Legends collide
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Chapter 7
Execution

Sentence of death
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“Bring the cur!”

The king’s voice rang across the space.  Hands pushed at Gundar’s back.  He could have fought them off though bound but then again they would have insisted.  And with his hands trapped tight across his stomach in these bonds, they would have won.  With the scene he saw spread before him, Gundar suspected he’d need his strength for other things.  Still he wasn’t putting up with being shoved around.

His giant legs proudly carried him across the earth floor of this dungeon under the king’s citadel from which he’d sought to escape.  The presence of some many warriors and counsellors close packed against the walls lifted the temperature.  Gundar could feel his resisting supple muscles squirm against their jostling, clammy and slick with his sweat.  The onlookers felt a surge of interest at the strength of this tight-packed muscle straining against meeting his end.  His inevitable and lingering end.  


This mighty legend of Gundar had been brought to them a few days before.  He had been given to the people to admire.  He had been honoured, tagged by the king as his own.  But the slave had betrayed that trust.  He had attacked their sovereign, threatened his life and then made to escape.  Now it seemed this demi-god of male physical perfection was to be presented to them again.  Captured again by that brave Tau.  This time the slave was to earn the rewards of betraying the royal trust.  He had been shoved and jostled down into the cellar, struggling against his guards, giving them trouble.  And taking it back in return from guards who were tired of his tricks.  Those warriors who had brought him back were given pride of place.  Tau standing at the front to watch that fabled muscled strength tested to the full, some of his helpers honoured to bind the myth to the drum and turn the wheel that would rip the legend apart.   To punish him.  For the final time.  To shred him muscle-from-muscle.  To tear him bone-from-bone.  Test him till the man-myth could take no more.  Till the awesome body could no longer contain its screams.  Till it shrieked out its final breath.

Despite his resolve that he needed to save his strength, Gundar’s pride bristled at the shoving he was taking.  He had no reason to believe this would not end in his death.   As the armed warriors projected him across to the king stood waiting in the shadow of the big drum, he went for them with whatever he could.  These rats would remember Gundar went down fighting.  His arms were trapped in place by the thick pole across his back.  Caught through his elbows and throwing his mighty chest up out.  He bridled at this elbowing as his armed guard sought to dominate him.  By the look of that machine towering over the king, Gundar reckoned they did not plan for him to live much longer.  So in what was left of the time granted him, he was not going to let himself be pushed about.  Punching him, making him jolt at the sharpened sticks jammed into his side.  Twice he twisted round, the pole sticking out from his elbows catching a warrior off guard, the strength of his body knocking him off-balance.  For his efforts, a club smacked him across the back of the neck making him falter.  But Gundar felt good, he had demonstrated that - captured and bound - still his supreme physique was not a body to be cowed.

He had never seen anything like this huge drum.  But in this room surrounded by instruments of torture, it was not hard to work it out.  He had not seen something like this used.  But he’d spotted the foot bars on the floor and the straps on the top waiting for his arms.  There could be no doubt as to what they would do to him.  The king stood in its shadow, the huge drum towering over him.  A guard’s quick slap with a spear across the knees, a twist in his hair shoved the flailing Gundar to his knees by the king.  A sharp slap from the king’s hand across Gundar’s mouth sent his head spinning.  

“This piece of slave-shit threatened your king!”

The crowds listened in stunned silence, Olu’s words echoing off the high ceiling.  

The king had hold of Gundar by the hair, his face lifted, the head twisted over to one side.  Gundar’s pride flared at such treatment and pulled his head defiantly away.  But the king yanked it back showing the face of the grimacing man-myth to the pain-thirsty crowd in his dungeon.

“For that there is only one reward”.

The on-lookers crammed around the walls shouted out their agreement.  Arms raised above their heads, warriors bellowed out in agreement.  In echoed cries that Gundar could not understand, though he knew they bawled for his life.

“He threatened the life of your king!”

The king’s eyes scanned the assembled crowd, their blood-thirstiness nodding in agreement, mirroring the anger he himself felt for this slave clutched in his hands.

“Threatened to break his neck”.

Olu glared at the mountain of muscle restrained on its knees.  Yet he spun back on Tau and spat out his anger.  Yanking on the giant’s hair, he pulled the face around to face his warrior leader.

“And who brought this monstrous danger into my palace?”

Tau winced in shock.  Then he cast his eyes down, aware of a shudder down his backbone.  Conscious that he was being made responsible for the threat to the king’s life.  As much as Gundar himself.  A quick sideways glance sized up the threat Tau had introduced and saw that this bristling physique was indeed capable of anything.  Those arms could snap any neck.  Including the king’s.  And Tau was going to take the blame.

“I know …”, said Olu,”..  I know what this slave deserves.  I know what he will get”. 

The answer rang out as if with one voice.  Echoed ominously off the high ceiling.  

