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Introduction to Julia’s Training Part 5 – The Finale

This is the Fifth and Final Part of the ‘Hooded Game’ series.

Stripped of her clothing, Julia was hooded, corseted and booted, then installed as a member of the eight strong Grey Pack. They are one of three teams, in a savage, and brutal competition, set in the forests of northeast Russia.

In Part Four, Julia was once again captured when the Black pack joined forces with the Reds to decimate the Grey pack. Julia was one of 3 prisoners, but when the Reds and Blacks fell out over her ownership, she managed to escape into the dense, dark forest.

In this final part, Julia returns to her pack and discovers that the men were once again ‘neutralized’. So, Doll and Julia, who have their sight, are left to run the camp. The lads are incapable of contributing until noon when another round of points will be awarded.

Fred informs Julia that she has been chosen to go to the main entrance where she must meet their new pack members and have her leg wound attended to by a doctor. After the wound has been stitched and bandaged, a wealthy fan of the ‘Hooded Games’ is given access to her while she is fully restrained.

While the man has his fun, he gives Julia a ‘gift’, which she later puts to good use. Then, when she is released, Julia discovers that the Grey camp has another rig and that she must be strapped between the shafts and haul the rig and its cargo back to camp. Disillusioned by everything that’s happened to her, Julia prays for her luck to change.

When it does, the opportunity comes in the most unexpected manner. Because this book contains descriptions of sexual situations and punishments, it is only suitable for mature adults over the age of 18.
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Chapter One ~ Repair and rest.

Having just freed my hands and spent at least thirty minutes in the forest, I was getting more confident that Baron, the leader of the Red pack, had given up looking for me and set off for his camp. I didn’t need a torch because of my night vision, so I would spot him soon enough because of his body heat.

I would be a Grey again from six o’clock, but because the ban was during the day, there were no longer any restrictions on me entering my camp. So, I planned to return as soon as I was sure that Baron wasn’t lurking around the edge of the forest. I was handicapped by a nylon rope that had a noose on the end. It had been pulled tight around my neck, then fed through an eyelet on my metal collar.

The worse factor by far was that the leader of my pack, Fred, had decided that I should be restrained like the prisoner, Bella. Job had done the dirty work and joined our ropes together before putting us to work. Desperate to be free of the restraint. I tried to unpick the knot on the back of the corset, but it was too tight and too awkward for my tired fingers.

When I set off in the direction of the track that led to my camp, using my infrared night vision, I hunched over so that the rope didn’t rub against my delicate folds. I was annoyed by my failure to release the rope and depressed that I was so weak.

The evergreen forest which contained mainly tall fir trees and head high undergrowth, was a real challenge even when I had a machete. Having just my gloved hands to ward off branches, brambles and stingers, meant I could only make slow progress.

The denser areas were easy to thread my way through, but when the trees thinned out, I encountered patches of huge ferns, stinging weeds and prickly brambles. I was wary of moving too fast across the dry forest floor because I didn’t want to attract attention if there was a Red close by looking for me.

When I finally reached the track, I discovered that I had emerged where Doll and I left it on the opposite side to visit the lake. I crossed the track and entered the sparser section of forest that lay between the track and the lake. Walking in a slight crouch, I moved from one tree to another as I inched my way nearer ground zero.

It became more difficult to remain hidden as the trees thinned. Finally, I was standing behind the largest tree I could find that gave me a view of the vast circular open space and the treeline through which I escaped. It was almost pitch black and because I was filthy, someone would need a powerful searchlight or night vision to spot where I was hiding. Thor had neither.

I was just about to go and investigate the three abandoned packs that lay on the ground, when I spotted a figure emerge from the edge of the forest, some 50 yards from where I entered it.

Having the night vision upgrade was a godsend because at two o’clock in the morning the night was at its darkest. I slowly sank to the ground and laid on my side so that I could watch the white glowing figure approach the abandoned backpacks.

As he neared, I recognized the familiar swagger of the cocky Red leader. It was Thor who must have been disappointed that he didn’t catch me when I emerged from the forest. He paused to check the contents of the backpacks, stuffed a couple of items in his already full bag and set off for his camp.

Apparently, the rules were strict on how goods could be transported in the Tri-challenge. Someone hit by a paintball had to drop their backpack and go straight to their camp. A person could only carry one backpack because it had to be worn properly, but I was almost certain that it didn’t matter if a girl carried a men’s pack which was almost twice as big as the girl’s.

I didn’t move until the tiny white glowing figure had disappeared completely from view, then I went to see what the Blacks had abandoned after they were hit with paintballs. Baron had emptied the contents of the three bags out onto the ground. The first thing I spotted was a lighter. I picked it up, then knelt on the ground.

It only took a few seconds to melt through the nylon rope in front of my corset. That meant that I had two dangling ends as well as my bushy tail to contend with. I threaded the rope through the eyelet on my collar and removed the noose from my neck. I put the noose in a larger backpack and scoured the abandoned gear.

There wasn’t much left, but I found items from a first aid kit, some loose energy bars, a half empty bag of rice in a pan, two boxes of blue nylon rope, some small hand tools and a box of nails. Unfortunately, there was no water. Disappointed that I was returning to the camp with very little of our gear – just one backpack full, I set off at a fast jog toward the track to our camp.

It had been another exhausting day and it still wasn’t over. Baron would expect me to return to the grey camp. Would he come looking for me with Bear in the hope of capturing me and maybe Doll? That possibility meant that we were both going to have a sleepless night.

As I approached the camp, I couldn’t see any sign of life. I stopped about 10 yards short of the perimeter posts and put my arms in the air. “Doll, it’s me, Jay!” There was no reply, so I slowly walked into the camp, while carefully watching for the youngster to jump out of the cover on either side of the opening.

The fire hadn’t been tended to, so had died right down to a mass of glowing embers. The lads were no longer sitting around it which suggested that Doll had returned and taken them into the shelter. The second fire was burning outside the entrance which was a good sign.

“Doll, are you in there?” I called out.

“Jay, is that you?” Fred, who was inside, asked.

“I’m up here, Jay,” Doll shouted from above me. “Are you on your own?”

I looked up to see on my screen a grey wolf head looking over the edge of the roof. It was Doll.

“Yes, unfortunately. The Reds have Rik and Kit. They fucked us over again.”

“Oh, my God, how did you escape?” she asked.

“Come down and I’ll tell you…”

I walked past the fire and stood at the entrance to the shelter. I was met with a sad sight. Fred was sitting up while the other three were lying down on two mattresses. The shelter was littered with empty boxes where our enemies had pillaged anything they could get their hands on.

“Fred, it looks like they took everything.”

“Not everything, Jay. Doll will show you our hiding hole. Coffee suggested digging it, just in case something like this happened to us.”

Coffee sat up. “Jay, how did you escape? Doll said she saw you being led away by the leader of the Blacks.”

Doll arrived behind me. “Let me help you off with the backpack, Jay.”

“What’s in the pack, Jay?” Fred asked.

“Slow down everyone. I collected anything I could lay my hands on. There’s some rice, a pot and some energy biscuits in the bag, but no water.”

“We’ve got one bottle of water left,” Doll pointed out.

“We’ll buy some more with our points, so after you’ve used some to boil the rice, we’ll ration what’s left,” Tor said.

“How did you escape?” Job asked.

“The Reds and Blacks fell out when we arrived at ground zero. I took the opportunity to run for it. Without night vision, I couldn’t have gotten away. Anyway, when I returned to ground zero, The Blacks, blinded by the Reds, had fled and left their rucksacks. The Reds took what they could squeeze in their bags. I waited until the coast was clear then I loaded up as much stuff as I could carry in one of the backpacks. Those fucking nails are heavy!”

“You fucking pulled a rabbit out of the hat, girl. Well done,” Coffee said.

“I think we should put some of this stuff in the hide hole just in case we’re attacked again,” Doll suggested.

When I turned, I saw that Doll was holding a gun. “Doll, is that the only gun we have?”

“No, we have two and two clips of ammo. I retrieved this one from the bushes where Coffee threw it and there’s one in the hide hole…” She paused to study my body. “Fuck, Jay, what happened to you?”

I looked down at my legs through the normal filter and gasped. In among the countless scratches on my legs and belly was a three inch gash on my thigh. The blood had dribbled down my leg, but it had congealed.

“They pursued me through the forest. I must have done it then.”

“It looks serious…” Doll mused as she examined it closely. “There’s some water in the hide hole. We must clean it.”

“There’s some antiseptic cream and bandages in the bag,” I added.

“Good, I’ll dress it for you,” Doll volunteered.

“You two have got to get some rest,” Fred said. Put the gear in the hide hole and sleep on the roof. You’ll be safe up there. If they come back, you can defend yourselves.”

“Good idea, Fred,” I agreed.

He visibly relaxed. “Jay, I was out of order trussing you up with…” He paused. “Um, I’m getting a message on my screen… Er, it says that you must go and meet the two new members of our pack at nine o’clock. A doctor will be on hand to look at your wound.”

“Fuck, that’s unexpected,” Job said.

“It gives her another hour of sleep,” Coffee pointed out.

“Shit, they might exchange Jay for one of the reserves,” Doll muttered.

That hadn’t occurred to me. If I was chucked out of the game, then I and my friends would, according to the organizers, be thrown into prison for ten years.

“Forget about that now. We’ve got to survive tonight,” I pointed out.

“You’re right, Jay, go and get some rest,” Fred said. “Take the clock up with you. The newcomers need to be met at nine o’clock. Doll, you’ve got to get up and boil some rice, so Jay has something to eat before she leaves at eight.”

It was 02:55. Doll and I left the lads, and went to the hide hole where we emptied the contents of the bag and recovered the items we needed to clean my wound. Once we were lying on the mattress, on the roof, with my knee bandaged, I was out like a light and descended into a deep and much needed sleep…


Chapter Two ~ Taken seriously?

“It’s seven, thirty, Jay,” Doll said while gently shaking my arm. I rolled onto my back and looked up at the youngster’s grey wolf head. “Welcome back to the Grey pack.”

I looked down to see my grey wolf tail sticking out from the side of my ass. Of course, the colours were an optical enhancement to make the game more interesting and exciting for the viewing zealots. People who got their kicks from seeing males dominating the females in the Tri-challenge section of the ‘Hooded Games’ were having a ball.

Doll was holding the pan I rescued the previous night and a chocolate energy bar. I noticed there was a bottle with an inch of water in it standing beside the mattress. I sat up and took the pan. It was half full of hot rice. “Is that all the water we’ve got?”

“Yes, the guys have all had a swig.”

“What about you?”

“Yes. I’m okay. Eat what you can, then the guys will share the rest.” She unwrapped the chocolate bar for me. “How is your leg?”

“It feels okay,” I lied.

I wanted to make light of it because I didn’t want the organizers booting me out of the challenge, unless of course they wanted to send me home! Looking down into the pan, I realized I was famished and probably could have eaten half of what she had cooked. However, I only ate about a quarter of the pan’s contents, plus the chocolate bar.

“In daylight we’ve got a good view up here,” I said between mouthfuls.

Being surrounded by dark green forest reminded me of a holiday I went on with my parents to Canada. When I was twelve, we rented a log cabin in the mountains and walked for miles every day. When I looked down at my scratched legs, bandaged thigh and red, raw labia, the memory disappeared.

“Did you ever think you would have four babies to look after like those four down below?” I asked Doll in a loud whisper, before gingerly climbing to my feet.

“Huh, maybe one of us two should be leader,” she replied.

“Funnier things have happened at sea.” It was one of my father’s favourite sayings.

We stood in the centre of the roof, on the double layer of stout branches which had been placed on top of a groundsheet. “With more men arriving, there’ll be more work for us,” Doll opined.

“I’m hoping the two new guys will stop Fred from making rash decisions. We need stability and good defences.”

“Guys are obsessed with fighting and that’s what the audience wants.” Doll said. “I don’t think it’s about building houses. The viewers want to see mayhem and us being dominated.”

I couldn’t disagree with her. Doll lowered herself down first, onto a stack of logs, piled to help us climb onto the roof, then helped me down. Earlier, the youngster had brought the lads out and they were sitting cross legged around the fire.

“Did you leave any rice for us, kid?” Job asked.

“There’s enough for a mouthful each,” I joked.

“I’m going to feed them, Jay, so that they all get an equal share,” Doll explained.

“Good idea,” I responded. “At midday we’ll have a load of points and be able to stock up on food.”

“If you’re not back in time, don’t forget to donate your points to me,” Fred said.

“Don’t worry. I want you to promise though that you’ll order plenty of food and water. I think we need at least two more guns and plenty of ammo.”

Job reached out and found my bandaged thigh. He slid his hand up to my ass. I didn’t mind him gently squeezing my cheeks because I felt sorry for him. “Jay, we’ve been talking while you slept. We’ve voted to put you in the hit squad, whether it’s defending the camp at night or attacking enemies we need to work as a team. Any discussions on defence/attack will include you.”

