickle unwanted reactions in his cock.


Angry, he had already tried forcing that invasion out of his backside.  But the lean warrior was not going to be robbed of his victory.  He stood behind at the ready.  His hand pressing on the ebony stick.  Rewarding each of Tarzan’s angry attempts to free himself with a jarring shove at his pained backside.  White Bull had returned from his rant to the pain-hungry crowd and was sitting again imperious on his throne.  His eyes scanning the roars of approval, soaking up their adulation.  Then coming to rest on Tarzan again.  His face still impassive.  But scouring, his eyes not missing one moment of his victim’s defeat.  Mouth gagged by a penis-like stick, his backside forcibly plugged by a black symbol of White Bull’s mighty power over him.  Trapped under the frame, sweating profusely in the tortured heat of the day.  And destined to suffer much more until laid out on the altar and his pulsating heart was made sacrifice.

The cheers from the crowd subsided to a murmur.  Seeing their chief ready.  Eager for the sacrifice to endure his next ordeal.  Watching keenly.  Eyes on White Bull, watching and waiting for his nod.

It was starting once more, Tarzan could see they were coming for him again.  With Jane being dragged over another time to playing an unwilling part.  The stocky warrior had picked up the cords thrown by White Bull at Jane’s side and pulling on her arm he had yanked her reluctant body from the dirt onto her feet.  Tarzan braced himself.  He pulled himself up to his full height, lifted his shoulders, raised his chest.  Giving back this jeering mob of cowardly hyenas what they had been throwing at him, rejecting their howling hatred at his helpless plight.  His chest lifted and expanded, his waist sucked in to give them that famed strength.  An already supreme body further hardened to muscular perfection by their punishing work underground.  Giving back to them the message that this Tarzan was not beaten.  And it would take more than this to put him down.
In part, too, he postured to impress his Jane.  Giving her the re-assurance that whatever she saw, gagged, bound, his backside raped,  -  whatever Tarzan was forced to endure, he was not beat.  The man who had taken it on to come and rescue her  -  out of unspoken love  -  he had not given up.  She’d witnessed appalling things done to him.  She’d heard him cry out, struggle and lose out against unbeatable odds.  Undoubtedly she was to witness more, maybe worse.  But Tarzan’s pose was re-assuring her with his strength, facing down this baying mob despite all he had suffered and would suffer.  Despite everything she’d seen, his pose told Jane she had not seen his spirit broken.  She’d not witnessed his strength of will crushed.  And she would not.  The man who had come to rescue her had not yet failed in that mission,  -  whatever he had endured, whatever he had to endure  -  he had not given up.  Tarzan pulled himself up to his full muscled height.  Telling her not to give up on him.

Two cords.  Just like before.  Jane remembered.  Forced to her knees in front of Tarzan.  Her face full of his naked crutch.  Like she had seen done to him before.  When they had agonisingly coated him with stinging paint.  Suffering again for her.  In case she had any doubts what she was to do, her guard shouldered her aside, took Tarzan’s balls in his hand, circled the sack in his fingers and yanked down on him.  Crushing Tarzan painfully within his clenched palm.  Jane had had no doubts, she just had not wanted to face the fact.  But the shocked groan from above at this crushing got Jane motivated.  But the warrior was in no hurry to let go.  Enjoying the cheers of encouragement from the crowd as shuddering into the pain Tarzan was made to bite on his bottom lip to try and contain the cruelty.

Glowering his anger at the seated White Bull Tarzan stood stock-still as Jane was forced to bind him.  The first cord looped around the ballsack above the warrior’s tight-clenched hand.  Jane ordered to tug the binding tight, making Tarzan twitch with the pain.  In her nervousness tugging too tight.  Like it was cutting him in two.  Then her trembling hands were looping the cord around him another half-dozen painful times, squeezing down his balls.  Tarzan in tension holding in his belly, battered and bruised, tight as a quivering drum-skin.  
The second cord was ordered wound around the back of his ballsack and crossed over the top of his shaft separating crutch from groin.  Like Jane had seen the girl do before when they had tortured his genitals with that burning paste.  Jane was still fumbling with the knot down below when Tarzan already felt the first signs of prickling, a surge of manliness as blood rushed to his cockhead.  Jane had been forced into playing party to torturing him here before.  If only they had ever been alone  ...   this would have been his greatest desire.  To be handled in this way.
But this binding was meant to shame him.  For the mob to jeer when they saw him inevitable thicken and rise.  To make his manliness the object of their derision, to make him feel small.  That he could not hold himself back.  To be forced into this powerlessness and held up to their scathing mockery.  His manliness theirs to command.  The mighty jungle lord whose hard-on jumped like an eager slave to White Bull’s command.  Mocked by the men around jeering, laughed at by women looking on and giggling.  By White Bull watching intensively every little detail of Tarzan rising to his command.  And then Tarzan had no doubt, White Bull had clear intentions for this erection to be subjected to further evil.

Jane was dragged away, the stocky warrior returning her to cower at White Bull’s feet.  But Tarzan was diverted, something behind, something fumbling with him underneath.  Twisting round, looking down, he could see the lean warrior squatted down by his backside.  Tarzan tried to squirm away as best he could.  But the warrior was not to be diverted.  Tarzan felt a slight tugging at the hated ebony tool inside him, then more fumbling up around his trapped balls.  Understanding with his mind’s eye what he could not see.  Despite his efforts to wriggle and make the task hard, the cords on the dildo were being tied to the hanging ends of the cords binding his crutch.  Binding that odious tool of rape to him.  Taking away his last hope that  -  given a chance  -  he could force that reviled penis out of his backside.  It was tied in place, they had knotted it to his balls.  Fully intent on that humiliation inside him staying in place.

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

9. Thorns
It had happened before, more than once.  It seemed some captors got off on the idea that sticking thorns through a man’s tits.  Perhaps they thought it particularly demeaning, a good way to bring the mighty warrior down.  Maybe they got off on the idea that such a small piece of a man’s physique could exert such pain.  A kind of pain even the toughest of men could not hide on their face.  Toying with that smallest area of male flesh could make a hardman squirm, feel helplessly angry.  Or maybe they got their rocks off on the effects that visibly shot down into the man’s crutch.  

Tarzan had already forcibly been made hard.  The cords poor Jane had been made to bind on him had done their work.  But stabbing his nipples with thorns shot bursts of energy popping at the end of his bare cock.  The stocky warrior played with Tarzan.  Standing to one side so his chief could enjoy the sight of his victim squirming to escape.  Then the flash of shock that slashed across Tarzan’s face.  Stabbed, once, then repeatedly, jabbed in then pulled out.  While the mob hooted.  Tormenting his helplessness.  Women cackling as the man-tit was stabbed.  Again and again.  Forcing the futile prisoner to try and wriggle out of the way.  Stabbed sadistically, many times.  Till Tarzan’s nipple burned.  Till thin lines of blood trickled down his front.
The lean warrior waited his turn.  Forced to wait yet not to be out-done he had stabbed a thorn into the bulbous head of Tarzan’s enforced erection.  Leaving it there.  Smirking into the anger that burst out of Tarzan’s eyes.  Leering back with a sadistic grin.  Rewarding the glare of a prisoner that dared defy with jabbing the second thorn into Tarzan’s rigid shaft.  Leaving in there sticking out.  Giving it a flick with the end of his finger.  Listening as the crowd applauded the sight of a pained jungle lord forced to jolt forward under the shock.  Then the lean warrior stood back, content to wait his turn.  Waiting till his rival had first pierced the slave.  Till it became his honour to impale the slave.
The first thorn started its attack just poking at the tortured nipple.  Already smarting from repeated stabbings, now given the prize of being penetrated first.  A man-tit hard and solid from the cock in bondage, -  a prisoner quivering with nervous pain.  Quickly stabbed, a quick slicing pain right through the nipple, piercing that hard nub with one straight shove.  Looking down in anger through a pain-filled eye, Tarzan saw a thorn the size of a man’s finger puncturing his hard nub-end.  Vaporous heat already filled Tarzan’s head, beads of sweat sparkled in the line of his hair.  Panting now as he came to terms with the stinging burn.  Watching with slitted eyes as the stocky warrior twirled a second long thorn between finger and thumb, held up high for the crowd to applaud, held up high for his victim to observe.  To let Tarzan know that the torture of his chest was not at an end.