“Death”, blood-thirsty voices howled for the slave’s blood.

“Break his back!” the echoes screamed for Gundar’s pain

Tau’s eyes automatically went to the drum where the prize captive he had presented to this king would be ripped apart.  Gundar on his knees, his enormously powerful arms trapped by the pole between his elbows and jammed across his back, heard one word above all bellowed.  

“Death!”

A word he did not know.  Yet a blood-curdling cry that sent a shiver down his back.

“But …” asked Olu, already knowing the answer for himself.  “… but what does the useless piece of shit deserve who exposed my throne to this threat?”  

There was a sudden chilled silence in response.  The question hung answered on the air.  Every eye, it seemed, turned on Tau.

“And where?” the king asked.  “Where should the traitor who was so fool-hardy to endanger my throne … where should such betrayal deserve its punishment?”

Olu’s glare held everyone frozen.  They felt his eyes scanning the crowd.  But Tau knew they’d fix on him.  They all knew the answer he had formed in his head.  The drum was the place.  Used on the throne’s internal enemies as much as it was rivals taken in battle.  Used on any of their one of own that threatened the throne.

The king’s gaze froze to the spot every one responsible for Gundar being there.  Tau, his friends, the warriors now guarding that gigantic threat.  Time stood still.  They could all see the king’s enemies strapped to the giant drum being ripped apart alongside this slave.  Threat hung heavy in the air.  Few moved, those guilty dared hardly breathe.

Suddenly the king’s hand twisted in Gundar’s hair, yanking his head back.  On his knees Gundar winced first at the shock.  Then he caught himself and glared defiant back.

Twisting Gundar’s head round to face the on-lookers in this dungeon, Olu demanded,

“Where does this piece of slave-shit deserve to meet his end?”

The answer thudded on the air like a mighty thump.  In relief.  Breaking the tension.  It was the slave, not their own, that deserved to die.

“The drum!”

The bystanders yelled in unison.

“Where?”

Again and again, Olu roared out his question.  Time and again the echoes bawled back.

“The drum!”

Every cry louder, in blood-lust.  Every shout laden with more thirst for Gundar’s suffering.  Every bawl thick with lust for his captive screams.

“Then the drum it is”.

The king’s sentence on the mythical man-beast sent shouts echoing at the air.  Arms raised in triumph, baying for his pain, lusting for his screams.  A legend broken on the drum before their very eyes.  In punishment.  The stuff of legends itself.  Still on its knees.  In bonds.  About to be ripped limb-from-limb on the drum.

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

The drum
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“And where would the traitor who brought this threat into our city … Where would such a traitor end his days?”

Olu’s words shot across the dungeon at Tau.  Tau shuddered.  This thing was not over.  The slave’s fate was decided.  The traitor’s was not.  With trepidation the warrior leader dared hold the king’s glare.  He stood straight and tall.  At least he did with his dignity.  But he felt fear knotting in his stomach.  He felt his courage wilting.

Alongside Olu, Tau’s men were struggling with the muscled threat to get him onto the drum.  But fighting with him though they were, they still heard the king’s words, they took in the unveiled threat to their friend.  A threat too to themselves for bringing this legend back.  Their anxieties rose.  And so they took it out on the slave.  He was only one, there were six of them.  His resistance gave them reason, his fighting back gave them the release for their own anxieties.  They lashed out.  They were still struggling to get his back trapped on to the drum.  Clubs hammered mercilessly into his ribs.  A punch thudded into his crutch making him bawl.  But still he fought them back.  And yet still their fists demanded his submission to the drum.  Taking out their fears for their friend on his struggling muscled flesh.  Sinking punches in deep, punishing him for what might happen to Tau.

“Has there ever been any other place?”

Olu’s eyes were on Tau.  

“Has an traitor ever known another death?”

The man he had elevated to lead his warriors, Tau.  The man who had brought this muscled giant here to threaten the life of his king, Tau.  Tau could feel all eyes in the room on him.  He felt suddenly desperately alone.

“Tell me,…” Olu’s eyes were full of only one man.  The only man in this dungeon that mattered.  

“Tell me where traitors are disposed of.  And how?”

The silence hung with the weight of an elephant.  The question rang in the air like the knell of death.  Olu had eyes for only one man.  Tau knew it was wrong.  He knew best to show the courage of his convictions and hold the fury in the king’s eye.  Not to do so spelled fear.  But his gaze fled the king’s glare to his band of men still struggling with Gundar into his bonds.  The weighty menacing silence in the dungeon was only broken by the furious grunts of effort bursting off the drum.  The smack of knuckles into taut muscular flesh.  Already they had his feet trapped inescapably in the stocks on the ground.  Tau’s eyes welcomed a temporary escape from the king’s accusing glare.  He took in the giant’s muscled struggles as his fettered hands were forcibly pulled over his head and forced towards the straps that would trap his back against the drum.  Punches from his friends, though, still failed to make the muscled force submit.  

