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Introduction to Julia’s Training Part 3.

This book is Part Three of the ‘Hooded Game’ series.

Stripped of her clothing, hooded, corseted and booted, Julia has been selected as a member of the Grey Pack – one of three teams in a savage, and brutal competition.

In Part Two, Julia upset the leader of the Grey pack, Fred, by challenging some of his decisions, so he decided to make an example of her. Gagged with the Pony-girl bit, Julia had to tough it out overnight, then make the first trip down to collect supplies, pulling a four-wheel rig. They arrive late to find that the Black pack have taken all their food, so they must take what they can and hope the flasks will see them through until the next drop.

Julia is finally freed from the shafts of the Pony rig for the second trip and allowed to run down to collect goods in a backpack. On arrival, the pack come face to face with the leader of the Black pack, Baron.

Baron offers Fred their food in exchange for a loan deal. He wants Julia for three days. The lads eventually agree on a 48-hour loan, during which time Julia will become a member of the Black Pack and be treated like a prisoner. The young Brit is horrified because she knows that the Blacks will treat her like a slave.

The ‘Hooded Games’ can only be viewed on the dark web and 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 ~ Flasks and helicopters.

I was lying on my front when I woke from my slumber. The distant sound of a helicopter wasn’t in my dream it was coming from above me. I opened my eyes and tried to move my arms. Then, I remembered why leather straps were securing my wrists to the sides of my corset.

Someone else had heard the aircraft. “WAKE UP!” a girl cried. I twisted and looked over my shoulder. I peered at my gloomy video screen. Beyond my feet was the makeshift shelter. Doll had climbed to her feet and was looking into the dark grey sky. “It’s the helicopter!”

That was the signal for everyone to scramble to their feet, including me and Job. The big black guy had slumped by the fire and not woken anyone to change the watch. “Oh, fuck!” he muttered looking down at what was left of the fire – ashes and a few whisps of smoke.

“Didn’t the alarm go off?” Coffee asked. He was the first one out of the shelter. The others joined him by the fire.

I pointed at the clock. It read, 4:01. “Why is it coming so fucking early?” Job raged.

“This is a right royal fuck-up,” Fred growled, directing his anger at me and Job.

“Sorry, Fred, we fucked up. Let’s get Jay and Doll strapped to the rigs.” He grabbed my arm. “The quicker we get them on the road, the better chance we have of grabbing the goods.

Everyone came over, realizing we were behind the curve. The girls turned the rigs around, then Job guided me between the shafts and Fred did the same with Doll. My hands had to be released before my corset could be strapped to the shafts and crossmember in a total of six places. The chains connecting the box and the reins were the final parts of the jigsaw, then I was ready to run.

While the lads were securing us to the rigs, the girls brought the harnesses over, then organized the anal plug/tails. Fred faced up to Job. “We haven’t lost any time, but you took your eye off the ball last night…” Bzzzzzzzz. The alarm started to ring, over by the dying fire. It was 4:15.

“I’ll get that,” Ric shouted, then hurried over to switch the alarm off.

“Yes, I’m sorry. You need this.” Job handed him the stick that he used to beat me.

“Thanks. Just look after the camp while we’re gone. It’s not safe from attack until six o’clock.” He turned to the pack. “Coffee, you lead. I’ll stay with Jay and Tor will be in charge of Doll…” We turned our wolf heads to look at each other. Doll had very small tits, but she was fit and lean. Her skin was mid brown while mine was white but tanned.

The remaining two girls were ordered to jog at the back. Just after we set off, we heard the helicopter taking off. Thankfully, there was enough light to see the track clearly. We had only travelled 100 yards when it narrowed to the width of little more than two Pony rigs.

There were straight sections, but several bends as we descended the gentle incline. The forest had been thinned and there were banks either side of the road, sometimes three feet high. It looked as though a bulldozer had made one journey to create the track and had thrown the earth to the sides.

I felt the wide tyres bumping on the odd stone, but otherwise the empty box behaved itself. I was thirsty and needed a piss. I suddenly feared having to do one during the journey back to the camp. Fred jogged along beside me, holding the reins which were limp. He remained quiet during the first five or six minutes, then couldn’t resist having a dig at me.

He flicked my bobbing ass with the stick. “You’re going to have to work hard today, bitch, if you want to get back in favour with me. I don’t want to hear a peep out of you until we sit down to eat. Woooh!” he cried and pulled me to a stop.

We had just rounded a bend to find the narrow track was littered with rocks, some a foot in diameter.

“Fuck!” Tor shouted. The three lads walked up to the pile and clenched their fists.

“One of the other teams did this,” Coffee said with anger in his voice. “Probably last night before it got dark.”

“Shit happens. Come on, we’ll lift the rigs over one at a time, then the girls can carry on to the drop zone while we clear the track.” Fred was a clear thinker, so it was a pity that he was also a mean bastard.

We lost a valuable five minutes while they unfastened Doll and myself from the rigs, then strapped us in again on the other side. Coffee grabbed Fred’s arm. “Look, take Tor. I’ll have half the track cleared by the time you get back and the rigs will be able to get by.”

“That’s a good plan. Thanks mate.”

So, we continued down the track without Coffee in the pack. We knew we were getting close when the track levelled and the trees thinned. We saw glimpses of the lake on our left, then through the trees, I spotted a raised structure like a stage.

When we emerged into the open, I saw that the structure was large enough for a helicopter to land on. The aircraft was long gone and all that was left to show for it were dozens of boxes and tools scattered around the outside of the platform. Facing us and built into the landing platform were two panels with eight holes in each. One panel was empty while the other contained eight stainless-steel thermos flasks.

“One or both teams have been here before us,” Tor said bitterly.

“Shit happens, Tot, come on, back Doll up to the cylinder machine, then grab all the food you can find. Load it into their rigs. Rik, Kit, help Tor. I’ll do the flasks. I want a quick Turn around.”

It looked as though the boxes dropped in front of the cylinder machine had all been opened. I spotted long nails in one and small hand tools in another. Larger tools, like a long saw, a crowbar, a spade, branch cutters and a long heavy metal mallet were bunched together and not touched. There was also a gas cylinder standing on its own, a hand drill and boxes of huge wooden dowels.

Fred manoeuvred me around so that I was facing the way we had come. I heard him remove a flask from the console and then watched him lean over Doll’s ass and start the embarrassing and painful process of thrusting the flask into the poor girl’s quim. I couldn’t see her expression, but her body was trembling like a leaf.

“Doll, relax your muscles,” he muttered.

“Ughhhhhhh,” Doll gargled past the tab in her mouth as Fred drove the last couple of inches home.

Then it was my turn. Fred had just withdrawn the flask from the panel when the lads returned. “No food left, Fred. Both teams have been and gone and took the lot.”

“Fuck, fuck!” our leader shouted. He looked around at the boxes on the ground.