It continued with a slap off the back of a hand.  Slapping hard on the punctured nipple.  Making the sacrifice snort hurt into the gag.  Watching the chest pant faster, hearing the rapid snorts of air through the sacrifice’s nose.  Placing the thorn on the skin of the sweating chest, under the stabbed nipple, the evil tip eagerly pointing upwards.  Waiting for the breathing to ease, waiting till the nervous victim had held his breath in anticipation of the tip pricking at his pierced flesh.  
It entered slower this time.  Its tip pricked at the pain-solid flesh and rested there.  Jabbing at the skin but not breaking through.  Letting the fear of anticipation tremble.  Letting the nerves of his victim sizzle.  Sending shivers anticipation through his torso, nervousness crackling like sparks in the fire at the end of his dick.  It entered slowly, scoring pain into tortured flesh with exquisite control.  Sliding under the other thorn, scoring through trembling flesh caught squeezed between a pair of torturing thorns.  Welcoming the sight of the sacrifice clenching his teeth harder together onto the gag, holding his breath in anticipation of this searing pain coming to an end.  Puncturing through, breaking through the other side.  Then shoved again, even harder till the fingers touched the nipple,  Puncturing the nub, the thorn pushed nearly right through.  Then pulling back, pulling the thorn back towards the start, nearly all the way.  Shoving forward again, nearly all the way, till the fingers tickled the twice-pierced burning nub.  Torturing the victim’s nerves.  Like slowly scraping a blunt saw through the heart of the victim’s tit.

Tarzan threw his head back, eyes shut, biting onto the penis jammed inside his mouth,  His torso turned solid, nerves holding him rigid as the warrior eagerly impregnated his torso with searing pain, repeatedly.  Out beyond the shuddering pains, through the trembling that weakened his legs, Tarzan was aware of the jeering, hearing the howling.  The mob rejoicing at his dance of pain.

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

10. Stand-off
The lean warrior waited.  He permitted his partner-in-torture the full measure of his achievement.  Giving his partner the full adulation of the crowd for making the victim squirm.  He held back to give the baying mob the sight of the sacrifice struggling.  The flow of sweat off his face.  The force with which he had jammed his chin onto his tormented chest to ease the pain.  
Before time came for him to take his turn.  Starting by retrieving his thorns.  Retrieving first the one stabbed deep into the purple-swollen pain-solid shaft.  Twirling it between finger and thumb as he pulled it out, infinitesimally slowly.  Twirling the ragged sides of the thorn through resistant hard manflesh as it was slowly retrieved.  Enjoying the crease of hurt in the eyes of the helpless sacrifice.  The sizzling of nerves through the muscular yet hopelessly-trapped torso as he retrieved his thorn.  Manly physique brought low by the mere scrape of a splinter through blood-rich manflesh.  Holding his prized thorn up for the crowd to cheer as Tarzan panted, his stomach pulled tight into the burn.

By the time the second nipple had been submitted to torture, sweat trickled uncontrolled off Tarzan’s matted hair.  Thorns to dominate his body, tools that demanded Tarzan’s manhood stand at White Bull’s command.  The heat of the cruel sun burned down on Tarzan’s head.  The cruel rays stabbed at this bare shoulders like needles being stuck into his flesh.  And sweat coated Tarzan’s chest in a thick viscous glue.  He stood cloaked in burning aches, his body grown tense, muscles contracted into over-tight knots as he fought the undying discomforts tormenting his chest.  Feeling the pressure build in his bound and tortured manhood.  Trembling, his nerves on fire.  His nubs toyed with, played with to extract every bit of discomfort that could be squeezed out of tormented flesh.  Leaving Tarzan caught in a confused inferno of anger, frustration and trembling pain.  Sweat in large drops collected on his skin.  The jeering crowd again fell silent.  White Bull had risen to his feet.
Tarzan eyed White Bull warily as he stood up from his throne.  Knowing all eyes were on him, White Bull played the centre of attention.  Even as he ambled purposefully over to the frame where his sacrifice was hopelessly exposed.  
With his hands up beside his head, wrists roped to the bar overhead, the slave had been unremittingly punished under this cruel burning sun.  An ebony stick had been forced up his backside.  His cock and balls bound with thin cord, leaving him throwing a full-blown enforced erection.  The pressure building uncomfortably under this torture.  His torso tense with the fears of what White Bull meant to do with him like this.  
The dog’s two tormentors  -  appointed by White Bull to enact his will   -  had moved to one side for the mob to see and jeer.  They bowed their heads in due respect as their chief approached.  White bull noted this Tarzan watched warily his mighty captor draw near.  This was all about power  -  and like this the slave had none.  Wary because every approach by White Bull had added to his suffering.  Already that morning when brought out of the mines the dog had suffered a vicious beating from the might of White Bull’s fists.  Punches repeatedly smacked into his balls.  White Bull’s devastating fists had smashed the strength of the slave’s stomach apart, his guts still raged from that bruising pain.  The dog had reason to fear.  
White Bull sniffed at Tarzan  -  like an animal.  Like he was scenting for fear.  All this torture under the high sun had been carried at White Bull’s almighty behest, in service of the goddess.  In readiness for her feast that night.  The bindings around his crutch ordered tied to the dildo White Bull had had forced high up into the slave’s backside, had it knotted in place so the sacrifice could never squeeze himself free of that rape  -  all the will of his powerful captor.  The thorns painfully inserted through his slave chest at White Bull’s command, nipples impaled,  -  to keep the victim permanently hard.  His manhood saluting White Bull’s power.  And that gag in the shape of an erection-bent penis filling the arrogant mouth to silence him.  To shame him with this symbol of White Bull’s potent erection plugging his mouth.  The pig-headed dog had reason to fear.

Tarzan was on his guard.  This was all supposed to make the jungle lord know shame.  Forced to undergo shaming punishments, made to submit to White Bull’s will against his seething will.  Forced into helplessness in front of a curious and the vengeful mob.  Forced to endure agonies before his woman, the woman he had failed to rescue.  To be brought down and humbled as the horde hungered to see him suffer, see him forced into giving in to pain.  Forced to know his own powerlessness.
Tarzan was chary at White Bull’s approach, on guard.  Anxious but not beaten.  What was left to Tarzan was his strength of will.  In this battle of wills, he’d not give in.  The crowd around stood in silence.  Watching.  Waiting.  Eager for more.  The quiet made Tarzan feel nervous.  But his determination to see this through and see this monster die by his own hands was as hard as iron.  Tarzan sensed his pair of tormentors stood on either side.  Eager for White Bull’s next sadistic order, keen to please their chief’s every evil whim.  Tarzan returned the monster’s stare.  Feeling himself eyed eerily from the black patches in that hated white-coated face.  A face impassive, hard to judge what evil thoughts passed through that mind.  Impossible to move, impossible to talk or curse.  All Tarzan could do was return the stare hate-for-hate.  Through his iron-clad glare show his strength of will.  Not giving any signs of weakness.  Offering not a glimmer of fear.  Watching as the eyes bore into his face, travelling down to the mouth.  Tarzan knew saliva dribbled out of his open mouth, soaking around the wooden gag, dripping down his chin.  But Tarzan refused to let feel disheartened.