Tau’s ears were full of the fearsome fighting grunts of the man-myth refusing to give in.  Even in the hour of his awesome death, the legend would not submit.  Tau could not help wondering whether the king would command him too to be bound to the drum next to the legend he had brought back.  Whether in minutes his own muscled frame would be strapped alongside.  Sharing the legend’s fate.  Bones ripped out of joints, muscles slowly torn, limb torn from limb.  His men had struggled to hold that firestorm of writhing muscle down and trap him inexorably on that drum which spelled out a horrible lingering death.  Would they soon be commanded to turn on him?  Determined hands gripped at the slave’s straining biceps and struggled to hustle them back against the drum.  The fighting contours of the slave’s magnificent torso were coated with a sweat of resistant effort, forcing the strong warriors’ arms away and nearly breaking free.  His strength bulging under smooth skin that rippled and strained.  The twin slabs of power on his chest stood like straining ridges, the broad deep-capped pearls on the edge gone hard with his effort.  Grunting and struggling, his men again managed to force the mass of compact muscle with effort back onto the unyielding cruel surface.  Trapping him in the straps that promised him the inevitable tortured horrors of the drum.  Where he Tau might too be bound.  Tau grappled with the irony of him sharing the legend’s fate.

In a charged state of tension, Tau’s friends laid into the slave for giving them so much trouble.  They were warriors, they were used to winning.  Brutal punches pummelled to get him to succumb.  Threat hung heavy in the air, the threat to their friend was intense, he was only a hair’s breadth from being bound too to this drum alongside this Gundar.  This slave who had made everything go wrong.  Knuckled fists drove into his ribs, hard punches thudded up into his gut.  Less to control him, more in payment for the threat to their friend.  Arms almost strapped down, feet secured in the stocks, still the muscled hero battled back.  He bellowed, he bucked, he ignored every punch into his guts.  Shimmering rivers of sweat struggled down between the heroic mounds on his chest.  Leather burns tearing across his wrists as he fought to escape his bonds.  

Every struggle from the slave was a welcome chance.  An excuse to hammer out their anxiety for Tau.  Clubbed punches into his packed stretched belly.  Vicious smacks across his rock-hard fighting chest.  Despite his critical situation, the beast would not lie down.  And they rose to the occasion.  He soared in warrior courage in the face of their barbarity, yet he was forced to learn the ferocity of Tau’s warriors taking revenge for the threat to their friend.  Nervous with pent-up anxiety for Tau, punches hit the slave in a barrage of savagery.  Determined this brute would know their justified rage, slashing into the sculpted muscles of his stomach.  His strength rippled in struggling defiance in multi-layered arms, heaving on the bonds to break himself free of the drum.  They beat at him, they punched at him but the beast would not lie down,

“Has no one anything to say?”

Olu’s eyes traversed the perimeter of the dungeon.  Eyes suddenly finding the earth beneath their feet more interesting.  No one wanting to be caught in the cross-fire between Tau and the king.  Eyes welcomed the diversion at the resounding smack of a fist across the man-myth’s jaw.  

“Can no man here justify why a king’s traitor should not join this cur on the drum?”  

Faces flashed towards the cry of pain that shook the slave’s torso.  Another club end hammered straight into the tapered exquisitely tight waist.  They watched in relief the god-like physique perfectly sculptured with straining rock-hard muscle shudder with the shock.  The pained snort escaping through his nose broke the tension.  It was the best diversion they could find.

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

Temptation

“My lord, what would you say to having an army of Gundars?”

The priest fell silent again at the lift of the hand.  Olu’s eyes had time for nothing other than the struggles of the mythical man-beast against his guards as they forced him against the drum.  For now.  He had resolved to let that Tau stew in his own juices.  He was not finished with him yet, though.  But first, he’d dispose of the threat.

Gundar was fighting them every inch of the way.  What the legends told of this unknown people rang with stories of their cruelty.   Some he had now learned to know.  He had seen this drum, he had imagined what it could do, even to the kind of superhuman strength that pumped through his own potent frame.  He knew what it would do.  He was only flesh and bone despite his strength.  Only question was he did not know whether this instrument was for his punishment or for his death.  He suspected death but hope still bloomed.  One against a dozen, him bound hand and foot, jostled in his bonds down into this dungeon, - there was a limit to what his own powers could exert.  They’d got his feet now in these stocks, they’d not escape not matter how much he had tried to break free.  Not even his serum-given strength could fight against the tightness of their hold on his feet.  Trapped there while his arms were pulled above his head.  His fears of the pain this drum represented powered through his blood.  A sudden rush of prickling heat passed through his arms.  But with his feet trapped, with this band of determined and strongly muscled warriors forcing his back against the drum, others hauling on his arms and pinning his hands into the straps above his head, - there was little he could do except resist.  Gundar was not one to go down without a fight.