I put my hand on his muscular black shoulder. “Thanks for that vote of confidence guys. It makes sense that I’m involved since I’m the one with night vision.”

Fred didn’t look too chuffed about me mentioning the night vision. I had something he didn’t have and that gnawed away at him.

“Any thoughts of the likelihood of an attack tonight, Jay?” Coffee asked.

“The Blacks probably won’t be bothering us for a day or two while they lick their wounds. However, they will want to give the Reds a bloody nose for double crossing them. It’s the Reds that we need to worry about tonight.”

“They have Rik and Kit,” Doll reminded the lads.

“The Reds will have scored a lot of points so the six men will be well armed. By the time I get back, I’ll have some more thoughts about tonight, but I must go because it’s past eight.”

They all agreed, then Fred told me to take care. Thankfully, I was travelling light. One of the guys had made a wooden spike by whitling down the end to a sharp point. It was about four feet long and would provide protection from animals like real wolves. Doll walked to the back entrance with me where we stopped to talk.

“Take care, Jay. If anything happens to you, I’ll be on my own with those guys for days.”

“It’s after six so no one is going to nab me…”

She stepped forward and hugged me, then let me go. “Jay, the guys are always going to boss us around, but at least they are starting to listen to what we have to say.”

“I’ll believe it when all ten of us sit down for the first meeting.” I studied the trees and thought that it would be cool to have a tree house, but there were no trees in the camp. “Doll, tell the guys that I think we should build a tower at each end of the camp that can be manned at night. See what they think. The front is more important, but we mustn’t neglect this entrance.”

“Okay, I’ll do that.”

I set off at a jog, carrying only the crude spear for protection. Anyone watching me with their normal sight would wonder if I belonged to an undiscovered tribe of wild natives. Naked below and above the corset and with my head covered in an odd shaped leather hood, I would strike a bizarre sight.

The sleep had refreshed me considerably but for some reason the wound was hurting more than it was before I went to sleep. The other scratches that covered my legs, ass and belly looked worse than they were. While my immune system repaired them, the minor wounds had turned red. On the minus side, my labia lips were red-raw from where the nylon rope had been constantly rubbing them and would take longer to repair.

The first part of the journey was downhill. The track dropped gently for most of the way. The surface had been flattened but it was only wide enough for two Pony-girl rigs to pass each other. On the day I arrived, I was tethered to a rig and struggled up the incline. Thinking about that trip reminded me that I was going to have to make some trips, pulling the rig, to ground zero as soon as I arrived back at the camp.

When I reached the perimeter road, I stopped to rest for a moment. A wide swathe of forest had been cleared for the road which was worryingly close to the trees. On the other side of the road was a verge about 10 yards wide up to the fence. A similar section of forest had been mown down on the other side of the ten foot high barrier but hadn’t been trimmed, so was growing wild.

We had been warned not to go near the fence lest we wanted to receive a disabling shock via our clitoral clamps or in the case of the guys, their cock rings. When I looked around, I got my first sighting of a drone, some 50 feet above and behind me.

Were there people sitting watching my semi-naked form, jogging along the track, while they sat and ate their breakfast? Just imagining an English breakfast on a plate made my mouth water.

I set off in an anticlockwise direction. I judged the first leg I had just run was about a mile and a half, mostly on the flat or downhill. In contrast, I had approximately another two miles to run on a road that dipped and climbed most of the way. It was a grey, cool morning and there was a breeze at my back. I once again surprised myself when my stamina enabled me to maintain a comfortable steady jogging pace.

The intense two week training in the cell, between when I was kidnapped and the start of the challenge, had considerably boosted my fitness. The perimeter road was continually veering left but the curve was gradual, so I had plenty of warning that I had reached my destination and was approaching the main entrance.

The two story building had a passageway through the centre like a medieval gatehouse to a castle. There were also tracks either side that were accessed by gates in the fence. When I got to within 50 yards, I noticed that the main gates were closed. There didn’t appear to be anyone around, so I slowed to a walk.

‘Buzzz’. The familiar warning sounded in my ear warned me of an impending message, so I stopped and waited to see what they had to say.

JK21, open the first gate with your handle, then walk

to the first door and open that using the same method.

On entering the lobby, follow the instruction.

The message was superimposed over my normal vision, so I was able to go straight to the gate and punch my initials into the side keypad. The gate slowly swung open automatically, opening the way for me to enter the cage-like walkway. I left the spear outside and entered, feeling extremely anxious when the gate closed behind me and locked itself.

Unarmed and semi-naked, I could no longer retreat or avoid what they had planned for me. I was trapped and at their mercy…


Chapter Three ~ Stretched to the limit.

The main building was on my left, while on my right stood an eight foot high chain link fence. They weren’t taking any chances because it was topped with coiled razor wire and two CCTV cameras had been added, one at each end of the passageway so that they could follow my every move.

The fully enclosed passageway ended abruptly with a brick wall, just past the door that I presumably had to enter through. I punched JK21 into the keypad. When the door opened, I stepped into a small room that was approximately 12 feet long and six feet wide. There were three doors, one on the end wall, and one either side. All three doors had a narrow black information panel above it, like those I had seen on railway platforms.

The only one working was the one on my right. The message read… ‘JM21 remove your boots, socks, tail, gloves and the bandage on your leg. Place them in the bin, then enter the bathroom through this door. Return to this lobby as soon as you have finished.’ The same message continued to scroll through the display.

I ripped the bandage off and grimaced when I saw the inflamed cut. There was nothing I could do about it, so I dropped the bandage in the swing-top bin, standing beside the door. I dropped the other items in, one by one, then punched my handle into the keypad beside the door. On this occasion, the door slid aside.

The interior of the bathroom was white, basic and functional. Without the tail in, I took the opportunity to use a real toilet. The facility reminded me of the bathroom in my local pub only cleaner. I looked around and didn’t see any cameras but that didn’t mean there weren’t any. I washed my hands, then returned to the lobby.

A sign above the opposite door was revolving. ‘Enter this room using your handle’. I punched JM21 which triggered the door to slide open. When I stepped inside, I was dazzled for a moment until I got used to the bright halogen lighting reflecting off white tiles.

Feeling apprehensive and wary, I entered the room barefooted, stepping onto cold, orange ceramic tiles. By contrast, the walls were covered with white tiles and were featureless, apart from a door on the lefthand wall and an inset flatscreen monitor facing me.

There were two metal slots in the floor about two feet apart and a pair of corresponding slots in the ceiling. In the centre of the floor slots, were two open stainless-steel cuffs located on stout supporting rods. Similar cuffs were hanging from the ceiling slots, again connected to steel rods about a foot long. Studying the ceiling. I noticed small steel nozzles in a ring about three feet across.

When the door closed behind me, I hung back, dreading being told to locate my ankles and wrists in the cuffs. Their purpose was obviously to hold me still while they did stuff to my body. I knew they wanted to look at my wound, but what else were they going to do while I was being held by the cuffs?

The screen lit up and displayed a simple message. ‘Position your legs and stretch your arms so that the cuffs can grip the correct location on your limbs.’ They were giving me messages which I couldn’t reply to. Yes, I could shout out but I had seen no indication that I was in any danger.

I had to bite the bullet. I wanted to have my wound attended to and I didn’t want to antagonize the organizers so I stepped forward and raised my hands as high as they would go. To make it easy I put my wrists in between the pair of four inch tall cuffs, then widened my stance and did the same with my ankles.

I was surprised when the cuffs dropped a little and closed just below my wrists, on my forearm. Meanwhile the lower cuffs closed on my shins just above my ankles. They held me tightly while the machinery tested my stretchability by raising the arm cuffs a couple of inches.

“Please don’t hurt me,” I said with a strong voice.

There was no reply, but instead, they removed my vision and replaced it with a program, maybe a movie… As I watched a woodland scene, the camera zoomed in on two hooded girls standing talking to each other. The presentation was so surreal, it took me a moment to realize I was watching a recording of Doll and myself chatting, just as I was about to set off for the main entrance.

The sound was as clear as if I was standing beside them. I was telling Doll about my idea to build watchtowers at each end of the camp. She agreed to tell the lads and then watched me jog off. It wasn’t the most riveting viewing, watching Doll walk back to the shelter and start feeding the lads who were still sitting around the fire.

My attention snapped away from life in my decimated camp to what was happening to me in the room. Warm water had suddenly started to cascade down from above. Within 30 seconds, the water pressure increased and it became hotter, but no more so than I would choose for a shower at home. It was an unexpected luxury, but I wasn’t prepared for the next shock.

The sound of the water had masked the sound of someone entering the examination room – my name for it. “Oh!” I exclaimed when the person, who was wearing a towelling glove, began to wash my back. I was literally stretched to my full length, so I couldn’t turn or make a move.

Without making a sound, the person, who I decided was a man because of the size of his hands, stood close to me under the water. I realized he was naked and identified his sex when his cock brushed against my right hip.

He started with my shoulders and arms, then quite quickly, moved down to my ass. He spent a while cleaning in the valley and massaging soap on my cheeks. The man was holding a bar of soap in one hand and kept rubbing it with the flannel glove before applying soap to my body.

My focus was drawn back to my display screen because Doll had finished feeding the lads and left them alone to chat among themselves. They talked about me being included in the hit squad.

“Do we have any choice but to take her tonight?” Fred asked the other three.

“Well, if one of us had the night vision upgrade, we could leave her here to defend the camp,” Job suggested

“Will we have enough points for you to get the upgrade and stock up with food?” Tor asked, then the lads started to guess the total amount of points that Fred would have to play with.

It sounded as if they had already decided to make a night attack. I was disappointed that Fred was making decisions without me and also looking for a way to exclude me from the attack. I really wanted to be involved with what was going on. After all I had come face to face with both the Red and Black leaders.

The man flannelling my body, continued his way down my legs and took extra care when he cleaned over the wound on my thigh. That was the point that he moved to my front. He then spent twenty seconds cleaning my labia. Well, I counted to twenty while I held my breath as he soothed my sore lips using plenty of soap suds.

My belly was next, then he moved up to my bruised tits. He lifted each one before giving them a good soapy rub. He finished with my chest and shoulders. “J, M…?”

I thought I recognized the Commander’s voice. “Um, yes, er, what do you want, Sir?”

“J. M, the doctor is going to give you an examination and then likely stich your wound. All female competitors will be frequently called to either the Southwest entrance, that’s here, or the Northeast entrance. Our aim is to give all you girls regular health checks and in particular a vaginal inspection. I am going to raise your legs then penetrate you so that the doctor can examine you in an excited state.”

“Oh, I see. Do I have any say in this new medical procedure, Commander?” I wanted to sound sarcastic, but being blind and helpless, my response sounded more fearful than anything else.

“No, you don’t, Jay. Don’t be alarmed when your leg cuffs move and lift your legs into the air. Remain silent during the doctor’s examination or you will be gagged. I want to avoid that though for the time being.”

I presumed that Commander Green had the ability to help the Grey pack. He certainly gave me that impression when he brought us into the games arena four days earlier. “Are you going to come to our camp again, Commander?”

“Not today. Red and I will visit you when the building phase starts.”

“Ohhhh,” I exclaimed when the leg cuffs started to move forwards, then lift and continue lifting. “What’s happening?” I exclaimed.

A hand settled on my shoulder which was slowly dropping. “J. M. everything is going to be okay…”

The rotating cuffs had a solid grip on my limbs so were able to lift my legs and fold my body. They stopped when my legs were in the air, so that both pairs of cuffs were at the same height. I presumed that my sex had been positioned at the right height for the commander to spear it. I didn’t have long to wait before I felt the familiar sensation of a blunt knob pressing against my soft unresisting entrance.

Once the commander had penetrated me by a couple of inches, he took hold of my calves, just above my knees and dove as deep as my muscles would allow. The Commander had such a huge cock, it took quite a few thrusts until it had tamed my muscles, aided and abetted by a generous helping of cunt cream.

While the commander built up a head of steam and my arousal levels began to sore, the lads back at the camp continued to squabble about the number of points we might get and what we should buy with them. All four lads had different suggestions which frustrated our leader. Fred and Job wanted to buy weaponry while Coffee and Tor erred more toward buying more food and less guns.

I might have as many as fifty points and Doll would do well after her heroics. The lads were all going to lose points for being shot, so we were going to be lucky if we had more than 100 points to play with when the list was posted at noon. Fred was going to be faced with a real dilemma and his future as our leader would become a lot clearer after one more night of the challenge…


Chapter Four ~ At their mercy.

My attention returned to what was happening to me in the examination room The commander’s aggression had triggered the first knockings of an orgasm that radiated out from my nether region, and within a few thrusts, gradually consumed my entire being.