The eyes ate at the thorns adorning Tarzan’s nubs, the trickles of blood dried on hot pained skin.  Tarzan observed the eyes flick from one burning nipple to the other.  No sign on White Bull’s face of satisfaction at the pain he had ordered.  No obvious signal that White Bull was getting off on his victim’s hurt.
Dropping down, sweeping over the bruised and aching belly White Bull himself had battered that morning.  Lowering to the cock thrusting out.  Bound into a purple aching erection.  The cockhead bulbous and solid, skin around achingly stretched back.  Tarzan pulled back at White Bull’s hand reaching forward.  Clutching Tarzan around the cockhead, fingers clutching like claws along the solid shaft.  Suddenly Tarzan’s steely will jumped a rush of energy filling out his bulbous head.  Hot and sweaty inside White Bull’s palm.  Like he might not stop himself, like he might suddenly cum, grasped inside the claw of White Bull’s hand.  Pleased when the thick thumb only rubbed over his straining skin a few times.  Yet each time feeling the nerves jump.  Gasping then when the hand reached down lower and the claw gripped at Tarzan’s ballsack.  Long-bound by cord and shrunken tight in his throbbing erection.  Earlier today agonisingly pounded and flattened under the might of White Bull’s punch.  Now clenched hard inside the huge claw of White Bull’s fist.  Making Tarzan go stiff, the pain forcing him stiffened up on his toes.  Biting into the pain on the gag forced into his mouth.  Fingers clenching into the clasped palms of his hands.
Giving a irresistible gasp of relief when the crushing stopped.  Only to cry out in muffled shock.  White Bull’s hand side-swiped Tarzan across the erection thrusting straight off his belly, forcing him to crumple inwards, uselessly trying bring up a knee.  Only to start panting fast and hard into the gag as the giant hand pressed down on the seething hard-on.  Pushing down.  Fingers pressing on the raging bulb of a tortured cockhead.  Pressing down, forcing Tarzan down till it could go now more.  Then pressing down still more again.  Forcing Tarzan to bend forward, bend at the waist, force his hips back in fear of being broken.  Clenching himself inside around the hated rape within his backside.  Controlled.  Tarzan totally at the command of White Bull’s hand.  The mighty lord of the jungle bending at the behest of White Bull’s menacing finger.

Tarzan glowered back when the finger released him and his cock shot relieved back up into the air.  His belly was fighting for control over his breathing, his head was telling him to breathe deeply, to breathe into the pain of his tormented crutch.  To take deep calming breaths to counter the pressure from that attack on his hard-on.  And above all to give back the message that he was a man who was not to be intimidated.  He was White Bull’s helpless prisoner, he could not defend himself effectively against attacks.  But he was Tarzan, he was not cowed.  He knew, no man could afford to give a monster like White Bull the idea he was shivering with fear.  To show the freak weakness was only inviting worse.  And surely worse there was to come.
Tarzan swivelled his head, his eyes following White Bull as he circled around Tarzan sweating under the frame.  His body twisting, muscles defining as his torso followed White Bull’s path around the uprights.  Circling Tarzan like some predator toying with a fatally wounded prey.  Tarzan twisted his neck full round as White Bull approached him from the rear.  Feeling the eyes on his shoulders, muscle deeply etched by twisting round.  But their power trapped by ropes under this frame.  The sweat on his back stung sun-burnt skin, the deep-tanned flesh had still suffered at this exposure to the ferocity of this sun.  White Bull’s gaze felt like a finger tracing its path down Tarzan’s backbone.  Coming to rest  -  as Tarzan feared and knew it would  -  on his bare backside.  Underneath, almost completely out of sight, that hateful black ebony penis plugging his arse.  
Tarzan glowered back at White Bull.  As his hand extended, touching Tarzan’s backbone at the waist.  Fully expecting the hand to move downwards and inveigle itself taunting into his crack, Tarzan clenched himself tight.  And immediately was angered at being tempted into the move.  Made to squeeze hard on that thing jammed high inside him.  Reminding him of the inescapable rape.  Making him shudder at the feel of that thing, feeling like it was an animal swelling on him inside.
As if reading Tarzan’s thoughts, White Bull came up close, his massive chest touching Tarzan’s shoulder as he was twisted round to face down this monster.  Eye to hate-filled eye.  Still no emotion showing on White Bull, no sign of hatred.  No display of pleasure at the suffering he was making Tarzan endure.  As if this was as things should be.  An everyday happening, this torturing a man out of his mind.  As if White Bull knew he was born to command, Tarzan was born to endure.  Tarzan glared back.  Feeling the finger on his backbone move.  But upwards from his waist, not down as feared.  Again slipping under Tarzan’s guard, putting him off by the unexpected direction of the move.

Pain plumed out of the top of Tarzan’s head.  His eyes fired flame-red with the shock.  His innards exploded.  His knees wobbled under the surprise.  White Bull’s knee again repeated the attack.  Snapping suddenly upwards.  Cracking the sacrifice at the tops of his legs.  White Bull’s sharp knee-kick cracking at his backside, exploding the dildo sticking up his arse.  The victim bawled, spluttered shock into the gag.  Like a sharpened stake had been rammed up the length of him.  Right the way through.  A bellow of agony muffled by the penis stuck down his throat.  A third sharp knee-kick jarred the torture hard up the sacrifice’s arse.  Shooting him with the force of the kick to his toes.  Shock blew out the back of his skull.  Like the stake exited there.  Agonising pain throwing the apeman into the air.  He fell, his legs gave way.  Pain jarred in his shoulders, shock exploded up his back.  Bawling again in agony as White Bull gave him a parting shot.  Jarring a vicious thud with his almighty clenched fist into the sacrifice’s backbone.

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

11. Rocks

Tarzan forced himself.  White Bull had come to stand in front.  Tarzan, through pain-blurred vision, exhausted, tormented by White Bull’s eyes scouring him, forced himself to stand upright.  Feeling closely examined for signs of weakness, investigating him for the pains White Bull had inflicted.  Tarzan defiant still forced himself to his feet.  White Bull’s victim, caught off-guard, had been hanging off his bound wrists, head squirming in slow contorted circles in a futile effort to massage away the suffering.  The suspended torso slowly writhing as agonies gouged out of his guts could find no reprieve.  Tarzan forced himself up, he could not allow himself to be seen as weak.  His situation seemed fatally hopeless but he could to afford to be seen to give in.  Digging impossibly into the deep resources of his strength of mind.  Scraping together the final traces of physical strength to overcome the weight of breath-taking agonies.  It had felt like a stake had been rammed up inside him.  Impaling him on sharpened pole.  From guts through to the top of his head.  Earth-shattering pain.  A pain that had unmanned even the determination of a jungle lord not to be seen beaten and taken unawares.  A pain that so devastated a body, only death could take it away.  But Tarzan could not allow himself to stop fighting back.