“Look, Fred, in their rush to grab all the food, they missed these…” He opened the small box he was holding. “Guns! There’s two in the box. Because they missed them, my guess is it’s the only box the organizers dropped off this trip.”

“Excellent. Load up all the tools we can carry. The long tools go in the rigs and we can carry the nails in our packs. We’ll take the lot. Anything that will be valuable to the other teams. I’ve just got to sort out this bitch’s flask, then I’ll give you a hand.”

“We also found this.” Ric handed a leaflet to Fred.

“Shit! No supplies tomorrow, only flasks. Alright, get everything loaded. It’s now vital that we collect all eight flasks, which means three more Pony-girl runs today.”

A flurry of activity started around me. Moments later, I felt the domed end of the flask nubbing against my entrance. “Uhhhhhhhh,” I groaned when Fred failed to penetrate me with the flask.

“Fuck, even your snatch is giving me hassle…” he muttered.

He withdrew it, then climbed in behind me. Moments later he steered his cock into my quim. “Lubrication is what we need.” There was no finesse in his actions. He penetrated me with two powerful thrusts and then pounded his cock into me so hard, the rig rocked back and forth.

“That should do nicely,” he said, then withdrew having ignited my libido and triggered my juices which had dried up during the night.

“Ughhhhh,” I groaned when he eased the flask into my prepped orifice. “Ahhhhhh,” I complained until he had driven the monstrosity home.

Fred climbed out from behind me, then helped the others finish loading the tools into the back of my rig, Tor put a couple of boxes into Fred’s backpack which was the signal for us all to leave. I set off at a fast jog for the base of the crater was flat. The minute we passed the posts surrounding ground zero, I felt internal pressure in my vagina as the plug and flask were drawn to each other.

Used and abused by the male members of the pack, I found it difficult to raise my spirits knowing that I had to make at least one more trip down to collect a second flask…


Chapter Two ~ Unexpected confrontation.

Coming down the incline was a breeze but trying to jog up it with a full load of tools in the rig was more difficult than I imagined it would be. Fred had a gas cylinder and a box of nails in his backpack so he must have appreciated the strain Doll and I were feeling. However, that didn’t deter them from shouting encouragement the moment we began to slow.

Thankfully, Coffee had cleared the track and passed us just after we set off on the return journey. One of the other teams was cunning enough to block our road with large rocks, during the night. It probably delayed us by another ten minutes and made us even later than the other two teams.

Having arrived late at ground zero, we all knew how important it was to get all eight food flasks back to our camp. Because only Pony-girls were allowed to carry them while full, in our quims, it meant each team had to make four runs every day, starting at 4 a.m or later, as soon as the teams were armed.

The other teams could steal the flasks if we weren’t quick enough to get ours. In fact, we were in real danger of losing our last pair because we were so late to get the first two. Then, we would be down to six flasks because we wouldn’t have empty flasks to exchange for full ones.

The flask that Fred plunged into my quim, stretching my teenage muscles, contained, we suspected, hot food in a bag. It was only half a meal for me so wouldn’t go anywhere near satisfying one of our beefy lads.

Unfortunately, the pack was being led by a hot-headed lad who wasn’t prepared to listen to anyone, especially the girls. We had found out to our cost that the other two teams were on the ball and had easily outsmarted us before we had even got started. Something had to change and quickly.

“Get a move on, Jay,” Fred shouted at me. “If you two hadn’t fallen asleep last night, we might have gotten down to ground zero earlier.”

I wanted to scream because the lad was full of bullshit. The alarm went off while we were getting ready, so it was Fred’s fault for not listening to the commander. If there was one thing I hated, it was being accused of something I didn’t do.

We didn’t have far to go when Fred jogged closer to me, possibly because I wasn’t able to run quite as fast as Doll. I was concentrating on keeping up with the lithe athlete who I thought was fitter than me and had a lighter load. That wasn’t her fault, though. Fred dealt with the loads and had decided to be spiteful and weigh my rig down.

He had a nasty character and was looking for a reason to whack me with the stick he was carrying. Tor didn’t have a stick so just shouted encouragement at Doll.

“Move your lazy ass, Doll!” The white muscular lad shouted, then pulled ahead of her and yanked the reins.

“Jay, faster!” Fred shouted at me. Thwatt!

“Eiiiiiiii!” I squealed when he lashed his stick right across the centre of my bobbing buttocks.

The blow certainly injected some urgency into my legs. “Come on, we haven’t got all day,” he shouted. Thwatt!

“Arrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” I cried when my already bruised cheeks exploded again with a fierce pain that seared and sparkled across my taut ass flesh.

The fiery sensations were sharper than when Job thrashed my cheeks four times with the same stick. Fred’s aggressive methods worked, for I managed to close the gap between me and the back of Doll’s rig. Thankfully, my tears didn’t affect my video screen, so I was able to keep an eye on the gap and watch the surface of the track carefully.

As soon as the road levelled, I knew we were close to our camp. It was such a relief to reach the poles, erected on either side of the track. Then, once we had passed them, I felt the magnet in the butt plug deactivate. The first thing I saw when we crossed our perimeter was that Job had revived the fire and built it up, so the flames were about two feet high.

“Stop here, Tor,” shouted Fred. “Let’s get unloaded and do a fast turnaround. JOB!” he shouted at the top of his voice.

The muscular black lad emerged from behind the shelter and came running over. “How’d it go, Fred?” he asked breathlessly.

“Quick, remove the flask from Jay’s snatch, then do Doll’s, while Tor and I unload the gear and release the girls. We need to get down to ground zero again as quickly as possible.”

“What happened? Did you get there before the other teams?”

“Nah, it was a fucking disaster. We were last and the food had been taken…”

Job, leaning over me, didn’t have any problem removing the flask from my quim, for it had smooth sides and slid out easily. He then extracted Doll’s flask. What a relief it was to have the pressure removed from my internal organs. Job laid the flask on the floor, then removed Doll’s bit from her mouth. When he finally came to me, I almost cried with relief when the nasty leather tab was withdrawn.

“I hope you’ve learnt your lesson, girl,” Job said the moment my mouth was empty.

If I spoke, I would anger the man, so I avoided replying. “Water,” I gasped. “I need a drink.”

The last strap was released, enabling me to stand and take a bottle of water from Kit. She had already refreshed herself and was ready to take my place between the shafts of the rig. After drinking a few gulps, I took her harness and slipped it on my back, then buckled the strap around my waist.

“I’m ready,” I shouted.

“So am I,” Doll exclaimed.

“Go then. Load each other with as much as you can carry. You’re safe from the other teams today because no one has any paintballs yet. Team members cannot touch an opposing player in anger if they haven’t been incapacitated with a paintball,” Fred explained.

“Are you sure?” I asked.

Fred glared at me. “I’m fucking sure, now go!”

Doll and I turned and shot off down the track. Free and unencumbered I should have felt relief, but I only felt frustration and anger.