The priest could see the king relax when the feet blocks and the hand straps had the captive inescapably trapped.  Olu had seated himself opposite the drum, giving him a full view of every wince of pain, every slight twitch jerking through stretching tortured joints.  The priest let his master relish the sight of that writhing muscle, enjoy how his men had managed to dominate that struggling manly determination onto its drum of doom despite Gundar showing he was not one to be beaten.  

“You speak in riddles, priest”.

Suddenly Olu had leant back on his throne, not looking at the priest, his eyes only for his victim.  The king repeated,
“An army of Gundars?”

His eyes never left the sight of the muscled mountain fighting his bonds.  Loosely bound to the drum, hands caught in the straps just above his head, the muscles of his arms knotted into balls of iron, the power of his chest hard as rock.  Fighting the bonds, never giving in.  Fires of hatred burning in his eyes as he still struggled to break free.  Fighting the leather straps that held him caught, fighting the inevitability of seemingly endless pain.  

“Strip the cur!”
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Olu’s order snapped like a command of doom across the echoing chamber.  This was the kingdom’s favourite execution.  Execution on the drum was a technique long since perfected.  It could last for hours if done right.  There would not be a man watching who did not know the power that would fill their groins at the man-myth’s agony.  There could not be a girl who would not be surprised by the lustiness of her man rushing back to her home when the legend had shrieked out his last breath.  Needing to put out the fire that roared between every man’s legs.  But that would be a long time still.  The sun would stand high in the sky before this man-beast of incredible power was allowed to shriek out his last.

“Just imagine going into battle with an army of Gundars”.

The first wooden clack shot across the space.  A clack that resounded an inevitable knell of doom.  With each small turn of the handle, the drum turned slowly.  The tooth fell into the ratchet with a doom-laden clack, keeping the drum in place.  Not even the muscled power that was caught on that wheel of doom could force the drum to move back.  The only way was onwards.  The arms pulled upwards, the body stretched backwards, bones pulled out of joints, muscles torn from bone.

A sharp knife through the thong quickly had Gundar’s sole covering on the floor.  Yes, that would indeed be a vision to behold, Olu surmised.  Going into battle with an army of Gundars behind.  He could see the warriors of his enemies trembling at the sight of such an army lined up against them.  Even better than he had imagined taking this legend into battle as his mascot.  They would turn and run, their leaders would throw down their arms, battles would be won without a fight.

Gundar threw the king a look of anger and defiance when his torn thong was tugged out burning between his tightening crack.  The wooden clack cracked in his ear like a knell of doom.  He fought against each pull of the drum.  But once that wooden clack had sounded, there was no going back.  Fear and uncertainty were thrown into the anger he shot across the room.  Uncertainty whether this was punishment for his escape.  Or whether it was a sentence of death.  A most horrible death.  Fearful how far the king would take him on this drum.  Certain it could lead to excruciating agonies as bones ripped from joints, sinews tore apart.  Uncertain whether the king lusted to see his pet slave torn apart limb by limb.  Not sure how much Gundar’s attack on the king had burned revenge into Olu’s heart.

“Legend has it …”, the priest went on, “… that this mighty force Gundar was born to a father just as powerful.  Yet the father was not born so.  He developed a potion that made him like this”.

The priest knew to hold his tongue when the king raised his hand for him to stop.  The king’s eyes had not left the sight of this muscle powerhouse struggling against the inevitable pull of the drum.  Bravely refusing to accept the inevitability of his doom.  Olu was mesmerised by the realisation that had flashed across the victim’s face.  He saw that growing realisation take root burning in his groin.  With more than a dozen doom-laden clacks his arms were being pulled above his head, his back now flat against the drum.  But no agonising stretch so far, Gundar as yet knew no pain.  Just the grim realisation of his helplessness, the prospect of an agonising death on this drum.  There had been a grimace of understanding as the slave realised the kind of pain that was promised.  A prickle of realisation in his shaft when the horror of impending agony resounded with each despairing clack.

“The son swallowed his father’s serum too and became the legend we see”, the priest dared to continue though he could see he was struggling to hold the king’s attention against the lust Olu longed for in Gundar’s pain.

“If only you had such a serum”, the priest dangled the temptation in front of the king’s eyes.  “What you could do with it!”

“And where would such a potion be found?”  Olu asked idly.  His groin began to tingle pleasurable at the shimmer of writhing sweat that coated the body struggling against the drum.  The chamber was getting hot.  The lust of the onlookers heating the air.  But it was the sweat of fear that painted that straining body when the giant knew he was facing his end.  His long and agony-lingering end.  It would be a long time coming.  The slave would climb mountains of pain on that long journey before he reached his destination.