White Bull had no simple fate like an easy death for Tarzan in mind.  And Tarzan could not afford to give in to any such thoughts of death either.  With every last shred of his strength of mind, Tarzan put power into his legs.  With a strength of purpose that permeated every crippled fibre of his body, Tarzan hauled himself to his feet.  Filling his thorn-punctured chest to the full with air, Tarzan lifted his punch-battered belly  -  and with a final sway on his wobbly legs, Tarzan found himself.  A full manly posture re-established.  Standing again on his own two feet.  Inhumane abuse overcome.  Putting fire into his eyes where words could not come.  And glowering back.  Glaring his unbreakable resolve into those empty black discs around White Bull’s eyes.  The message clear.  Tarzan was not broken.

The stand-off lasted.  Tarzan heard nothing from the crowd, he was not aware of anything that moved.  Nor a bird singing in the trees.  All in the world played itself out in those two paces that separated two foes.  Both looking to break each other’s resolve with steely stares.  Blocking out the world.  Silencing the forest.  Aggression buzzed.  Like the air before a storm.  An eternity of male determination.

White Bull broke the spell, this slave’s arrogance and unbroken spirit demanded a reckoning.  His arm stretched out to the side.  Not even looking who placed the sack in his grip.  Then standing rock-still, holding the bag out to one side, tempting his victim to break the stare.  Thinking to intimidate this obdurate apeman into wondering what was in the sack.  Disappointed when the slave did not flinch.  But knowing he was aching to know what else was in store for him in that sack.  White Bull’s could just keep piling it on.  Till  .... till the dog was crawling begging for his death. This pig-headed sacrifice would do more than flinch before White Bull had finished preparing him for tonight.

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

Tarzan chose not to waver, not to avert his gaze.  He chose not to be tempted into wondering what was being taken out of the bag when the lean warrior came forward and accepted the sack.  Tarzan would know soon enough.  He’d not going to be able to escape what happened next.  He’d know soon enough what White Bull had got planned.  More significant for now was this battle for male supremacy. This monstrous combat being battled out by manly wills.  Fought on the small battlefield between two powerful protagonists.  Eye-to-eye.  Glare-for-glare.  Tarzan locked in mortal combat with White Bull.  Not going to give an inch.  Not letting himself  be tempted into breaking glares.  Locked in the eternal combat of implacable enemies.  Fighting over every little inch of space.  The space where they fought for domination over each other’s will.

It was a rock bound in a cocoon of thin cord.  At the other end a large loop that the lean warrior strung over the thorns protruding from Tarzan’s chest.  Tarzan watched them both, White Bull and the warrior who was still holding up the rock.  Tense for the moment when he’d let the weight go.  Not knowing when he would decide to let it fall.  Knowing the pain would yank at his nipple and tug painfully on the fiery aches already burning on his chest.  It was the slightest of nods.  But Tarzan caught White Bull’s move.  When the warrior let the rock fall, when the crowd yelled for Tarzan’s pain.  Tarzan arched his back, breaking the drop, relieving the tug on his chest,  Leaning back, letting the rock drop against his ribs.  Still it tugged but it had not yanked away at his nipple.  The yank on the tortured nub-end was not as bad as the howling mob had hoped.  
White Bull gave no indication of annoyance on his face that Tarzan had out-smarted his move.  And neither again when Tarzan repeated his trick.  Timing it well when the warrior let go the second rock,  -  foiling the move that was meant to tug more suffering out of Tarzan’s chest.  Leaning back, feeling the drag from the weight but he made it more bearable as the rock rested above his waist.  Ignoring the inevitable squeeze his arched back forced on that thing inside.  But not suffering the full weight of rocks swinging free.
Still White Bull gave no sign of annoyance that he’d been out-witted.  Something at the back of Tarzan’s mind warned him, though. White Bull had amply shown the depths of his evil mind, he’d not settle for being tricked.  But for now Tarzan contented himself that he had foiled the torture from the rocks to his chest.

White Bull’s gaze took it all in.  His eyes scanned the slave’s body.  Inviting the sacrifice’s gaze to follow his eyes.  Travelling over the slave’s vulnerabilities.  The victim was leaning backwards.  Bound under a torture frame.  In his groin he was throwing out that erection forced on him.  Tight bindings had him caught around his cock and balls.  Rocks hung off his nipples.  His man-teats were pierced cruelly with thorns.  Gagged.  Arching his back to relieve the pull on his nipples.  The lean forced him to clench together his backside.  A hateful reminder.  Crushing on the loathsome stick thrust painfully up his insides.  
White Bull at last gave sign of emotion.  Briefly, a flicker.  A sneer, disdain.  In some sickeningly perverted move the slave had been made to torture himself.  Squeezing that thing tighter up his backside.  But still the dog’s demeanour spelled it out.  Resilience, toughness, indomitable.  Stubborn.  Defying the goddess her willing sacrifice.  Eye-to-eye with White Bull.  Daring to throwing back a defiance into his conqueror’s eyes.  As if the dog dare demand this abuse should end.  As if the slave thought the chief who had commanded all this could not command more.  The slave was exhausted, his nerves suffering from overload.  But still the message his tormented body was giving back shouted out in clear insolence.  Telling White Bull in defiance, the jungle lord could not be broken by something like this.

White Bull stared back into Tarzan’s face.  Unnervingly showing little response.  He had approached, White Bull stood only an arm’s length away.  Face impassive, giving nothing back.  Tarzan was on full alert, readying himself.  Sure White Bull was going to make another move on him.  What move Tarzan could not know.  But bending backwards to contain the downward pull of the rocks suspended off his tits, Tarzan still gave back White Bull the look.  This was not a man to be broken like this.
He felt White Bull’s eyes move off Tarzan’s defiant face.  Taking in the upward arch of his strong but tormented chest, quickly flicking over the pierced teats with the loops of cord threaded around the thorns.  Descending to the powerful belly thrust forward by the arched torso, the rocks that were intended to torment him resting on the ribs.  And below, the hips thrust forward in an arc the blood-engorged cock bound for the sacrifice to the goddess.
At the stake, Tarzan had learned the speed of White Bull’s attack.  At the stake, he had suffered the crushing force of his punch.  Arched like this to save himself, nothing was left for protection.  With the speed of a snake snapping into attack. White Bull’s fist tore into Tarzan’s gut.  The power of a rhino thudded into Tarzan’s belly.  Smashing through muscle, muscle battered that morning at the stake.  Calling to screaming life the innards bruised and pulverised at the post.  Thudding into the belly, jarring into damaged organs.  Pounding every bit of wind out of the belly.  Wind whooshing like fiery pain out of the chest.  Exploding in a pained bawl into the gag.  White Bull’s formidable power cracked right through defenceless guts, catapulting the belly backwards.  The body stopped suddenly by the overhead ropes, jarring the chest.  The rocks flew forwards.  Their cords jarred the rocks then to a sudden stop.  Pain tore itself like sharp blades across Tarzan’s chest.  Eye-popping pain like flesh was being ripped in handfuls out of a living body.  Cry followed by bawl.  
Agony was laid upon pain.  White Bull caught his sacrifice by the hair.  Yanked him forcibly up as his legs threatened to give way.  A searing slap across the face twisted the head over to one side, yanking pain through the scalp.  Flesh burning on the cheek, mind-blowing pain bursting on the gag.  Another blow to the guts shook the goddess’ victim.  Took him unawares.  Lifting him onto his toes.  Sending the rocks on his chest flying, clanking together, dropping.  Jarring agony out of the torso, cracking the hips back under the formidable pain.  Yanking the sacrifice up by the scalp, tearing a second jaw-crunching slap across the twisted face.  
Turning back, returning to his throne.  Surrounded by the cheers of the crowd through the blistering heat.  Cheers for White Bull’s triumph, jeers for the victim collapsed crumpled under the frame.  The groans of White Bull’s stunned victim paying for his arrogance.  Taught that a sacrifice had more to endure before White Bull would present the goddess with his still-beating heart.  Giving the ape-man’s woman a sadistic leer as he passed.  Her eyes full of the horror she was watching.  Tears streaming as she saw her man near-unconscious in his bonds and hurt.  Made witness to the unspeakable torments still to befall her man.

