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Introduction to Julia’s Training Part Four

This book is Part Four 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 – one of three teams, in a savage, and brutal competition. The action is taking place in Northwest Russia and all the game’s participants have no choice but to compete if they want to avoid a long prison term.

In Part Three, Julia escaped from the Black camp after being traded for a backpack full of food. Julia, who is strong willed and hot headed – for a girl, fell out with her leader, Fred. He resented her upstaging him and scoring a lot more points than he did. So, he set about subjugating her to impress his fellow teammates and the viewing public.

In this part, Julie is still a Black so cannot enter the Grey camp during daylight hours, so Fred sends her down with Doll and the Pony-girls to fetch two flasks which contain hot food. At ground zero, they come face to face with the leader of the Red pack, Thor, who immediately grabs Julia and tethers her to the back of a rig. Doll has an ace up her sleeve though and starts to negotiate with the tattooed ex-convict…

The ‘Hooded Games’ can only be viewed on the dark web. The Tri-challenge is being held in a natural arena located in a six-mile-wide crater which is covered in dense forest. It is the reality show to end all reality shows. The teams compete to see who will build and complete their ‘Project’ first. One team will win their freedom while the team members of the losing teams will spend ten years in a high security Russian prison. The stakes couldn’t be much higher.

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 ~ Used and unappreciated.

In my absence, the Red pack attacked my camp, during the night, and caught everyone by surprise. They neutralized our men, took one of our girls, Kit, and stole some of our valuable supplies. It could have been worse though, for our team scored a couple of hits, neutralizing a couple of the attackers.

Pack members who are hit, suffer severe pain in their genitals. They have to drop their backpacks and flee back to their camp where they lose their sight until midday. But the Reds were determined to return and grab more of our stuff.

Their second attack, two hours later, resulted in a victory for our pack. Luckily, earlier, I had escaped from the Black camp and got back just in time to help defend my pack. If I hadn’t made it back in time, the Reds would have taken Doll and Ric, along with four of our flasks, if they had found them.

As it was, we knocked out two more of their men and captured two of their girls, so we had turned the tables on them in spectacular fashion. I had slogged my guts out during a long run to get back to the camp and it had paid off. Having gotten back, I wanted Fred to show me some respect and allow me to have a voice in any decision making regarding the pack.

Doll and I were dealing with the two girls who we had captured from the Reds. Doll began by fitting the ready-made nylon rope noose/leashes on the prisoners, to ensure they couldn’t run off. It was ironic that we were using their own restraints on them. When she started tying the first girl’s elbows together behind her back, I placed my hand on her arm.

“Is that necessary?” I asked. “Maybe just tie their wrists?”

“Jay, this is what they did to Kit and would have done to us if they had captured us.”

“Okay, but I think we should set an example to the other teams so that things don’t get out of hand.”

Doll looked down at my tits. “After what the Blacks did to you?”

“What are you two talking about?”

We turned to find that Fred had crawled out of the shelter and had seated himself with his back against one of the rigs. “I took some punishment before I escaped, Fred,” I informed him.

“Jay, we’ll treat our prisoners just as harshly as they treated you. We’ve been too soft so far. That’s got to change. Are both girls tied up, Doll?”

With dawn approaching, the clear skies were lightening, so I no longer needed night vision to see what I was doing. My eyes were drawn to my young friend’s shapely peach and the multiple thin red marks covering it. It looked as though the lads, and in particular Fred, had driven her hard during the day.

“I’m just doing the second one, Sir,” Doll replied.

“Good. When you’ve finished, take the prisoners to Job and Tor. Tell them that they have my permission to interrogate them. Jay, you’ve just escaped from the Black pack. Are they likely to attack us before six?”

“No, I doubt it. They were under attack from the Reds when I escaped. They were all over the place. I’m assuming that the Reds took out the men and maybe captured some of the girls and their guns. I’m guessing that after their success, they turned their attention on us.”

“Mmm, that means that all the teams have suffered during the night. We’ve lost some food but have a net gain of one bitch. Thankfully, last night wasn’t a complete disaster.”

I was amazed that Fred didn’t think all the men losing their sight until midday wasn’t a disaster! I was tempted to have a dig at him, but Doll returned just as I was about to reply.

She stood by Fred and rested a hand on his shoulder. “That’s taken care of, Master.”

“Well done, girl. Come and give me a kiss.”

“Yes, Master.” She straddled his legs and bent her knees so that her belly was pressing against his cock. While she kissed him on the lips, he fondled her ass with both hands.

When she pulled away, he let her go. “You were brilliant, Doll. Go and see how the guys are getting on with the prisoners, then get some rest. If Jay’s assessment is right, we can all relax.”

“Are you coming in, Master?”

“I’m going to have a chat with Jay. We’ve got a lot to talk about.”

“Oh, all right, Sir.” I stood and watched Doll return to the shelter. Her body language suggested that she wanted some more attention from Fred. Having rubbed her belly against his boner, was she hoping for sex?

Fred looked relaxed, but I could see the young man, in the grey light of the approaching dawn, gripping his erection suggestively “Jay, come to me. I want to fix things between us.”

“Fred, do you think that sex is the answer to all our problems?”

“No, but it’ll prove to me that you’re willing to let bygones be bygones…”

He couldn’t see me. He couldn’t see the welts on my tits and ass, and he couldn’t see that I was as tired as I had ever been in my life. I needed a rest because I had done so much in the short space of time since the challenge started. I walked over to him and straddled his legs until my belly was inches away from his face.

As soon as I put my hands on his shoulders, he reached up and gently gripped my radiating peach. “Girl, this cute ass is hot. It feels like you’ve been a bad girl while you were with those Blacks…”

“I was, but I came out on top. I raided their supplies and grabbed the machete that belonged to us.”

“You done good…” His hands slipped around to my hips and pulled me down, I had to bend my knees, but I tried to resist the inevitable.

“Fred, I want you to take me seriously from now on.”

“Steer it in, Jay…”

“Did you hear me, Fred?”

“Sure, I’m going to make you my number one girl.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means that I am going to take you seriously.”

I gripped his shaft and wiped his knob back and forth along my labia. “I want equal voting rights with the other guys and I want you to stop treating us like second class team members.”

He didn’t laugh or scoff, but he didn’t immediately reply. I teased his knob by rubbing it across my hot, juicy entrance. “We’ll have to put it to a vote. I’ll propose it at the midday meeting,” he eventually responded.

“So, I’ve got your support?”

“That depends on whether you convince me that you’re going to be less disruptive.”

I was speechless. He couldn’t get it through his thick head that I was a help rather than a hinderance. I decided to play along and see how the meeting went. “Alright, Fred, just let me put my ideas forward at the meeting, that’s all I ask.”

“Fair enough…”

I guided his knob to its desired location and slowly sank on his rock-hard shaft. Then, I summoned up what energy I had left to lift and drop my ass, at speed, in the hope that I would trigger his climax as quickly as possible. As always happens though, I couldn’t control my own fragile arousal and within a minute or so, the first whisps of an orgasm began to sizzle in the pit of my stomach.

The rain, which had become heavier, didn’t dampen mine or Fred’s ardour. In fact, it complimented the primitive and animalistic feel of the fuck. I slowed my movement a little to extend the fuck.

“Oh, my god, Fred, I can’t believe we’re doing this… Oh fuuuuck…

“Girl, for a trouble making, mouthy bitch, you’re one shit-hot little fucker…”

Fred’s last comment summed the man up. I decided to worry about that later, because for the time being, while I rode his cock, I was somewhere else, in a much better place.

The fuck lasted longer than usual, possibly because I was tired, and I was having to do most of the work. I also suspected that Fred had been shafting Doll recently. He wasn’t physically tired though which was evident when he gripped my body under my armpits and helped with the upstroke.

The mixture of painful and pleasurable sensations was a new phenomenon to me. I had never been beaten before I was kidnapped by the Russians and kept in solitary confinement. I decided that the sizzling sensations in my tits and ass intensified my orgasms. First, with Bear in the Black camp and now while I fucked myself on Fred’s prong.

When his big moment approached, he gripped my body tightly and tried to slam dunk me onto his cock as though he thought he could inject his jiz deeper than he had ever spurted before. “Jay, you are a sweet fuuuuuuuck…,” he said as he slowed down.

I collapsed forward onto his chest, at which point I noticed the rain was heavier than it had ever been. “I’ve never been so fucking wet and tired in my entire life,” I said as I lifted myself off his softening dick.

He slid his hands down to my hips. “Give it a quick clean and then help me back to the shelter.”

“The rain will take care of that, Fred. I’ve got to…”

Holding my bare hips, just below the corset, he shook me. “You can rest in a minute. I want you to do what I say, when I say it, without delay. If you do as you’re told, the others will fall into line. Got it?”

Fred was basically saying that the other girls looked up to me and if it appeared as though I respected his authority, he would have harmony in the camp. I understood his reasoning but if he kept making stupid mistakes, then I would have to speak up.

“I suppose you want me to call you Master?”

“Yes, of course. Now, the sooner you clean my cock, the sooner you can sort out your bed for the night.”

Once again, I was furious with the young man, but I wanted to get some sleep and if I was still angry in the morning, I would have it out with him then. I spent a couple of minutes demeaning myself, lapping his dick and sucking his knob. I then helped him back to the dry shelter. Time wasn’t a problem because it was only 4:55. At six o’clock, I would be punished via my clit clamp if I was still in the Grey camp. I had an hour, during which time I had to leave and make a mini camp for myself.

The horrible aspect of our relationship was that Fred continued to be serious and domineering. There was no emotional link between us at all. I put that down to the fact that we were wearing hoods and couldn’t see each other’s faces. That and the training they received while they were imprisoned for a month.

It was impressed upon the lads to dominate the female members of the pack and they were given a lot of information that we weren’t privy too. I was at a huge disadvantage and frustrated that I couldn’t influence events as much as I wanted to…


Chapter Two ~ The morning after…

I kept the rubber mattress and looked for a place to sleep beyond the camp’s perimeter. The ring of posts erected by the organizers formed an electronic protection system. After spending 20 minutes using the machete, I cleared an area large enough to sleep on. I used the piles of undergrowth and branches to form a wall of protection on three sides. I laid down at 05:15, having told Fred that I was going to sleep till ten.

Members of enemy packs couldn’t enter our camp during the day and because I was a Black, I too had to avoid crossing the perimeter. If I tried to enter the camp, I would be punished via the clamp gripping my clitoral flesh.

The lads had been ringed – a tight, steel collar on the base of their cocks – so that the organizers could control and punish them in a similar manner. I had witnessed at first hand the devastating effect on the Red male attackers, when I hit two of them with paintballs.

After such a tumultuous day and night, I needed to sleep. I curled up on one end of the mat and pulled the other end over on top of me. I pointed the fold toward the westerly wind and received some protection when the storm struck the camp, an hour later. My leather corset and hood were already wet but at least my body dried out under the protective rubber mattress.

The storm kept me awake for a while, but I dozed off again and finally got the sleep that I desperately needed. When I woke, I discovered that I had pushed the mattress off me and stretched out on it. The sun was out and had risen above the treeline, almost in line with the track leading down to ground zero.

I decided to stay put and bask in the sunshine until someone came to wake me up. I closed my eyes and put my gloved hands behind my hooded head. I was hungry and thirsty, but I could wait until someone disturbed me. The camp was safe during the day, but I wasn’t. If the blacks could get their hands on me, they could drag me back to their camp and brutalize me, so I had to lie low until the loan period was over.

It was Doll who came to wake me. She was carrying a spade, the machete and a bottle of water. “Morning, Jay,” she said in a bright voice. “Did you sleep with all that rain hammering down?”

I sat up and took the water from her. While I drank, she stood with her legs apart, holding the spade in one hand and the machete in the other. I guessed she was blond for there were some whisps of very fair hair on her mons.

She had obviously noticed my camera point at her cute, puffy lips. “Are you up for a bout of cunny licking?”

“Um, sure, Doll. I desperately need to do a wee though. What time is it?”

“Nearly ten. Fred has given me authority over you while you’re outside the perimeter.”

“What…?” I leant my camera a little closer to her cunt and noted creamy exudation oozing from her entrance. “Did he also give you a shafting this morning?”

She looked nonplussed. “Maybe. Don’t be annoyed that I’m giving you orders, Jay. We’re the only ones who can see and I’m the only one who can talk to the guys.”

She had a point. “So, what’s with the spade and machete?”

“He wants you to skirt the perimeter until you’re behind the toilets, then dig a hole for the latrine waste.”

“What? They didn’t dig one yesterday?” I was gobsmacked.

“We didn’t have a machete to clear a path.”

“Huh, whose fault is that?” I responded bitterly.