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

Reprieve
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Gundar fought against the straps that were holding his back tight against the drum.  He now understood that ominous clack.  He had worked out that once his powerful frame had taken another jerky stretch, accompanied by that wooden knell in his ears, no amount of struggling from even his superhuman strength would break this hold.  Each clack held him fast, his only hope was to resist each pull.  The wheel was again threatening to turn, Gundar pulled with all his might. The chest turned to iron, the muscle peaked into solid square slabs of power, the stomach tight with determination, his shoulders gnarled and bunched to fight another tug on his body.  In his ear he heard the groans of men resisting his strength.  Heaving with grunted might turning on the handle, fighting his desperate determined might.  Yet, with a burst of Gundar’s failure against the inevitable, after his groaning struggles against the turn of the drum, another wooden clack broke on the air.  A clack like a broken bell knelling out the horror of his fate  

“And where would such a potion be found?”  Olu had asked idly hearing with pleasure as Gundar was forced to let out another grunt of failed muscular effort.  Another clack held him irretrievable firm, another bit of his unparalleled strength and energy had been stretched.  And there was no going back.  Another step had been taken towards that point when he passed his manly limits, when this rack started to rip him into agonies.  In his ear he heard the panting of men whose efforts had strained to stretch the resistance of the monstrously powerful slave one more clack.  The wooden clack echoing in the room like an ominous hammer pounding at a stake that was pinning him through his sinking heart to this drum of his doomed destiny.

“In his seed, where else?” the priest answered as the clack resounded off the walls.  “We’ll find that potion in his seed.  Where else does the virility of men reside?”

The priest’s word oiled the curiosity of the king.  Where else could such magical potion be found?  The seed he himself had swallowed.  He had the power to become like Gundar?

For the first time, Olu turned and eyed the priest.  Curious.

“What are you saying, priest?  Can you get me such potion?”

The priest tried not to show his pleasure that the king had caught on at last.  Pretending that the king had guessed the truth for himself.  He just nodded.

“You would extract his virility and feed it to my warriors?”

They’d be invincible, Olu told himself.  His kingdom would know no bounds.

The priest nodded.

“But alive”, the priest nodded at the power that jerked once more to the clack of the ratchet.  Gundar’s arms were now pulled tight above his head, pulled back aching him over the drum.

“This would have to stop.  The virility of seed dies with the body”.

Reluctant, the king looked back to the sound of another despair-laden clack of doom into the ratchet.  Gundar’s body gave a quick jolt as his massive rounded shoulder joints took the strain.  Olu shook his head.  He deserved this.  Did he want this slave’s punishment to stop?   Was he prepared to reprieve his sentence?  There was only one answer Olu wanted to utter.  NO.  Vehemently.

“I could feed the potion to Tau.  Test it out on your new warrior commander”, the priest offered.  “You might delay this execution for five days”, the priest dared his request.  “Till you see the potion works”.

The mention of the traitor’s name rankled deep in Olu’s soul.  Besides, the thrills tightening between his legs did not want to allow for such a chance of delay.  The sight of the murderous giant facing agonising death was getting to him where it mattered.  The prospect of his hours of pain feeding the lust for his agonies was a desire Olu could scarcely contain.  Yet the ambition that had made him king whispered in Olu’s ear.  Test the potion out on Tau.  No, that traitor already looked impressive.  He threw a disdainful look at the man who had been foolhardy enough to bring this threat into his life.  Did he deserve to prosper from that same potion that Olu himself had meant to devour.  Yet the thought had some merit.  Tau was impressive as a warrior now.  Just imagine him looking like Gundar.  And the rest.  
No, it would not be Tau.  For him Olu had other plans.  But there were plenty of others.  Ambitious young men facing down his enemies looking like a mountain range of Gundar’s muscular strength.  Every single battle would be his.  The king rose to his feet.

The priest followed the king who had gone over to the drum.  Close up, taking in the taut power of the naked legend stretched out to die.  His eyes slicked over the upraised arms, extended now and stretching.  Yet they were the size of many men’s thighs.

And yet that package between his victim’s straining legs could give birth to an army of Gundars, - or so the spirit of ambition oiled its message into the king’s ears.  The king had seen the power of that man-flesh growing before his own eyes,  -  moments before the cur had threatened his life.  Just imagine an army of soldiers built like that.

Olu’s hand stretched out and felt the packed rocks pressing out against the tight skin on the doomed slave’s stomach.  A wonder of strength beginning to stretch as the ribcage lifted.  As the legs threatened to resist and pull him apart.  Olu ignored the growl from the scowling face high up on the drum.  Lost in his own visionary thoughts.  Future generations all born looking like this mighty man-myth.  Every generation of new-born warriors feeling this strong, looking so powerful.  Olu’s fingers pressed at that power trapped in that stomach.  The stomach that had given him so much pleasure in the privacy of his rooms.  He felt the muscled pack of rocks tremble against his touch.  Fear?  Was this man-myth betraying his fear knowing the horrors this king could gift him with?