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

12. Weighted
Where he found the strength was a wonder.  How Tarzan could survive this suffering was something his tortured mind struggled to fathom.  But he had no choice, he could not afford to give in.  He had forced himself.  With a groan wrung from deep in his guts, he had forced strength into his legs.  He had bitten into the gag against overwhelming pains as he pulled himself to his feet.  He was exhausted, he tortured himself with every move he made, yet Tarzan got himself to standing on wide-spread feet.  He was in overload.  His body was overwhelmed by the body-crunching agonies that filled every fibre of his being.  His nerves were overcome by the burning pains from the thorns in his chest.  They were over-challenged by the weight of the rocks tugging off his nipples, threatening to tear off his chest.  Sending signals of sexual overload to his balls.  His bound cock over-sized, over-long throbbing deep-veined purple, over-pumped with tortured blood.  His tortured manhood in aching overload, in danger of a rush of his seed to burst the dam in his body’s vain attempt to relieve some nervous pressure. 


White Bull’s blows to his guts and the torture from the rocks had crippled him, the monster’s attack had him stunned, he’d slipped briefly into a semi-conscious state.  His body seeking release from too much pain.  It had got worse, though, by the time Tarzan was coming-to.  Caught off-guard, in his half-conscious state unaware of what they were doing to him.  Come-to aware of some more thing agonising him underneath.  A dragging at his body that seemed to be drawing the guts slowly out of him.  Managing eventually to get the exhausted swaying of his body under control to take a look.  Slowly his swimming vision clearing to show a rock suspended off him underneath.  Feeling through the palm-clenching pain that it tied to his bound cock.  Guessing from the pull from the stick raping his arse, it was also knotted to the cord that tied that dildo to his genitals.  The weight pulling on his balls. The heaviness dragging at his raped arse.  He’d been beyond resistance.  They had taken the chance to up the torture, they grabbed the chance when Tarzan was out-of-it and his tormentors had been piling it on.  Agonies over-flooded every fibre.  Pumped every cell of his powerful being with throbbing pains.  Pain and never-ending aches enduring.  Feeling the threat of quivering tremors of pressure in his imprisoned shaft.  Sensing the promise of still worse to come.

From his throne White Bull watched the tense parade.  They were circling him.  Like proud lions threatening a prey exhausted and fatally wounded.  In large circles that took them around the outside of his frame.  Evenly paced, equally placed.  When one was in the front, the other prowled in the rear.  When one thrashed at the air with his cane to Tarzan’s right, the other to the left cut intimidating whistles through the blistering airless heat.  Encircling Tarzan naked and bound to his frame.  Rocks hanging off nipples and genitals.  Plugged in the arse and his mouth.  Sweltering under the heat.  Exhausted by their tortures.  His face wary and anxious as he felt himself menaced by these proud young lions who whooshed long canes tellingly through the air.  Cheered on by the howling crowd.  Egging on their champions.  Knowing what their sacrifice did not.  They knew what was next to befall this victim.  The torture went on.  The goddess this night demanded this sacrifice should come to her and welcome a mutilating death.  Welcome release from the agonies that this even strongly-built body could no longer endure.

Tarzan forced himself to breathe slowly.  Deep intakes of breath released into the pain, fighting to find the strength to calm the burning aches.  The tautness of his nerves was quivering in every fibre.  His eyes on one circling attacker, his ears pricked for the other.  Like an exhausted gazelle encircled by a pair of wild cats.  Playing with it, toying with its fears.  Making it shiver in fear for the dread moment when they’d rush it.  
Stomach tight, taking in air only in his upper chest, the hands alongside his head tight clenched with anticipation.  The mob howled and cheered.  Demented beasts, craving pain and blood.  Round and round the predators prowled around their wounded prey.  Canes whooshing at the air.  Sizzling in the airless heat.  Cutting at the air in anticipation of cutting swathes of agony across Tarzan’s flesh.  He sensed rather than saw the chief dominant on his throne.  In command of Tarzan’s torment.  At his feet, Jane wide-eyed in shock, no able to hold back her sobs for the man who was suffering for rescuing her.  
Pumped up with tension to prepare himself for more agonies, Tarzan stood like a brave warrior out-numbered.  Facing insurmountable odds.  Unarmed against armed torturers.  Overwhelmed but not giving in.  Determined to be resilient to the last.  He had never thought himself invincible.  Tarzan had suffered torments before.  But today this monster on his throne had commanded one body-shattering punishment after the next.  Beaten at the stake.  Pierced by thorns.  His manhood bound and weighted down with rocks.  The enforced erection bloated and purple, full of nervous tension.  Suffering from the intense pressure upon his engorged cum-charged cock.  The pains tugging down on his chest keeping that pressure throbbing.  And now those predators were circling him.  Menacing him with the promise of those whooshing canes.

The sting across his backside took Tarzan by surprise.  Attacked suddenly from the rear, slipping in under his watchful guard, the haughty parading unexpectedly stopped.  Shock took him by surprise.  A vicious sting burn.  A hard thwack of cane across his bare arse.  Shock threw him forward.  Gasping out at the sting.  Yelping again at the next shock of pain.  The rock suspended off his balls was yanked to a halt.  The jerk tugged a shocked yelp into his throat, smothered by the gag.  The rocks hanging off his nipples flew, swung and yanked at his chest.  Tarzan’s entire being was tortured off one stinging blow.

The lean warrior had done his job.  His one stinging swipe at the victim’s raped arse had taught the sacrifice what this moment was about.  Now the pair of sadistic lions continued to prowl.  The victim knew now what he was going to endure.  The parade of torment started again.  The predators circled again their prey.  Letting him struggle in vain to find any physical strength he still had, prowling as he fought for hope-against-hope to recover any tiny strength of mind.  Now, circled, in the full dread knowledge of what this sacrifice was to endure.  Suffered off one single smarting blow across his bare arse.  When their prowling halted once again,  ....  unspeakable agonies would ensue.  The slave had learned its fate.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

13. Reprieve
He surfaced in a sea of raging confusions.  The loudest roar of surf in his ear.  An inferno of heat seething throughout his being.  His chest was on fire like burning sticks were being pressed into his flesh.  At the tops of his legs it felt like his flesh had been ripped apart by the lions claws.  While he was still alive.  Inflamed, burning him up.  It was like he had been submersed in a sea of liquid fire  But not dead.  Human flesh that was to condemned burn forever, fires burning his very being inside, loud-roaring flames licking at his flesh outside.  Tossed and thrown helpless in a powerful irresistible current.  Battered and bruised under the fiery waves, the surface red-raw above his vision rushing towards him, the din getting louder, the heat searing at his awareness as he neared the dreaded surface of his consciousness.  Bursting back into reality with a pained cry.  Bursting free to endure gut-wrenching blows.  Wrapping his arms around himself, crawling up into a tight ball.  Head down, gulping in tortured gasps, curled up in protection against the ferocity of agony that raged around his tortured being.