“Doll, our leader is making some bad decisions,” I said to the fit young woman jogging beside me.

She had small tits but a muscular lithe body. I wouldn’t have been surprised to discover that she was a middle-distance runner. I was determined to keep up with her, as we raced pell-mell toward ground zero.

“Jay,Fred’s trying his best and will make mistakes… Let’s wait and see how the day ends and hear what he’s got to say for himself… There will be a meeting and if you behave yourself, he’ll let you give your opinion…”

“Huh, he didn’t last night.”

“Coffee was telling me about their training. The lads were in isolation for a month. They’ve got much more information about the ‘Tri-Challenge’ than we do, so we’ve got to let them run the show, at least to begin with.”

“What he did to me was brutal. I didn’t deserve to be beaten, then silenced.”

“No, but you made it easy for Fred. He’s been trained on how to handle the pack and make decisions. Him making an example of you made me think twice about questioning his orders. Chill out and only make constructive suggestions.”

I needed Doll’s friendship. I liked her positive attitude. “You’re right. I’ll try and hold my tongue for now, but if he keeps making blunders like being late to ground zero, maybe someone like Coffee would be better leading the pack.”

Doll didn’t reply but I could tell she was thinking about my comment. We reached the bottom of the hill but maintained our pace for the last quarter of a mile, through less dense forest. By the time we burst out into the open and passed the poles, we were both out of breath.

There was no sign of the other teams, so we didn’t hesitate to rush to the platform. Our packs were small compared to the lad’s so it made sense to take anything small and heavy back to the camp.

“You load my bag first,” I said to doll.

“I think we should quickly check for food and guns first. We might have missed something. Let’s check out the boxes.”

“What about paintballs? Guns are no good without them.”

“We can only get clips of paintballs with privilege points, according to Coffee or if we steal them from one of the other teams.”

We moved around the circular platform, which was about six feet high, so we didn’t see the man from the Black pack until we were almost upon him.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped.

“Oh my god…” Doll exclaimed as she recoiled and took a step back.

His black wolf head grinned at us. He held up a hand as though he wanted to talk to us. Curiously, he was holding a packet of biscuits in his right hand. The 6’3” young white man was wearing a flak jacket, but that didn’t hide his rippling muscles, multiple tattoos and huge, erect cock. The pack on his back was crammed full and looked heavy.

He towered over both of us. “Girls, I’ve been waiting for you. Where’s your leader?” he said in a low gravelly voice that had a heavy Russian accent.

I stepped back to stand beside Doll. “Leave us alone. We’re loading our packs and not interfering with you.”

“Girl, are you English? American?”

“We can’t stop. Don’t come neat us.”

He lifted the packet of biscuits in the air. “Don’t bother looking for food. There ain’t none left.” His wolf’s head bobbed up and down as he studied our lewd appearance. “It’s good to see the Grey Pack has some seriously fuckable bitches.”

For the first time in days, I felt embarrassed and appalled at being naked below the corset and having my tits out in the open.

“Which one of you fucketts wants to blow me in exchange for this packet of biscuits?”

I turned to Doll who was staring at his huge cock. “Come on let’s get some stuff and get going.” I pointed at an opened box that contained green material. “Grab that one and put it in my pack.”

“Girls, girls, I’m prepared to negotiate.” He took two paces towards us. “What about a hand job?”

“You’re not allowed to touch us,” Doll said.

I backed away and stayed facing the black wolf while I picked up the box. Doll did the same, so I dropped the box in her pack.

“No point in being coy, I’m going to see your cute asses when you eventually turn tail and run. By the way, you’re wrong about touching…” He walked up to me, stroked my left tit and backed away. “Friendly gestures are allowed.”

I recoiled in shock. “That’s unwanted so I call that a hostile act.”

He roared with laughter. “It’s the intent that the judges measure, not the outrage from a timid bitch like you. I mean you no harm. I’m trying to negotiate a trade. The very thing this game is based on.” He stepped forward again and stroked my right tit. But, he did more. He squeezed it.

“That’s a hostile act,” I said as I tried to push his hand away, but he grabbed my wrist and steered my hand to his cock.

“Hold it girl and earn this packet of biscuits. Your team will be grateful, because otherwise, they’ll have nothing to eat for a week, bar the tiny bags of snatch food.”

I was sure he was talking bullshit, but there had to be more to his demands than making me wank him in exchange for a packet of biscuits…


Chapter Three ~ Slave girl.

Then, it came to me. He had stayed to slow us down. He wanted to delay our team and then maybe grab our last flasks. That had to be his motive.

“A week? What are you talking about?” Doll asked.

“Has your leader been keeping you in the dark? Our main supply of food will be dropped every seven days. There are the flasks and then what we can buy with privilege points. I doubt if your team are going to have any of those. Your leader fucked up big time, didn’t he?”

I had involuntarily wrapped my hand around his cock while he talked. He started moving my hand up and down. The lad was rock hard but I avoided squeezing his shaft.

“Let go of me!” I shouted.

Doll placed a heavy box, then a lighter one in my backpack.

“Girl, I’m enjoying this. Hold it tighter. Don’t be afraid of my pecker.”

I became aware of the sound of the rigs and pounding footsteps from the other side of the stage. “That’s Fred,” Doll exclaimed, “I’ll go and get him.”

“It sounds like your leader has arrived. Fred? That’s a naff name…” I opened my hand, so that it looked as though I was rubbing the side of his cock with it, rather than wanking him.

“Ah, I was enjoying that, my little timid Grey bitch.”

“I’m not timid. And I’m not your bitch!”

Moments later, Fred, Coffee and Tor arrived with Doll not far behind. “What the fuck are you doing with my girl?” Fred asked in an aggressive tone. He was still holding his stick so looked even more of a threat,

The Black released my wrist and offered his gloved hand. “Fred, my name is Baron and I’m the leader of the Black Pack.”

I stepped back and wiped my glove on my corset.

Fred didn’t shake hands. “Why are you hassling my girls?” Fred asked.

“That one…” He pointed at me. “Offered to blow me for this packet of chocolate biscuits.”

“That’s not true, Fred!” I exclaimed loudly. “He’s lying so he can delay us. He’s causing trouble so that his team can steal more of our stuff.,” I exclaimed.

Baron’s wolf’s head smiled. “I think we’ve already commandeered all of your food. I’m here to strike a deal with you, Fred. Do you want your food, or do you want your team to starve?”

Fred turned to us. “All of you, go and sort the rigs and set off for the camp. I’ll deal with this on my own.”

“Wait,” Baron said firmly. “I want the mouthy bitch to stay.” He pointed at me.

“Why? She’s ain’t got any say in the deal we make.”

“I disagree.” He folded his arms. From his body language I could tell that the leader of the black wolf pack wasn’t going to change his mind.

“Alright, everyone bar Jay, scoot and load the rigs. Get those flasks back and send the same girls back without delay.”