“Ooooo, yessss,” I moaned softly when I could no longer hold back an expression of my feelings.

The commander also became vocal as his climax approached, then his movement transposed into a series of more powerful thrusts which culminated in him spurting the contents of his nads into my deepest recess. He clung onto me for a few seconds, then eased out of my liquified quim.

Because of the sound from the recorded video and my heavy breathing I once again missed the fact that there were other people in the room. The commander had only withdrawn for a few seconds when a small hand settled on my shoulder.

“Jay, this is Red Two-Four-Two. I’m here to explain what’s happening.”

“Oh, are you going to let me down?”

“In a minute. First, the doctor is going to examine your wound.”

“Owww,” I responded softly when someone wiped the four inch gash with some cold stinging liquid. “That hurts.”

“The doctor is cleaning your wound, Jay. Stay still and be quiet.”

The doctor wiped it a couple of more times, then spoke a few sentences in Russian. “J. M. the doctor is going to put some stitches in the wound, then bandage your leg.”

“Thank you…”

Red squeezed my shoulder. “Silence, girl, or you will be gagged.” The hand disappeared, then the doctor, having cleaned the wound, began to sew it up. I gritted my teeth while that was happening and turned my attention back to the screen which was still showing a replay of the action in my camp.

Fred, who was sitting with his back to the shelter, called out to Doll. She was tidying up the mess left by the pillaging attackers who raided us the night before. When she emerged into sunlight, the camera’s crystal clear coverage showed that the youngster was in serious need of a wash. Her ass, legs and arms were grimier than the guy’s bodies, showing the viewers who was really doing the work around the camp.

She stood quite close to Fred. “What do you want, Master?” When he put his hand out to grab her, she dodged it. “No sex this morning, Sir. You’re going to need me and Jay fit and able to make four journeys down to ground zero this afternoon. That’s a lot of work so I need to conserve my energy.”

“Doll, come here. I’m not going to hurt you.”

“Sorry sir but you and the others are going to have to keep a lid on your urges until you get your sight back. Then, one of you can spear me just before you insert the first flask.”

“Doll, for fuck’s sake it’s only eight o’clock…”

She wasn’t having it. If Fred got hold of her, then he would pass her around until all four had used her holes. Doll went back to clearing up the mess and throwing the empty cardboard boxes on the fire. I felt guilty leaving Doll on her own, but she appeared to be handling the situation well. Whether she could avoid one of them grabbing her for four hours was open to question.

While I watched the recorded camp action, the doctor sewed my wound, then gave me a jab. According to Red 242, it was a tetanus injection. I then had to suffer having a stout dildo-like device inserted in my vagina. The Russian doctor made a few comments while he slid the device back and forth a couple of times.

“This probe has a camera and light on the end,” Red explained after being briefed by the doctor. “Every girl will have regular medical checks, Jay, as often as we can manage. On the other hand, the guys will have to manage their fitness and injuries on their own, unless it’s life-threatening.”

There was a pause while the doctor took a reading from the probe, before repeating the whole process in my rectum. I was hugely embarrassed to have a complete stranger poke objects into my orifices without knowing for sure that he was a doctor. Unable to see what was happening, or move a muscle, I just had to suffer in silence and pray he would soon be finished.

Red waited for the doctor to withdraw the medical instrument before speaking again. “In a minute, I’m going to lower your legs, Jay, but first I’m lowering your hands.…”

She waited for the doctor to examine the knuckles of my right hand and apply plasters to three fingers, then started the mechanism. After a smooth descent, my feet returned to the floor and my body to its original stretched position. The doctor started babbling in Russian again which was relayed to me in English by Red. While they chatted, my screen went grey.

“Jay, the doctor has given you the all-clear. The new members of your pack will be carrying a special first aid kit that contains fresh bandages so that you can change the dressing every day. By the way, the stiches will dissolve in four or five days. Before you meet the new guys, one of our VIP members has arrived to meet you. He has been given permission to enter and ask you a few questions.”

“Questions? What sort of questions?”

“I don’t know. This man has travelled two hundred miles, by helicopter, to personally talk to you. I believe he is a fan of not only the Hooded Games, but of you personally. I’m warning you though that if you speak inappropriately, you will be punished.” She reached down and ran a finger along my pudendal cleft which was occupied by an uncomfortable clamp. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss, I do.”

“Good. Answer his questions truthfully and don’t embellish. He will touch you, but on this occasion he is forbidden to penetrate you with his penis, although he will want to. Jay this man is very powerful so don’t disappoint us.” She moved away from me and because there were no other distractions, I was able to hear a door opening and the sound of people moving about.

Then, just as I was wondering what was going on, my screen came to life. I was viewing a live feed from the examination room. There I was with a Grey wolf head, stretched between two pairs of cuffs, naked below the corset and with my tits on show.

The computer had turned the visitor into a purple supervillain-like figure. He approached me, then, slowly walked around my body until he was facing me. I could have been watching a Marvel movie where the villain arrived to torture the hero’s girlfriend. Just like in that scenario, awful things were happening to me and there was no sign of my situation improving.

“Jay, I’m pleased to meet you in person…” The man reached out and gently massaged my left tit. “You have a superb body…” The man spoke slowly and with a heavy Russian accent.

“Thank you, Sir.”

“My wealth allowed me to pull a few strings.”

“Are you an oligarch. Sir?”

“Ha! I wasn’t expecting that question.” He ran his hand down the side of my corset onto my hip, then reached around to cup my cheeks, one after the other. He leant down to talk in my left ear. “I’m as rich as an oligarch but not as influential. Tell me, Jay, which team is going to win the Tri-challenge?”

What a question… “Um, I think the Grey team will win. Sir.”

“You don’t sound too certain.” He moved to the side and placed his left hand on my mons while continuing to stroke and massage my ass with his right hand. I could see that he was a tall, well-built guy and had to bend to fondle the parts of my body that interested him. “Give me a reason why I should place a million Euros on your team winning the challenge.”

“A Million?!” I was flabbergasted.

“Answer my question, Jay…”

My feet were cuffed two feet apart, so he had easy access to my sex. Two fingers slipped along my labia, searching for my wet spot. He found it and delved inside.

“Sir, we have eight, soon to be ten, intelligent competitors. The other two teams are dumb and will eat each other. Then, we will come through to win in the end.”

Two more fingers approached from beneath my ass cheeks and waited until the first two stretched my entrance. When there was room, the Russian proceeded to perform a four-finger fuck on me with his strong probing digits. It was a new experience for me and given different circumstances, I might have enjoyed it.

“You’re easy to trigger, aren’t you, Jay?”

“Ahhhhh, yesssss, Sirrr.” His strong hands were moving rapidly in order to drive his four-finger action as fast and as deep as he could to trigger my orgasm.

“Jay, it’s a pleasure to provide a hard-ass competitor like you with a brief spell of pleasure before the organizers throw you back to the wolves, whether they be Black, Red or Grey…”

“Ahhhhh, thaaaaaanks,” I gasped while in the throes of the orgasm he was striving hard to provide.

“It’s going to get tougher in there. You’ve become a target so watch your step. The girls aren’t supposed to be the heroes.” Without warning, he withdrew his fingers. “My time is up but it was money well spent. You must now return to the challenge.” He placed two wet fingertips on my lips. “You do realize that every single thing you look at, we see on our TV screens?”

“Of course, Sir.”

“Good, tonight, I want to see Doll go down on you…” He placed his hands on my sides just above the corset and beneath my armpits. “I hope you like the gift.”

I licked my juices off my lips. “Thank you, Sir.” I wasn’t sure that it was a particularly impressive gift – my own juices. However, I liked the idea of Doll returning the favour. His hands squeezed my body for a couple of seconds, then they were gone. On my screen, I watched the purple supervillain leave the room, then my screen went grey again.

I waited patiently while someone, or maybe two people moved around the room before a message appeared on my screen.

‘Refit your socks, boots, tail and gloves, then follow the Exit signs.’

Both sets of cuffs opened, instantly freeing me. At the same time, my vision was restored, enabling me to spot the items that I had to don before leaving the room. Socks, shoes and gloves were all welcome, but the bushy tail wasn’t!

Once I had donned the items, including a slightly larger glove for my right hand, I followed the exit signs as I retraced my footsteps to the cage-like passageway at the side of the building. I didn’t know how long I had been in the building, but I guessed it was a good hour. That could put the time at 10:15, or as late as 10:30.

When I arrived at the end gate and saw the waiting reception committee, my heart sank like a lead balloon…


Chapter Five ~ New domination.

Standing with the two new lads was Commander Green. I was pleased to see the trio but devastated to see them standing beside a gleaming new Pony-girl rig. Green was standing next to a white lad, while the second young man, who was black, had his back to me. None of the three men were wearing flak jackets so they were naked apart from their hoods, gloves, socks and boots.

The commander spotted me just as the gate swung open. “Jay, get over here.” The black guy turned and together with the other two, watched me approach. A drone hovered over the group. “Jay, meet Wes…” I shook the black guy’s hand while trying to take my eyes of his enormous, erect cock. “…and this is Rock.” I went round the back of the rig to shake his hand. “Boys, as you can see, Jay has just been patched up by the doctor.”

Both young men’s eyes dropped to my thigh, or were they studying my mons and peeping cleft? Within a few seconds, both the commander’s and Rock’s dicks appeared to be as hard and straight as church candles. Being only average build and height, the trio made me feel weak and insignificant, so I puffed my chest out and stood up straight.

“It looks like you’ve been in the wars, Jay,” Wes said.

“Jay had a tough night, lads,” the commander said before I could reply. He then turned to me. “Anyway, Jay, as you can see, the pack is getting a third rig. It’s packed with food and items that I have been allowed to choose to help our team.” My eyes alighted on a torpedo shaped flask, but the one lying on top of the goods was made of a dull black substance. He must have seen my shoulders slump. “Jay, the selection was limited and based on the team’s performance, which so far has been below par. The other two teams are getting a similar benefit along with new male pack members.”

“Sir, we must get back before twelve, so that Fred can see what supplies are in the rig,” I explained.

“Good point, Jay. It’s ten-thirty so you’ve got plenty of time to get back before midday. Go and get into position and I’ll check that the lads tether you to the rig properly before you leave.”

“What’s happening with that flask, Sir?” I pointed at the dreaded torpedo shaped vessel.

“It’s empty so you haven’t got to carry it to the camp. However, one of you girls will have to carry it down to ground zero and exchange it for a full one.”

“Why is it black, Sir?”

“It’s for holding liquid. I think today’s spirit is vodka.

“Oh, I see…”

Massively relieved, I moved to the front and while the lads lifted the shafts, I positioned myself between them. As soon as they lowered them onto the sides of my corset, I moved forward so my shoulders located in the curved ends of the shafts. The lads then used six leather straps to connect my corset to the shafts and the back crossmember. The final items were a pair of chains that connected my corset to the front of the rig.

Once again, I found myself adopting the Pony-girl stance with my knees slightly bent and my ass sticking back. I reached back and clasped the handles on the crossmember. The lads stood on either side while the Commander unfurled the reins and bit attachment.

“The reins can only be attached once the bit has been fitted,” the commander explained to the lads. I opened my mouth so that he could slide the leather tab in. “It’s important for the girl to adopt the mentality of an animal while she’s working between the shafts. I’ve come to the conclusion, watching the first few days, that it would be more efficient if the same girls did most of the Pony-girl work. Constantly changing over, after runs, disrupts the workflow and takes more time.”

“Any more tips, Commander?”

“Yes. In my experience, girls are lazy but have a lot more than you expect in the tank. This girl is a good example. She escaped from the Black camp and ran all the way back to her own camp, on this back road, and then helped Doll defend the camp. Fear of being caught and thrashed again drove her to achieve such an extreme feat.”

Rock stroked my bruised peach again. “Impressive. It’s amazing how natural her body looks in the bent Pony-girl stance.”

I despised the way the men discussed me and the other girls as though we were less than human: and I absolutely hated having to wear the mouth restraint. Not only was it uncomfortable, but the tab also silenced me at vital times in the challenge.

That was the first time I noticed an annoying sensation from a lump beneath my corset. Had a stone or a piece of grit gotten beneath my corset? Then I remembered the billionaire’s reference to a gift. Had the visitor slipped something down there? If my suspicions were correct, I was intrigued as to what it could be.

Once Commander Green had attached the bit to the sides of my leather hood, he showed the lads how to attach the reins to the bit. He then stood on my left-hand side to coach them.

“One of you can hold the reins and use the ends to urge the girl to work harder…” He lightly whipped my cheeks with the leather strips.

“I’ve seen the training video, Sir. I’ll find a stick on the way to the camp.” Rock said, while continuing to stroke my ass. “Are the other three girls as fit as this one?”

“Yes, they are. Performing Pony-girl duties is their primary role in the challenge, as well as providing you guys with sex on demand, so we only selected the cream of the bunch.”