“Look Jay, the lads concentrated on the shelter and the watch-post. We worked hard all day. It needs to be done now because the slop bucket has started to overflow.”

I got to my feet “Ha! Serves them right!”

“Jay, you’ve also got to use it after the restrictions are over. Go and dig the hole and I’ll clean up the mess behind the toilet.” She handed the spade and machete over.

“What about breakfast?”

“You’ll get it as soon as you’ve finished digging the hole. Fred wants it three feet square and three feet deep.”

“Fuck! I’m hungry. Not letting me eat first is downright mean of him…” She just stood there with her hands on her hips, looking sexy and determined.  “Are you going to help me when you’ve cleaned the toilet?”

“There’s only one spade, Jay. Fred’s order is for you to do it on your own, but if you were to give me a quick cunny licking, I’ll see if I can slip away for a while.”

“You want me to hoover Fred’s jiz from your candy jar?”

She nodded. “It won’t take long…”

I dropped to my knees and after grabbing her cute ass, docked my mouth with her sex. The clitoral clamp stymied any chance of getting her excited, externally, but by thrusting my tongue into her succulent entrance I made up for it.

“Oh, I love that, Jay. Yes, suck me clean… Ohhhhh,”

Doll grabbed my hooded head and pulled me to her. She was clearly aroused and loving the attention her cunt was getting, but I was fed up, after a couple of minutes.

I pulled away from her and wiped my mouth free of her juices. “Ahhhh. I’d better stop digging in this hole and start digging the other one.”

She smiled for a moment. “Don’t underestimate Fred, Jay. He is grateful for what you did yesterday…”

I picked up the tools and stood up. “He’s got a funny way of showing it.” I stroked her arm and wished that she hadn’t turned colder. I thought that we would become close friends, but Fred had filled her head with ideas. “I expect a similar treat later,” I added.

She didn’t respond to my comment. “Give me a shout when you’ve found a spot, not too far from the toilet.” The new, bolder young woman, turned and headed back to the camp. I wondered what Fred had said to her that morning while screwing her. I mulled that over and thought about the threat from the other camps while I ducked and weaved in the dense forest around our camp.

I had to constantly chop away at the undergrowth to be able to make any headway. The work took my mind off my own situation which could get hairy if a member of the Black pack crept up on me. The Reds had the right idea by making leashes from rope so that their prisoners couldn’t flee from their captors. I managed to escape once, but it wouldn’t be so easy to get away again if I was traded or captured by one of the other packs.

I finally arrived at a spot about 30 feet outside the boundary and 60 feet away from the plastic tri-toilet. I could just make out its shape through the tangle of fallen branches and shoulder high undergrowth. I started hacking and pulling the foliage to the edges of the space I wanted.

I cleared an area of about eight feet square and cut a pathway to the nearest border post. When I neared it, I felt a sharp tingle in my clitoral flesh, so I didn’t go any nearer than six feet. Not only did the tall post have the equipment for the electronic alarm system, it had a remotely controlled camera on top, which followed my every move.

I started digging and throwing the earth as far away as possible in a ring which would eventually be part of the defensive wall around the pit and our camp. I was in shade, so it was cool as I set about digging a deep hole for our toilet waste. As the hole got bigger and bigger, I got angrier and angrier. The promised help never arrived in time to help me dig, while I became as filthy as I had ever been in my life.

The overnight rain helped because the soil was soft, but it was also heavy and took more effort the deeper I dug. The only sign of life from the camp was a series of high-pitched screams, but there was nothing I could do to investigate them. I assumed that the lads were interrogating the female prisoners.

Finally, after about an hour, I had a decent sized hole. I climbed out and deposited a stream of piss into it to inaugurate the Grey team’s waste pit! I then went as near as I dare to the boundary to call Doll.

“Doll!” I shouted.

There was a delay before I heard crashing sounds as the girl bludgeoned her way through the undergrowth. I called out a couple of times to keep her on course. I was difficult to spot because I was covered from the hood to my boots in mud.  When she arrived at the point where I was standing, she looked slightly repulsed by my appearance. She had used a pair of long handle pruning shears to reach me.

“Thanks for your help,” I said in a desultory tone.

“Have you finished?”

“Yes. What happened? I was hoping you’d help me.”

“Shit, Jay. I’ve had to make everyone’s food, help them use the toilet and clean their asses. I’ve got two buckets of shit to empty. The prisoners are complaining all the time. I had to thrash one of them for Fred when she pissed him off. Did you hear her scream?”

I nodded. “Did you have to hit her so hard?”

She shrugged. “Fred gave the order and I followed it. Fred says that he’ll get more points if the viewers see that he’s in control of the situation and his pack. Let’s swap tools and I’ll meet you back at your mattress!” the youngster replied.

“Okay.” After her explanation, I regretted sounding bitter.

Doll was having to run the camp on her own and was probably having a nightmare time with the four guys ordering her around all the time. I retraced my route back to where the rubber mattress lay. I was grateful to find there was some water left in the bottle. I poured it over my tits and belly. At least my front was free of mud!

I rolled the mattress up, dusted my ass off, and sat down on the roll in the full glare of the mid-morning sunshine. I guessed it would soon be midday, at which point everyone would find out how many privilege points we had all received.

It wasn’t long before I saw Doll approaching with a plate of food and a bottle of water. She stopped on the edge of the cleared land. “Spread the mat out, Jay, then we can chat for a minute.”

After I had arranged it, Doll handed me the food, then we sat down. She seated herself cross legged to watch me eat, seemingly oblivious to the fact that her cute pussy was gaping. I changed my posture to copy her. That brought a smile to her sensual lips suggesting she was amused by my sapphic gesture…


Chapter Three ~ Food, then punishment.

Doll had put a small pile of rice, two energy bars and two chocolate biscuits on my plate. There was no sign of the food from the flask I brought up from ground zero the previous morning, but I wasn’t complaining. We had been informed that the helicopter would only leave fresh flasks and no other supplies on day three.

So, food was going to be scarce until we fetched the flasks. We could, however, take our time to make the trips using our prisoners in the Pony-girl roles.

“Jay, the lads have come up with a plan,” she announced.

“I hope you had some input, Doll.”

“Nah, I listened and thought it made sense. After the midday meeting, we, you and me, will make four runs down to ground zero, using the captured Reds as Pony-girls.”

“Hold on. I’m a Black and if they see me, they’ll claim me back.”

Doll shrugged. “The lads think the Blacks will only send the girl’s down and keep the men back to build their camp, like we are. In fact, according to you, they’ll probably be seriously depleted, so may only be able to send one girl down, or not collect any flasks at all.”

I chewed a mouthful of energy bar. “Doll, if our lads have their sight back after twelve, so will the other teams’. The male members of the teams might be lurking around for me and the other captured girls to show up.”

“Jay, Fred thinks the guys will stay in camp to build up their defences so that they can repel any more attacks.”

“I’m the one in danger. One of the lads could go down with me.”

“Jay, we’ll be careful and avoid any contact with the Blacks if we can.”

There was no point in arguing with Doll, the lads had made up their mind. Hopefully, the four lads and Ric would build our own defences and gradually clear the building site.

“What have you done with the prisoners, Doll?”

“Bella and Cassie? After the lads shafted them again this morning, I put their tails in and tethered them to the rigs. They are ready to have flasks inserted.”

“What about the lads?”

“They’re resting after their strenuous morning shagging the prisoners.” She rolled her eyes. “Fred said he would help me with the flasks. The other three are itching to get back to work.” She lowered her voice. “Fred mentioned that you’ve asked for equal voting rights with the guys. Unfortunately, no one thought it was a good idea.”

I paused with a ball of rice in my fingers and shook my head. “What about you, Doll?”

“Fred has made me his number one, so I’ve got to support him.”

I almost saw red. “That man is a fucking joke,” I fumed.

“Jay, someone has to lead us in this fucking excuse for a jungle. He’s got the gig and we must respect that.”

“Doll, don’t the guys want to win the challenge? If it’s left to Fred, we’ll blunder our way to defeat.”

“Guys are different from us, Jay,” she said with a sad tone in her voice.

“What do you mean?”

“They don’t think before they jump. They make more mistakes but that’s how they learn about life.”

“How do you know about boys? You can’t be any older than me.”

“I’ve got three older brothers… Owwww,” she gasped and clutched her pussy. “Fuck, that hurts.” She brought her knees up and spread them wide as she tried to see if there was something she could do to relieve the pain.

I twigged what had happened. She disclosed something about her private life. “You shouldn’t have mentioned your brothers.”

“Ah, fuck. It’s not easy having a conversation with anyone.” She rubbed her lips carefully. “Quick Jay, soothe them for me. Saliva will do the trick…”

I put my plate down, then rocked forward and for the second time that morning docked my mouth with her labia.

“Oh, yes, that’s better,” she sighed as soon as I was massaging them with my wet tongue.

I lapped away for a minute until she relaxed. “Does it still hurt?”

“It feels better, Jay.” I lifted my head, then we returned to our seated positions.

She gathered her wits together before going on. “We were talking about the lads. It’s an ego thing with them. Their pride has been hurt, having been caught with their pants down and then having to rely on two girls to save their bare asses.”

“So, do you think I’ll lose the vote?”

“Jay, the guys are united. However, if you play your cards right, I think they’ll listen to what you have to say from now on.”

“All right let’s see how the first meeting goes,” I responded.

“Fred said that he wants you to donate your points to him and the pack will decide what to buy this time.”

“My points may go to the Black leader.”

“You’re a Grey. Fred will get them.”

“Doll, I’m not going to risk it, and besides, I wouldn’t donate them without having a voice at the meeting.”

The youngster pointed her camera at me and sighed. “Jay, don’t be a cunt…”

“Fuck you, Doll. You agreed that I should have a voice.”

“Jay, you’re out here today. Not in the meeting. Tomorrow will be different. This time the lads will decide what to do with the points during the meeting. Ric and I haven’t got any problem with donating ours.”

“I’m not a sheep, Doll. I’ll explain myself to Fred once he gets his sight back.”

“Have it your own way.” She got to her feet and marched off.

I wasn’t quite sure of the time, but it had to be near to midday. I was livid. I thought I had an ally in Doll, but Fred had obviously filled her head with ideas of grandeur. It was amazing how a little power went to the heads of folk, male and female.

I was still eating when the buzzer sounded in my ear. I stared at the screen.

MEDICAL & PRACTICAL

M.A. First aid kit – Ten Points.

M.F. Flashlight – Six Points.

M.M. Mattress – Twenty Points.

M.C. Pack of eight candles – Five points.

WEAPONRY

W.A. Paintball Gun – Twenty Points.

W. B. Clip of twelve paintballs – Twelve Points.

DIET

D.C. 10 Kg bag of Pasta – Ten Points.

D.D. 10 KG bag of Rice – Ten Points.

D.E. 10 KG Porridge – Ten Points.

D.F. Sugar/Coffee/Powdered milk Pack – Ten Points

D.G. 8 bags of Bolognese sauce – Ten Points.

D.H. 8 Bottles x 2 litres Water – Ten Points.

To use your Points to gain any item order clearly.

OUTSTANDING POINTS – 35 BANK – 0

To bank outstanding Privilege Points say ‘BANK’ clearly.

To donate o/s Privilege Points to your leader say ‘DONATE’ clearly.

I scanned through the items quickly, but it was the points total that I was interested in. Thirty-five! I was staggered. I had been rewarded for standing up to the Blacks, for my daring escape and for defending my camp. Despite my isolation from the camp until 9 p.m. my morale was boosted by the knowledge that I could provide the pack with some much-needed food supplies in 24 hours’ time.

I convinced myself, while I was in the Black camp, that if I bought anything, the goods would be delivered to their camp and not ours. That belief still held strong.

So, I only had one option. “Bank.” I said clearly.

I was going to suggest we have a meeting early on day four, to discuss what to buy with my points. I didn’t have long to wait before I spotted Fred and Doll marching toward me, through the tangled piles of branches. My anxiety grew when I saw that our aggressive but naïve leader was carrying a stick in his right hand. His Grey wolf’s head didn’t give any clues to his mood but his left clenched fist and the way he gripped the whippy branch did.

I put my hand out to stop the hot-headed lad. “Before you go off on one, Fred, I banked my points in case the Black pack received the goods.”

I was still sitting cross legged at one end of the mat, so he stepped onto the other end, facing me, while Doll stood to the side. “Did Doll give you a message to donate your points to me?”

“Yes, but as I said, that would risk giving the Blacks our stuff.”

He pointed the stick at me. “I know the fucking rules, you little bitch! You should have followed Doll’s order to donate them to me.”

I put my hands out hoping to calm him. “Okay, what are the rules?”

“Donations go to your original leader. Not to the leader of the pack that you’ve been loaned to or been captured by.”