Gundar shivered in anger.  Down over his uplifted chest, he cursed to himself at this taunting and mauling.  He’d let himself be toyed with in order to earn their trust, letting them play with his body had been part of his plan.  But that escape plan had failed.  Now he was having none of it, maybe doomed.  Man-handling him like some object to be toyed with, not treated with human dignity, that was out of the question.  Not offered respect.  Disgusted by this touch.  Angered that he could not lash out.  His manly pride bristled at the touch of the king’s sickening mauling fingers slicking up the inside of his thigh.  Because he could do nothing against it.  Furious at those cries in this dungeon that had encouraged each push on the handle, each clap of joy when that clack trapped him into another unbreakable stretch.  Elongating now under the strain of the drum, a muscled sheen of his sweat felt desecrated by the touch of this loathsome toying hand.  Squeezing on his leg muscle like a piece of meat.  His eyes burned fury at the king playing with him.  His gaze lighted on the run of a single bead of sweat trickling lost down the furrow of his stretched arm.  Alone, like Gundar.  Lost, like Gundar.  Aimlessly seeking a way out of this plight.  Hopelessly.  

Olu’s finger stopped just short of the bulge lying at the top of his captive’s legs.  Just imagine, said the voice of kingly ambition.  When a warrior next sired a girl, she too would carry Gundar’s power.  Each girl born would in time feed her own children with the strength of a Gundar filling her breast.  Generation after generation of Gundars.  You’d found a dynasty, the voice tempted the king in his head.  A dynasty that would last a thousand years.

“Take the vermin”, the king concluded.

“Extract his seed.  Make the potion”.

His eyes closed to slits as they met the defiant look that thundered down at him off the drum. 

“Bring the dog back in five days”, his snare shot back at Gundar’s glare.  Five days.  Olu would then have his screams.  Maybe Tau’s as well.

“Then the drum will start again.  And then it will not stop till this man-myth has shrieked his last”.

Olu’s eyes shot to Tau.  Saying - in some many words - maybe you too.

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

Milked

The smoke filling his chest was suffocating.  The stench drifting up from below choked, his eyes streaming.  Again a coughing fit grabbed him, the violent coughing racking his muscled chest.  Another convulsion of coughing up his guts, fluid snorting out through his nose.  Gundar thought he was going to puke again.  But just acidic bile flooded his throat, a sharp stinging burned in his nose.  The coughing rattling him shook him in his upside-down bonds, despite himself he couldn’t make the fit stop.

But even this crippling discomfort of choking in the fumes was almost a relief after that the body-crippling soreness he had been subjected to.  The searing red-raw aching from one small spot that had spread burning over his suspended body.  Gundar had suffered tortures before when taken captive, that night a few days back at the feast had had him burning with fear, dreading that the superhuman energy powering relentlessly through his body would rip his crutch apart.  But tonight he was meat seared in the coals.  He was flesh roasting slowly over the flames.  Red-raw agony that started in his abused cock and was eating him up alive.  At times he feared his hold on sanity would waver in the blistering heat of those waves of pain.  It was inconceivable that a soreness that had its home in somewhere so small as the tip of his cock would take hold of a force as unique as the strength of his body and bring him to his knees with overwhelming pain.  A crutch saturated with body-crippling agony.  An insane tumult of searing mind-twisting pain spreading out from there that ate up his body.  Every fibre shrieking, an inner scream centred on his agonising cock coalesced and - with eyes bulging and his body writhing - the gnawing aches cracked through his pain-tight lips.

Sweat poured down off his chin, over his cheeks and stung him in the eyes.  The heat from below burned at the top of his skull.  Sweat drenched him from toe to head.  Hanging upside down over this cauldron of oil.  Oil throwing off choking fumes from whatever obnoxious muck that oddly clothed priest had thrown in it.  Clouds of stinking vapour that drifted up and enveloped his body, seeped in through his nose, invaded his mouth and closed his throat against the noxious stench.  Yet almost thankfully so.  It removed his mind’s focus from the biting agonies after they had milked him. 
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They had milked him dry.  Forcibly tied down, unable to help himself, his muscled power straining to fight them off but tightly bound on some altar, this priest had worked over his cock.  Disgust at his efforts had powered his strength but he could hold back the first spurt of his seed wasted into that bowl.  They were milking him and keeping him, he realised.  For what?  To drink?  For the king to prove his dominance and torture Gundar by drinking his seed before his eyes?  To feed Gundar on this sight of his bitter humiliation perhaps?

The priest had started on him immediately again.  No sooner had the spurting of Gundar’s precious load stopped that those unwelcome hands were uncaringly pumping him back to strength and extracting another load of his inner soul.  Time after time, treating him like some pig, again and again extracting his seed and going at him straightaway.