Hearing the commander’s blithe words infuriated me. His desire to bolster the lad’s perception of their dominant roles in the challenge, right in front of me, showed that he shared the view that the males should get all the credit for our successes.

“Unruly as well, I see…” Wes traced his fingers along the lines on my ass cheeks, then dipped into my valley where my tail stymied his search.

“Some rail against their roles sometimes,” the commander said.

“Uggggh,” I complained when Wes gripped the base of my tail and gave it a little tug.

“When can they take their tails out, apart from when they’re taking a shit?”

“They can only remove them while they are in their own camp. You should know that, Rock.”

“I must have missed that bit.”

“Will the teams get additional girls during the challenge, Sir?” Wes asked while examining my thrusting tits.

“No. Ten is the final team size. Your leader will explain each girl’s duties when you arrive. I must tell you though that your pack is down to two girls, Doll and Jay here. The other two have been captured by the Red pack and they are not due to be returned until the morning of Day six. Your leader will explain everything.”

The lads obviously hadn’t been watching any of the action so didn’t know about the overnight battle. The fact that they were poorly informed about our pack’s status surprised me. I was further disappointed that we weren’t going to get more girls. Maybe the organizers wanted conflict within the teams, something that hadn’t happened to date.

“Remember lads, the first batch of building blocks arrive tomorrow morning at seven. I’m counting on you two to get my team back on track. Now get going…”

Rock, who was holding my reins, slapped my ass. “Come on, girl…”

As soon as I pulled away, I immediately got a shock. The load was heavy, similar to the weight of a girl. Fortunately, the road was level, so I didn’t struggle as I eased into my normal jogging rhythm. The pair, one either side, kept level with me so that when I glanced left and right, their cocks were the first things I saw.

“What do you think, Wes? Two bitches between six guys for forty-eight hours...”

“Only two. That’s a bummer… That means that they’ll be out of the camp, ferrying the flasks back and forth all morning and into the afternoon. Who’s going to cook the food and take care of six guys working their nuts off.”

I rolled my eyes. It was dawning on me that the new guys were no different from the four already in the pack. Was I surprised? No, because the organizers were looking for aggressive young men. We were approaching a slight incline, but I was feeling strong and perfectly capable of maintaining my speed at such an early stage in the journey.

“Is she jogging fast enough, Rock?”

“Green said that the camp is about four miles from the entrance,” he replied. “If we want to stop for a break, yes, I think the bitch needs to speed up.”

“Ugggh,” I said just loud enough for them to hear. I also shook my head to reiterate that we shouldn’t stop.

Rock flicked my ass with the ends of the reins. “Girl, jog faster. You’ll get a rest in twenty minutes.”

I didn’t respond straight away because of the incline.

“Ha, I think she needs a reminder, Rock,” Wes said. Slap!

“Uggggh!” I groaned when the lad delivered a stinging slap to the cheek on his side of the rig.

“Get a move on, girl.”

“Find a stick, Wes. We may need it later if she starts to drag her feet.”

I sped up, despite knowing that I was providing them with the opportunity to take advantage of me before we reached the camp. I got the impression that they had just come from the cells in the bunker so were particularly desperate for sex. The commander knew what I had been through just hours earlier, so he obviously didn’t give a fuck about me.

I naturally felt the pressure on the next hill but was able to coast down the other side. There was a straighter stretch which was quite flat and that was where Wes found what he was looking for – a branch that he pared down to a smooth, three feet long whippy weapon. Thankfully, I was strong and managed to keep up a slightly uncomfortable speed that satisfied the lads.

Having run the route twice in daylight, I was beginning to notice and remember landmarks. They gave me an idea of where we were and a sense of how long before we arrived at the turning. So, when we came upon a slightly steeper hill, I knew that we were close to the junction. Unfortunately, I was tiring and because of the faster pace, I was beginning to think that a rest stop was a good idea, when Thwatt! Thwatt!

“Ahhhhhhh!” I cried when, without warning, Rock lashed my ass, right across the centre of my cheeks.

“Come on, get a move on, bitch.”

The fiery pain was the inducement I needed to maintain my speed up the gradient, but it was at a cost, which, without a stop, would come back to bite me…

“You see, a little pain, will help you gain…” He chuckled at his pathetic rhyming joke.

I didn’t want to admit it, but I was getting used to being tethered between the shafts of the rig. I had worked out a comfortable posture that enabled me to run and jog efficiently. The problem was that guys like Rock didn’t appreciate that it was only natural for me to have to slow down when climbing a hill.

Their answer was to beat me. That’s when any pleasure I derived from pulling the cart went out of the window…


Chapter Six ~ Marginalized again.

It was breezy but the clouds were high, white and broken, so there were periods of sunshine during the journey. The sun was on my right and above the trees as I trotted around the perimeter road. “Ugggggh!” I grunted when I spotted the turning up ahead.

“What’s she moaning about, Rock?”

I took my hand off the handle and pointed at the break in the trees. The lads couldn’t see it at first, but after another 30 yards they saw the gap as we bore down on the entrance to the track.

“Yes, it’s the turning,” Rock confirmed. “I was beginning to think we missed it. Girl, pull over and wait by the verge…”

The distance between the road and the trees was only ten feet but the road builders had cut the trees down on the corners of the junction, creating a triangle of low undergrowth. I stopped on the side of the road while the lads trampled down the three feet high weeds and made a flattened space for me to pull the rig onto.

They were as much out of breath as I was. While Wes rummaged about in the load space, Rock disconnected the reins, then unlatched one side of the bit and withdrew the tab. “Ahhhhhh,” I gasped. “Rock, it’s vital…” I drew in more air. “It’s vital we get to the camp by noon,” I blurted out.

He patted the top of my head. “Girl, don’t worry about that. We’re ahead of schedule so save your breath for sucking my cock.” Standing right in front of my bowed head, my mouth was just a couple of inches away from his warhead-like crown.

“Rock, I need a drink…” That was what Wes was fetching.

The black lad appeared beside Rock with the bottle raised to his lips. He handed it to Rock, who immediately passed it to me. I had the use of my hands, so I was able to tip the bottle and slowly drink the water. Wes wasn’t wasting any time, for he positioned himself behind me after climbing over the chain and shaft.

Rock took the bottle from me, then clicked his fingers and pointed at his dick, which was within range of my mouth. The very moment I leant forward and closed my lips around the young man’s crown, Wes, eased his plum-like knob into my soft, unresisting entrance. Having been shafted, before and after the doctor’s examination, my quim was as succulent as it had ever been.

“God, this bitch is juicier than a McDonald’s milkshake!” the black lad said with a chuckle.

While Wes quickly got into his stride, I began the arduous task of sucking Rock’s crown, with a view to going down on him. I wasn’t at all sure that the lads had time to shaft me, so I feared that we were heading for a confrontation when we eventually returned to the camp.

“That’s it girl, use your hands,” Rock urged when I reached up and clung onto his nads to help me find my thrusting range.

It wasn’t long before I found a comfortable stoke, then sped up to try and quickly bring the lad to completion. Meanwhile, Wes gripped my tail and pounded his cock into me as though he had been starved of sex for months. His exertions were aggressive and animalistic which were apt considering the circumstances.

“What a ride this bitch is, heh, Rock?” the muscular black guy said in a low gravelly tone, just before he ejaculated deeper than the two men before him.

My throat fucker took a couple of minutes more, by which time my head was spinning from the intensity of both giving and receiving from two of the hardest cocks that had ever shafted me. Wes had climbed out from behind me and was drinking from the bottle.

“Please, can I have another drink,” I gasped while holding out my hand for the bottle.

“Clean my dick first, then you can drink.”

I reluctantly complied while he stood in position. It wasn’t too arduous a task to lick off my own juices while the lads quenched their thirst. So, while the lads buzzed around me as if they had never seen a naked girl before, I guzzled from the bottle and slowly got my breath back.

“Guys, we ought to be going. Fred will go apeshit if we’re not back before twelve.”

“Girl, you’re easily fit enough to get us there on time.”

“The track leading to the camp is mostly uphill. I’m going to need one of you to help me with the load.”

I was grateful that they didn’t opt for a second round. I may have been because neither could go again in such a short space of time. However, by the way their cocks started to twitch, they might have been turning the idea over in their minds until I reminded them about the time.

Rock was fascinated with my ass and couldn’t keep his hands off it. “The commander said that you were a tough nut and there’s not much weight to pull…”

“No, seriously, the load is the same weight as a girl…”

“For fuck’s sake, Rock, fit the bit and shut her up.”

“Open your mouth, girl.”

“Please go easy… Ugggh!”

Rock slid the tab in, fastened the bit and led me off the grass verge. The 15 minute stop had enabled me to recover from the strenuous first leg of the journey, but I knew I was going to struggle up the hill.

“She’s doing all right,” Wes said after a quarter of a mile on relatively flat ground.

Rock had a nasty habit of flicking my ass with the stick as though he was impatient to deliver a painful blow. The test of my willpower soon arrived as the track began to climb. We were heading toward the rim of a gigantic crater that had been formed by a meteorite, millions of years in the past. The load began to feel heavier the further I jogged.

“Come on, girl…”

He swatted my peach lightly which focused my mind and instilled some vigour into my tiring leg muscles. “Uggggh!” I grunted when his annoying swats landed every few seconds on my already bruised flesh.

“Focus, girl. I want to see what you’re capable of!” Switt! Switt!

“Urrrrrrr!” I raged when the stick stung the under slopes of my ass and came very close to my plump, convex labia lips.

The blows not only hurt me but also annoyed me intensely. In fact, it was the anger that welled in my body that got me to the top of the hill. Having arrived on level ground, I heaved a huge sigh of relief. Then, slowly, the pressure eased off me as the weight of the rig helped to propel me along at speed.

“You see, Jay. You easily coped with the long climb.” He patted my ass in a patronizing manner.

“The camp, Rock!” Wes pointed.

There was Doll, waving at us to hurry up, so I put a spurt in, surprising the lads. However, they ran on and beat me by a long way to the opening between the rickety walls we had built. They had introduced themselves to Doll before I arrived. I slowed and fell in beside Wes who was walking next to Doll.

“That’s great having three rigs, but there are only two of us for the next two days,” Doll pointed out.

“Yes, that’s a bummer. Still, we might be able to do something about that tonight,” Wes said.

“Have you got a guestimate from the guys on the number of points you’re going to have at noon?” Rock asked.

There was a certain swagger about Doll’s demeanour. “The Master thinks we’ll have over one hundred points.”

“Okay, I’ve got a shopping list printed on a board so that we can plan and order more easily. Fred will probably want you all to donate your points to him so he can make the order with one voice.”

“Yes, that’s what he wants…”

“Where are the guys?”

“In the shelter.”

“Wo, girl.” Rock pulled me to a stop level with the shelter and next to another rig that Doll had obviously readied for our first trip down to ground zero. He turned to Doll, “Let’s take some gear inside. I’ll grab the list and we can have a chat with Fred.”

They each picked out some items, including the black flask, and set off for the shelter. “Ugggh!” I exclaimed and stamped my boot on the ground.

Only Doll looked over her shoulder, but she didn’t stop. The trio disappeared into the shelter, leaving me simmering with rage. If they had any decency, they would have freed me so that I could recover from my exertions and contribute to the discussions. I could hear them chatting, but not what they were saying. Fed up, I dropped to my knees and rested with my hands on my knees.

A few minutes later, the buzzer sounded in my ear to warn me a message was about to flash up on my screen. Moments later, I was able to read it.

JM21 you have earned 26 points for day 3/4 of the challenge.

Together with your banked 39 points, you have a total of 65 points.

Order clearly from the list provided.

Or, alternatively Say ‘Donate’ to pass your points to your leader.

Or, alternatively Say ‘Bank’ to add your points to your account.

I couldn’t do anything until someone came out and removed the tab from my mouth. It wasn’t long before Fred and Rock emerged from the shelter and headed toward me. They both walked purposefully and with a swagger. I was disappointed to see that they didn’t have the list with them.

“I’ll get the water,” Rock said.

Fred removed the bit, then both men hunkered down in front of me. “How many points did you get, Jay?”

“Another twenty-six. I’ve got sixty five altogether.”

I couldn’t see their faces, so it looked as though there was no reaction from the pair. “Good. You know what to do.”

“Is there any chance of discussing the list? I want to be involved in what we buy with the points that I’ve earnt.”

“Not this time, Jay. Time is at a premium today. Just donate and let us deal with it.” If he was angry at my persistence, he disguised it well.

“Donate all,” I said clearly. With that command the information disappeared from my screen.

Fred stood up. “Give her a drink, then prepare her for her first run. I’ll send Doll out with the flask.”

I stood up and waited for Rock to bring the bottle of water around to me. “Rock, how many points did we have before mine were added?”

