A brother lost  …
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“Silence, dog  …”
The sandaled foot smacked into his guts.  Not hurt so much.  But the follow-through, the knee smacking into his jaw sent Tarzan reeling back into the guards behind.
“Speak when told.”
They’d only just released Tarzan from that stick jammed into his mouth.  Gagging him, stopping him from venting his anger.  Of course, he was going to let it out.
His captor’s hand grabbed Tarzan by the hair.  A big mean brute.  Thick-set and packed a punch.  He yanked him forward.  Settling him back on his knees before their queen.
“One more word out of you  ...,” the attacker snarled.
Tarzan knew they’d hear plenty more.  But it wasn’t this heavy-muscled thug who had the say around here.  Tarzan focussed on the power in this hall, the power on the throne.  The beautiful woman seated on the raised dais.  Naked except from a trickle of beads around her waist and falling down between her legs.  Eye-catchingly beautiful, ravishing  ..  but with a cruel streak.
Guards had dragged Henry away.  Leaving Tarzan with a dozen guards threatening action if he did not behave.  He tugged his head free of the thug’s grip.  Contented himself with being close-guarded with a pair of warriors either side of him.  But the muscle-head loomed glowering, itching to get back at him.  Like he’d been since the moment this queen’s had captured them.  
At least things had looked up a bit.  Matters were better since the gag had gone.  Forced on him since he’d mouthed off at them when they’d got taken captive.  Was it only early this morning?  At least without the gag Tarzan stood a chance of sweet-talking themselves into a deal.

The queen looked down at him.  Young, beautiful face, magnificent breasts.  That skimpy bead covering putting thoughts into any man’s head
“You brought this man enter our lands?”
Tarzan knew it wise to negotiate from strength.  Cringing never got you anywhere.  Even if he risked a captor’s wrath.
“That a question?” he asked.  That came out more flippant than Tarzan had intended.  Clearly his spirit felt it had had enough of being pushed around.
She paused, staring at him a while.  Then she must have elected to ignore his attitude.
“You are the one called the apeman?”
He looked back at her.  Not surprised she knew of him, although this was not his neck of the jungle.
“Most call me Tarzan,” he answered back invitingly.  Trying to get on to her good side.  Even if he was going to stand firm and strong, not cowed.
Her eyes were all over him, he felt them.  Just like she’d scoured Henry when she’d ordered him stripped to the waist.  Tarzan was getting the picture of her tastes.
“The apeman who brought that man here into our lands.  Why?”
Tarzan stared her back.  He too took his time answering, not risking looking daunted into a quick excuse.  He was backing on the fact that strong leaders admired strength in others.  He’d learned long ago that showing weakness only led to trouble.
“You have his brother.  You are keeping his brother here against his will.  Your prisoner.”

She did not seem to see Tarzan’s point  ..  or care.  She shrugged.  Her eyes against were examining every bit of Tarzan’s near-bare torso.  Just as they had picked their way over Henry’s hairy chest.  Curious Tarzan had observed her.  A long perusal in silence that took in Henry’s powerful shoulders.  Gobbled up the strong pelt on the breadth of his  chest.  Tarzan could have sworn he sensed her tongue flicking out at the nipples poking through Henry’s chest hair.  This was one woman who was super-sexed.  
Now she had turned her eyes on him.  Stroking his bare flesh with a greedy look.  In response he too squared off his chest, kneeled up higher.  Drawing in the power of his muscular belly.  Emphasised the male might in his own muscular torso.

“That man entered without bidding too.  A violation.  He has had to pay  …”
In the snatches they had grabbed with Henry’s brother they had learned the coin she demanded.  Tarzan guessed  ..  Henry too  ..  taken off to satisfy her greed.  Henry was going to have to pay back as well.  Used for sex  ..  ground down to a husk like his brother had been  ..  until she tired of Henry as well.
“He paid  ..  then we had no further use of him ..  until now  ..  ” she said.
She’d indicated as much.  She had openly wondered how Henry could spice things up.  She would have him rape his own brother  ..  to entertain her  ..  a taster for heavier fare.  They’d learned from his brother  ..   she had more than a god appetite for violence.  This woman was one sick-fantasist.   And into every fetish that inflicted pain and shame.  Hard to think that a woman so alluringly stunning  ..  that this beauty could voice such hard thoughts.