Baron waited for the rest of our pack to move away. “Finally getting your act together, hey Fred?”

“What the fuck do you mean by that?”

“Jay here was saying you really fucked up this morning.”

“That’s a fucking lie!” I shouted.

Fred rounded on me and raised his stick. “Keep quiet, girl. Another word and you’ll regret it.”

I couldn’t resist adding to my comment. “He’s trying to drive a wedge between us, Fred. Don’t take the bait.”

Both men were of similar stature. They had broad muscular shoulders, barrel chests and slim waists but Baron was a couple of inches taller. I was dwarfed by both of them, big time! Fred clenched his fists, but somehow managed to control his anger. “What are you offering and what do you want?” His lips hardly moved as he spoke the words from between his clenched teeth.

“Firstly, I want Jay to blow me while we chat. That will keep her gob occupied and it’ll show good faith on your side.”

“That’s outrageous!” I exclaimed. “What’s the matter with you…”

“Enough!” yelled Fred and grabbed my upper arm before I could react. “If this bitch blowing you is my good faith, where’s yours?”

He held up the packet of biscuits. “There’s plenty more where that came from.”

“Fred, I can’t believe you’re even considering his outrageous suggestion,” I cried.

“You fucking lucked out to get a mouthy bitch like Jay in your team,” Baron said.

I was furious when Fred forced my arm downward so that I had no choice but to drop to my knees. “Fred, don’t make me do this…”

“Blow the man, so we can fucking find out his terms and get on with moving our supplies.”

“Fred, this isn’t fair.” Switt! “Ahhhhhhh!” I screamed when my leader slashed the stick across my defenceless ass cheeks.

“Get on with it, bitch,” Fred snarled.

“That’s the only way to deal with a bad penny,” Baron said, then moved into position. “Here, take the biscuits.”

One way or another the young man was getting his blowjob for a packet of chocolate biscuits! Because of the camera’s position I lost sight of his cock so had to reach out for it. I was as miserable as sin as I opened my mouth and closed my lips around the young man’s knob. It wasn’t so much the act, but the way the men were treating me like a piece of shit. Without a voice, I felt worthless

The moment I began sucking his plum-like knob, Baron dropped his hands onto my hood and held my head firmly. “Okay, I’m offering five kilos of rice, pasta, lentils and beans. That’s twenty kilos in total, plus five more packets of biscuits, and a gas lighter.”

As I began to take the man’s dick into my throat, using a gentle bobbing motion, he increased the pressure to make sure I went further down on him and didn’t back off. I was surprised that he was offering so much and wondered what he wanted in return.

“Is that our share of the food that they left for us?”

“Fred, nothing belongs to anyone in this game. If your training was the same as mine, you should know that.”

“Of course. I’m trying to judge the fairness of your offer.”

“Yes, you’ll have the same as us. There’s easily enough food in my pack for three meals a day, for seven days.”

“You’ve got it with you now?” Fred sounded surprised.

“Sure. I’m a man who makes a deal with a full hand.”

“Okay, what do you want in return?”

“I want this bitch for seventy-two hours.”

“Uhhhhhhhhh!” I groaned and tried to lift my head, but Baron was having none of it.

“Are you fucking joking?”

“Fred, I’ve never been more serious. I’ll take her out of your hair for three days and you get your week’s supply of food. This is a onetime offer. Turn me down and I’m gonna jog straight back to my camp.” While he spoke, he continued to fuck my throat with more vigour, increasing my light headedness.

When there was silence, I knew that Fred was considering it. “Uhhhhhhhh!” I groaned again, trying to send a message to Fred and warn him not to do such a stupid thing with one of his pack.

It was foolish and wrong for a dozen reasons. He would have less girls to take on the Pony-girl role and less people to build the camp defences. Unfortunately, Fred would be able to come up with several reasons why he should sell me into temporary slavery. I heard him kicking the stage, then pacing up and down. He was on his own so had no one to discuss the problem with. The lad clearly was out of his depth.

“There’s no way I’m letting you have her for three days. You can have her for one day and that’s as far as I’ll go.”

I was trying to listen to the men negotiate the terms of my slavery and get some air into my lungs at the same time. I could hardly breathe while the young man maintained a rapid pistoning stroke, stretching my throat with every long thrust of his massive cock.

“Fred, if your team is starving, you’ll all be fighting amongst yourselves. Instead of one mouthy little bitch, you’ll have three yapping in your ears until you go crazy. Go for my offer and you’ll have three days of harmony with everyone having full stomachs. You’ll get your pack working together. Who knows what you can achieve…?”

There was another long silence. I could almost hear Fred’s brain cells knocking against each other while he assessed what I thought was a crazy deal. “Alright, you’ve got to compromise, or they’ll be no deal. Forty-eight hours and let’s shake on it…”

“This bitch’s throat is better than my fist,” he said slowly “Oh, yessssssss, sweet Jesus.”

Those last few thrusts, while spurting copious amounts of jiz down my throat, almost tipped me over the edge into unconsciousness.

“You’ve had your fun. What’s your answer?” Fred asked gruffly.

The black wolf lifted my head and pushed me down onto the ground sending me sprawling onto my side, with only my heavy backpack stopping me from rolling onto my face. He whistled having caught sight of my bruised ass.

“Mouthy and wilfully disobedient hey? Still, I like a challenge… All right, Fred. forty-eight hours. You drive a hard bargain. Let’s shake on it.”

“I hope you understand the consequences if you don’t return her by six o’clock, in two days’ time?”

“I don’t want my pack confined to camp for one moment. Besides, I’m a man of my word…”

Fred was selling me like a common slave. I was devastated and bitterly disappointed in the man. He could have waited a day or two and then negotiated when the picture was clearer, but he was hot headed and barely gave the situation any thought.

If the rest of the pack had any sense, by the time I returned to the fold, one of the other lads will have taken over the leadership.


Chapter Four _ The Black Pack.

I watched the two men shake hands on the deal, then turn and look down at me. I closed my legs and pushed myself up into a sitting position. I was shocked to discover that my tail appeared to have turned from grey to black. It meant I had become a Black wolf for forty-eight hours. A message appeared on my screen: -

You belong to the Black Pack until 05:30 on Day 3.

The only way you can enter the Grey Pack’s Camp during the day

(6 a.m. to 9 p.m.), during your loan, is if you are traded back.

I couldn’t see Fred having anything of value in the next 48 hours that would be of interest to the Blacks so it didn’t really concern me.

“Take the pack off, Jay,” Fred said.

Baron held his arm out in front of Fred. “I’ll give the orders to my team member, not you.” He signalled to me to follow the order though. “Help me off with my pack, Fred. We can swap it for your empty one.”

Fred helped Baron and dumped the pack on the ground while I clambered to my feet. I eased the pack off and dusted myself down. Because the ground was dry and dusty, my legs were filthy after 24 hours of pulling Pony rigs and running. The effect of sprawling on the ground made me look even more like a wild animal.