“Fred, if you had told me that in person, I would have donated them. We’ll have them tomorrow. They are in the bank. I scored thirty-five points.”

He looked startled, so did Doll. “God, the organizers are seriously fucking with us. We lose our points because we were shot up by the Reds and they give you a shit load for running around the forest.”

I was horrified. “You lost all your points?”

“Not all. We lost ten each. By the time we added up all our points, we totalled twenty-nine and twenty of those points were Doll’s. All we could afford was one pack of water and ten kilos of Pasta, thanks to you. You disobeyed a direct order, so you’ve got to be punished.”

“No, that’s not fair.”

“The group voted and the result was unanimous,” Doll said.

“Get on your hands and knees, Jay.”

“Fred, this is not my fault. You would have had fifty more points if you lot had your wits about you last night.”

My comment sent him into a rage. He stepped right up to me. “Are you going to do as I say and take the strokes on your ass or am I going to have to whip every part of your body?”

“Why are you doing this? I haven’t done anything wrong. I saved the camp last night…”

He spread his feet wide and raised the stick. “This is your last warning!”

“For fuck’s sake, Fred…”

The man was drunk on power. Despite the success I had achieved, I couldn’t get anyone to see the situation from my point of view. I reluctantly leant forward and manoeuvred my body until I was standing on my hands and knees.

“Fred, this is an unjust punishment…”

Then, unexpectedly, instead of striking me, he stepped over my back and straddled me.

“What the fuck?” I cried when he lowered his ass onto the back of my helmeted head and pushed it down until my back was sloping.

“Don’t struggle, Jay…” He reached forward and gripped the back of my thighs. “…Doll will administer the first six strokes of your punishment.”

“Doll, Fred, don’t do this. It’s not fucking fair.”

Then, Unexpectedly, Fred pulled my thighs further under my body and lifted my ass. “What are you doing?” I cried.

“Making it easier for Doll to aim the blows.” Switt! Switt! Switt! Switt! Switt! Switt!

The powerful young man held me still, with my ass in the air, while Doll lashed her stick onto my defenceless ass.

“Aeeeeeeeeeeeeei” I screamed when each blow on my already bruised ass, exploded with six lightning strikes of white-hot, sizzling pain.

My poor ass was already in a total mess, so the fresh blows stoked the simmering embers into a raging furnace.

“Wahhhhhhhh!” I cried and would have been rolling around if Fred hadn’t maintained an iron grip on my body with his legs.

“Listen to me girl…” He waited another minute for my crying to subside to heavy sobs. “Listen. I’m giving you a chance to avoid the last six strokes. Tell me what you will do tomorrow at midday.”

“I… I will…”

“You will what?”

I reluctantly capitulated. “I will donate all my points to you, Master.”

“I want an apology or Doll will finish the punishment.”

“Master, I’m sorry I’ve disrespected you. It won’t happen again.”

“Any backtracking from you and I will give you twelve more. Do you understand, Jay?”

“Yes, Master.”

When he released me and stepped back, I collapsed onto the ground. I couldn’t stop myself from bursting out into a fresh flood of tears.

“Doll, come on, she needs a moment to recover. You can return with the machete so she can make her way round to the exit. We’ve got to get back to work.”

The pair left me alone to cope with the pain and distress that were at levels I had never experienced before. It was bad enough to be kidnapped and forced to compete in a cruel and senseless game, but I was also having to deal with hostile team members who only saw me as a disruptive influence…


Chapter Four ~ Working together.

I had managed to pull myself together by the time Doll returned. I was kneeling and sitting on my heels when she arrived at the edge of the area I had cleared for my mattress. She stepped forward and placed the machete on the ground.

“I hope there’s no hard feelings, Jay. It was better that I thrashed you instead of Fred.”

I think she enjoyed herself while delivering the six savage blows. “Whose idea was that?” I asked between sobs.

“Mine. I told him that you deserved to be treated less harshly than we’ve been treating the prisoners, so he let me beat you and stop halfway.” She sounded as though I should be grateful.

“Doll, I shouldn’t have been beaten in the first place. I haven’t done anything wrong.”

“You ignored my order after I told you to donate your points”

“Doll, some of your blows struck my lips.”

“That’s right, Three across the back of the thighs and cunt, then three across the centre of your ass. That was his order. In future if you do what I say, you’ll avoid being punished altogether.”

“Am I going to get a voice?”

“Through me, yes. Tell me your ideas and I’ll tell Fred. You can understand why he’s frustrated. He lost most of his points while we had tons.”

“The man has got to grow up and realize it’s a team effort.”

“We’ll have to disagree on that. You’ve got round to the entrance, Jay. Work your way through the forest and wait by the guard post. I’ll meet you there with the first Pony-girl.”

Totally disgruntled, I set off hacking my way through the dense forest and undergrowth. It wasn’t until I had travelled a quarter of the way around the perimeter of our camp that I realized it would be easy for an attacker to do what I was doing, only going in the opposite direction. They would, however, make a racket so should be easily detectable.

When I emerged on the track, about six feet from the nearest post, Doll was approaching with the first Pony-girl and rig. As soon as she pulled the girl to a stop, she handed me a whippy branch. The girl had at least a dozen red welts across her ass.

“This one was a bitch, but between us, we managed to get the flask in her cat flap. Job is shafting the other one to loosen her quim.”

“That’s a much better option than the one the Blacks use.”

“What do they do?”

“The Black team have a Black girl who fisted me and seemed to enjoy doing it.”

“Oh, fuck, I’m not doing that.”

I put my hand up. “Don’t worry, I’m not suggesting you do, but if you get captured by the Blacks, watch out for a black girl called Africa. She’s the one who’ll prepare you for the flasks.”

“Oh my god, this competition gets harder for us girls with each day that passes.” Once I had taken her place in the load space, Doll scooted off to get the other cart.

She was riding the rig when she returned, holding the reins tightly. Behind her, in the box, was an empty water bottle. Doll looked quite stunning with her grey bushy tail swaying to and fro behind her and her firm tits pointing the way to ground zero. My tail was the bane of my life for its constant movement drove me nuts wherever I went.

Doll pointed at my Pony-girl. “Your one is Bella, Mine is Cassie,” she informed me. “They both need a good whack before they do as they are told. By the way, Fred says, be careful, he doesn’t want to lose you again.”

“That’s big of him,” I muttered,

When we set off, with Doll going first, I still worried about bumping into a male member of the Black team. They were bound to be angry about my escape and furious that I made off with two boxes of chocolate bars and the machete. So far, I had scored victories over both teams, but those came virtually working on my own. I had to somehow unite the team and help the lads to make the Greys the strongest one of the three.

The first journey to ground zero went without a hitch. The rain had loosened the earth, but the track was stony, giving the Pony-girls enough grip for their boots.  However, I expected the return journey to be harder. Doll and I rode in the body of the rigs, but we didn’t push the Pony-girls, because we wanted to avoid injuries.

We pulled up beside the panel where we exchanged the flasks and jumped out of our rigs. Two large notices had been stuck on the wall beside the panel. I read the first notice which had been printed in bold red letters: -

A Puppy-girl show will be held on Day 7, at 3 p.m. on this dais.

The performances must be original and entertaining.

Each team will receive two suits and instructions tomorrow.

The viewers and judges will determine the winning team.

The two losing teams will battle it out for second place.

Doll read the information too. “Oh my god, that means two of us have got to crawl around like we did in the bunker.”

I was frustrated. “Why is it always us who have to do all the shitty stuff. Why couldn’t it be Puppy-boys, heh?”

“Cos most of the viewers are men and want to see us trained and punished,” Doll replied. “I don’t know about you, but I hate the idea of being treated like a puppy dog, so I hope the lads don’t pick me.”

I had a nasty feeling that Fred would pick me for the role. It wasn’t worth worrying about for the time being, so I put it to the back of my mind and read the second message.

Riddle of the day.

This water is heavier than water.

If you solve the mystery

You’ll be one step nearer to victory

And you’ll be richer than you ought to…

Doll scratched her head. “How can water be heavier than water? What does it mean?”

“What makes someone rich in this fucking game?” I asked while staring at the riddle.

“Having guns and paintballs.”

“True, but food and water are more important than guns if we’re all starving. Give me a lift, up onto the platform, Doll.”

“What for?”

“I want to look for clues. I can see more from up there. You check around the wall. See if there are any other notes.”

She held her hands together for a foothold for me and hoisted me up. “Jay, your ass is so fucking filthy.” Slap!

“Owww!” I retorted after she landed a blow on my cheek before I was out of range. On my hands and knees, I looked over the edge. “What was that for?”

“Stop giving me orders and hurry up. We’ve got to do the flasks and fill the bottle. Fred will tan our hides if we take too long.”

She had a point. I got to my feet and walked around the edge of the huge, solid platform. Stopping to focus on the horizon, so that I could utilize the telescopic feature on the helmet camera atop my hood. I walked around anti-clockwise. There was dense forest to the southwest between the Grey and Black tracks and the same between the Black and Red tracks.

The organizers could have placed a tank of water close to the edge of those sections of forests. It wouldn’t have to be big to hide something under it, like guns, but we didn’t have time to go and search for it. Between the Red and Grey track was a featureless lake, occupying an area of about a half mile square.

I stared at the lake and had an idea. I focused my camera on it, but I couldn’t see anything. I sat down on the edge of the platform and waited for Doll. She arrived shaking her head. “Nope. The notices stuck next to the other flask panels are the same as ours. However, both Black and Red have exchanged two flasks, which means were running late.”

I jumped down onto the ground and walked over to the rig I rode down to ground zero. I placed my left hand on Bella’s ass and flipped the ring on the end of the flask that protruded slightly from the girl’s quim.

It was a smooth exit but the new one didn’t want to go in. I had to work hard to bury the new flask. The two girls from the Red pack were suffering and would be made to run all day; and again on day four.

Then, on day five, we wouldn’t have the pair of prisoners so Fred would probably put me back between the shafts. Then, a couple of days later, the Puppy-girl contest complicated matters. I wasn’t sure, if there was a choice, which one I’d rather be. Flogging my guts out, running back and forth to ground zero with a flask in my cooch or be made to perform tricks while dressed like a Puppy-girl. The worse scenario was that Fred would make me do both!

Doll was having trouble inserting the replacement flask into her Pony-girl’s tight quim. “Shit,” she muttered, “I never thought I would want a cock, but it would come in handy to loosen this bitch’s quim. Jay, come and help me.”

I walked around and stood on the opposite side of the Pony-girl, who was snorting and scuffing her feet on the ground. Leaning across the shaft and chain, I provided more oomph and together, we managed to force it past her stretched entrance and gain a couple of inches. It wouldn’t go in any further though.

“You’re going to have to fist her, Doll.”

“Shit, you do it…”

I held up my filthy gloves and forearm. “Your gloves are cleaner than mine.” I took the torpedo shaped flask and waited while Doll plucked up the courage required.

“Ugggggggh,” Cassie complained in a rage as Doll started to work her little fist up into the girl’s vagina.

“Oh, my god. Who would have thought…” Doll muttered as her glove, then wrist disappeared from view.

“Arrrrrrrrr!” the Pony-girl raged while Doll pistoned her fist back and forth to loosen the girl’s muscles.

“That should do it,” I said. “You want to leave some vagi juice for the flask.”

Sure enough, after withdrawing her fist, the flask slid in easily. “I hope I don’t have to do that every time.” She patted the obstreperous girl’s ass. “Come on, Jay, we’ve got to go by the lake to fill the bottle. I’ll lead the way.”

We both climbed in our rigs and set off toward our access track. Fred was bound to complain about something, so I was happy to follow the shapely young woman and when we get back to camp, let her take all the flak.


Chapter five ~ Unexpected confrontation.

The lake, visible through a thin screen of trees and bushes from our track, was situated about 100 yards away. Doll turned 90 degrees when she spotted a gap in the trees. The ground was muddy, due to the rain from the previous night, but leaves and small branches on the ground enabled us to guide the girls through the trees without any difficulty.

Doll led the way and parked on the edge of a thicket, beside a rivulet, flowing down to the lake, about 50 yards away. It was a good spot because we were shielded from ground zero and the track leading up to the red camp. It was very muddy, but we would be able to wash our boots before we left.

A drone appeared from over the trees and buzzed around some 30 feet in the air. I was tempted to wave at it, but I didn’t. Doll then grabbed the empty bottle from her rig and stood on the edge of the stream. After trying to fill it without success, she stood up.

“It’s not deep enough, Doll. Let’s go down to the lake and fill it while we wash our bodies,” I suggested.

“Okay, but we’ll fill the bottle first.”

“Sure.” The narrow stream broadened but didn’t get any deeper. There were no pools to dip the large bottle in either. “Wait…” I peered through the trees and spotted a lad, a girl and two Pony and rigs racing toward ground zero in the distance.