The guards watched closely as the sacrifice came-to and cried out.  At the foot of one stake, one leg bound to the upright but otherwise set free.  For hours he had hung off his ropes, part senseless, always in agony.  Left with the instruments of his torture hanging on him while the village took their rest from the heat.  Resting in eager anticipation of a long night of ceremonies to come.  Fleeing from the intensity of the sun.  Abandoning their sacrifice to his torments.  Gratified that their chief’s wisdom had conquered the slave, wrenched control from his body and pronounced it worthy of sacrifice.  Control wrenched from him, manliness torn from him.  Left to suffer, flesh seared under the cruel sun.  Body tortured by ropes, thorns and weights.  Left to his suffering, left to weaken.  Left to break body and soul so that – when his time came – he’d welcome the knife with open arms.
The guards kept a close eye to make sure.  But he’d be no trouble.  Hands free, bound only by one leg.  But the victim was shattered.  Every fibre on his once-formidable body was racked with pain.  He’d not have the strength to break free.

Consciousness racked Tarzan.  Lying still, breathing long, deep and hard.  Yet every small movement of his body only made things worse.  On his side, seeing the earth around him shiver, vaguely conscious of the clay beneath him hard and unforgiving to his pains.  Recalling slowly the agonies of this day.  Abandoned after their whippings, left to shudder in his pains.  His body giving up hope, unconsciousness claiming him, dragging him away into welcome oblivion.  But the torments of hell kept throwing him back.  Coming again to himself. The ropes biting raw into his wrists, taking all of his weight.  The drag in his crutch like his innards were slowly being drawn out of him.  But his body and soul remaining fast in the cruel clutch of an evil-minded claw.  
The weights pulling on his chest.  A heaviness he could no longer fight.   Pulling his torso forward as if seeking reprieve by touching the earth.  But there was no release, there was no letting up from the torment s in his chest feeling like flesh was slowly being ripped off him.
The burning aches in his manhood.  Shrieking at its torture, tight-bound and aching for hours.  Throbbing in rhythm to an agonised heartbeat.  A never-ending ordeal.  His brain could no longer fathom it, the agonies he had endured.  That slashing at his backside pounding at the dildo up his insides had been like being rammed continuously onto a stake.  Pain exhausted his nerves, pain battled it out with his strength of mind.  The rocks had tumbled and jerked on him.  Like they were going to tear flesh apart from his body.  Like large cats were tearing flesh from his bones while he still lived.  Tarzan had had no strength left to fight.  Fleeing into unconsciousness but halted.  Brought to a shocking halt as another cane tore into his body and the flames of torture ripped him apart again.  Pitched into a fiery sea, sinking under the red-yellow waves.  Drowning but not dying.  Drowning alive in a delirium of insufferable agonies.
He’d come-to, shocked into raging torments.  Taken unawares suddenly by an over-powering onslaught that filled every fibre of his being with agonies.  Crying out in shock as his torments overwhelmed.  His thinking powers inundated.  His strength of will crushed.  His prodigious strength broken in the fist of another deluge of pain.

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

14. Recovery
It felt like he was wrapped in bands of fire.  But whatever the cost Tarzan told himself he could not let this be.  White Bull had sought to break him, he almost had.  But something told Tarzan this was not at an end.  He had been dragged up from the mines that morning, for a reason.  He had been pulverised by White Bull’s fists at the stake.  He had been humiliated and tortured for the amusement of the tribe.  And now he was released from that frame.  But not returned to the mines.  He suspected White Bull was not finished with him,  Tarzan could not afford to show his nerves, he could not allow himself to give in to this weakness, he had to get himself back in charge.

It should have been that thing rammed up his backside that he tackled first.  That hateful shame.   But he was dying of thirst, there was a gourd of water nearby.  Why the water, why the food?  It felt like he had no reserves left, yet White Bull was surely not done with him yet.  Food, water?  Why?  Putting aside the dread of finding an answer, Tarzan chose to build first his strength, he’d need it.  Out first came the gag, Tarzan nearly choked on the water as he hungrily gulped it down.
It seemed to take forever undoing the knot.  He still had no strength to sit up, he was still in agonies lying on his side, fumbling blind at the tops of his legs.  The tender area between ballsack and backside was like a ball of fire.  Every movement bringing a shudder to his guts, jolting with shocking jabs.  But eventually the knot came free, at last Tarzan pulled free that object of hate.  He caught the snigger from a guard as he threw the ebony stick that had raped him far away.  As far as he could manage.  He saw the guard shake his head in cynical amusement at Tarzan’s move.  As if telling Tarzan that throwing it far away could throw that shame away too.  The sniggering smirk telling Tarzan, you were raped, apeman.  Shamed and mastered by your betters  -  as fits the fate of a slave.  You bear the shame of having a stick thrust up your arse.  For as long as you still have to live.  What man would let that happen?  Only someone who could not help himself.  Only a man who was broke and beaten would allow his enemy to inflict on him such degradation.

Tarzan refused to let such thoughts get to him.  He had been forced.  They’d had to tie him up, it had been three against one.  He had been subjected to that degradation.  But he’d not submitted to it.  And come-what-may, Tarzan would make sure his attackers were going to pay.  
The rocks on his chest came next, gingerly loosening the loops around the thorns protruding through his nipples.  His chest there screeching with pain, burning him up.  The thought of pulling those needles out again filled him with dread,  -  even for one who had faced the worst of ordeals.  Moving before facing that dread to the cords and knots tying up his crutch.  Again working blind.  Again fingering flesh that was raw and inflamed from the torture of the jerking rock.  Gingerly working the cord, anxiously fiddling with the tightened knots.  Wincing at the shots of pain as he fingered agonised flesh.  Having to lie back and rest sometimes.  Having to give himself a break when the sizzling of his nerves overwhelmed even his determination to get himself free of these odious bonds.

There was food alongside the water.  Tarzan hesitated before tackling the thorns.  Dreading the searing pains that would burst free when he extracted the rough thorns through nipple-flesh that was agonisingly engorged with pain.  Red-angry, shivers of blistering pain even at the slight brush.  Food to build up his strength, to fortify his nerves.  That offer of food alone brought Tarzan’s suspicions to life.  Kindness had never once been on offer since they had snatched him trying to rescue Jane.  So why the offer of food now?  But whatever.  Food would build his strength.  Food would sustain his strength of mind.  Build up his determination again.  Give him back some of his powers,  -  however brutally battered they had been.  Building them up for whatever worse ordeals White Bull could conceive for him still.