“I want to check the goods before you go,” Fred said. “I’ll transfer them into my bag.”

While Fred was doing that, Baron turned and after grabbing my chin, lifted it, so my camera was pointing at his face. “Do you understand what just happened, bitch?”

I nodded. “I think so, Sir.”

“When a bitch is traded, she becomes a member of the new squad until the end of the agreed timespan…”

“You can’t treat me any worse than Fred,” I said bitterly.

“Wanna bet? Straight away you’re speaking out of turn. All my bitches do as they’re told and stay silent unless I give them permission to speak. Got that?”

“Yes, Sir.” His aggressive attitude didn’t surprise me. He and Fred were from the same mould and were probably selected by the organizers knowing that they would brutalize the girls.

“If a bitch is captured beyond their camp between nine p.m. and six a.m., she must be returned within forty-eight hours.” Fred said loudly while he checked the food packages. “Fail to do so, and the male members of the pack are confined to their base and lose their sight until the midday following their rule break. It’s the organizer’s way of making sure we don’t renege on our deals.”

Fred hoisted the full pack onto his back. His body language looked tense and his mouth was set firm. He took a final look at me, then hurried away carrying my loaded backpack. I presumed he was going to wait for one of the Pony-girls to return who would then take it back to camp. He looked a sad figure and was probably wondering how to justify his decision to the rest of the pack.

Baron picked up his empty rucksack and pointed at a pile of opened boxes. “Help me load my pack, girl.” He walked over to two boxes and kicked them. “These two.” He put the pack on his back then hunkered down so I could put the heavy box of nails in the bottom and a box of coiled rope on top.

After I had squeezed in some more smaller boxes, Baron pointed across the clearing. “You set the pace, girl. If you dillydally, I’ll punish you when you get back to camp.”

I was in no doubt that the conniving young man would indeed give me a thrashing if I gave him half a reason to do so. I set off across the clearing, unencumbered by a backpack or any other load. Wearing just a pair of boots, a leather corset, gloves and the leather hood/collar, I settled into a steady pace.

I couldn’t see the gap in the woodland ahead, so I followed the trail left by the Pony-girls and their rigs. They led to the track, which like ours, remained flat for about quarter of a mile, then it began to climb up the side of the crater. It was a steady incline and had obviously been bulldozed for the ‘Tri-Challenge, for there was a mini wall of soil, rocks and shrubbery on either side of the track.

It felt like we were halfway up the side of the crater when I spotted the Black Wolves’ Pony-girls and two guys approaching. Their black wolves’ heads added a surreal element to the relayed picture I was watching on my screen just an inch or two in front of my eyes. The darker heads and the girl’s black bushy tails looked impressive and scary.

“Stop at the side, Jay!” yelled Baron.

I felt sorry for the bitted Pony-girls who were having to pull the other two girls, kneeling in the rigs, Yes, it was downhill most of the way but their weight would be putting pressure on them to run faster.

The young black man leading the convoy raised the stick he was carrying to acknowledge his leader but kept going. Then, after the rigs had passed, the suntanned lad at the back stopped in the middle of the road to talk and take a gander at me. He too had elaborate tattoos on his arms and torso. He too was wielding a whippy stick.

“They went for the deal then?”

“Yep. The Greys are just a bunch of limp tourists.” He turned to me. “Jay, you’ve got one minute to make Blade hard. Get on with it!”

Blade stood still with his feet apart as I approached him. It was a good job he couldn’t see my face, for I was scowling with disgust. I was about to drop to my knees when blade wagged his finger at me. “Bend at the waist, bitch, so Baron can hold you steady.”

I obeyed, fearing that both men had something else in mind. Even before I reached out and grasped his semi-hard cock, his shaft was visibly stiffening. I wrapped both hands around it and squeezed while moving my hands up and down.

He clicked hi fingers. “Mouth, bitch.”

The moment I wrapped my lips around his crown, Baron’s hand settled on my left hip to hold me steady. He then used his right to wipe his knob up and down the smooth lips of my thrusting labia until he was hard enough to spear me.

“Uggggh,” I grunted as Blade took the initiative, like Baron had earlier, and drove on past my soft palate in search of my tight oesophagus.

Behind me, Baron plunged into my quim and quickly settled into a rapid hip thrusting motion. “This one’s either young or was a virgin before she got picked up,” he said as though he was an expert on screwing.

“Tight little fucker, heh?”

“Yep. I’ll warn Africa. I’m taking her on the next run to lighten the load on the others.”

Only having the one hole available for flasks and fucking, meant my quim was going to take a battering while I remained in enemy hands. It was bad enough having a Black Master like Job. Now, I was being taken to a camp where all four men could use me without causing trouble amongst themselves.

“The Greys have a weak leader and a team who have probably never done a day’s work in their life,” Baron said in a matter-of-fact manner.

“This one’s fit,” Blade said while gripping my head to ensure I maintained my bobbing speed.

“Yes, she’s got a nice body and runs well. I recon she’s younger than our girls. We’ll see how she fit she is when she hauls the rig on the fourth run.”

When both lads upped the tempo, I hoped they were nearing their big moments.

“So, we milk the Grey’s resources through the game and fight it out with the Reds,” Blade said.

“It’s going to be tricky. We can’t take anything for granted.”

Both men fell silent as they powered their way to the summit of their ambitions. Blade came first and had withdrawn before Baron ejected another stream of jiz into my teenage body.

Baron slapped my hip, then withdrew. “You’d better catch up with the others, Blade. I’ll see you back at the camp.” He took hold of my arm as I straightened and turned me around. “Now you can kneel before your new Master.”

Once again, I found myself cleaning a cock that was coated with my sweet juices. He tapped me on the head after I lavished his knob with what I thought was an efficient cleaning technique. “Enough, let’s get going.”

During the last part of the journey, I spotted a crystal-clear stream on my left cascading down the hill, via a series of mini waterfalls. The road wasn’t quite as twisty as the Grey Pack’s and there was a wide ford where the stream crossed the new road. When I slowed and started splashing through it, Baron shouted for me to keep going.

The Black camp was another half a mile up the hill and I was puffed by the time we reached it. The approach looked very similar to ours, for the organizers had erected identical poles with cameras and electronic boxes around the perimeter of the camp.

I immediately spotted that the Black team had begun clearing an area close to where I assumed that the house was going to be built. Standing a good six feet inside their boundary, Baron stepped into a square area that had been cleared down to the soil.

He turned, then pointed to the other side of the clearing where the framework of the shelter and the toilets were located. “Bitch, you are forbidden to cross the track or enter that half of our camp. Understand?”

“Um…” I looked around and wondered where I was going to sleep and toilet. “Yes, um, Okay.”

“Girl, address me as Sir! Show some respect or you’ll be punished.”

Baron was a highly intelligent criminal. I had to give him a lot of credit for the way he had outwitted our team. “Sir, I want to say that I expect you to treat me the same as we, the Grey team, will treat one of your team when we capture them.”