Doll had seen them too. “They’re on the other side of the stage and we’ve got cover,” she pointed out.

Confident we wouldn’t be spotted, we slowly walked into the lake which was shallow around the edge. However, by the time we had walked 20 yards, the water was up to our knees. While Doll filled the bottle, I went a little further until I could hunker down and get my shoulders under the water. While keeping an eye on ground zero. I washed my body as best I could. Doll joined me and we continued until we spotted the Black team setting off for the return journey.

Then, as I studied the surface of the still water, I noticed a black disc floating about ten yards away. I waded toward it, into deeper water. and suddenly stubbed my toe on something solid. The floating, round cork disk was attached to a piece of string, which in turn was tied to a rope loop. I could just about reach the loop without ducking my head under.

The moment I started to haul the heavy item up, I realized what it was – a pack of eight, two litre bottles of water. I had stumbled upon the answer to the riddle. ‘Water heavier than water’.

“Doll, I’ve found the treasure!” I shouted

I dragged the bottles behind me and met her halfway. I lifted the pack of bottles up to show her. “Brilliant… What’s that? She asked.

Weights had been tapped onto the sides to keep it sitting on the lakebed, but there were also packs of candles taped beside the weights. “Doll, why don’t you put this in your wagon while I look for more?”

“More? What makes you think there’s more?”

“This cork float is black. There’s probably a grey and red float out there somewhere.”

Doll looked around. “The water looks flat and clear. I doubt if there’s anymore. Come on, time is against us, we’re going back.”

“Please, Doll, give me a minute, I want to wade over there.” I pointed across to the area of water that was distorted by the sun’s rays.

“Five minutes,” she responded.

I had just started wading through the water when I saw movement on the hillside across the lake to the left. The lake had formed in the ‘V’ between the tracks that led to our camp and the Red camp. Having moved some distance from our rigs we were exposed while in the deeper water.

“Doll, come over here and get down,” I said urgently.

She left the bottles in the shallower water and waded over to where I was hunkering in the deeper water. She crouched down beside me. I pointed with my hand just above the water.

“Yes, I can see movement…”

Moments later one of the lads from the red pack appeared, running beside a Pony-girl and trap. A second Pony-girl and trap wasn’t far behind, but no one was escorting it. The lad lashed the lead black Pony-girl a couple of times with a whippy stick. I focused my camera on the girl.

“I’m sure that’s Kit, Doll,” I said.

“I think you’re right. We should go and see if that guy will swap one of our prisoners for her.”

“We really need one of our guys to do that,” I opined.

“Jay, he’s a Red so no threat to you. I want Kit back. There’s no telling what those bastards are doing to her back at their camp.”

I felt like saying, the same as we’re doing to the Red prisoners, but then I recalled the dreadful treatment that I had received at the hands of the Blacks. “What are you proposing?” I asked.

“We put the water in the rigs where it will be safe, then jog over to ground zero and see if he wants to swap Kit for Bella or Cassie. Let me do the talking.”

“Doll, I can’t see us having a problem. He is bound to want his team members back. But, we must keep our distance.”

We dragged the large pack back to the rig together, then fetched the large bottle of water and put that in the other rig. Satisfied the rigs were out of sight and the girls were tied to a tree with the reins, we jogged together to our track and then turned 90 degrees and set off toward ground zero.

The Red lad didn’t see us until we were about 50 yards away. He had just finished stuffing the fresh flasks in the girl’s vaginas when he noticed us approaching. He moved out from behind the Pony-girl and took a few steps toward us, then stopped.

His red wolf’s head turned back and forth as he studied our semi-naked bodies. I had gotten used to having my tits and ass exposed, as had Doll but I still felt uncomfortable as I knew exactly what he was thinking. Water was still dripping from our corsets and our tails hadn’t dried out.

“Ha, you two look like a pair of drowned rats. Which pack are you from, Black or Grey?”

His manner was calm and reasonably unthreatening. He had wide shoulders and his muscular body was sprinkled with tattoos. I spotted a dragon and various pagan signs. He was similar in build to Fred, but I got the impression he was a bit older than our leader.

I could tell he was a blonde from the mass of curly hairs surrounding his huge cock and balls. If his six foot plus size wasn’t threatening enough, his stiffening shaft and purple knob sent a message to both of us.

“We’re Greys and want to trade with you,” Doll said boldly.

“Where are your males? I don’t trade with bitches.” He took a step toward us.

“Stay back. We can discuss a trade at arm’s length,” I said.

“Why are you in Black colours?” he asked.

“I escaped and I went back to my pack. Do you want to trade?”

“Which one of you bitches is in charge?”

“I am,” Doll said emphatically.

“Okay. So, you want to…” He caught us completely by surprise when he suddenly lunged at me.

“Hayyyyyyy!” I exclaimed. I had turned to flee but a huge hand grabbed my upper arm and stopped me dead in my tracks. “Let go of me, you’re breaking the rules…”

“Let her go!” screamed Doll.

He put his lefthand out and shoved Doll back onto her heels. “Stand back, Grey.” He stroked my bruised tits with his gloved hand and made a point of tracing the red lines with his fingertips. “This naughty little bitch belongs to the blacks so is an escapee. That means she’s got no rights until her time’s up.”

“That’s not right!” I shouted at him. “We’ve got your girls. We want to trade one for our girl.”

“Don’t you want your team member back?” shouted Doll.

He pointed at her. “Fuck off and tell your stupid leader to come and trade with me. I don’t trade with bitches. This bitch is mine until her time is up.”

Doll attacked him again, surprising him. Her aggressive intent was brought to a brutal end, when she recoiled, clutching at her sex. “Ahhhhhh!” she cried and dropped to her knees.

“Ha, the rules say no violence during the day,” the Red leader crowed.

“We were negotiating with you…” I exclaimed.

“Shut the fuck up, bitch…” he dragged me away from the crouching figure of Doll, over towards the rigs. “You can take the place of Skadi.”

“I’m no good to you. I can’t go in your camp. I can only go in the black camp during the day. That means I can’t carry a flask into your camp.”

Standing by the white Pony-girl, he stopped to think for a minute. “Pity I didn’t bring some rope. Oh, well…” Maintaining his grip on my upper arm he started to release the white Pony-girl’s bit and reins.

“Wh… what are you doing?”

“You’ll see, bitch. Just shut the fuck up.”

“You’ll need someone to look after me and I’ll be another mouth to feed outside your camp. My time is up at six o’clock tomorrow morning. You’re not gaining anything by grabbing me!”

“Huh, we’ll tie you to a tree until nine o’clock, then we’ll use you until your holes are full of Red jiz.”

“Ahhhh, fuck, that’s better,” the Red girl spluttered when the tab came free.

He was about to shove it into my mouth when Doll approached him again. “Stop, wait. Swap Kit for one of your girls and I’ll throw in four, two litre bottles of water, if you let Jay go.”

He stepped forward and clasped her right tit with his free hand. “Bitch, I doubt if you’ve got the authority to do a trade like that?”

She didn’t flinch while he fondled her tit and rolled her nipple. “I have. Are you interested?”

“Wait a minute while I sort this bitch out.” I struggled while he slid the tab into my mouth. “Do you want a thrashing?” he asked. I stilled while the brute fastened it to the sides of the hood, then attached the reins. After leading me to the back of the rig, he pushed my shoulders down. “Bend over the back, bitch…” He put one hand on my back and after pushing me down, stroked my cheeks. “Oh, you have been a bad bitch. Spread your legs.”

“Uggggggh!” I grunted when he clutched my ass for a moment.

“Very nice,” he muttered to himself.

I held onto the sides of the box while he moved forward, pulling the reins and tying them to a fastening on the front of the rig. I was uncomfortable and my sex was exposed with my back parallel to the ground. The Red lad removed a strap from each Pony-girl’s tack and used them to secure my hands to the back of my corset.

“There we are, ready to roll and ready to fuck, heh?” He grabbed my pussy with one hand and my nearest tit with the other and gave them a squeeze. “Young pussy and firm tits. I can’t wait to capture you two one day, hey Doll and Jay?” He gave a lecherous chuckle. “Forty-eight hours in my camp will teach you a thing or two…”

Once again, I was a prisoner and at the mercy of hot-headed ex-convict…


Chapter six ~ Traded again.

Doll had to stand and watch while the lad secured me to the rig and then fondle my body. She was powerless to stop him lest she received another punishment from the faceless organizers. So, she had to let events take their course until the Red leader had satisfied his desire to debase us in front of each other.

Once he was happy that his prisoner was incapacitated, he turned his attention back to Doll. “Okay, my name is Thor. I’m the leader of the Red pack. If you, a bitch, want to seriously negotiate with me, a leader, then get on your knees and suck my cock as a show of respect.”

Doll stood still while she considered her options. I could see her little pink tongue wipe around her lips as she imagined his knob filling her mouth. She could avoid having the Red pack leader spear her throat by walking away and returning to the camp with the water. Fred would probably hail her as a hero and say it was tough luck that I got knabbed again.

“Uhhhh,” I moaned, trying to tell the guy he was a cunt. I was convinced that Doll would chicken out and I wouldn’t blame her.

He moved back and placed a hand on my ass. “You see, girl, your friend here thinks that a blowjob is preferable to her ass being hauled back to my camp and then being shafted until our balls are dry. What do you say?”

“My name is Doll and I want to know if you are genuinely interested in making a deal?”

“Sure, Doll. I want the water and I want my girls back…” Doll approached him, then dropped to her knees and wrapped her gloved hands around his enormous cock. She showed her determination when she docked her mouth with his huge crown and began sucking it. “That’s cool, girl… A bit more aggression and use your hands to massage my balls...” He watched her performance. “Yes, I like that.”

His hand slid down onto my left buttock so his fingertips could stroke my labia. Then, when Doll started to go down on him, he slipped two fat fingers into my quim.

“Doll, your pal is a wet little fucker…” Bent forward, gagged and with my hands secured behind my back, I had to suffer the humiliation of being frigged while Doll devoured more and more of his cock.

He waited until I was trembling from the effect of a raw orgasm before withdrawing his fingers and stopping Doll’s head from bobbing.

“On your feet, girl.” He waited for Doll to lift her head and stand. “You two are quite something. Younger than my bitches with tighter holes and firmer tits.” He gave her tits a grope one after the other. “Turn around and let me see your ass.”

“Sir, do you want to make the deal with me or not?” she asked indignantly.

“Ha! Okay. If you make it six bottles, you’ve got a deal, but I’m not waiting around here for an hour. I want you to bring the bottles up to my camp so the lads can check out your cute ass. You’ll find this bitch tied, spreadeagled over a tree trunk as a warning to trespassing bitches.”  The Red leader steered his cock into my juicy entrance and impaled me to the hilt. “Now’s a good time to start filling her cooch with Red jiz.”

She approached him, whereupon he grabbed her left tit.

“Wanna watch your mate get the drilling she deserves?”

“Look, Thor, I can get the bottles to you in ten minutes. Just wait here and I’ll fetch them.”

He withdrew his cock and drove it back with force, nudging my extremity. “Fuck, has this bitch carried flasks yet?”

“We all have, Sir, what’s your answer?”

He began to shaft me with long insistent thrusts. “Doll, not even Usain Bolt could run to your camp and back again in ten minutes, let alone with twelve litres of water on his back. Are you taking the piss?”

“No, my rig is parked a little way up the road. The bottles are in the rig. I’ll be back in ten minutes with your six.”

He played with my wet tail. “Water…?” He looked around and pointed at the notice with the riddle printed on it. “You little cunts. You solved the riddle, didn’t you?” He looked over toward the lake. “Shit, the bottles were in the lake!”

“Maybe. I’ve got six bottles, that’s all you need to know. Have we got a deal?” She held her hand out and after releasing her tit, shook it.

Doll patted my shoulder, then ran off in the direction of our track. “I’ll be back soon,” she shouted over her shoulder.

“You’ve got ten minutes!” he shouted back at the retreating figure. Thor squeezed my hips. “You’re lucky that kid is looking out for such a dumb fuck like you...” He increased his speed and power to such a degree that the rig began to rock back and forth.

“Uhhhhh,” I grunted when his aggressive thrusts reignited my orgasm, with ten times the intensity as the previous one.

“You are a tight little fucker, girl. What a pity your cunny will be shot to pieces by the time this game is over and you’re occupying a stinking cell like the one I escaped from.” He ran his fingers over my tattoo, ‘JM21’, inked just above my ass crack by the organizers. “I shan’t forget you in a hurry, J.M.”

Taunting me didn’t have any effect. I was already miserable and had arrived at the conclusion that the Grey team had little chance of winning the challenge. But, the powerful Red lad’s stout cock was providing a welcome diversion from my deeply depressed mood. He had remarkable staying power and by the time he ejaculated his load, Doll was visible in the distance leading the pony-girl and rig down the track toward us.