He handed me the bottle. “Don’t worry about points, Jay. You’ve got to concentrate on doing the most important job here.”

“What’s that?” I asked angrily.

“Feeding the pack. The flasks provide vital nutrients to keep us all going. Drink!”

Doll approached carrying a flask in one hand and a whippy branch in the other. I quickly gulped down a few mouthfuls of water. “Who’s leading us down, Doll?” I asked after handing back the bottle. “Wait, please… uggggh,” I spluttered when Rock, despite my protest, lifted the tab and pushed it into my mouth.

Once again, I was being side-lined by my own team and treated almost as badly as other teams treated their prisoners…


Chapter Seven ~ True grit.

Doll waited for Rock to finish, then stood in front of me. “Rock is going to loosen you up for the flask, Jay, then I’m going to ride you down to ground zero. The guys think its best if I take you for the first five trips. They’re going to time us and give us forty minutes for each trip. If we dilly dally, then they will punish whoever is to blame.”

“Rrrrrrrr!” I raged at her.

Slap!” “Shut that racket girl!” Rock said just before he eased his cock into my juicy quim.

Doll hunkered down in front of me, while holding the stick and flask across her thighs. “Calm down, Jay. While we’re sorting the flasks out, the lads will be freed up to build our defences. Remember your idea about watchtowers, that gave Fred the idea to fortify the roof of the shelter. It will be a safe place to store all our gear and some defenders.”

I couldn’t disagree with her. If they make the roof strong enough to take the weight of our supplies and four girls, then the attackers would find it almost impossible to steal our assets. Provided, of course, the lads gave us guns to repel the attackers.

While Rock gripped my waist and speared my weary quim, Doll stood waiting patiently beside him with the flask. The three of us were alone while the other five lads planned their day inside the shelter. With the arrival of water, one of them would be able to boil some more rice. They also had the new guy’s supplies to delve into.

No one had thought of me though. It was gone midday and I was already hungry. Being also angry and frustrated, I didn’t get a sniff of an orgasm while Rock sated his animalistic desires to shag another of my holes. The moment he withdrew, Doll handed the flask over. “Do it slowly so you don’t hurt her,” Doll advised.

“Uggggh,” I groaned as the impaling began. To take my mind off the dirigible’s slow progress, I glanced around the camp.

The fire that the lads had lit in the centre had completely died but they were keeping the one near the shelter going for cooking. With the sun out, my surroundings – the tall dark green fir trees encircling us – were almost breath-taking. As stunning as the view was, it didn’t distract me enough, so I suffered terribly as my vaginal muscles were stretched to their limit.

“Ugggggggh,” I groaned.

“That’s in! Doll exclaimed.”

By the time Rock had clambered out from behind me, Doll had climbed into the box and gathered the reins.

“Are you going to ride there and back? Doll?” Rock asked.

“On the way back, I’ll jump out on the incline, otherwise she’ll be worn out after a few trips.”

It was an appalling situation to be the only girl fetching the flasks. Even though having all six guys working together was great for morale and teamwork, they risked driving me into the ground and then I would be no use to anyone.

“We can do this, Jay,” Doll called out as soon as I was jogging along and clear of the camp. “While we’re dealing with the flasks, the guys are leaving us alone. We’ll swap places after five trips. It would be great if we can get all nine back by eight o’clock, then we can have a proper meal and wash it down with vodka.”

She meant well. I appreciated hearing her say that she would do the last four runs. With regard to getting a drink of vodka, I would believe it when it happened. The lads had such dominant natures that they would most likely believe the vodka was for them and not us.

Running with a flask filling my cooch and an anal plug in situ, along with a tail swishing from side to side, meant I would always be uncomfortable. On the upside, the flask was light, and it was downhill. I decided to run rather than jog and hope to get a breather when we reached ground zero

Doll clung onto the reins. “Wow, Jay, take it easy. Watch your footing.”

I liked having Doll sitting in the four wheel rig because the extra weight meant it behaved itself. I maintained the fast speed until the track levelled out. After another quarter of a mile, the trees began to thin out and the lake became visible on the left.

“I wonder if there is another pack of bottles of water in the lake, Jay,” she shouted out to me.

I released the handle and put my thumb up. Before long we no longer had the protection of the trees as I jogged toward the huge platform erected for the Tri-challenge competition. As I approached it, I saw that the flask panel had been changed. It was square and there were nine tubes holding the flasks with the one in the centre being black.

Doll was out of the rig in a flash and leaning on my back to pull the flask from my vagina. Each cylinder had a ring pull on one end to make it easier to extract. The quicker she changed them over, the easier it would be to get the new one in. “Jay, Rock said that I can take my glove off if I need to fist you… Let’s see…”

Thankfully, my muscles hadn’t contracted much and after a struggle, Doll managed to bury the torpedo-like container in my cooch. While she was doing that, I spotted some movement on the Red trail.

“Uggggh!” I exclaimed, pointing in that direction.

“Oh fuck, we’d better get going.”

I wanted to tell her not to worry, for no one was a threat to us during the day. As soon as Doll was once again sitting in the rig, I set off for home.

“Hurry, Jay, he… It’s a Red. He’s running across to intercept us.”

What the fuck? I thought. I could run, but not as fast as a man who had nothing to carry. When he came into my peripheral vision, on my screen, I saw that he was sprinting as fast as he could. I was almost certain that it was the Red leader, Thor.

“Hold up, Doll!” he called out. “I only want to talk.”

I looked over my shoulder to see that he had abandoned a line of three Pony-girls and rigs to try and stop us. They were tied together so I assumed the lead Pony-girl was a real Red and the two behind might be Rik and Kit. We knew that the Reds had also captured one or two girls from the Black pack.

“Stop, Jay. I’m going to tell him to fuck off.”

The young man arrived out of breath and paused for a moment with his hands on his knees. “Fuck, I’ve never run so hard in all my life.”

“You shouldn’t have bothered. We’ve got nothing to say to you.”

“What happened to Jay?” He pointed at my leg.

“She injured herself and had to get patched up this morning. Are you satisfied?”

“Doll, do you want Rik and Kit back?”

Doll paused. “Um, you took most of our gear last night, so we’ve got nothing to trade for them. Sorry…” She flicked the reins urging me to go forward.

Thor put his arm out. “Wait, you haven’t heard me out.”

I felt Doll stand up in the back of the rig. “I’ll listen to your offer if you show me the respect I showed you last time.”

“Oh, you want me to give you a good tonguing, heh?”

“You got it in one…”

“Okay, this will earn you a few points, I’m sure…”

I turned to see that Doll had lifted one foot onto the rim of the bed, thus opening her sex for the young man to chomp on. He gripped her hips and after pushing his head between her thighs, he lapped her cunt furiously with so much aggression, I was shocked. However, Doll loved it and was soon moaning while resting her hands on his head.

He pulled away after a minute, disappointing Doll. “Now listen carefully, girl. I’m prepared to swap the two girls I captured from you, for the bitch pulling your rig.”

“What? You want Jay and in return you’ll give us both Rik and Kit?”

“Exactly. I know that you’ve got to run it past your head honcho but it’s a serious offer.” He stepped forward and patted my ass. “Two Greys for this one.”

“What’s the catch?”

“There isn’t one.” He must have sensed that Doll didn’t believe him. I was keeping quiet because Doll was handling the situation well. In fact, I thought the girl was showing true grit. “Doll, have you ever strolled past a car showroom and seen a car that you must have?”

She shook her head. “Not really.”

“Mmmm. A dress shop then. You’ve peered in the window and thought, I want that expensive frock?”

“Sure, what girl hasn’t?”

“That’s what this little shagger does to me. I want her and I’m prepared to pay for her.”

“You’re crazy, it doesn’t make any sense. You’d only have her for a day and a bit.”

“Doll, I saw a Mustang in a car showroom once. Red, hot and sixty thousand dollars. I couldn’t afford it, but I could afford the deposit the dealership wanted for a forty-eight hour test drive. You see, I had to have that car even though I only got to drive it for forty-eight hours.”

“You men are all the fucking same. You find it hard to choose between fast cars and women.”

“True. Look, Doll, put it to Fred. I’m on my last run. If you want your girls back, bring this mouthy little bitch up to my camp. You’ll get her back first thing in the morning on day six.”

“Don’t hold your breath, Thor. No one trusts anyone in this game anymore. You double-crossed the blacks…”

He held his hand up. “That cunt Baron wouldn’t give me what was rightfully mine.”

“And what was that?”

“It doesn’t matter. Tomorrow, we start building. You’ll need all the bodies you can get moving the gear up from ground zero. Doll, I want you to bring her, not one of the lily-livered lads who keep getting caught with their pants down.” He stroked her left tit. “Ya see, I appreciate beautiful things.”

“We’ll see…” She flicked the reins. “Go, Jay, go!”

I pulled away as quickly as I could and raced towards the perimeter poles that would lock the flask in place until I reached our camp. Everyone was aware that a lot of building materials had to be brought up to the camp, as quickly as possible, so I feared that Fred would go for the deal. Having three working rigs would be a huge bonus for the camp, which meant, unfortunately, that I was the one who was going to suffer again…


Chapter Eight ~ Unexpected encounter.

Doll sat in the rig until we reached the lower part of the hill, then jumped out and ran along beside me. “Jay, is there something going on between you and that hot headed Red leader? He seems fixated on you.”

I shook my head and made the wanker sign with my fist, “Uggggh!” I wouldn’t admit it to Doll, but his perceived obsession with me had me thinking.

“Huh, the man is a fool.” Doll sounded exasperated.

When we came within sight of the camp entrance, I could see Fred and Job standing together. The later was holding the empty flask and a bottle of water. “You’re late,” Fred said while swishing his stick in the air menacingly.

“Master, we ran into the leader of the Red pack…”

“Uggggggh,” I groaned when Job, leaning over me, eased the full flask out and placed it in the box of a redundant rig.

“Thor? What did that arsehole want?”

“Well, he went to a lot of trouble catching us up, then offered us Rik and Kit for Jay.”

“What the fuck? Was he serious?”

“Yes, as far as I could tell it was a sincere offer. He spoke some mumbo jumbo about a red Mustang, then said if we want to accept the deal, I should take Jay up to his camp and do the swap.”

“Ugggggh,” I groaned, when Job inserted the empty flask, utilizing the strength in his powerful hands.

Job, having stuffed my quim, joined Fred to discuss the situation. “What do you think?” he asked our leader. “Could there be a catch? You both know the rules. He must respect the deal if he makes one with you or even with Doll.”

“That’s true.”

They called Rock over to ask him if there were any new rules about deals between packs. He hadn’t been informed of any, so the three men decided to strike the deal with the Red team.  Rock was sent to get the box containing the medical items for my wound while Doll gave a full account of what the Red leader had said.

I was horrified that Thor was finally going to get his hands on me after all the effort I had gone to avoid his clutches during the night. The only consolation was that my team would gain one girl. Rock returned and placed the red box in the rig, then Fred came over to tell me what a great sacrifice I was making for the team.

“Jay, with three girls instead of two we can get the flasks up twice as fast and we’ll have a better chance of being ready for the building phase tomorrow. Who knows, you might get the chance to escape again…”

I could have ripped off the bit and tab, then argued with him, but I was appalled to admit that the deal made sense. Thor was an egomaniac and had obviously become fixated on me. The first time we met, he secured me over the back of a rig and thoroughly shagged me. He enjoyed fucking me so much, I dreaded to think what he had in store for me once I was handed over. I just hoped that Rik and Kit appreciated what I was doing for the team.

Doll jumped in the rig and steered me around. I didn’t bother to look around at the guys who were nonchalantly chatting together. I wasn’t surprised that no one spoke out against the deal, but I was disappointed.

“We’ll go straight to the Red camp, Jay,” Doll shouted.

I didn’t run down the hill as quickly as I had on the first run. I was deeply depressed and frustrated that I wasn’t helping to build the Grey camp and increase our chances of winning the challenge. Doll waited until we reached flat ground before talking to me again.

“It turns out that Wes and Rock have building experience. By the time you return, Jay, we’ll have started building the house. There’s another reason why Fred agreed on this swap. He's going to attack the Reds tonight, so keep your head down when the paint starts flying. You might be back sooner than you think.”

When we arrived at the massive area cleared for ground zero, Doll steered me around the perimeter and then onto the track leading up to the Red camp. She didn’t climb out of the rig until about the halfway point. She put a hand on the box and helped propel it until we reached the flatter ground, then walked alongside me.

“I hope there are no hard feelings, Jay. Whatever’s going on in that man’s head might be a good thing. He was comparing you to a Mustang car that he coveted. Maybe he’ll look after you.”

I wanted to rip the gag out and tell the girl that she was naïve in the extreme. It wasn’t worth wasting my breath though. Somehow, she had escaped being captured. When that happened, she would get a different perception of being a prisoner.