He dipped his black wolves head close to my camera. I though he was going to bite my head off. He was distracted when a dark-skinned guy, the pack’s fourth male member, jogged across from where he was working. Yet again, the man had tattoos on his arms and chest. The lad’s tattoos were not military, nor were they gang related, they were more personal with names and pictures of naked women a common theme.

The young man handed a bottle of water to Baron who was, a minute earlier, about to explode. “It worked then,” the newcomer said.

Baron took a swig from the bottle. “It sure did, Bond. We’ve got this little cocky bitch for forty-eight hours. She just warned me about her treatment.” He focused on me, then poked my right tit. “Bitch, I’ve got news for you. You ain’t never going to capture one of my pack. Never!”

“I’m just saying. You never know. We might have more guns than you.”

He poked me again. “Bullshit. They haven’t delivered any guns yet. I should know. We were first to ground zero. We will however have guns after midday when we cash our privilege points in. Then, your team is in deep shit.”

For the first time since I had arrived in the Tri-Challenge arena, I was enjoying myself. I had found out that the Blacks didn’t have any guns and I had the chance to sow seeds of doubt in their minds. “You missed a small box. It contained guns. If you try and attack my team, they’ll be ready for you.”

“You’re fucking lying!” he exclaimed.

“Alright, have it your way, but there will be payback if you treat me badly.” Both men scoffed and then laughed.

“What a cocky little bitch. I can see why her leader gave her up so easily,” Baron said.

“Do you know anything about her. Her age? Where she comes from?”

“We’re not allowed to ask her personal questions, Bond., but we’ll interrogate the little bitch later. For now, she’s going to work her butt off.” Baron looked down at the cleared ground under his feet which was about twelve feet square. “Give this bitch something to do while we wait for the Pony rigs to return.”

I was in for a tough time and was also well aware that any work I did was giving the Blacks an advantage over my own team. I had to tread carefully and try to turn my negative situation into something positive…


Chapter Five ~ Black’s Pony-girl

We were standing on the edge of a jumbled mass of tree branches and shrubs. There was definitely more to clear than on the Grey team’s site which was good to see. Had the organizers recognized that the convict teams were going to be tougher than ours? I wondered.

“Baron, we need to bring suitable timber over from there…” Bond pointed at the tangled branches left behind by the organizers. “I can show her what to fetch.”

“Great. Don’t let her out of your sight. I’ll take my bag over to the shelter and check over our supplies. Remember, she’s forbidden to cross the track until she needs to charge her battery. We’ll give her thirty minutes each night before we bed her down. Apart from that, she shits and pisses in the woods and will sleep here.” He pointed at the cleared patch of ground. “…whether the wigwam is finished or not.”

“Absolutely, Baron.”

“By the way, her name is Jay.” The leader handed me the half empty bottle of water, then set off, crossing the track on his way to the shelter and a stack of stores.

They clearly had stuff they didn’t want me to see. I wasn’t surprised about the secrecy. I would do the same. The problem was that I was the one who was going to suffer sleeping on my own and I had to deal with that.

“Jay, my name is Bond. I like screwing bitches just like the real secret agent.” He stepped forward, grabbed my tits and squeezed them. I grimaced but he couldn’t see my expression under the helmet. “Have you got any woodworking skills?”

I was aware that we had an audience who were looking for conflict and action. They didn’t want to see anyone giving in or capitulating in the face of the enemy. I had no idea if I had earnt any privilege points. but I was determined to stand up for my rights and maybe win a couple from people who were following me.

“I’m a proud Grey, not a Black and I have no intention of answering your questions. Ahhhhhhhhh!” I screamed when he gripped my nipples and brutally pinched them. “That hurts. Let go!”

“I’ll hurt you some more if you don’t answer my question.”

I grabbed his wrists in an attempt to stop him. “Let go of my fucking tits. Ahhhhhhh, Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!”

“Tell me if you have any woodworking skills, or are you likely to cut your hand off when I tell you to do something?”

My knees nearly buckled while I clung on to his wrists. The pain was excruciating and too much for me to bare. “I’m good with my hands. I want to be an architect.”

“Huh, ya see? That was easy, wasn’t it?” He released my left nipple but kept a grip on my right. “Come with me.” By pulling my nipple he was able to lead me to the back edge of area they wanted to clear. He then released my nub. “Pay attention. We’re looking for straight branches like this one…” He picked one up which had several smaller branches shooting off the sides. “This is perfect. It must be as long as this one and the main branch must be almost straight. Do you see?”

The branch he was referring to was about 20 feet long. “I get it.”

He broke a small branch off it and cut the air. “I’ll keep an eye on you. Mess me about and I’ll add a few stripes on your ass.”

He moved about five yards away and began searching through the branches. I made a show of moving and pulling branches, but I was more interested in trying to see what the Black leader was doing. They had a fire burning in a similar position to where we lit ours. It wasn’t large and was only producing thin wisps of white smoke which were rising into the still morning air.

I guessed it was about 7:30. The men had taken off their flak jackets as they were safe from enemy attacks. It was overcast but the clouds weren’t dark, so I didn’t think it was going to rain. I couldn’t see much and Baron had disappeared from view, so I turned my attention to the pile of branches.

I spotted one that was almost straight, so I grabbed the end and pulled on it. Slowly but surely, it came free of the tangled pile. I was then able to drag it over to the cleared area. Bond had found a couple he fancied and taken them to the patch of ground. He was busy breaking the small branches off when I arrived.

“Girl, watch carefully. Do what I’m doing and then put the small branches in a pile. Leave the ones you’re not strong enough to break off. I’ll go and find another.”

After staying with me for a couple of minutes, he left me to try and do the job on my own. The leather gloves were handy because the branches were filthy and rough. It was hard work, but I enjoyed it. I would rather be occupied than lazing around, although when the first Pony-girl trundled into the camp, I wasn’t keen to drop what I was doing and return to be treated like an animal.

Baron jogged across from the shelter to the arrival point. “Jay, get over here,” he shouted and gestured toward me.

Bond came up behind me and hurried me along by grabbing my ass. “Hey!” I exclaimed.

“Move it!” he snarled.

We arrived just as the second Pony-girl pulled alongside the first. Blade dumped his backpack on the ground and gestured to me. “Quick, everyone help to release the girls and unload the rigs, while I retrieve the flasks.”

“There’s not a lot left down there, Baron,” blade explained. “The Red pack were just arriving as we left. I expect them to hoover up the rest.”

“We need our last pair of flasks and I want to see if we get there before the Greys get their third pair. I’ll take Jay; and Africa will take April.”

The final two girls arrived on foot along with the fourth lad. They were out of breath, but after dropping their bags, they helped remove the girls from between the shafts.