“It seems like your pal has come to rescue you…” he mused just after he had slid his slimy cock from my quim. He walked around to the girl tethered to the shafts, who like me had taken a lot of punishment. “Skadi, clean my dick while I’m waiting.”

“Yes, Master.” She released the handles on the crossmember and held his cock while lapping it clean.

Doll approached at a fast jog and pulled up six feet short of the Red leader. Her shapely tits were rising and falling as she struggled to get her breath back. Thor swatted his girl’s hands away from his cock, then walked over to check that Doll had brought the bottles.

“Release your Pony-girl while I unfasten your pal,” he said to the panting youngster.

Doll went to Kit and began by removing her bit and reins while the lad went through the process of releasing me. “Pity my boys couldn’t get to try out your holes today, but don’t worry, J.M., you and me will be seeing each other very soon. I don’t think you’re going to forget Thor’s huge hammer, heh?”

I knew that a snarky reply would be counterproductive, so I kept quiet and instead got my head down and helped Doll switch the girls. We left their flasks in situ, which made the exchange quicker. The Red leader strutted around us, cock erect and at the ready while we did the work. I knew he hadn’t quite finished with me because of his threatening attitude.

I was the one who buckled the last strap in place and that was the moment Thor was waiting to grab me again. “Girl, your boss, Doll, showed her respect to me, the leader of the Red pack. I expect you to show your thanks for me letting you off so lightly.”

I glanced at Doll who was ready to go, but she was also nodding.

Forced down onto my knees, I grasped the belligerent man’s rejuvenated shaft and wrapped my lips around his knob. Once I was sucking on it, I dropped my hands and gently massaged his nads.

“Come on, bitch, see if you can improve on your mate’s efforts.”

As soon as his crown was past my soft palate and my throat was gripping his shaft, he grabbed my head and pushed it down so that his cock speared my oesophagus to a greater depth.

“Ugggggggggh,” I groaned as he increased the speed of his thrusts until I was transfixed by a dizzy spell which made my head spin. It seemed like ages before he ejaculated for the second time in my orifices, then I couldn’t lift my head quick enough.

When he let me go, I staggered to my feet and backed away from him. “Bitch, if I catch you a second time, I won’t let you off so lightly,” he said with a menacing tone in his voice.

With Doll holding the Pony-girl’s reins, we hurried away, toward the track to our camp. Doll strode along on one side, while I jogged on the other side. “What a shit show,” Doll said bitterly. “Why weren’t we told the rules before this fucking game started?”

“Do you think Fred knew that I would be at the mercy of either team?”

“I doubt it, or he would have said. You shouldn’t have gone to meet him with me. I could have handled it on my own.”

“We weren’t to know…,” I responded.

“Well, we lost six bottles because you were there.” She made it sound as though it was my fault.

“Doll, look on the bright side, we have two bottles of water and we’ve got Kit back.”

“Yes, but we’ve been hours. Fred is going to be angry at us.”

When we reached the spot where we left the track for the lake, I veered off and jogged through the trees to fetch the rig being pulled by the remaining Red Pony-girl. Doll had placed the heavy bottle of water, the two remaining bottles from the pack and the candles in the bed of the rig, so she was ready to go.

I thought about searching for more bottles in the lake but decided against it and instead led the Pony-girl back to the track and set off in pursuit of Doll and her rig. I wasn’t sure how Fred was going to react to us taking so long. If past form was anything to go by, then I was going to get an earful…


Chapter Seven ~ Hard labour.

When I arrived at the top of the slight gradient, some five yards short of the Grey camp’s perimeter poles, I was pleased to see that the lads were working on strengthening the walls either side of the poles. I couldn’t see much beyond the entrance, but I spotted Coffee and Tor working on the roof of the shelter that the lads had almost completed the day before.

Doll had parked her rig a couple of yards inside the compound and was changing the Pony from Kit to Rik. Fred and Job were standing with her, but when they spotted me, they set off in my direction. Both men, one white and one black, were heavily set and their bodies were so muscular, they looked like professional body builders.

Their grey wolf heads were expressionless and quite scary, as were the thin whippy sticks that they were carrying. I couldn’t tell what kind of mood they were in because they always swaggered wherever they went. Job, as usual, was erect while Fred’s cock was drooping slightly.

“Jay, Kit is going to take over from you,” Fred said. “We can’t afford to have another shitshow today.”

“Is she okay after being captured by the Reds?”

“She’s been beaten and drilled mercilessly but she worked her way through it. She aint complaining.”

His response was a dig at me which was unwarranted. Job took the reins from me without comment and led the Pony-girl and rig into the camp.

“I suppose Doll told you that we met Thor and what he said about escapees.”

“Yes, she did. I told you to be careful and what did you do? Walk straight into trouble. Your thoughtless actions cost us six bottles of water.”

“Hold on. I found the water in the first place! Then, we got Kit back. I call that a positive result to our trip.”

“I don’t care what you call it. You stumbled on the water. Then, while you were being roundly shafted, Doll negotiated your freedom. Is there no end to your ineptitude?”

“Fred, you may see it like that, but I’m trying my best to help the camp, even though I’m still a fucking black!” I whacked my infuriating bushy tail.

“Stop trying so hard to make a positive out of your fuckup!” He tapped my leg with the stick. “You’re a grey and I’m your Master. After Doll gave me the low down on your humiliating capture, I’m catching on to how the other teams are controlling their bitches.”

“How do they do that then, Master?” It came out as though I was being sarcastic, Fred was exasperated by my forthright manner. He much preferred the doting adoration he was getting from the other three girls.

“Their leaders insist on respect and obedience from their pack members. I demand that you show me the same respect, after another trainwreck of a trip to Ground Zero. Get on your knees and prove that you understand tour place in my pack.”

I had been used and abused one too many times. “Master, I’ve returned to my camp to work, not be beaten and forced to perform sex acts on you and the others. Come on Fred. Give me a job. I want to work.”

“I will after you show me as much respect as you showed Baron yesterday and Thor today. I’m your real Master, not those two.”

My will to resist was ebbing away. If a blowjob satisfied him and there were no more afters, then I was prepared to do it.

“Are we square if I demean myself again on my knees? Will you wipe the slate clean and start including me in your decision making?”

“The slate will be clean the moment you donate your points to me at midday tomorrow.”

I grabbed his cock, surprising him. “I can return to the camp at nine. Will you hold a meeting where everyone has a voice?”

“No. This is a man’s game and you bitches are in it to serve us. One piece of news that you don’t know yet is that all the teams are getting two extra men in the morning. so that’s two more mouths to feed.”

“How are they getting here?” I was squeezing and stroking Fred’s cock when Doll led the Pony-girls and traps past us.

“They will enter by the main gate at eight o’clock. One girl has got to go and meet them so I’m planning on sending you if you behave between now and then or Doll if you don’t.”

“Why me?”

“You escaped from the black camp, so have run the route to the main gate. Your experience could come in handy. As far as your status is concerned, I want to make it clear that Doll is in charge of you, Kit and Rik for the foreseeable future.”

“Did Doll tell you about the Puppy-girl show?” I continued to wank Fred, hoping to avoid orally serving him.

“Yes. Apparently, we’re getting some suits tomorrow. I’m wondering if the new guys will be bringing them.”

“Master, what’s the food situation like?”

“Tight until we put our points together and stock up tomorrow.”

“You realize that there will only be eight flasks between ten pack members.”

He nodded slowly. “That’s why we need your points. Jay, finish me properly.”

Reluctantly, I leant forward and lowered my mouth onto his knob. Using a combination of sucking his plum and wanking his shaft, I took Fred to completion and drank his jiz without having my throat speared for a second time that afternoon.

I lifted my head and stood up straight, feeling I had achieved a minor victory. “Master, I’m raring to go. What can I do on the outside of the camp?”

“You’re going to be working with Job.” The big black guy was hanging back until Fred had finished with me. “You two are no longer paired together. Doll is my number one and no one else touches her.”

“What about Ric?” I asked.

“Ric belongs to Coffee, who is now my number two.  Job and Tor are sharing Kit and the new guys will share you.”

I was angered by the way the young men of my own team treated us, the girls, like property to be sold, exchanged or used for sex. “Is that why you’re sending me to meet them, so that they get to see their welcoming gift?”

“Huh, well, if you put it like that, it’s another reason which I didn’t think of.” He turned and signalled to Job who came over. “Job, go and get the tools. You and Jay can work together until nine o’clock.”

“Okay, boss.”

When Job hurried away, Fred was going to follow him. “Wait here for Job. I’ll see you later, Jay.”

It was my last chance to get a final word with Fred. “Master, I think there might be more packs of water hidden in the lake.”

He put his hands on his hips. “Doll said she checked and doesn’t think there is.”

“Still, it wouldn’t hurt to go and check it out.”

“Jay, we’ve got to focus on making our camp secure, otherwise if we’re raided again, we’ll be decimated. We’ll all work this afternoon and evening up to nine, then we’ll have a meal while we discuss our tactics.” Job was approaching, carrying the spade and the machete. “I’ll leave you to it, Job,” Fred said, then marched off.

“What are we doing, Job?” I asked.

“While this north wall is being shored up from the inside, we’ll pile smaller branches around the outside to make sure that intruders can’t creep up on us without us knowing. We’ll make as much of a tangled screen as we can. That way our enemies will only have two ways into the camp.”

It was a good tactic. When I skirted the perimeter from my mattress to the entrance, I noticed that the forest wasn’t as dense as it appeared from a distance. Without a substantial barrier we would be defenceless.

“We start here, by the road, and work our way clockwise until we arrive at the back road.”

I could hear someone inside the camp hacking away at the tangled branches on the building site. “Is that Fred I can hear?”

“Yes, Fred’s doing this wall while Coffee and Tor are doing the south wall. We’re lucky that we brought two hatchets up from ground zero.” He handed me the machete. “Go deeper into the woods and chop what you can off the trees. I’m going to use the spade when I need to break a branch.”

Working in the same vicinity, Job tackled the larger branches that lay on the ground, while I hacked smaller branches off the trunks. I could then drag those and other small branches to within about six feet of the perimeter poles. I piled them up, then Job moved them to the wall that was being built between the posts.

Our hard work would make it a little easier for the enemy to skirt our camp but almost impossible to get in, other than through the front and back entrances. It was difficult for the drones to fly in the dense forest, but the viewers would be watching the action via our hood cameras and the cameras atop the perimeter posts. I hoped that all our hard work translated into lots of points for the pack.

It was filthy and demanding work. We started at two-fifty, according to Job, and worked solidly for a couple of hours. By the time we reached the halfway point, the small patch of ground where I slept through the storm, we were well ahead of Fred. He was about four yards further back, hauling branches off the area where we planned to build the house.

Job dragged a log over to the cleared patch and put his foot on it to test it was immovable. “Sit on that, Jay. I’ll go and chat with Fred and see if he’ll sanction a rest break.”

I looked at my gloves which were filthy and almost worn out. “I need some new gloves and a drink, Job,” I muttered.

Tired and covered in grime from the filthy branches, I needed a rest. Job went and chatted with Fred, then the pair crossed the camp to the shelter. A couple of minutes later, Job returned with the items I requested and a chocolate energy bar. He brought another for himself. I changed my gloves first and flexed my fists a few times.

Job sat down on the trampled undergrowth, seemingly unconcerned about creepy crawlies. While we munched our bars, Job studied my body and in particular my sex. Every time I tried to get comfortable on the rough log, I treated Job to a flash of my sex.

He was normally erect when around us girls, but I could tell from the way the veins showed that his black dick was even harder. He had arrived at that state, showing that he was bursting to spear someone – me!


Chapter Eight ~ Gagged and tethered.

The small clearing we were sitting in was surrounded on three sides by a makeshift screen of chopped undergrowth. Beyond that was the foreboding forest which contained any number of wild beasts. We could have been in any forest in northern Europe, maybe camping, but we were in fact prisoners in the largest natural jail on the planet.

The men were naked bar their shoes, gloves and all over hood/video screen combo, which was secured in place by a steel/leather collar that was permanently locked. On my screen, it looked as though job had a grey wolf’s head which gave him a menacing appearance. He had chosen to wear his flak jacket while working among the fallen branches that had been left by the organizers for us to clear and use for various purposes.

We, the four girls in each team, had been fitted with leather corsets that had curved ledges to lift our tits. Our corsets, hoods, and the lad’s jackets were the targets for the paintballs and if we were hit, then we would lose our sight until midday following the hit. If the attackers disabled the men, then the attackers could plunder what they could carry in their backpacks, as well as haul away the pack’s females.

“What do you think about the pack expanding to ten members, Job?” I asked him.