The walls of the Red camp came into view, whereupon a girl standing on a raised platform stood up. “Thor, we have visitors!” the girl yelled. Then, when we had taken a few more steps…” Stop! Wait there,” she ordered in a shrill voice.

After a couple of minutes, three almost naked young men came strutting out of the camp. Of course, they had red wolf heads, but I no longer found them scary to look at. It was their broad chests, muscular arms and massive cocks that intimidated me. The trio strode up to us with Thor in the centre. I thought I recognized the white guy on the left from the previous night. I had never seen the black guy before though.

“Here they are. What do you think, Guys?” Thor asked.

Thor’s black pal stepped forward and began to paw my body as if he was sizing me up at a sheep auction. “Nice ass,” he said. “What’s that red box for in the rig?”

“That’s a special medical box containing the bandages for her leg wound,” Doll explained. “The medical advice is that she shouldn’t be overworked.” I wanted to kiss Doll for thinking about me.

“Why are you making her work then?” he retorted.

“There’s only the two of us. I was going to do the next trip.”

“What do you think, Jack?”

The slightly shorter muscular guy gently squeezed my left tit. “I think she’s younger than the others, Thor.”

I was terrible with faces, but I often picked up on voices and was able to put a face to them. That’s exactly what happened when the unnamed white guy spoke with a German accent. It was, without doubt, Gert Jager, the young German who I spent a night with and who was a fellow kidnap victim. They had put him on an opposing team which meant that one of us would be going to prison for ten years once the challenge was over.

The first thing that crossed my mind was whether he recognized me. If he did, he didn’t give any indication. I was filled with a mixture of excitement and dread. I might get a chance to interact with him again, but I was afraid that after the challenge was over, we would never see each other again.

After backing off, Jack nodded. “Thor, I can see why you’re keen to have her around.”

“Yep, this girl is a ten, without a doubt. I’ve screwed her and believe me she took me to Nirvana and back. Think nineteen sixty-five Mustang Shelby 350 and cruising down the autobahn at a hundred and fifty. There aint no feeling like it.”

“And what makes you an expert on American motors?” the black guy asked.”

“Greg, if I was to tell you that, this ring around my cock would explode and send me to my knees.” He grabbed the ring at the base of his dick and shook his genitals to emphasize the point in front of Doll.

“Are you guys going to jaw and play with yourselves all day? Or, do we have a deal?” Doll asked indignantly.

“Doll, Doll, Doll, I was coming to you,” Thor cooed menacingly, but in a good-natured way.

“No, you’re not, Thor. I want to do the deal and be on my way.”

Thor turned to Jack/Gert. Bring the pair of Grey bitches out, Jack.”

“Will do, Sir.” He hurried away and my camera quite naturally followed his well-toned body and tight butt.

“Doll, Vidar here would like to be the one to shake on the deal. That means grabbing his cock and lip fucking him until you swallow some of his seed. That’s how we do business with bitches in the Red camp.”

“Tough. You’re just trying to distract me. I want to shake your hand on the deal. The organizers will then register the girl’s change of pack.”

“Clever little bitch, aren’t you…?”

“That’s one rule that I’ve learnt.”

Jack/Gert arrived with the girls at an opportune moment for Doll, Rik was tethered to a rig while they had fastened a leash to Kit’s collar and tied it to the back of the rig. Her hands were tied behind her back.

Doll held her hand out to Thor. Deal?”

He shook it but reeled her in, then grabbed her ass with his free hand and pulled her belly against her cock. “You, girl, are next on my list…”

“If you come looking for me, I’ll have a few paintballs waiting for you. I’ve already sent five men home, holding their nuts, screaming their heads off. My pack are armed to the teeth and ready for anything.”

The three men listened to the diminutive young woman in silence. “The warning is noted, Doll, but any pack that lets its bitches do the negotiating and talking, must be full of pussies. I don’t think it’s going to be long before you’re spinning on my cock.”

Doll pushed herself away from him. “Enough macho bullshit. Let me take the flask out of Jay’s quim and put it in Rik’s. Then we’ll be leaving.”

The trio stood and watched Doll perform the extraction, then offer it up to Rik’s vacant orifice. “You’ll find those two bitches have been well broken in, Doll,” Thor said with a chuckle.

I had a good look at the girls and was pleased to see that their asses weren’t too bruised. Yes, they had been beaten, but not excessively. Doll had little trouble easing the zeppelin shaped container into its new, snug home. I was surprised to see Rik’s quim devour the flask in one smooth insertion. Then, she unfastened Kit’s leash and set off down the track with Rik and the rig in tow.

“Jack, take this bitch to the bench and tether her there,” Thor ordered. “See if she has any requests, then I’ll take care of her when I’ve finished what I’m doing.”

“I’m on it, Sir,” the muscular German said respectfully, then gathered my reins together.

“Oh, by the way, she’s out of bounds for now to the whole pack.”

“No problem,” he muttered.

It sounded as though the egomaniac wanted me all to himself. Maybe that was a good thing…


Chapter Nine ~ Awkward and embarrassing.

Jack/Gert didn’t speak as he led me through the front entrance. The camp was designed differently to ours, for the organisers had built the framework of the shelter on the left. The building site was clear and levelled. They were ready to build their house, whereas the Grey camp still had work to do.

Jack/Gert led me and the rig round the perimeter, on the opposite side of the camp, until we reached the halfway point where a bench about ten feet long had been constructed. The solid structure was impressive and made the wooden trestle my pack had nailed together amateurish by comparison.

The top of the bench was made with straight branches rowed up, then covered with a thick layer of ferns. It was designed for four bodies to lie on. One pony-girl and her rig were parked at the end. Her upper body and the shafts of the rig rested on the bench.

She had been tethered with the reins which had been tied to one of four posts beyond her head. There was enough slack for the girl to lift and turn her head to watch us approach.

I was pretty sure it was Angel from the Black camp. Her legs appeared to be held apart with a rope restraint between her ankles while her wrists were strapped to the back of her corset.

Jack steered me so that I approached the bench at the correct angle. I was then able to rest my upper body on the opposite end to Angel. He pulled the reins beyond my head and tied them around the post.

“I’m a late addition to this team, Jay. I’ve only been here a couple of hours.” he informed me in a soft chatty manner. “I’m going to start building the house tomorrow.” He chuckled. “I’m here because I helped my father build an extension on his house. Pity this one isn’t overlooking the Gulf of Riga…”

That remark was a message to me. He said something similar when we were in bed together. It was also a hint that we should pretend that we didn’t know each other. Had the organizers fucked up or didn’t they care if we knew people on the opposing side? In any case, I would keep up the pretence so that Thor didn’t know of our relationship.

He unfastened two straps that connected the shafts to my corset, then secured my wrists in them, to make sure I was going nowhere.

“Now, for your tail. By the way, this is the third time I’ve done this.” While he pulled, I pushed and managed a reasonably painless exit. “Right, I want to know if you have any needs…” He came around to face me, then unlatched the bit on one side and withdrew the tab.

“Ugggggh, that thing tastes horrible,” I exclaimed.

“Jay, are you okay?”

I had to keep up the pretence, but I wanted to let him know that I got the message. “I’m as good as a prisoner can be. I’ve had nothing to eat and drink for five hours during which time I’ve been pulling this horrible contraption.”

“I’ll tell Thor that you need food. I expect Vicky will put something on a plate for you.”

“That would be great. I’m sure your team has got plenty of food. You probably don’t know, but your team stole most of ours last night.”

“I only arrived this morning, Jay. Food is a very valuable commodity in here. I think that’s one of the reasons why Thor swapped you. Now there’s one mouth less to feed.”

“Jack, I like your idea of building a house beside the Gulf of Riga. That will give me something to dream about while I’m waiting for the food.”

He nodded, clearly understanding my message. “Okay. Open wide.” He slipped the tab in, secured the bit and left me to my thoughts.

I was desperate to see his face and his sparkling blue eyes. Thankfully, my memory of him was strong and I retained a clear picture of him in my mind. The Tri-challenge had suddenly taken on a new dimension. I began to wonder if I could switch camps. What did the rules say? Was it possible? I decided to tackle Thor and see if he knew of a way of changing packs.

I was facing toward the makeshift perimeter wall which was about four yards away. To my left, I could see Thor working with Greg. They were making what looked like a section of fence, or a gate, out of branches and blue nylon rope.

They were sawing the wood, then laying the parts out on the ground, The complexity of the task suggested that Thor was going to be busy for a while. Jack strolled up to him and had a chat. The Red leader glanced in my direction, then seemed to agree with Jack. I followed my friend’s progress as he hurried across the camp to the fire, where one girl was preparing food.

The Reds had built a platform about four feet high beside the main gate but without surrounding protection. It enabled a lookout, crouching, to see further down the road. However, if they stood up, then they would be an easy target for anyone who was a good shot.

There was no platform at the other end of the camp, but it looked as though two reds were preparing the wall either side of the opening in preparation for a gate to be installed there. They were taking the threat of attack seriously so I was frustrated that I couldn’t get some information back to my camp and warn them about the Red’s defences.

I didn’t want them to attack and have lads shot in either camp. I thought that it would make more sense for everyone to lie low for a couple of nights and then get going on building the houses. From what I had seen the Black leader and my own leader were more fanatical than Thor and his Red team. Thor had been clever to attack twice and had come away with a lot of our assets. I had been a pain in the butt to all three leaders which was probably one of the reasons why he wanted to control me.

I was trying to get comfortable on the ferns when I was reminded of an object beneath my corset, just below my armpit. It wouldn’t budge so I had to put up with the annoying lump while I tried to get 40 winks in the sunshine.

I was woken by a girl holding a plate of food. “Snap out of it, Grey.” She had nudged my hood with the side of the plate. Her red wolf head hid the girl’s facial expressions, but I could tell she had an impatient personality. “Jack here is going to remove the rig and hobble you.”

I turned my head to see that my pre-kidnap friend was holding a makeshift device. Two lengths of rope had been wound around a short stick and knotted at the ends, leaving enough rope at each end to tie around my ankles. Jack began by unfastening the straps that attached me to the rig.

“Jack said you were hungry…” She placed the plate on the table beside me, then after I lifted my head, she released the bit on one side and pulled the tab out.

“Thank you,” I gasped, “Yes, I am hungry.”

“My name’s Vicky. You won’t be thanking me if I have to thrash your ass later.”

“There’ll be no need for that,” I replied.

While she unfastened my left hand, I examined the food. Pasta, beans, a tomato based sauce of some kind and a small portion of stew. There was also a plastic spoon! Compared to what I had been eating in my own camp, it was a feast; and it was hot!

“We’re all waiting to see what’s so special about you, girl,” Vicky said.

Behind me, Jack/Gert was tying the last knot to secure the restraint to my ankles. “She’s got nice legs, Vicky,” Jack said in a lighthearted manner. “Thor thinks she’s worth the other two and I agree.”

“You fucking men are all the same. You all think with your dicks,” Vicky retorted.

I picked up the spoon. “I’m sorry to disappoint you but there’s nothing unusual about me. I’m no different from Kit and Rik.” I began to eat while leaning on my left side.

“That should slow her down, Vicky,” Jack said once he had finished.

“Huh, she won’t be running around. Thor wants her legs spread to make it easier to fuck her.”

“Oh, yes, of course, but Thor said that this one is out of bounds.”

She suddenly grabbed his cock. “Jack, the Black isn’t. This feels as though it needs to fill a hole. Go get your first fuck.”

I was in the absurd situation of being annoyed over a girl holding Jack’s cock and telling him to fuck another girl.

“I’d better wait and see if Thor has a use for the girl and the rig this afternoon.”

“Suit yourself. It looks like I’m going to have to be the one to welcome you into the Red camp properly.”

Still gripping his cock, she led him behind me, then leant back against the bench. I had my back to them which suited me down to the ground. The food was most welcome, but I had to eat it to the accompaniment of vocal and energetic sexual intercourse just two feet away from me.

While they were at it, I got the chance to feel beneath my corset. I rubbed the object repeatedly with my fingertips. I pressed it against my skin but didn’t remove it. It was a folded piece of paper about an inch square that contained a small metal object. I couldn’t decide what the billionaire stranger had gifted me, but I couldn’t pull it out until later.

Vicky had finished with Jack. “That’s better,” she said breathlessly. “For a shy guy, you know how to use it.”

“I am shy, Vicky. I’m in here to build a house. Let’s hope the bricks arrive on time.”

He was deliberately being evasive and obtuse, knowing it would be painful for me listening to him fuck someone else. Unfortunately, the tables would soon be turned, then Jack/Gert would be the one watching and hearing the action.

Jack departed the scene while Vicky waited for me to finish the food, then she secured my hand to the corset. “Vicky, is there any chance of letting me have a break from the gag?”

“No chance. Open your mouth.” So, once again I was silenced and had to wait for their leader to decide what to do with me.