How many times?  After a dozen, he’d lost count.  The soreness grew.  At first just a sharp twinge.  Gundar put it down to an unfriendly jerk, a careless yank that tore at his sensitive skin.  But the burning grew.  A sharp jab with every pull on his powerful hardness.  Sharp jabs that burned like a fire.  Around a dozen times, the pain was bringing stinging tears to his eyes.  He cursed the priest, he snarled his threats.  But the hands responded by pumping on him away.  His body went rigid, in dread anticipation of each painful tug.  Teeth gritted, jaw set.  The priest had no care for his pains.  His curses were in vain.  Still he yanked away at his hardness, tugged on him till Gundar surrendered up more.  The burn growing, flames bursting into life with every one of his vicious tugs on Gundar’s thrusting manhood.  Burn igniting flames, flames flaring into fires.  Fires that seeped down his thighs.  Ate at his guts.  Fires that raged in his soul and made him fearful of each and every pull.  Stabbing pains.  Biting stings, deep burning aches.  Burning prickles that shivered through every sinew, frying him alive.  His strength eaten away, the muscular power roped out beneath his own eyes an empty shell.  Inside the furnace raged.  Burning him up.  But without a moment’s let-up, the priest pumped away at him.  Growls of anger changed into hisses of pain.  His cock shrieking at each and every touch.

His last few extractions had not even got him hard.  Gundar  trembled at what that meant, what they had done to him.  With distressed eyes, he watched the priest still work away his flaccid cock.  He’d sucked the very strength out of Gundar’s cock.  He’d failed to get hard.  The sight tortured his head, the sweat already trickling and tickling off his hair turned cold at the thought.  They had unmanned him.  These monsters had sucked him dry.

Yet still the priest persisted.  Still every stroke brought a hiss to his lips.  And he harvested that one more precious pearl that seeped collapsed out of the tip of Gundar’s cock.  The priest shook Gundar, the pain of the shaking making the former giant’s strength gasp.  Shook him till that precious jewel dropped into the bowl full of Gundar’s very might.  His cock robbed of the strength that lay collected in the bowl.  And a hand was on him again.  Gundar shook rigid with the pain, his back arched off the altar, fists clenched in what still looked like a mountain of strength.  But empty, sucked dry.  As Gundar shuddered at more touch.  Where it hurt, where it stung like crazy.  An uncaring hand agonisingly milking him dry.

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

Potions

The king had let it be known of his displeasure with the slave.  He had had Gundar bound hand and foot and hung swinging off a pole.  Guards carried him among the people between the citadel and temple, letting them express their anger at a recalcitrant slave.  Feet lashed out into his sides, people spat on him.  Young girls drew dirt in his face.  Carried back and forth among them till they had let him know their anger.  Young men digging a fist into his chest for a laugh, kicks thudded into his ribs just for fun.  Gundar had displeased their king.  A slave was born to please  and they were letting the man-myth know it.

The priest had let Gundar recover from his beatings while he sought guidance from the gods above.  Good food was brought to his cage to build up his strength, cooling waters to ease his discomfort.  The priest needed Gundar strong.  He planned for a good harvest.

Now all was ready.  A bowl for his fluid strength lay on the altar.  And if his first attempts this first day proved less than adequate, he’d have the giant milked again.  The bowl was full, it was clear the giant had much to give.  Before joining the gods through his chants beseeching their help, he glanced back at his subject behind.  Coughing in the choking fumes from the cauldron hat kept him hard, his upside-down torso was running with the heat of the fire underneath.  The oily fumes, the priest had learned from his spirit helpers, would make pacify his strength, the sharp smell of pungent herbs that were filling his chest would keeping the giant’s attention diverted.  So the gods could seep insidiously into his soul, inveigle themselves into his manhood’s power and betray Gundar of his secret.

Already he was coughing.  Head-down over the heated cauldron spluttering and gasping in the bitter biting fumes.  The gods, the priest sensed, were lurking in waiting.  Waiting till his powerful frame was at war with his suffering.  And then they’d secrete the solid mystery of Gundar’s strength out from his deepest spirit.

Gundar’s eyes ran, his chest was full of bitter choking fumes.  Hanging upside down over the heat, sweat poured over his chest, his back streamed.  But the coughing fits were the most weakening.  His eyes running, acid running down into his nose.  Trying to wipe away the sweat that drained off his chest and flooded his face, he bent himself double and reached up.  His loose-bound hands went to his sweat-drenched chest but his arms wrapped around his aching torso tight when another coughing fit shook him.  While his stomach threatened to empty down into his throat.  