“The planners behind the Hooded Games probably think that all three teams need a boost after what happened last night. If everyone is attacking everyone and we’re blind half the time, the houses aren’t going to get built.” He grabbed his cock. “Jay, you can see I’ve got a hard on for you. Come and help me relieve the tension.”

“Do I have any option, Job?”

“Well, I could find a stick and after putting you over that log, thrash your ass until its black and blue. Then, your mushy little cunt will be ready for my cock. Or, you could get the fuck over here and lower your naughty little ass until your hole reaches bursting point.”

Resigned to my fate, I rose from the log and straddled his legs. I pushed my corset against his face, then slid down his muscular chest until I felt his nob nudge my perinium.

“That’s my girl…”

With one hand on his shoulder, I steered his cock into my juicy entrance, which was in a liquified state due to the leader of the Red pack’s attentions a couple of hours earlier.

“Well, I’m not your girl now, am I?”

My quim gobbled his cock in small increments as I adopted a drop/stop technique.

He grabbed my tail and gave it a tug. “No, you’re not. You belong to the Blacks until six o’clock tomorrow morning. I kinda like the idea though, of shafting one of the Black pack’s bitches.”

I began to rise and fall at a leisurely pace. When Job cupped my ass cheeks, I thought he was going to speed up the fuck, but in the end, I was the one who increased the power when my orgasm began to build. I was going to ask him a question, but I got carried away and thrust my body down onto his cock even harder until he had finished grunting and spurting jiz.

I rested against his black sweating chest. He was exuding copious amounts of androstanol which was making me feel woozy. “How do you feel about having to share Kit with Tor?”

“Kit and you got the rough end of the stick, not me. Tor and me will shag Kit whenever we want, and if necessary, both at the same time. You two will have to get used to being drilled at both ends.”

It was something I had already thought about and added to my list of things I hated about Fred’s leadership skills. I eased myself off Job’s cock and returned to the log.

“Seriously, Job. Are you happy with the progress we’ve made?”

“Jay, I know what you’re driving at, but I think we’ve got a good leader. Make any waves and I’ll support silencing you again. Team harmony is one of the things they emphasised in the training while we were holed up in the prison cells.”

“Doll said you were in one for a month.”

“That’s right. They fucked with our heads but one of the crucial lessons they taught us was that the Hooded Games is based on males dominating females. If Fred gets it right, he and the team will be rewarded, big time.”

“How do you explain me getting so many points?”

“You escaped so made the Black males look weak. The points they lost went to you. The same here. If you make Fred look weak, you’ll get his points. We fucked up big time last night, so Fred is looking to take control of the pack, especially you. My advice is to keep quiet, or he will silence you again.”

“I’ll try. Maybe when the pack is ten, everyone should have one vote except the leader who gets two.”

“There’s another example of you making waves. You girls are never going to get the same vote as us. Strategic decisions have got to made, like when we attack the other teams. That will probably be a discussion between us men. Fred might delegate decisions to you and the girls that effect the food and meals and what we need to order to keep us fit and healthy.”

“That is so chauvinistic, Job. I fucking hate that attitude.”

“Jay, in here, you’re going to have to suck it up or lose any influence you might have if you rock the boat.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

Instead of answering, he climbed to his feet. “No more jawing. We’ve got work to do. You continue on this side, while I go and help Fred with the heavier stuff until we catch you up.

I stayed ahead of the pair for about an hour. They had just caught up when Doll and Kit led the Pony-girls into the camp for the fourth and final time. Fred stopped work and signalled to me. “You can rest for a minute, while we sort the girls out.”

“Could you find out the time, Master, and get me a drink of water?” I called out at the retreating figures.

I hated calling Fred and the others, ‘Master’, but the other girls were doing it so I would comply with their wishes. I needed the toilet, so I dropped the machete and retreated into the woods to take a piss. Five minutes later, I returned to the spot where I was working, picked up the machete and carried on.

I was enjoying working outdoors and tried to cheer myself by remembering that I had avoided the dreaded Pony-girl role during the day. The dark mood that had gripped me since we ran into the Red pack leader was starting to lift.

About ten minutes later, I heard someone approaching. The sound of twigs breaking meant that no one could creep around the camp without being heard. I picked up an armful of branches that I had chopped off and took them to the stack I was building. It was Job and he was just making his way around the end of the barrier. He was carrying a bottle of water in one hand and a curled up noose in the other.

We had captured two nooses that the Reds had made, ready for when they capture girls from our camp. I wondered why he had brought it over to where we were working before the Red girl joined us.

Job handed the bottle of water to me. “Drink, Jay, then I’m going to fit the tab and this noose on you.”

I paused with the bottle near my lips. “Are you fucking joking?”

He took a deep breath as though he was reining in his temper. “No. It’s got to be done, then I’ll fetch the Red prisoner, Beth, in a minute. Fred wants you two to be tied together so the girl can’t escape.”

“He wants me to wear a noose? It’s going to look like I’m a prisoner too.”

“Calm down, girl, and don’t be a cunt. Someone has to be tied to her and she’s going to be working with you.” He unravelled the blue nylon rope, letting the noose fall on the floor, along with the tab gag. He hunkered down and picked it up.

“That’s not necessary, Job. The prisoner is the one to gag, not me.”

“She’s gagged already, and her camera is covered until she starts work. We don’t want her to know anything about our camp, so you’ve got to be gagged as well.”

“That’s ridiculous. I’m not going to say anything to her. Do you think I’m stupid?”

“Fred does after he heard Doll’s report.”

“Report? What did she fucking say?”

“Jay, we haven’t got time to fuck about. You two have got to work in silence.”

“Job, I’m perfectly capable of keeping my mouth shut.”

“We don’t think so…” He sprang up and grabbed my neck. “You are one stupid little bitch. Open your fucking mouth.”

I struggled and managed to get a few words out. “I want to know what Doll said… Uggggh!”

He thrust the tab into my mouth and fastened the clips on the side, then wagged a finger at me. “Touch that and you’ll spend the evening with your hands secured.

“Uggggggh!” I raged.

“For your information, Doll told you to let her do the negotiating and keep quiet. You ran off at the mouth and lost us six bottles of water.”

I shook my head while I raged inside. The first part of the accusation might have some truth in it, but the second part was total bullshit. “Uggggggh!”

He ignored me and started looking around on the ground. I was horrified when he picked up a stick. Having armed himself, Job rounded on me.

He lifted the stick in the air. Thwatt! Thwatt!

“Ahhhhhhhh!” I cried when he indiscriminately slashed the side of my leg with the stick when I tried to back away from him.

He paused with the weapon in the air “Are you going to knuckle down and behave yourself, girl?” I nodded my head while snivelling quietly and trying to rub the sting from my exposed flesh. He picked up the noose. “Come here.”

I moved closer and waited while he put the noose over my head and tightened it over the metal collar, which was about two inches high. The lower part of the leather hood covered my neck, so the collar made sure that the hood couldn’t be removed. The collar hinged at the back and closed at the front where there was an eyelet that used to have a handle hanging from it.

With the eyelet free, Job was able to thread the entire six feet of rope through it, thus securing the rope to the collar. What I didn’t expect was for him to feed the rope between my legs and thread it through a loop on the back of my corset, just above my tail. He pulled it until the rope pulled into my labia cleft, then secured it to the corset by knotting it.

“Uggggggh!” I complained when I felt the rope crushing the clamp and rubbing against the insides of my lips.

Job grabbed the chin of my hood and stared into my camera. “Shut it. We’re doing this so the rope doesn’t get in your way while you’re working. It’s only temporary while we have the prisoner in our camp. If this works, we’ll be able to get prisoners working together.”

“Ugggh!” I exclaimed to protest at the way I was being treated.

“We want the girl to think that you’re a Black prisoner. If she sees you cooperating, your attitude should inspire her to work as hard as you. Until she sets off on her first run, the pack will treat you the same. Jay, if you play up, you’ll be doing the Pony runs to ground zero tomorrow with Bella. Behave and you’ll do the run to meet our new pack members.” He picked up the machete. “You two will be using your hands to collect branches. Now, sit down and rest until I come back with Bella.”

What I found out and he didn’t realize, was that when I stood up straight the rope pulled and tightened in my labia and ass crack, causing me considerable discomfort. It loosened when I leant forward but I couldn’t stay bent all day. It was awful of Job and Fred to treat a prisoner so callously, let alone a member of their own team.

I reckoned that was their plan all along. With me having a black tail and head, they grasped the opportunity to try and fool the Red girl and also break my spirit. However, their reasoning was bullshit because Bella had seen me lead her back to the camp. It was just a stupid excuse to side-line me and diminish me in the eyes of the other pack members.

Fred and Job were on a mission and wouldn’t let up until my feisty character was broken and I was compliant to their every wish…


Chapter Nine ~ A step too far.

I didn’t have long to wait before Job arrived with the prisoner who was bound in an identical manner to me. He was holding onto the short length of rope behind her as she stepped her way through the tangled branches. A section of plastic wrapping taken from a water bottle pack had been pulled onto the top of her hood to cover the camera. As soon as she was beyond the perimeter wall, Job removed the cover from her hood.

The poor girl was covered with red welts, some serious and other marks caused by a thin weapon which would probably fade quite quickly. The lads never thought of the consequences of mistreating prisoners. It would only lead to me and the other Grey girls receiving similar or worse treatment in the enemy camps if we were captured or traded.

“Girl, get over here,” Job snarled at me.

Once I was standing about six feet away from the other girl, he tied the ropes dangling from the backs of our corsets together with a huge tight knot which would take some unpicking.

“Black, you know what’s got to be done. Show Red and get on with it. I’ll carry on moving what you bring forward from the forest.”

So, I was left to show the girl how we had to collect any branches we could snap off the trees and then pile them up for Job. Actually, it wasn’t a bad idea to have two girls working in tandem. We were able to break larger branches and carry heavier branches without hurting ourselves.

It was a slow process, especially as we were both suffering from the rope rubbing in our labia when we stood erect. The girl didn’t play up and worked as hard as I did so Fred’s idea of putting us together worked on one level.

I had stopped and was just trying to ease the rope in my cleft when Job turned around. “I fucking warned you two about skiving…” He picked up a stick and headed toward us.

“Ugggggh!” we both cried. Then, ignoring the pains, we scrabbled about on the forest floor for more broken branches.

“Work fucking harder,” he yelled at us.  Switt! Switt! Switt Switt!

“Ahhhhhh!” we both cried when the blows landed haphazardly on our asses which were defenceless while we bent over, searching for branches.

Job’s big black frame towered over us. “Now, stop fucking about and get on with it.”

We continued to scavenge for loose branches and ones that we could break off the trees. I could tell from the fading light that it was getting close to nine o’clock and that meant we had almost reached the time I would be allowed back into camp. In fact, we had to go in at nine because we were at risk of being attacked after nine.

We were ahead of Fred once again by the time we reached the back road. Doll must have been following our progress because she was approaching, along the track, with one of the Pony-girl rigs.

“You two,” she shouted after parking the rig. “Come here and stand in front of the shafts.”

Once we were in position outside the shafts and with our connecting rope across them, she told us to pick the shafts up and follow her. We pulled the rig about 100 yards down the road and then set about filling the box with fallen timber.

“We’re going to make one large fire in the camp tonight, in the centre, so that light is thrown all around,” she informed us.

One of the men whistled, which was the signal to return to the camp and for Bella’s cover to be put on her camera. By the time we arrived with a wagon overflowing with broken branches, Fred and Coffee were standing at the entrance. They were both holding guns and keeping an eye on the edge of the forest.

“Come on in, you two.” It had obviously just turned nine.

The curfew of sorts had started so we were once again in danger of being attacked. When I stepped inside the camp, I felt relief wash over me because I was no longer exposed and vulnerable. If the lads organised our defences well, and it looked as though they were, I should be safe inside the camp, even though I was in restraints and gagged.

I wanted to be included in defending the pack, however I couldn’t even communicate with anyone to put my point of view. I was a good shot and had night vision, but my usefulness was being totally ignored. Doll led us and the rig to the roaring bonfire in the centre of the camp where we lowered the shafts to the ground.

It wasn’t quite dark, but the fire cast a glow that lit up the whole camp. The lads had nearly cleared the building site and had completely cleared the area between the tri-toilet and the shelter. The fire near the entrance to the only solid building in the camp had been kept going. The area around it was a hive of activity as Rik, Kit and Coffee heated up and prepared meals for the group.

“Follow me you two.” Doll led us to the toilets which were now visible to everyone in the camp. “Black, Red, you’ve got to take your own tails out and hold them close to your clit clamps while you take a dump. If you lean forward, the rope will go slack and you can piss and shit.”