“By the way, the new girl’s name is Jay and she’ll be staying with us for 48 hours,” Baron announced. “Jay and April will do the next run. Africa will run with April. While we’re away, Bond will give the rest of you jobs. This is a vital day. I want maximum effort from every one of you.”

“Yes, Baron,” they all shouted.

The pair of filthy girls being released from the rigs were chunkier and older than the two runners. It made sense for the older girls to transport the flasks. Being a teenager, I knew what a strain it was to have them inserted into my tight youthful quim multiple times a day. I wondered if those two girls had made all the runs to date. It would certainly save time on the changeover.

April was similar in height and build to me. I could see that the Black team were very efficient on the changeover. They had the six straps fastened to my corset and the chains connected to the shafts in a couple of minutes. The last item of the Pony tack was what I dreaded.

It was Baron who came and pushed the leather bit into my mouth. and connected the reins. “Girl, if you don’t keep up with April, I’ll beat you until you’re black and blue. Do you understand?”

I nodded. He grasped the reins, then led me in a circle, following the back of April’s rig. We continued the manoeuvre until we were on the track facing in the right direction. By the time we were off and running down the hill at pace, everyone had dispersed to get on with their work.

I was relieved that Baron was running beside me, just like the black girl, Africa, was running beside April. The light rigs enabled both of us to maintain a fast but safe pace for the whole journey. It was a welcome relief to plough through the ford and get thoroughly soaked from the splashing water underfoot and from the spray off the cart in front.

Then it was back to the dry road with just the odd rock on the compacted earth surface to worry about. The skies were grey, but the weather was holding. I wondered what effect rain would have on the newly formed tracks. If the road surface turned to mud, all the teams were going to struggle to get their supplies back to their camps.

The system for securing us to the shafts worked well. In addition to the six leather straps that fastened the shafts and crossmember to my corset, there were also two chains that connected me to the rig. The shafts also hooked over my shoulders so with me gripping the handles attached to the crossmember, I could use all my weight and strength to haul the rig.

Then, there was the viewing public. They could see what we see on our screens and also had continual coverage from drones that buzzed around us and followed our every move. I could hear one above me, probably keeping an eye on April’s pert buttocks which sashayed to the rhythm of her striding athletic legs.

Her labia, like mine, was divided by a long, perforated clitoral clamp that was coloured so that it was less noticeable. Along with some treatment on our lips, the clamp accentuated their prominence and made our sex look plumper and more eye-catching.

The commander or his cohort fitted my clamp while I was in my cell. It was painful to begin with, but I had gotten used to the nagging sensation so long as no one touched it.

The lad’s equivalent were their cock rings – tight stainless-steel bands secured at the base of their shafts. The clamps and rings were punishment devices just in case we stepped out of line. I feared being zapped and incapacitated (Loss of sight), which is what would happen if my corset or hood was hit by a paintball. The lads equivalent of our corsets were their flak-jackets which covered more of their bodies than our corsets did ours.

The incline levelled out as we approached the centre of the crater where the organizers had built the helicopter landing stage. When we emerged from the treeline, I immediately saw that my team were scouring the boxes for any supplies that had been overlooked. Seeing the pack’s distinctive Grey wolf heads and the girl’s bushy tails made me feel as though I was watching a werewolf movie.

As soon as the Greys spotted us approaching. The huge black figure of Job, my Master, gave an order, sending the others back to our camp. He stood and waited as we approached. Baron pulled on my reins. “Walk, girl and don’t stop until you have parked beside April. Africa…” he called out. “Park the girls and sort their flasks out.” He then released my reins presumably to see what Job wanted.

The tall black girl steered April over to the flask panel and then guided me in beside her. “Right, bitch, let’s take a look at your snatch. Baron say’s that you’re a tight fucker.”

She reached down behind me, ran her fingers down the crack of my ass to my soft unresisting entrance. Without preamble, she slipped two fingers into my quim.

“Mmm, he was right. There’s only one way to sort out virgin tight cunts.”

She eased her fingers back and forth, then as soon as she felt my vagina react, she eased three in, maybe four… No, she pushed all five digits into my tight entrance and stretched it to bursting point.

“Stay still, bitch, while I prepare you…”

“Rrrrrr!” I complained past the leather tab which was annoyingly trapping my tongue.

The girl continued to work on stretching my entrance by jagging her little hand back and forth. “That’s better,” she said then slowly formed a fist.

“Uhhhhhhhhh!” I protested vehemently as she slowly began to ease her fist in and out.

I was helpless while she pistoned her clenched fist a few times to ensure even my deepest vaginal muscles had been stretched. If she had asked me, I would have told her that I had already delivered one flask to the Grey camp.

“Urrrrrrrrr!” I continued to rage, horrified by what Africa was doing to me.

She chuckled as she withdrew her hand and wrist with a loud slurping sound. “You white bitches are so fucking pathetic!”

Sobbing with shame, I felt no additional pain when she drove the smooth metal flask into my overstretched orifice. I was mortified by the animal-like treatment I was receiving and depressed that we girls were having to transport vital food in such an appalling manner. I hated to admit it, but I preferred the way Fred lubricated my orifice to Africa’s brutal method.

The young black woman moved onto April, who she prepared by only fingering her quim to trigger her juices. When it came to inserting the flask, she had to work harder to insert it, than she did with mine, but achieved her aim quite quickly.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Baron confront Job. The pair had an arm waving discussion before my Master walked away from the argument and jogged away to catch up with the rest of the pack. I couldn’t hear what Job said to Baron, but I was pleased that he spoke up for the Grey pack and gave the cocky leader of the Blacks something to think about.

However, when Baron came over to us, his body language still exuded confidence. “All done, Africa?”

She nodded. “The new bitch squealed like a pig. She’s definitely the tightest one among us.”

“Then, she’ll enjoy tomorrow. Four trips in the morning, carrying flasks both ways, will fix that.”

“Are we going to try for the Grey’s last two this morning?”

“Nah, they’ll make it, even being a girl short. It’s not worth busting a gut. Unfortunately, once they get all eight, they’ll be able to exchange them at their leisure tomorrow. Come on, let’s get moving.”

I wondered what had been said between the two men as I jogged across the open area toward the forest. I hoped Job made it clear to Baron that if I was mistreated, his girls would receive the same abuse.

Behind me and on my left, I got my first glimpse of the Red pack racing toward the stage to retrieve their final two flasks. Everyone was looking to gain an advantage and it was clear that the Greys, my pack, were under severe pressure from the very first day…


Chapter Six ~ Under the cosh.

The journey back was taxing but I thankfully avoided being whipped by Baron who jogged along beside me, the whole way. The Black’s leader yanked the reins frequently and waved his stick aggressively. However, he couldn’t find a reason to whack me because I kept up with April, who set a steady pace. If I was pulling a full load though, I reckoned that I would have struggled on the steeper part of the journey.