While I was eating, Thor and the other guy finished binding the branches together to make the gate. They had to walk past me on their way to the rear entrance with it. It looked as though the fit leader was enjoying himself. He was definitely leading by example. Every single person was working, including Jack and another guy who were taking measurements and knocking stakes into the ground.

Thor made me wait into the evening. In fact, he was working on the rear entrance gate the whole time, when he could have been fooling around with me. I was grateful that he was focused on the work at hand and began to be impressed with his leadership skills.


Chapter Ten ~ The Red camp.

My heart was in my mouth when the big man finally strolled over to examine his prize. He stood behind me, obviously examining my posterior. “My, my, I’m more impressed than I was when I first saw your shapely peach bent over the back of my rig.”

I pulled on my hands to indicate that I wanted them freed. “Uggggggh!” I protested.

He placed his hands on my butt cheeks. “So, the mouthy little Grey wants her hands released, heh?” His hands were huge and his thumbs curious as they played with the deep divide between my cheeks. “Girl, you’ll have to wait until I’ve examined what I think is cutest pair of butt cheeks I’ve ever seen on a rebellious, horny teenager.”

“Uggggh,” I complained when one thumb slipped into my butt hole and the other into my quim.

“This is what I call a lucky dip, kid. Do you like that?” He moved his digits, teasing my internal walls. The young man was confident and clearly knew how to trigger a girl’s juices. “Yes, that shut you up, didn’t it?”

“Urrrrr,” I moaned softly, hating that I couldn’t control my response to such a crude manipulation of my delicate libido.

He massaged my entrances and fondled my ass for another minute or two, then gave into his impatient instincts. He withdrew his thumbs and simultaneously stroked my ass and belly.

“Girl, I can’t resist filling the void that the flask has left. How are those muscles feeling?”

“Uggggh,” I protested meekly.

His response was to ease his cock into my vacant quim. My muscles weren’t quite as tight as they were pre-flask insertion, but I felt his knob burrowing all the way to my extremity, before nudging it to announce its arrival.

“Girl, I’m impressed with everything about your body, but these are just beautiful.”

The hand that steered his dick into me, returned to my ass. He squeezed and fondled both cheeks while pounding his cock in with long languid strokes; then adding the oomph at the end.

“Uggh, uggh, uggh,” I responded softly as his knob repeatedly announced its arrival.

Being tethered to the bench with the reins and having my hands and feet disabled, stoked my libido to new heights. So, being a captive, naked and in the open air, created the perfect storm. I was unable to hold back the orgasm that raced to the surface and erupted like a firework display in my head.

Thor wasn’t pounding my posterior particularly hard, but the sensation of having his enormous cock drilling my quim, took me to the limit. Pulsating, electrical energy fizzed around my nervous system continually and then, as he sped up while approaching his peak, my orgasm intensified further.

“Ahhhhhhhhh,” I sighed while lapping up one of the most amazing climaxes that I could remember.

“Girl, you have the sweetest cunt that I have ever speared,” he declared. It was one of the crudest statements anyone had ever said to me after sex, but his comment was par for the course and understandable. After withdrawing, Thor slapped my ass. “I suppose I ought to introduce you to the pack.”

He walked around to face me. “Jay, I will remove your gag on condition that you only speak when you are spoken to. Do you understand?”

I nodded. “Ugggh.”

“Okay, let’s get you on your feet, then we’ll go and see Vicky.”

It was a huge relief to be able to stand and not be gagged. He left my hands strapped to the corset behind my back and the rope/wooden hobbler in place. He checked that the rope around my ankles wasn’t tight, then pointed me toward the shelter.

“I hear that your pack and the Blacks are blindfolding and beating prisoners.”

“Um, the blacks are.”

“Your pack are as well. We don’t have that policy here. We do make our prisoners work hard if there’s work to do. As it happens, we’re in a lull at the moment until the housing components are delivered to ground zero tomorrow. So, you see, I wanted to swap you because there aint nothing to do and I’ve got one mouth less to feed.”

“So, the Mustang story was a load of bollocks?” He put his arm around my shoulder and pinched my left nipple. “Owww.”

“Careful, girl. That counts as speaking out of turn.”

“Sorry, Sir.” We were approaching the fire, which was situated about ten yards away from the front of the shelter. Set back, about another thirty yards, to the right, was the tri-toilet.

He saw me glance it that direction. “Do you need the toilet?”

“Um, yes, I do. Also, my battery is down to a third.”

“Alright.” Still with his arm around my shoulders, he steered me around the fire.

I had seen a wooden construction from a distance on the other side of the fire. Up close, I saw that they had made a bench to sit on. Standing two feet high and two feet deep, it was probably long enough for three or four men.

Thor pointed at it “Impressive, heh?”

I nodded. “You have all the comforts of home.”

“Not quite. I’m lucky to have a master craftsman in my team. His name is Balder. I helped him to make the gate.”

“Is he an ex-convict?”

“We all are. Balder, apparently, accidentally chopped a guy’s hands off.” He chuckled. “The guy was going to stab him.”

We arrived at the plastic monolith, whereupon he lifted me onto a toilet seat. He reached up and connected my charging point. “Don’t move. You could break your neck if you tried to jump down while you’re hobbled.”

“Thanks for being concerned about me.”

“Well, someone’s got to look out for you after the way you jumped headlong into that thick foliage last night.” He tapped my bandage.

“Don’t worry, I’m not going to try to escape.”

“Oh, you disappoint me. I was hoping to chase you again,” he said in a sarcastic tone.

“So, you can jump on me and shag another of my holes?”

He folded his arms. “Is that what you want?”

“No, Thor. However, I do want to ask you for a favour.”

“You’re in no position to ask for a favour.” His camera was unwaveringly pointed at my mouth. “What is it?”

“I seriously want to join your pack. Is that possible?”

“Is it my charm or the food? I know we nicked all of yours last night.”

“Fred and I fell out on day one. He’s made my life a misery ever since.”

“That’s because you’re a leader and not a follower. Most men are leaders, but on the other side of the coin, most women are followers. He was unlucky.”

“Thor, that’s too simplistic. The organizers of this challenge have coached you men to dominate us. Fred and Baron have probably been corrupted by that more than you have.”

“That’s an interesting theory, Jay, and probably accurate. However, if you annoy me in any way, you will soon find out the meaning of the word domination. Nothing would give me greater pleasure than to put you over my knee and tan your hide. By the way, the answer to your question is no. You can’t swap from one pack to another.” He turned and walked away toward the fire. “Vicky!”

The girl appeared in the entrance to the shelter and waited for her leader. They disappeared into the interior, leaving me to spend another boring half hour or so charging my battery. I was disappointed that our conversation ended so abruptly.

The discussion at least answered one of my questions. The fact that I couldn’t change teams created a dilemma. How on earth was I going to ever be with Gert, if only one team could win the challenge? I had plenty of time to wrestle with the problem because the house could take weeks to build. Just being near him – someone I knew before the Hooded Games – made me feel less isolated.

Looking around the camp, it was obvious that Thor was getting 100% effort from his pack members. Three of the girls, wearing men’s backpacks, were ferrying back and forth with their packs full of fern leaves. They were taking them around behind the shelter, then moments later I spotted a lad spreading them out on the roof. They had a similar idea to Fred, for the roof looked strong and capable of supporting several pack members.

Thor and Vicky eventually emerged from the shelter. The young man was carrying a pan of water and carefully placed it on a pile of stones that had been positioned on the edge of the fire. They talked quietly together suggesting they had struck up a close friendship. Had they known each other before being pressganged into competing in the Tri-challenge? I wondered.

Over by the main entrance, two male members were weaving panels out of thin branches that looked to be about six feet square. After hammering stakes into the ground at an angle, either side of the front gate, the lads secured the panels to the stakes. The pair of panels created a funnel so that attackers couldn’t easily fan out once they entered the camp.

As the minutes ticked by, my battery indicator moved onto 95% which was the highest it had been since I left my cell. I guessed it was about seven thirty when Thor finished helping with the cooking. Holding a length of rope, he came over to face me.

“Jay, will you behave if I release your hands?”

“Thor, I’m not dangerous or violent.” He waited for the correct response. “Yes, Sir, I promise.”

“Okay, let’s sit you down on the bench…” He followed me on the other side while I shuffled along. “Sit there.” I plonked my ass down and waited for him to release my hands.

“Why aren’t you putting me back on the Pony-girl bench?”

“Because of what you said to me. Jay, you can’t join our pack, but you can sit with us for a night, or maybe two, if you behave yourself. Everyone will be working hard tomorrow. Tonight, we’ll have some fun.”

It was hard not to like the lad. He had boned me while I was restrained with Gert watching and yet I enjoyed the experience. I enjoyed his company and liked the light-hearted banter we exchanged. Had I lost sight of what was right and proper; and had the Tri-challenge changed my psyche forever?


Chapter Eleven ~ Paintball hell.

The entire pack gathered around the fire at 19:45. Thor sat next to me in the centre of the bench. I had Odin on my left while Vidar sat on Thor’s right. Three lads, Balder, Jack and Greg, sat opposite us, while two girls sat at one end and two at the other end. Vicky and Bella sat near the shelter and served the food.

They only had four plates, so everyone hurried their food. Thor waited until the last sitting to have his food, showing that he respected how hard his team had worked during the day. The Reds had suffered a minor setback when one of his guys had been hit when they attacked us. However, having almost a full crew, had enabled them to get their camp ready to build, on time.

After Thor introduced me to everyone, I was excluded from the small talk that circulated around the group. The main topic was an expected attack from the blacks, after what happened the night before. I wasn’t asked a question until I had eaten the meagre portion I had been given.

It was Odin who questioned me. “Tell us Grey, are your boys going to attack us tonight?”

The first four fingers of vodka had been poured by Vicky for the four original lads. Odin waited for my answer before sipping his drink.

“If they do, they won’t be coming to rescue me!” I replied.

Odin and Thor laughed out loud, but the rest of the pack didn’t get the joke until their leader explained how they had been treating me. Then they got the joke.

I sensed that all the girls resented me being among the group. I didn’t get any vodka, but I enjoyed sitting among a group of ex-convicts while they chatted and joked together. The fact that they were getting a chance to gain their freedom after being given heavy prison sentences, made them as keen as mustard to win the challenge.

The three leaders had the broad support of their packs, but Thor was by far the most charismatic and seemed to have achieved far more for his pack than the others had.

At 20:40 Thor got to his feet. “The party’s over. I’m going to secure the prisoner to the bench, then we’ll prepare for an attack.”

“I’ll distribute the weapons,” Odin said.

Thor turned to me. “Come on, it’s back to the bench for you.”

We set off across the camp. “There’s no cover on this side of the camp, Thor,” I pointed out.

“True. You and the Black will be exposed out here if we’re attacked but there’s no point in hiding you,” he explained once I was lying on the bench. “Get some sleep because you’re going to be woken if and when they attack.” After securing my wrists to the post at the end, he stroked my ass and came around to face me.

“Can you defend against two attacks?” I asked him.

He attached the bit on one side of my hood. “Well, we’re well prepared so I don’t think you’re going anywhere tonight.” He slipped the tab into my mouth and attached the bit. “Sleep tight.”

He left me with my thoughts, uncomfortable but in reasonably good spirits. The girl from the Black team had been given some food while we ate over by the fire, but like me, we were going to have to wait and see whether our respective teams attacked later in the night.

I was exhausted so sleep came quickly. When I was woken by voices it didn’t take a genius to work out that the camp was being attacked. It was almost pitch black on our side of the camp. The raised voices were on the other side, by the main entrance. I craned my neck to see if I could see what was going on.

I could see movement, but I was too far away to hear the phut of the paintball guns. The defenders were hiding behind the angled screens, a strong tactic in the almost pitch-black conditions. Thor had dampened the fire, so I guessed that he had gotten the night-vision upgrade for himself and maybe some of his teammates. They had probably harvested a lot of points from having so many successful attacks and achieving more goals than the other teams.

The action had died down when a tall, muscular figure approached the bench aiming a flashlight at the ground. It was Thor, gun in hand. I could just see in the poor light that his arm had been splattered with red paint, but his flak jacket had survived. He came around to face me while keeping an eye out for trouble.

“That was close. It’s only ten-thirty. They probably thought that they would catch us by surprise. I lost Skadi, Greg and Vidor, but we hit all five attackers. It wasn’t your team, so you can rest easy for a little while. However, I’m expecting your lot anytime soon.”

I didn’t know what to think, when once again I was left alone in the pitch-black area of the camp. I was almost certain that Fred would have upgraded to night vision and lead an attack on the Reds. Unfortunately, he had no knowledge of their superb defences. With four guys and three girls still able to fight, I feared that my team were in for a mauling when they arrived.