Doll helped Red up onto the toilet seat and then connected our charging leads. By reaching behind me and bending right forward, I was able to pull out the butt plug and then, after pushing the plug through my thighs, pull the slack rope aside onto my ass cheek and use the toilet. It was a terrible imposition to have to remain in restraints, tethered to a prisoner while I used the toilet. Doll left us to get on with it while she joined, Kit, Tor and Job for their evening meal in the shelter.

Coffee and Fred had stationed themselves in a covert beside the two entrances at each end of the camp, while Rik was up on the roof of the shelter, lying on a mattress. From her prone position she could keep watch for an attack coming from the South, through the forest. It was the side of the camp most difficult to defend because the shelter was close to the perimeter.

After working in among the trees, I had changed my mind about the forest being too thick to move in. Any attacker determined enough, could, with some effort, approach from the south or the north and try to scale the wall. What was more likely though was that the attacker would skirt the barrier and attack at both entrances at the same time. I would have closed one for the night but no one in the pack wanted to listen to me.

We were still sitting on the toilets when the pack swapped around so that Fred, Coffee and Rick could have their meal. Having eaten, Doll came over to speak to us. “Black, Red, I’ll give you until the guys have finished their meals, then I’ll take you to where you’re going to eat your meals.”

Unable to speak, I lifted my hand in a friendly gesture to say I understood. Beth sat still and didn’t make a sound. By the time Doll returned my batteries were fully charged. She helped us down, then after we had washed our asses and replaced our tails, Doll led us past the shelter where Fred, Coffee and Rick were trying to get some sleep.

Just beyond where the rigs were parked the lads had cleared an area, similar in size to the patch I had cleared beyond the perimeter. They had stacked up sticks and branches to protect the area on three sides. A stake had been driven into the ground and a candle placed on top, held there by a triangle of three nails

One of the lads had made a crude trestle using four short logs to support a four foot long section of tree trunk. The whole thing had been nailed together before the top of the log had been levelled, probably by using an axe or a saw.

Doll pointed at her feet. “Sit on the ground, then I’ll fetch your dinner.” Before she left, she took the plastic off the girl’s hood and threw it in the corner.

We sat staring at each other, cross legged, exposing our sex, like a pair of natives who had just emerged from the jungle would around a campfire. We were filthy, sweaty and tired. Grime covered our arms, tits, bellies and legs, but I was able to see that the girl, who I assumed was an ex-convict, was free of tattoos, apart from the one the organizers had inked on her back – ZA18.

She was heavier and taller than me and possibly older, I thought. Like all the men in the competition her arms were muscular, suggesting that she spent some of her time in prison, body building.

When Doll returned, she gave us each a plate of food. “I’ll be back in a minute,” she announced. We sat there staring at our food. There was a tiny amount of stew on our plates. It was from a flask, but they had short-changed me yet again. There was plenty of rice and beans, but we had to wait before we could eat it.

Doll showed up with a 2 litre water bottle which she placed on the trestle. Unfortunately, it was only a quarter full, so we were going to have to go easy on it. “You two have got to share that.” Doll said.

She had also brought in a length of blue nylon rope, half of which was wound around her hand. A large knot had been tied in the other end, suggesting Doll might use it as a weapon.

“You are both forbidden to talk. I’m removing your tabs so you can eat and drink, not jaw. Understand?” We both nodded which was the signal for Doll to unclip and ease the tabs out of our mouths.

“Ugggggh!” I gasped and wiped away some of the saliva which had dribbled out of my mouth. I put my hand up which she ignored.

“Eat your food, Black!”

“Please, I…”

She stepped behind me and whipped the rope down over my shoulder, so that the knot struck my right tit. “Ahhhhh!” I cried. “That fucking hurt.”

“Another word and I’ll gag you again.”

Horrified that Doll would treat me in such a manner, I fell silent and tucked into my food. Doll was taking the whole ‘pretend I was a prisoner’ thing, a step too far. From wanting to influence events and help my pack, I was beginning to lose my enthusiasm and have dark thoughts…


Chapter Ten ~ Midnight raid.

There was plenty to eat but apart from the tiny amount of stew, the food was bland and therefore difficult to eat quickly. Doll kept pacing back and forth until we had licked our plates clean and shared the water. The gritty youngster stood by the entrance watching us, apparently waiting for something to happen.

The ‘something’ was Job, who eventually appeared in the doorway holding a stick in his hand. He stood against the black backdrop and was hard to see apart from his grey wolf head. “Everything alright, Doll?”

“Yes, they’ve behaved themselves.”

“I’m stationing you on the roof. I’ll relieve Kit on the east gate when I’ve finished with these two. Gag them and secure their hands for me, then skedaddle.”

“Yes, Sir.” So, before I could protest or make a point, Doll gagged me and strapped my hands to the back of my corset before doing the same to Bella. “They’re all yours, Sir.”

Sitting cross-legged with my hands secured behind my back, the big man unexpectedly reached down, grabbed the blue nylon rope and pulled me up with it. Because it was attached to my collar and disappearing through my cleft, it was my sex that took the brunt of his callous action.

“Ahhhhh!” I cried as he hoisted me to my feet causing the nylon rope to dig into my labia and ass crack. “Ugggh!” I protested again when he turned me through 90 degrees.

“Don’t get the rope tangled,” he said, then pushed me to the trestle and over it.

The Red girl, saw what was about to happen to her, so she quicky climbed to her feet. Job then turned to her. “Urrrrrrrr,” she cried to voice her opposition to his brutal actions when he forced her over the trestle beside me.

“Over you go girl…” He pushed her until her head was almost touching the ground, so that we were both resting on the four feet long log, on our stomachs.

There was faint flickering light from the bonfire through the branch screen and the single candle, but in truth, he couldn’t see much of our bodies in the shadows. However, he ran his hands over our asses to get a feel for them and maybe help him decide which one to fuck.

“Let’s try a slice of Red pussy, first,” He muttered.

“Ugggggh,” the girl registered her displeasure when the muscular black guy drilled into her with some force.

His powerful thrusts rocked the trestle beneath us, but our weight kept it from toppling over. Red initially complained while he plunged his cock deep into her quim, but she fell silent after a minute and until he finally withdrew.

“Red has warmed me up, girl. Time for some tight pussy, heh, Black?”

Job’s huge cock was as solid as a rock and once again stretched my tender walls as it bludgeoned its way to my extremity. Earlier, I provided the effort and he just sat there, so the roles were reversed. Job was on a mission to pound my young body, but I was saved the full force of a mammoth fuck because he was almost triggered in Red’s quim.

“God, it’s a pleasure to shaft bitches that belong to the enemy. Yesssssss!” he exclaimed when he reached his big moment.

Exhausted and dispirited, I heaved a sigh of relief when after withdrawing, he pulled us off the log and allowed us to curl up on the ground. “Get some sleep you two because we need you bright and bushy tailed in the morning. Don’t set foot outside this cell until someone comes to get you, otherwise you will be thrashed.”

Those were his last words after blowing the candle out and leaving us in almost total darkness. My fellow prisoner kept quiet and continued to cope well with the treatment meted out to her. I was uncomfortable, even though the ground was level and covered in trampled ferns. It wasn’t the tropics where there were some real nasties in the jungle, but I was still fearful that I might be bitten by some tiny critter living in the ground.

I don’t know how long I was asleep, but I was woken by a shout from above. “Thor, Job!” Doll cried from the roof. “Help Fred…”

I sat up and tried to see what was going on. I spotted a flashlight beam which meant we were being attacked. The sound of boots on the ground thudding out of the shelter broke the silence. “Over there,” someone shouted. “They’re attacking from both entrances,” Doll shouted.

Then I heard shouting and cries as shots were fired in the distance. The paintball guns made a distinctive ‘phut’ each time someone fired one. I was frustrated in the extreme, being tethered to someone and gagged so I couldn’t communicate with her.

She seemed calm which suggested that she was anticipating being rescued. If only they had freed me, then I could have helped defend the camp. The sound of voices and shooting came from both ends of the camp but the activity gradually lessened. There were a few more shots, then only distant voices.

Two people walked past the wall of branches dividing us from the camp. “Take them over to the fire where we can see them!” A man said, but I didn’t recognise his voice. That was when Bella got to her feet and nudged me with her boot. “Ugggggh!” she grunted.

I stood up to see if I could guess what she wanted, only for her to manoeuvre her body around so that we were standing back to back. She was a couple of inches taller than me, so it was easier to release the buckle on the strap holding my right wrist to the corset. With my right hand free, I was able to free my left hand.

As we were under attack, I was in danger of being captured again, especially as I was unarmed. I needed the Red girl’s help to avoid capture so I decided to free her hands. Once both our hands were free, we unfastened the bits and pulled the tabs from our mouths.

“Fucking hell!” she exclaimed. “Come on, let’s see what the fuck is going on out there.”

She moved toward the entrance. “Be careful,” I said. “We might get shot.” I didn’t fancy losing my sight until midday.

She yanked on the rope. “Get your scrawny ass moving and shut the fuck up!”

“Don’t do that again. You hurt me,” I complained.

“Serves you fucking right! Get a move on.” I hurried out after her, along the back of the shelter.

She was brought to a shuddering halt when a tall lad turned the corner and pointed a paintball gun in her direction.

I recognized the tall white guy immediately from his tattoos and red head. It was the Red leader, Thor. “Bella!” he exclaimed.

The girl rushed to him, tugging me along with her. “Master!” She grabbed his cock with one hand and wrapped her free arm around his waist in a sickly show of respect. “Thanks for coming to get me. Are we safe?”

“Calm down, the war is over.” He looked over her head at me. “Well, if this ain’t my lucky day…”

Bella released Thor’s dick and turned her head to look at me. “She looks like a Black, Master, but I think she’s a Grey whose fallen out with her pack.”

“You’re right, the bitch is a Grey and our paths have already crossed, haven’t they, bitch?” I nodded but didn’t move. “Reel her in, Bella.”

The girl pulled on the rope, making me hurry the three steps to stand by Bella’s side. “She’s a tough little cunt, Master. We’ve been working all afternoon together.”

“Tough and mouthy, heh? Can’t remember your name, bitch, but you know how to show your new Master the respect he deserves.”

“What have you done to my pack?” I asked in a defiant tone.

“Ya see, Bella, this little bitch doesn’t know when to be polite.” He suddenly grabbed the rope stretching from my collar to my cunt which was taut.

He twisted it viciously. “Ahhhhhh!” I cried and grabbed his powerful hands. “Stop… Please stop.” The pain was excruciating and brought tears to my eyes.

“On your knees then, bitch, and worship my cock.” When he released the rope, I dropped to my knees and closed my lips around his plum-like knob. “Hand massage, bitch!” he growled at me.

I lifted them and started fondling his balls. I had half a mind to squeeze them and drop him to his knees, but he would then severely punish me and I would gain nothing. If I was going to get a chance to escape, I had to make him think I was passive.

“How many of the pack did you bring, Master?”

“It’s a joint operation. I teamed up with the Blacks to eliminate the Greys. There were twelve of us. We lost six, a man and two girls each. They are on their way back to our camps. Odin and the black leader, Baron, are searching the camp for guns, ammo and flasks, we’ve already captured three guns and six clips, along with two bitches. This one make’s three.” He slapped my head. “Enough, bitch. On your feet,”

I followed them to the fire at the entrance to our shelter, only to find Rik and Kit sitting on their knees by the fire. Both girls had been gagged and had their hands tied behind their backs with blue nylon rope while noose leads had been tied around their necks.

I felt sorry for the pair who were being dragged down by weak leadership and would pay a heavy price during their forty-eight hours of captivity. I knew what to expect but they didn’t…


Chapter Eleven ~ The victor’s spoils.

Interestingly, there was no sign of Doll so at least one person managed to escape the mayhem. She was a bright kid and obviously saw the writing on the wall as the attack unfolded. Also, having previous, she knew how to dodge paint pellets, or the girl was just lucky.

Two men, a Red and the Black leader, Baron, came out of the shelter carrying boxes. The muscular ex-convict dropped the box the moment he spotted me.

“Well, fuck me, if it aint the little cunt who ran off with my machete and energy bars. Welcome back to the Black camp for another forty-eight hours. I know you’re dying to meet Bear when you get back. He is going to be fucking over the moon when he sees your little white ass.” He pointed at the ground. “Kneel there next to your fellow pussies. I’ll deal with you later.” He picked up a noose lead, popped it over my head and tightened it around my neck.

“I need a knife to cut this rope,” Bella said.

“Baron, I’m making a claim for this bitch. We’ve got previous,” Thor said, then handed Bella a knife.

“So have we, Thor. She’s a thieving little cunt who’s a Black. She belongs to me.”

Bella cut the rope near the back of her corset and at the front, immediately relieving pressure on her labia. I on the other hand, I suspected, was going to suffer wearing my restraining rope bondage for a little while longer.