Collapsing down, sneezing and snorting in the fumes, his hands dropped down again below his head, his body swayed on the rope.  The bindings around his ankles bit tight holding his whole upside-down weight.  Then Gundar suddenly managed to gasp in clear air.  The sway on the rope had for a second swung him free of the fumes.  He caught a welcome quick gasp of non-pungent stinging air till the swing brought him back.  Using his arms to power himself, again Gundar swung himself free of the fumes.  Back and forth through the pungent heat he swung himself grasping at clean air at each extreme of his swing.  Slowly his senses revived, slowly the choking tightness in his chest ebbed away.

Swaying himself strongly back and forth, Gundar heard as if for the first time the chanting from below.  The priest in his strange long garb seemed lost in his incantations, lost to his victim behind choking, nearly vomiting, struggling to breathe.  Lost to the opportunity that was presenting himself.

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

Ablaze

It took only two determined efforts from a heavily muscled body to swing upside-down on the rope in reach of Gundar’s target.  The loose rope between Gundar’s wrists quickly ensnared the priest’s throat, twisted around in the back of his neck and lifted the priest off his feet.  Swinging back, surprised legs and arms flailing, knocking the cauldron flying.  In an instant, the priest’s thick garb caught fire.  The oily concoction in the cauldron burst into flames as the priest screamed, flames licking up his legs.  Gundar squeezed his wrists tight behind the neck, pulling the noose tight, yanking on the garrotte and the rope swung him forward again into the searing heat.  He felt the heat scorch at his flesh, he heard the gagging strangled screams struggling off his hands.  But he powered himself forward through the fierce heat that seemed to singe at his hair.  As the priest swung beneath him, wriggling, writhing, gagging, being burned alive.

It took another dozen sweeps through the scorching heat till the body stopped its screams.  Till the squirming stopped.  As quick as he could, Gundar dropped his victim into the rising flames.  The oil had spread across the reed-covered floor.  Textiles and furs had burst into flames.  Flames roared below just below his face.  Smoke was rising through the heat, threatening to fill his throat.  Coughing, sweating, Gundar was upside down hanging only a few paces above a searing inferno.  Heat drenched his chest, sweat poured down his face and stung his eyes.  Gundar was about to the burned alive.

Superhuman strength doubled Gundar upright, his sweaty hands clutching at his legs grabbing for his feet.  His slippery fingers clenching for the rope that suspended him over the flesh-searing flames.  Heat scorched at his back as beneath him a furnace raged.  Smoke drifted upward to the hole in the ceiling above, enveloping Gundar in its choking fumes.

Gundar managed to climb to the beam from which he had been strung, struggling to undo the ropes on his ankles.  Enveloped in clouds of escaping hot smoke.  But his weight had pulled the knots tight, so tight his fingers could scarcely work.  Tears streaked off his face, his chest was choked with the overpowering smoke.  In desperation to escape, a few pulls upward had Gundar through the smoke-filled hole, lying choking and gasping on the flat roof, next to him smoke pouring up out of the hole in the roof. 

Beneath his back through the roof he could feel the burning heat of the inferno beneath.  Through the hole he could hear the roar of the furnace as flames consumed the priest’s house.  Terrified the noise would raise the alarm, Gundar worked the tight knots on his feet.  He did not know what they had intended for him earlier when strapped to that drum.  Punishment or death.  But for a second attempt to flee, for the death of the priest, - this time there could be no doubt.  And Gundar was sure they would be no hurry to hear him draw his final breathe.

His ears were full of the roar of flames below,  The furnace escaped ferociously hot through the roof.  His bare backside was burning through the fearsome heat of the roof catching fire.  But eventually the first signs of a loosening knot lifted his spirits.  Gundar told himself not to bother with undoing the second knot, he’d take to his heels with the cord hanging loose off his ankle.  By comparison, the knots on his wrist took no time at all.  His heart pounding, Gundar was soon leaning over the edge of the roof, listening, barely able to hear for the beating of his blood in his ears.  Everything, though, was still.  He could not believe that the fire had not raised any alarm.  To him the noise emitting out of that hole would have wakened the dead.  The smoke and flames billowed out like the fires of hell.  But the city slept.  Through the noise that roared his own ears, the city below was at peace.

Gundar took off across the roof-tops.  Not once looking back.  The legendary city had met with the living legend they called Gundar.  Two living legends had met and collided.  But they were many, he was only one.  One Gundar against an army from the legendary city of cruelty.  They kept him bound, they kept him bound to torture and weaken him.  One Gundar kept bound and enslaved against a legendary city and his men.  The odds were overwhelming.  Gundar took off.  Hoping that the furnace would incinerate all evidence of his escape.  Making them believe he had perished in the flames.  Gundar took off over the rooftops.  He had learned a wise lesson.  There were times to stay and fight.  There were times to escape.  There were limits even to legendary strength.

But one thing was certain  ….  If the Amari got a whiff that he was still alive  …..  they’d hunt him down  …..

End