I dozed off again, but I was so uncomfortable, I woke up to a silent, black world. I had been awake for about ten minutes when things started happening again. I had no idea what the time was, for there was no light, not even from the sky which had clouded over.

I found myself listening to the trees swaying about in the wind and imagining that a wild animal could jump out at me. I then heard someone or something moving beyond the wall of branches that I was facing. I couldn’t see any movement, but because it was so quiet, I could hear twigs breaking as the person skirted the perimeter beyond the wall.

Was it a scout or were my teammates about to attack? The Reds didn’t have enough people to have lookouts all around so they were vulnerable if someone could break through the wall of branches.

I was probably in the best position to witness how my team managed to invade the camp and surprise the Reds. I was only able to see the wooden ladder that was thrown onto the wall because of the dulled torch beams held by my teammates. They chose a spot between me and the back entrance to throw the ladder onto the six-foot pile of branches. Then one by one they climbed over.

I counted five lads which mirrored what the Black team had tried. None of them came in my direction. They headed for the shelter, fanning out as they crossed the centre track. I truly thought that my team had caught the Reds by surprise, but that wasn’t the case.

A paintball war ensued with both teams firing countless times. The action was nearer, so the shots were audible. Unfortunately, my team advanced too far and were caught in the open. One by one, after they were hit, I saw lads running for the exit while clutching their balls.

I couldn’t tell how many Reds were hit but they had many casualties. Voices were raised and lads dropped to the ground, presumably having been hit and then losing their sight. Then, after my teammates had fled, there was only the sound of low voices and people migrating to the shelter to lick their wounds

When no one appeared for fifteen or twenty minutes, I guessed that Thor had been ‘neutralized’ and was sitting somewhere trying to organize what was left of his able-bodied teammates. It was a senseless conflict with the only winners being the organizers wanting high viewer ratings. Well, the watching public could finally go to bed!

So, it came as a complete shock, when a small hand settled on my shoulder. She had successfully crept up on me without me hearing. The girl whispered so softly against my ear that I only just heard her words. “Stay still and stay silent.” Vicky’s mouth was so close to the hole in the hood I could feel her breath through it.

What was even more shocking was when the hand inserted a key in the lock on the front of my collar. It came apart quietly and was pulled back and away from my neck.

Vicky began to unlace the back of my hood and continued until she had removed the lace altogether. Then, she carefully eased the sides of the hood out and forward. When her fingers pulled on the top of my head, I knew she wanted me to back my head away from the hood and slip off the end of the bench.

As soon as I dropped to the ground, Vicky guided me in a crouch away from the bench. When she stopped, she pushed her face against mine so that our noses were touching. “Have you got it?” she asked in a low whisper.

“What? Are we escaping?”

“Have you got the gift?”

“Gift… Um, what do you mean?” I asked.

I could just make out the girl’s features. It was strange to be seeing the face of another human after nearly a month of living with wolf people.

Her eyes narrowed. “Fuck, I thought Thor was wrong about you.”

“No, no, I want to escape. It’s just that I...” Then I remembered. “Wait! The guy this morning who wanted to grope me... Yes, he gave me something...”

The girl grabbed my arm. “Where the fuck is it?” Vicky asked as though her life depended on it.

I twisted away from her. “I’ll tell you when you release my hands.”

The young woman thought for a moment, then unbuckled the straps pinning my wrists to the corset

I turned back while massaging my wrists. “Vicky, tell me what’s going on.”

Having found out that Vicky and Thor were planning to escape, I wanted to go with them…


Chapter Twelve ~ Six is a crowd.

Vicky wasn’t sure if she should tell me anything, but I had what she wanted. “Thor knows someone who can rescue us tonight.”

“Okay. The guy at the main entrance tucked an object down the side of my corset. He said, ‘I hope you like the gift’.”

Vicky put her hand on my knee. “I want to see it before I go and release Thor and Odin from their hoods. They were hit and they are lying on mattress just outside the shelter.”

“Have all the Red men been neutralized?”

“Yes, all six and two girls. That last attack was brutal. Thor wants to take you with us. Show me the gift.”

“I want to know more. How are we going to avoid the cameras?”

“It’s too dark for them to work out here, so for coverage they switch to the hood cameras. Besides, they’ve probably shut down most of them now that all the teams have blasted each other.”

“How do you know all this stuff?”

“For some of us, this is our second challenge. It’s a lie that the winners go free. The winners are sent out on a second and third challenge.

“Where did you get the key for the collars?”

“Thor’s father smuggled the key into him before he started this challenge. I was supposed to get the transmitter when I went to meet one of the sponsors this morning. It was Thor’s father, but he got his wires crossed and gave it to you. The girl with the bandaged leg. That’s what he said when he checked me out after he had seen you. ‘Gift’ was the codeword for the transponder.”

So, it was sheer luck that I was given the ‘gift’. When Thor saw the bandage on my leg, he knew that I had received the ‘gift’. Then, he negotiated a swap to get me into his camp. Slightly disillusioned, I ploughed on.

“What about our clamps?”

“Our clamps and the lad’s rings are linked to the hoods, so once we’re more than five yards away from the hoods, they can’t punish us.”

“How are we going to escape from this natural prison.”

“By helicopter at ground Zero. The object the guy gave you is a tiny transmitter. When we switch it on, we will be collected one hour later.

“I’ve got it, don’t worry. Who’s coming with us?”

“Bella and Odin. That makes five.”

“How have you been able to communicate with each other?”

“Like this. Slip out of our hoods in the dead of night. It’s risky, but no one has twigged us doing it.”

“Okay. I want you to include Jack.”

“Jack? Why him?”

“We were kidnapped together. We know each other.”

“Huh, that’s a coincidence. I’ll put it to Thor. Let me see the transponder.”

I fished it out from beneath my corset and showed her the little packet, but I closed my hand when she went to pick it up.

“Okay. Wait here. This is the rallying point. I’ll tell Thor about Jack,” Vicky said.

“Do more than that. Tell him if Jack doesn’t come, then no one escapes.” I held my fist up near her face. “Thor knows I’m not a bullshitter.”

“All right, wait here.”

While I was waiting, I unpicked the knots on the nylon rope to release my ankles. Unlocking three collars shouldn’t have taken very long but the time seemed to stretch into eternity. I kept looking around wildly in all directions and being spooked by the sound of the trees swaying in the wind. Then, five figures loomed out of the soot-black vista. There were three men and one of them was Gert.

“My god, Julia, this wasn’t in our itinerary,” he whispered, then grabbed me and kissed me briefly on the lips.

It was only for a split second, for Thor had his hand out. I handed over the packet but could hardly see what we were doing. We formed a circle and bent down to peer at the tiny piece of electronics. Odin had a flashlight which he put his hand over so only just enough light shone on the transponder.

The one-inch square piece of shiny brown board was covered with micro wires and little objects. “I suppose I slide this…” Thor said. He moved a little black slide a fraction of an inch, whereupon a tiny red light started to flash.

“Is it supposed to do that?” I asked.

“Yes. We wait for it to turn green.” Thor said.

When I looked up, I could see everyone’s faces for a split second before Odin switched the flashlight off. “You know our names are Julia and Gert. What are yours?”

“Julia, we prefer to keep our game names for now. Let’s get out of this place and then we can sit down together and open a bottle of champagne.”

“Water will do,” I joked.

“Keep quiet. I want to hear if anything happens unexpectedly,” Thor said.

“Like what?” Gert asked.

“Who knows. The organizers can’t punish us, but they could send in armed guards and round us up.”

“How will they know we’re trying to escape?” I asked,

The question was unanswered because the green light started blinking alongside the red one. “Great. Bella, what’s the time?”

She held out a digital alarm clock which was identical to the one the Grey pack received. The clock read 02:45.

“Okay, we leave while it’s pitch black and descend slowly to ground Zero, but not as far as the perimeter. The cameras down there might be on. We hang back until we see the copter coming into land.”

We formed a single file, well-spaced out, then left the camp, I hoped for the last time. I ran my hand over the short hair on my head and felt strangely self-conscious about my appearance, which of course was totally ridiculous. I imagined myself running into the lake to wash myself, but that would have been pointless.

Odin led the way with his torch and the rest of us followed in silence until we reached the flat section of road. This time, the lake was on our right and the trees were thinner than on the Grey side.

I turned to Thor who was just behind me. “I think we should go off road, Thor. What do you think?”

“Yes…”

He hurried forward and led the line to the left, in among the trees. It was even darker once we were among them, but after we closed ranks, we were able to follow Odin to the edge of the woods.

“I can just make out the shape of the platform,” I said.

I was the only one who could see it but at least we knew we were just a few hundred yards away. We sat down and checked the time. We had another 30 minutes to wait. Then, Thor dropped a bombshell.

“Guys, I have no idea what helicopter my father will be flying. He thinks he’s picking three maybe four people up. If Vicky had received the transponder this morning, then...” He was embarrassed. “The truth is, there may not be enough room for you two.”

“That’s not fair,” Gert exclaimed. “Without Julia, none of you would be escaping.”

“That’s a fair point and we’re grateful,” Vicky said.

“Let’s wait and see how big the helicopter is,” Thor said.

There was a painful silence as we waited, crouched in the shadows. Odin heard the aircraft first. He pointed toward the podium. “It’s coming from that direction.”

We all spotted the red and green light as the copter approached the area, then the pilot switched a bright spotlight on to illuminate the landing site.

“It’s time. Let’s go,” Thor said.

We all hurried out of the treeline and jogged toward the huge circular podium which was so brightly lit, it almost dazzled me. We arrived at the edge of the platform just as the copter’s wheels touched down. My heart sank because it wasn’t a very large helicopter.

The pilot jumped out and ducked to avoid the rotor blades which were slowing down. He came to the edge. “Son, you don’t expect to get all these kids in a four-seater helicopter, do you?”

“How many can you squeeze in, Dad?”

He looked down at our faces. “You’ll be in the front while we can squeeze three girls with one lad in the back. That’s it, otherwise we won’t get off the ground.”

“I’ll stay,” Gert declared. “My link to this escape is through Julia. We’re the outsiders but she must go.”

“No, I’m not leaving without you,” I exclaimed.

Gert turned to Thor. “Take Julia and look after her until I escape. Will you do that for me?”

He nodded. “Gert, go to the lake and hide on the far side. There’s a patch of grassy ground that dad can land on. They’ll never expect us to come back for more people. We’ll be back in less than two hours.”

“I wrapped my arms around Thor’s neck and kissed him. “Thank you, Thor, but I’m staying with Gert. I’ll see you when you get back.”

“No, you can’t stay, Julia. The alarm has been raised, so Gert stands a better chance of evading the organizers on his own.” He took hold of my wrist. “Don’t struggle, Julia.”

“You’re right, Thor. Take her with you,” Gert exclaimed, backing away from the platform.

Surprising Thor, I yanked my wrist from his grasp and joined Gert. “I trust you, Thor. I’ll know you’ll come back for us.”

Gert grabbed my shoulders and looked into my eyes. “Julia, listen to me. I am one of the team that kidnapped you…”

“What? No, that can’t be true.”

“It is. We set you and Debbie up. That was our job. I’m sorry…”

I couldn’t believe my ears. “But… but you were hooded. They treated you like us.”

“It was all part of the act. Mine and Wolfgang’s job was to find fit competitors and you two fitted the bill to a tee.”

“What’s happened to Debbie?”

“I don’t know. Wolfgang delt with her.”

I backed away from him. “Oh my god, you bastards…”

“Go with Thor. The reason I haven’t shopped you all is because I like you…”

“Fuck you and fuck the Hooded Games…” I spat the words out and couldn’t hold back the tears.

Gert reached down and hoisted me up onto the platform and helped me inside the passenger section, which contained a short bench seat. Bella was sitting on Vicky’s lap, so I had to sit on Odin’s lap.

The pilot started the motor, then moments later we were airborne. Peering out of the window, I watched the bobbing light from Gert’s flashlight by the landing platform. Then, I saw his face when he deliberately lifted the torch. That fleeting glimpse was the last time I ever saw him in the flesh. 

Thor – Peter Vanaga, and his father, took us to the Vanaga family home in Latvia. Being deceived by Gert was a shock that took me months to get over. I hooked up with Debbie a week later when Peter accompanied me to England and met my family.

Her story was more boring than mine. After a month in a cell, she woke in a hotel room in Riga the day after I escaped. She had gone to the authorities, but they doubted her story, especially when they located me.

When Thor (That was my nickname for him) and I returned to Latvia, we got married in Rezekne, near the family home. Peter’s parents bought us a villa overlooking the Gulf of Riga where we lived in almost perfect harmony.

I loved Peter dearly, but I could never remove a nagging doubt that the young German, who captured my heart for 48 hours in the summer of 2022, spun me a bullshit story just to get me on the helicopter. If that was the case, then I would be forever grateful for that heart-fluttering moment of sacrifice and affection from the young man…

THE END
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