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

Night had nearly fallen when White Bull emerged from his hut to the roar of the villagers.  It was the night of the moon, their monthly night of celebrations.  White Bull had given them the goddess for their worship.  This night she would appear to them in all her full glory.  The white-faced goddess who blessed them with her whiteness and brought them riches.  The white-faced goddess who would tonight accept this most perfect of offerings.   But first, the apeman would be again be the centre-piece.  His further sufferings marking their celebrations.  And fitting him for a suitable end.
Earlier Tarzan had stripped himself of their torture tools, he had sustained himself with food and drink.  The thorns had come last.  Tarzan had known eyes were on him when he tackled the thorns.  He knew the guards would go running to White Bull blabbing about the continued weakness of their victim.  But there was no easy way to extract those implements of his torture from the engorged and throbbing bits of his flesh.  Yanking one out hard and fast left him trembling, back dug into the upright as the shudders of agony ricocheted through his being.  The next he tried easing out,  Steeling every sizzling nerve in his body to fight the crippling pains.  But there was no easy way.  No way that did not leave him shivering, exhausted.  Sitting on the earth, back pressed into the stake as if that could absorb some of his agonies.  Conscious the guards’ eyes were on him.  Getting a measure of the way his body hurt.  Observing closely how the extraction of four thorns crippled the victim.  Weakened by hours of torture.

Tarzan had fought back their disdain.  Defiant to the last.  Giving back a different impression.  Knowing he had to show them he was not done-for before they scurried off to White Bull with the good news, to tell he was done-in, Tarzan could take no more.  He scrabbled together every last bit of his strength of mind.  Tarzan had dug deep and found the strength to extract those piercings.  Whatever agonies he was suffering, not showing it.  Finally, demonstratively pulling himself to his knees to grab at his loincloth and wrap it back on.  Displaying no sign of the stabbing pains he felt in every fibre of his being.  Overcoming the sense of weakness that swirled in his head and threatened to have him swaying off his knees overwhelmed by exhaustion.  As if in doing that, he was making the statement, he was not beaten, still strong in body and strength of mind.  Back to normal, back to full strength.  Inviting them to run like rats to their chief with that news.  Casting a glare of defiance at his guards as he dropped back down to the earth.  Seated, his back against the stake taking a deep slug of water.  Grabbing at some fruit.  Like his powers were miraculously fully restored.  Bidding them to pass that message back to their chief.
They had left him water  -  to drink, to douse his sweaty face.  Food had lain within reach, they wanted him to have some strength for what he still faced.  Unbeknown to him, that food was meant to be his final meal before facing sacrifice that night.  The sudden change of treatment after days, weeks, seemingly months of punishing torture had set Tarzan’s mind racing.  After today’s savage tortures, such kind treatment could presage nothing good.  But he welcomed the sun on his skin, rested his hands in his agonised crutch.  Despite the aching guts, brutalised chest and swollen balls, he had sustained himself and fallen into the sleep of the dead.  To rest.  To build his strength.
Ignoring the horrors of that day when they had come agonisingly close to breaking him.  Overwhelming his body.  Crushing his spirit.  Breaking the man.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

15. The challenge
The battle went on.  The test of will between the white monster and his victim.  Night had fallen.  Tarzan had been brought to stand in the centre of the clearing before White Bull’s hut, left standing alone and observed till the thug appeared from his hut.  Torches had been lit throwing the circle where he was stood waiting into a eerie flickering light.  Tarzan had earlier grabbed some sleep, free of bonds of torture, clothed again in his loincloth.  Maybe it had just been a few hours’ rest before the sun began to set and he was prodded to his feet.  But he felt some of his powers restored, he felt again a determination once to see this through beating strong in his blood.  As he was shuffled into the middle, the tribe he found had assembled again.  Surrounded by them in this circle of flickering light, left standing to await White Bull’s further ordeals, unbound but closely guarded.  Encircled by a whole village and armed warriors, no chance of escape.  He ached from the morning’s beating.  From his horror under the mid-day sun, the burning in his chest and groin left him feeling not at his full strength.  With every breath he took, his chest and stomach gave him pain.  His balls still burned like a hell inflamed.  He feared permanent damage but the chance of making it with Jane or any woman was likely to remain remote.  But determined he faced the white-coated thug with a body that gave out the message loud and clear.  This man was not broken.  Not by a long way.
He caught sight of Jane by the hut.  Pale with anxiety, biting her lip nervously for her rescuer.  She looked with anxious concern at the terrible bruises marking his chest and stomach.  She feared for him at what still might come.  For a second Tarzan’s heart leapt at the sight of her wondrous breasts and the thought of what might have been.  Despite his futility, he gave a weak smile.  And hoped  ....  Hoped against hope.

Tarzan’s two tormentors had emerged from the hut with White Bull.  No doubt engaged in plotting how to work together against him.  Their chief put his massive arms around their shoulders, dwarfing them with his bulk.  Grinning, nodding at the villagers’ adulation, glorying in their adoration. The crowds cheered the two others too, their champions.  Cheering and applauding the pair who has cruelly tormented Tarzan that day.  

The one tall, sleek muscled, moved like a gazelle.  He shot a glance at the apeman.  Assessed the damage to his chest , the angry bruising to his stomach.  And aggressively shook a club.

The other, the younger, shorter and stocky by contrast, broad across the chest, heavy shoulders, thicker arms than his companion, glared at Tarzan and brandished his club at him.  Tarzan had decided already.  From the description,  -  stocky, heavily muscled, powerful build, -  from the way he had cruelly gone for Tarzan, this was the young native who had been present on the first day of Mtala’s capture.  The one who had led Mtala’s abuse, the one his friend had said thrived on cruelty.  Tarzan had reason to believe that.

White Bull sat down on his throne and the warriors knelt down on one knee before him.  Silence fell on the crowd as White Bull looked over his two champions, his hands raised in blessing.  They would make this slave suffer in a way he had not suffered before.  Fight him to exhaustion.  Ostensibly he was being given the chance to fight for his life.  But these men were the tribe’s champions.  As resilient as the apeman, as competitive as each other.  They would fight the slave, they would exhaust him to the point when his body craved for the end of that suffering.  Their champions would break him further so that the slave would welcome the plunge of the knife into his stomach.  Even as he screamed when the still beating heart was ripped from his being.  White Bull pointed at the taller one.  He had been selected.  

Tarzan was trying to second-guess what was happening.  He was free, the villagers surrounding him, in a wide circle, armed warriors holding back the crowds.  The tall warrior came forward slowly towards Tarzan, crouched, gestured aggressively, holding his club at the ready.  It was now clear, they were to fight.  After what Tarzan had endured that day, he was expected to fight   .......

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

16. Broken
Tarzan had feared it happening, he had sensed it as it was happening, but there had been little he could have done to stop it, nothing at all.  The pain flooding his entire being had been driving him out of his mind.  The prowling of his tormentors around him had never stopped,  -  except when the canes went into full-blooded attack.  A seemingly never-ending assault on his torso that was wearing him down.  Smarting slashes of cane into his tortured flesh had his body shuddering right through to his very core.  He was completely at the mercy of their attacks.  A dozen-or-so stinging thwacks into him, half from the front, cutting across the defenceless muscle of his mid-section, half slashing agonies into his backside.  And then, they’d stop.  Then they’d parade again.  The evil-minded hungry cheers of the crowd applauding their champions on.  The heroes-of-the-moment prowling their prey, cutting their menacing swatches whistling into the air.  An ever-present threat to their victim’s hearing.  Promising him that at some point their parading would stop.  And the onslaught of their agonies would begin again.