“I don’t belong to either of you monsters. I’m a Grey and always will be,” I shouted.

Thor forced me down to my knees. “Shut up bitch. Go fetch one of their gags, Bella.”

“We can’t take their basic Pony-girl equipment,” Baron pointed out. She needs her hands tied behind her back cos she’s a thieving little cunt. Get some rope Angel,” he said to the other girl who had a black bushy tail and wolf head.

It was bizarre to see the Red and Black packs working together. The pair of leaders stood side by side staring down at me. I could tell by his body language that Thor wasn’t happy if I slipped through his fingers for a second time in less than a day.

“Baron, I know she’s a Black now, but at six, she changes back to Grey,” Thor pointed out. “I gave you back a bitch early so we could make this raid. I want the bitch as payback for my generosity. And besides it was Bella who hauled her ass in.”

“Shit, the bitch is black, Baron. Use your fucking eyes. You can have your pick of the other two.”

“It means I lose out twice. With you getting two and me one, after I gave your bitch back early.”

“You can’t count this little thieving cunt. She already belongs to me.”

They squared up to each other but the Red pack member who had brought all our gear out of the shelter, pushed between them. He turned his head one way and then the other. “What’s so special about that mouthy little bitch?” he asked. “Look, her own pack keeps her trussed up like a prisoner.”

The lad had hit the nail on the head, Even I was baffled as to why the two leaders were arguing over me. Both leaders stared at my hunched form. They didn’t care about me. To them I was just a toy for them to play with.

It occurred to me that men like the three leaders of the packs got off on knocking down rebellious girls and were not so interested in passive girls. They didn’t care if I was in pain. In fact, they enjoyed my discomfort.

“Obviously, she’s a fucking handful,” Thor said. “I nearly had her at ground zero this morning, but I decided to trade her for a pack of water. That was before we made a deal to work together. If you want another, let me have the bitch.”

It was his final attempt to get his hands on me but Baron shook his head. “She’s a black and will be for forty eight hours. End of discussion. Did you find any more guns and ammo, Odin?”

“Nope. Bond is searching around but the batteries on the torches are almost flat. We need them for the return journey.”

“Shit. Maybe one of the three bitches knows where the men hid them,”

“We only had four guns,” I volunteered, guessing that they had captured the ones that the lads had with them. “We didn’t have any points to buy anymore because you attacked us last night.

“Oh, the bitch is volunteering information now…” Angel arrived with the rope to tie my hands. “Drop it on the ground, Angel,” Baron said. “I’ll take care of the bitch. You lot start loading up the back packs. I’m sure that the girl who escaped ran out of pellets but keep your eyes peeled for the bitch. I’ll see if I can get any information out of these little cunts.”

Thor reluctantly turned his attention to the piles of stock that they were stealing from us. Thor from the Reds, and Bond from the Blacks, started to divey the contraband up. Meanwhile Baron hunkered down behind me and clumsily tied my hands behind my back. Then, he reached around and grasped my right tit while holding the rope just below where it was attached to the corset at the back.

“You’re the one without the gag, bitch. Where are the flasks and guns?”

“Baron, you see how my own pack treat me. They kept me apart from them and they never included me in their discussions… Owwwwww!” I cried when he simultaneously twisted my nipple and yanked the rope, forcing it up into my pudendal cleft. “I’m telling the truth,” I cried. “Who would hide guns when the camp is being attacked?”

Deciding he wouldn’t get any more information out of me, Baron moved along to crouch behind Kit. He eased the tab out of her mouth and then slid it into mine. Moving back to Kit, he twisted her nipples making her scream loudly.

“Ahhhhh,” leave me alone, I don’t know anything. The guys don’t even let us go to their meetings. We don’t know anything.

Baron moved to Rik and despite hurting her, she gave the same answers to his questions. The three men, Thor, Odin and Bond, plus Bella and Angel stood and waited, having packed every item we possessed into six backpacks. They had pillaged everything they could find, including the water and first aid kit.

Thor held out a full backpack for Baron. “Come on, we’re ready to roll.”

The unsatisfied leader stood up and dragged Rik up with him. “This one is yours, Thor.” He handed him the girl’s leash. Then, he hauled Kit up and handed Bond the end of the rope. This one is ours, and so is this one.”

I should have stood up before the sadistic leader reached between my tits and hauled me up by the rope. “Ugggggh!” I protested.

He chuckled. “That’s just a taster, bitch. Stand still while I put my pack on.”

As soon as he was ready, Baron fed the dangling rope back through my legs and gave it a tug. That meant the rope was doubled through my labia and might do twice as much damage as before. On the way out of the camp we passed the sorry looking sight of the four lads who had been seated around the central bonfire. They would be blind until midday so would have to wait for Doll to emerge from the forest once she thought it was safe to do so.

Doll didn’t have much to go back to, but at least she could jog around and welcome the two new guys in the morning. There would then be a huge rebuilding job for the six men to tackle. Meanwhile, I was dreading another period of slavery at the hands of Baron and the black team.

The column was headed by the two girls, Bella and Angel, who were armed with paintball guns and torches, which weren’t very bright. I flipped my night vision on and unlike the other members of the column, had no trouble seeing where we were going.

Baron had wound the leash around his hand several times so that it was only a yard long. He kept jerking it to bring me alongside him so he could squeeze my tits or grab my ass. He had his trophy which put the man in a good mood. There was faint moonlight due to the high cloud cover so he could just about see me and the track. Thankfully, the surface was relatively easy to walk on in the dark because the compacted earth was light and flat.

I noticed that when Baron changed the rope over from one hand to the other, there were several seconds when I could attempt an escape. I had to be careful though because of the wall of soil that skirted the track on both sides. In some places it was four feet high and although I thought I was fast and nimble I wouldn’t be able to scale the ridge before being grabbed.

Halfway down to ground zero, Thor stopped with Rik and pissed up against the bank, while we had to stand and wait for him to finish. He then made the poor girl suck his knob to clean him.

“Come on, Thor, it’ll be one o’clock soon and I want to get some kip tonight,” Baron said.

Thor and Rik fell in behind us for the rest of the way to ground zero and had to watch Baron mauling my ass on several occasions. The Red leader must have been turning the situation over in his mind, for when we reached the poles that marked the electronic boundary of ground zero, he came alongside us.

“Baron, you’ve had your fun with the mouthy bitch. This is your last chance to hand her over. If you do, I’ll consider another joint operation. If not, then we’re enemies. What’s it to be?”

Everything happened so fast. Thor had no intention of negotiating in a friendly manner for he was holding a gun in his hand and pointed it at Baron. The thieves were falling out right in front of my eyes.

Baron lowered his right hand and let the rope unfurl and drop to the floor. I didn’t think that I would get a better chance to escape, so throwing caution to the wind, I turned and ran off toward the edge of the woods, about 100 yards away.

“Bella! Get that cunt. Shoot her if you have to!” yelled Baron.

I ran as fast as my legs could carry me, with my head bowed so that the rope wouldn’t tear my labia to shreds. Unfortunately, the loose rope still jagged and rubbed back and forth on my lips and against the inside of my thighs, but the annoyance didn’t slow me down. Neither did the trailing rope that dangled down my back. Thankfully, it didn’t impede my progress toward the trees.

Apart from the distant curses from the men who were being double crossed, the first fifty yards was run in silence, except for my rasping, panicky breath, rushing in and out of my lungs. I suspected that Thor shot Barron and Bond and then captured Angel.

“Stop, you stupid bitch, or I’ll shoot you!” Bella yelled.

The rope rubbing in my labia was a reminder of what I would suffer if I was caught and taken to the Red camp. I glanced over my shoulder to see the flashlight bobbing about in the girl’s hand, some twenty feet behind me. It was at that point I realized she wasn’t catching me and that I would reach the trees and safety if she didn’t hit me with a paintball.

I studied the treeline, looking for the widest gap between the trunks. Then, after spotting a decent gap, I veered to the left and headed for it. ‘Phut!’ I heard a pellet whiz past my neck as the distance to the trees closed to a few feet. I literally jumped into the undergrowth, taking a huge risk because my arms were secured behind my back and I had no protection on my nether region.

“Ugggggh!” I groaned when my leg scraped against a branch.

I went down and rolled onto my side. My leg hurt like hell, but feeling no other injury, I jumped up and set off again. ‘Phut, phut, phut!’ One pellet slammed into a tree beside me and splattered my arm with red paint, but I wasn’t hit.

“Come out, bitch!” Bella shouted.

Bludgeoning my way through the forest, I didn’t slow until I was brought to a halt by a dense patch of brambles. The thick leather corset and leather hood were godsends for they took most of the impacts from low hanging branches. My tits took more punishment and were going to look battered and bruised when I emerged from the forest.

I retreated a step after receiving scratches to both legs from the brambles. I had only run 20 or 30 yards so when I almost blundered into the barrier, I had to get a grip of myself and row back the panic that gripped my very being. I took a deep breath and turning to my right, I pushed my way through less vicious foliage and stopped behind a tree.

All I could see, looking toward ground zero was trees that glowed green. When I flipped the night vision off I  spotted the dim light of Bella’s torch. Another torch joined hers. “Where is she?” Thor asked.

Because the forest was so incredibly quiet, the sound just about carried to where I was hiding, but I had to hold my breath to hear their words.

“She jumped in here…” The pair of flashlights darted about for a few seconds.

“Did you hit her?”

“I don’t know.”

“Fuck, fuck!” he exclaimed. “Wait here, I’m going in…”

My brain went into overdrive. What the fuck should I do? If I moved, he was bound to hear me. Gathering all my resolve, I hunkered down onto my knees and crouched behind the tree. His torch was his handicap. I was able to watch his progress to my right, then when he turned and walked toward me, my heart missed a beat.

Those five minutes were the most anxious of my short life. He came to within ten feet of me, then turned away and began searching back toward the spot where Bella was waiting.

“Are you sure she went in here?” he asked on his return.

“Absolutely sure. She jumped in like a maniac!”

“Fuck, the balls on that kid are larger than Baron’s!”

“What happened to him?”

“Dropped his pack and ran off with Bond. The pair were fucking shitting themselves. Come on, we’ve wasted enough time on this Grey bitch… J.M.” He shouted. “You and me will meet again. It’ll be third time lucky for me, you wait and see.”

The moment the lights disappeared, the forest fell silent, apart from the sound of my heart hammering in my chest. I let my breath out, but I didn’t move, in case Thor was waiting for me to emerge from the forest. He wanted to beat on me so badly, I wouldn’t put it past him to try an underhand tactic like that.

I flipped to night vision and studied a 180 degree sweep. Seeing nothing glowing, or moving, I began to relax. I was facing ground zero so the track to my camp was on my left, maybe 150 yards away. First though I had to release my hands, so I dropped to my knees, eased my gloves off and tried to relax my body even further. After tucking my thumbs, I tested the rope restraint to see which wrist was more tightly bound.

What I found was that Baron ‘s method was faulty and I had a chance of working a hand free. He hadn’t tied my wrists separately so when I pulled my left wrist, the rope tightened on it, but slackened on my right wrist. I pulled on my left as hard as I dare because I didn’t want to shut off my circulation, just in case I couldn’t free myself.

I was rewarded when the rope on my right wrist eased considerably. Then, I had to knuckle down and work my slim hand out of the rope noose. I kept checking the forest for any activity, but there was none. To get the rope over my knuckles, I had to hurt myself more than I expected. Gritting my teeth and wriggling my hand over and over again, it finally came free.

“Oh, my god,” I gasped softly, then burst into a flood of tears.

Never, in my entire life, had I cried with such an intensity. I stared at my left wrist, which was still bound with blue nylon rope, and my right fist which was bleeding across the knuckles.

In that moment, I made a promise to myself. I would strain every sinew to stay out of the Red leader’s hands and instead make every effort to make him pay for what he had done to me and my pack…

THE END of Part Four

Sample of Part Five.

Chapter one.

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 I bought night vision with the points I earned on day one and two. We were entering day four, so in a couple of hours I would once again be a Grey.

There were no 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 part was that the leader of my pack, Fred, had decided that I should be restrained like the prisoner, Bella. He fed the rope between my legs and pulled it tight before securing it to a ‘D’ ring on the back of the corset. When I stood erect, the rope crushed the clitoral clamp and rubbed against the insides of my labia lips.

Desperate to be free of the restraint, I tried desperately 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, 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 lurking around.

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, but 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 ot night vision to see me. 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 brutal 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 of 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…

THE END of the Sample.
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This book has been published by Stark Books

Facebook - https://www.facebook.com/amelia.stark.98

Join Amelia’s Facebook group ‘Books of an Adult Nature’.

http://bit.ly/AdultNature

Follow on Twitter - AmeliaStark_18
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