Henry had been taken off.  To be reunited with his brother.  Somewhere in this temple complex.  And prepared for that abominable deed.
But this queen’s eyes were all for Tarzan now.
“The man who guides violators is doubly guilty,” she continued. 
Tarzan answered  back.  His voice firm.
“Would not have happened if you hadn’t imprisoned his brother  ..”
The blow to the top of Tarzan’s skull nearly broke him to the ground.  Only the quick reactions of his two guards stopped Tarzan from collapsing to the floor.  
“Silence, dog.  Answer when asked a question …”
The big brute who had captured Tarzan had been on his back ever since.  All through their journey here  .. itching to get at him.  His elbow into Tarzan’s skull had Tarzan reeling.  He panted hard, his head thumped.  He shook his head to clear his vision.
The queen, it seemed, was content for Tarzan to get his head together.  She waited.  For a while, he found it hard to breathe, gasping for air.  His vision swam with unwanted tears.  His head pounded.  
She waited for him.  As the blurriness in his eyes cleared, he saw her eyes stroking him.  He’d seen that look before.  All over his bare torso.  Checked out  ..  by men and women.  Some women taken by the power of the physique, some men envious of his strength of purpose.  Rivals  driven to battle with Tarzan’s strength of mind.
As he panted  ..  his chest lifting  ..  his belly sucking in air  ..  he felt her look groping the sight of a muscular man  ..  a man on his knees  ..  a man that was hurting.  Ravenous.  Greedily eating up the power in his chest.  Here was a look craving domination.  Roving over the breadth of his muscular shoulders rocking as the hurt made him struggle to breathe.  Even as he fought for control, out to impress drawing himself up to his full height, still on his knees before her but not subdued  ..  screwing his eyes together against the pain  ..  it felt like his body was being raped.

“Doubly guilty,” she repeated.  “The gods will want his regrets  …”
Tarzan shook his head.  Not to clear his head this time.  Denying what she had said.  By the look of her, she would hope to hear his regrets as well.  In the way she looked at him  ..  he sensed this no woman who lusted for a man’s strength inside her.  She lusted for his suffering.  Suffering she was inflicting.
Tarzan ignored the pounding from that near-knockout blow.  Hear his regrets?  She’d hear nothing of the sorts his body shouted back.  Tarzan had no regrets.  
Hear him cry out in pain.  Like hell she would.  The shaking of his head gave her his response.  No regrets.  No giving up his pain.
She was smirking from her throne.  As if she was reading his mind.  Taking on his challenge.  What she craved..  always be up for some man’s challenge.  A strongly-built man.  A man of purpose.  Of strength of will.
“And then  ,” she concluded.  
Her hand trailed openly its path to caress a bare breast  ..  as if the nipple had firmed up and ached for her touch  ..  Tarzan ignored her, a seductress posturing in a sadist’s body.
” Then ..  apeman  ..  or do I call you Tarzan  ..?”  She smiled.
Her thumb was flicking at a hard nub.  He saw it, he refused to be moved by any thoughts.
“  ..  after the gods have heard your cries  ..  licked at your tears of remorse  ..  2
The hand stroked languorously.  The tip of her tongue stroked at her upper lip.
“  ..  Tarzan  ..” ..  spoken like a woman stirred by the sight of his powerful body.  Strong  ..  promising.  Challenging.  
Tarzan saw her take in a deep breath  ..  her breast lifting  ..   her throat stretching  ..  as if in arousal.  Her legs opened a slight stretch.
“  ..  then .., “  she smiled.  There was no light behind those eyes.  Cold, icy  ..  eager.
“  ..  the gods will accept it  ..  your gift of life.”
End