It was like he was raping himself.  Every smarting thwack across his backside was on act of rape.  Whooshed with every bit of power those powerful shoulders could manage, whistling through the air with every bit of determination the attacker could muster for this sacrifice.  Whirring out the twist, putting their backs into the blow, intent of pleasing their chief, egged on by the screams for blood from the tribe.  Tarzan gasped out loud at the force of the blow.  He jerked at the stinging burn across the whiplashed flesh of his backside.  Shock threw his hips forward.  Pain clenched together his arse-cheeks.  Jarring that hated dildo deeper up him inside.  With every thwack of cane across his agonised backside, Tarzan clenched tight and rammed the stick agonisingly up himself inside.  Raping himself.  Overloaded with messages of torture.  Pain was everywhere.  Sizzling on the surface as his skin.  Electrifying in his balls, lightning cracks up his cock.  Deep inside sparks cracked, fire burst.  Gunfire exploded in his mind.  Tarzan was raping himself.  Jarring a blunted spear into his innards.  With eye-watering pain.  With body-shattering force.  

Tarzan was losing it.  Waxed with sweat, pain suffused every fibre of his being.  His innards were raging like a man trapped in an inferno of horror.  Every thwack of cane across his flesh twisted him to the right, contorted him to the left.  The rocks jarring on his chest jerked.  Pain bombarded his mind, Tarzan thrashed wildly in the unforgiving grasp of his bonds.  Pounded by force, driven by pain.  His pain-mad instincts screamed at him, he could not let crazed pain have its way, he could not submit to agony’s unreason.  Had to keep a grip or let himself be crushed in the throes of agony.  Yet pain was driving him out of his skin.  Pushed beyond the pinnacle of endurable suffering.  Insatiable their canes still whistled across his arse tearing agony throughout his insides.  The ponderous agony of the weight jiggling off his balls tugged and jerked.  His rock-hard manhood jolted and jarred.  Pain was everywhere.  Pain was filling him out, drowning him.  In a sea of liquid fire.  His mind filled simultaneously for this to end with his dying  -  yet still he screamed with the burning desire to break free and dish out murderous revenge.  Tarzan was being eaten alive by pain.  Torn apart with undying frustration.
The crowd became as one.  Their jeers at the sacrifice wriggling in his pains, their cheers for their heroes brutalising powers, breaking his helpless body, breaking down his soul.  Slobbering bawling for suffering merged and flowed into one stream of howling.  Watching tormented muscles pulling hopeless at his bonds.  Giving their lusts a picture of brutal amusement.  Satisfying their cravings, the sacrifice danced the dance of agony for their heartless pleasure.

Sadists in the crowd saw it first.  Men themselves hard in the groin at this wash of agony strung out.  Bawling out hungrily for the sacrifice’s pain, caught up in the arousal of this brutal scene.  Excited in their lust for suffering and baying like hyenas for his blood.  They hooted at the first sign that the apeman was totally overcome.  At the sight of a string of cum dribbling out of his dick.  Bloated since being bound, purple-tight.  Achingly-bound to White Bull’s will.  The string of drooling cum was quickly shaken off by the force of the next slash biting into his arse.  Flicked into the air like useless trash.  Quickly the message whooshed through the crowd, everyone had eyes only for the end of his oozing dick.  Ogling the sacrifice being forced to give up all control.

Both attacked Tarzan now from the rear.  Honoured to wield their canes into a screeching arse.  Their goal now visibly close, the moment when the slave lost all manly control.  Their smarting canes brandished as a source of pride before their tribe.  Preparing the apeman for the sacrifice by hitting new heights of agony.  Smarting slashes across his backside from the right.  Arse-cheeks shocked into clenching.  Jamming the dildo further up into his insides.  Goading him into every higher levels of suffering by stinging strokes across burning agonised flesh.  Shooting that tool of rape higher in him inside.  Lightning bolts of shock cracking deep in him that flashed in shooting energy to the sacrifice’s dick.  Biting blows from cane cutting into his arse from the left.  Shock jarring the sacrifice inside.  Pain electrifying his being.  Jolts within his innards crackling unstoppable up his jerking dick.
Cheers lit up the air.  For their champions.  Forcing spurts of cum wrung out of the sacrifice.  Swept beyond endurance, driven beyond control.


Jeers painted the space.  Laughing at the sacrifice made to let himself go.  No longer able to hold himself back.  Mocking his failure.  Mocking the once mighty jungle-lord brought so low.  Cheering as another spurt of his seed gushed into the air and splattered on their earth.  Already another sting into his raped backside jerked him uncontrollably forward.  They watched with bated breath for the next string he could not hold back.  Roaring in triumph with every burst.  Splattered in a wild burst of humiliation into the oppressive air.  Their champions had brought the sacrifice completely in the tribe’s charge.  His obdurate nature ripped away and forced to offer up his seed.  Shamefully forced to shed his manseed out of a bursting dick.  Forced to cum by the stinging bites from their heroes.  Shot gushing into the air.  Dropping useless on the clay of their earth.  Cheering on their champions.  The apeman had lost himself.  Roaring like wild cats.  They claimed this sacrifice for the goddess.  His strength broken in body-crippling pains.  Claws out, willing to see his body ripped apart.  His will lost to the violence of the torments their champions gave.  The very spirit of the apeman splattering wasted on their earth.  Unstoppable.  Broken.

White Bull allowed himself a slight smile.  That slave that had repeatedly thrust his insolence in his captor’s face had had control wrenched from him.  Daring to stare with impudence as if asserting White Bull could not break him.  The disdainful smile watched as another spurt of the man’s soul emptied itself wasted in the dirt.  Forced to shed the very essence of the man.  Forced to give White Bull that which he treasured most.  The very essence of the man.  Wrung out of him however much he refused to submit.  The very stuff that had made him the man he once was had been torn viciously from his control.  Irresistible the force of White Bull’s will.  Wasting himself.  Like a boy’s first time with himself, unable stop the urges splattering to the earth.  Casting his manseed onto the dirt.  Into the dust of the people who had mastered his body.  Squeezed it out of him.  The soul of the slave crushed out of him.  By White Bull’s mighty power.  

White Bull shot a glance at the two warriors.  Standing behind the slumped dog, canes by their sides.  Sweating after their efforts, etched bellies pulled in tight panting, strong chests lifting.  But White Bull grunted.  Ordering them back to their duties.  Ordering them.  Squeeze the slave dry.

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

The thought of putting up a good fight after what he had endured was unnerving.  But in a fight Tarzan’s arms were not bound.  In one-to-one combat, his legs were untied.  His hands were free to fight it out.  Free  -  given the chance  -  to get his fingers around that thick white-coated throat and squeeze the life out of the monster who had done these things.  And to give back to these two tormentors as hard as they had given him.
Tarzan circled around keeping his distance, assessing his opponent, waiting his moment.  This was now on Tarzan’s terms.  Free at last from bonds and restraints.  Fighting for his life, something Tarzan understood.  He was unarmed, the other wielded a club.  But Tarzan was at last free to fight his cause.  

Before today’s abuses on his body, it would have been true to say Tarzan was stronger than ever before.  His arms and shoulders had laboured weeks at the grinding stones down in the mine, his back was etched like a carving, his legs like rock from the continuous trudge against the stones.  
Yet down the mines he had been ill-fed.  And he had been viciously tortured since morning.  He did not know how his battered body would be able stand up to attack.  Whether his speed would betray him.  How his beaten body would take heavy blows thudded into his bruised flesh.  He suspected he had little time before he found out.  In more ways than one Tarzan was fighting for his life.
17. (Storyline continues in the original story White Bull 1:  The celebrations)
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