I didn’t want to admit it, but I was beginning to respect Baron and the way he was leading the Black team. Everyone seemed to accept his leadership and were keen to work hard for him. When we arrived back in the camp, everyone appeared to be busy with one job or another. Bond and the black guy, Bear, were working among the pile of branches, sorting out suitable wood for the curious wigwam.

Africa steered April to the right, toward the shelter while Baron steered me along the centre track. He stopped me about halfway, then turned me so my back was to the shelter.  I was standing in my Pony-girl stance on a cleared patch of ground, that had been covered with leaves.

“Kneel there and rest, girl. After we’ve had our breakfast, someone will come over and give you a something to eat. He rested one arm on my ass and eased the flask out of my gaping orifice. “Tail next…”

“Ahhhhhh,” I groaned as he withdrew the horrible anal plug, with me having to push at the same time.

To finally have both orifices empty, after the night and morning I had suffered, was a huge relief. Baron walked away whistling, clearly happy with his day so far, which was in total contrast to the way I felt. I let go of the handles and sank to my knees.

Because the shafts were hinged, where they connected to the four-wheel cart, I was able to stoop and rest my head on my arms. I closed my eyes, but I was too uncomfortable to fall asleep. Apart from being released from the rig, the leather tab in my mouth was the main thing that I wanted relief from.

I couldn’t turn and see past the back of the rig, so I hunched on the ground and waited for someone to come. I calculated that it was about ten a.m. having made four runs to ground zero with each taking about 50 minutes.

The smell of coffee wafted its way across the clearing which meant that Baron hadn’t been truthful to Fred when he said he was giving us equal food supplies in exchange for enslaving me. That wasn’t a surprise bearing in mind the nature of the game, but it got me wondering what else the Black’s had snatched before we arrived at ground zero…

I heard Baron say that everyone would be notified of our privilege points at noon. I spent the next half hour wondering what we missed by being late and what was going to be on the ‘Shopping list’, we would no doubt be presented with. Had I earned any points at all? I wondered, and could I spend them while I was a prisoner of the black team?

It was Bond and April who eventually arrived with a bowl of porridge and a bottle of water. The muscular guy sat down cross legged and placed the bowl on the ground, while the shapely girl stood beside him. She had a small tattoo of a red heart on her hip.

Bond pointed at his glistening cock. “Jay, you get your breakfast once you’ve cleaned April’s cum from my dick; and my cum from her snatch. Refuse and you’ll stay as you are while we eat your breakfast.”

“Yer, then Bond will beat your ass,” the girl added.

I was expecting something of the sort. If I refused, he would probably take me from behind after beating me. There were small branches on the ground close by that Bond could use as a weapon to beat me. Also, I didn’t want my cheeks and twin orifices even more sore than they already were. The tab in my mouth was the other factor which tipped the balance toward agreeing. I nodded reluctantly.

“Good, girl,” Bond responded then released the catches on the side of my hood, which enabled him to slide the tab out.

“Ahhhhhh,” I gasped. “I need a drink, please.”

The girl unscrewed the cap and held the bottle for me. It was awkward to drink while kneeling and bending forward but I managed it. I felt much better after the drink. When I dipped my head and started licking Bond’s shaft, the girl knelt beside me. She then reached under me and cupped my right tit. But, she was searching for my nipple which she began rolling.

“Pity we’ve been deprived of our clits,” she said as she ran the fingers of her free hand along my labia lips.

“Ahhh, that hurts,” I said when she pulled on the clamp.

“Concentrate and suck my knob, bitch,” Bond growled. The pair were looking for some fun at my expense.

April dipped a couple of fingers in my quim and started to frig me. “Did you enjoy Africa fisting you, bitch?”

I lifted my head. “No, it was horrible. She didn’t have to do it. I… I carried a flask up to my camp first thing this morning.”

“I think she’s lying, Bond. Her little twat is good and tight. Come and see for yourself.”

When he was satisfied that his dick was clean, he climbed to his feet and the pair changed places. April dropped to her knees and parted her legs thus opening her sex for me and giving me room for my chin between her thighs. “Lap away bitch and give it a good hoovering.”

I had to lean forward and dip my head to get a comfortable position. Meanwhile, Bond had climbed in behind me, dropped to his knees, then eased his cock into my succulent quim. I had only just begun lapping April’s cunt by the time Bond was hammering his cock into my lower, overused orifice. He was in a hurry, I assumed, because he was keen to get back to work.

I didn’t think I would feel much in the way of stimulation, but it didn’t take long for the lad to awaken those familiar sensations every girl felt as her orgasm approached.

“How’s she doing your end, April?” he asked.

“Sweet. The bitch knows how to earn her breakfast.”

“You were right about her being tight. I’m guessing that she’s nineteen or twenty…” silence followed while he increased the power behind his thrusts.

His aggressiveness meant that my face was thrust harder against April’s vulva, but she absorbed the movement and seemed to like it. I nosed her labia, lapped her lips and thrust my tongue into her fleshy entrance as deep as I could, then sucked out any juices lingering in her velvet tunnel. I didn’t think I triggered her orgasm, but Bond drove on until he grunted though his explosive big moment.

I came down to earth quickly as soon as Bond withdrew. “I’ll leave you to deal with her, April,” the young man said, then hurried away to the area where I worked with him earlier.

“Right, let’s sort you out,” April muttered as she got to her feet.

I remained in a kneeling position and leaning forward, while she unfastened the straps on my corset and the chain connecting me to the cart. Finally, free of the shafts, I was able to sit on my heels and gather my wits together.

April handed the bowl of porridge to me. They had stuck a spoon in it and sprinkled sugar on top. It was only lukewarm, and it had gone stodgy, but I ate it as quickly as I had ever eaten a bowl of porridge. They had sugar, and there was milk in the porridge, so they had collected a lot more than they let on.

As soon as I had finished the porridge and drunk the bottle of water, April took me through the stack of fallen branches to where Bond was working. He was in possession of a machete, a tool I didn’t notice when the lads loaded my rig, first thing that morning. Bond was hacking the smaller side branches off the main branch, to leave a long piece of smooth timber. He already had ten or so prepared.

He paused to give us an order. “Bring me all the long branches you can find, girls. Work together.”

“Do you think it’s going to rain, Bond?” April asked.

“It probably will tonight. That’s why we must get this wigwam finished before dark.”

Over the next hour, April and I worked together searching the tangled mass of branches for ones suitable for the wigwam Bond was building. The stack of 20 feet long prepped branches doubled, then trebled in size before Baron called out that it was time for a break.

He met us at the path. “April, fasten Jay to the rig, then join us for the points meeting.”

It was a simple order that I had no say in. Neither did April for that matter. I trudged along the track to where the rig was parked and reluctantly positioned myself so that April could secure me to the shafts.

“Are you personally expecting a lot of points?” I asked April.

“What do you think?” She sounded slightly miffed.

“I think your black team should do well. I’m not sure about my team though.”

She paused before pushing the tab into my mouth. “The guys will get all the points. They give the orders and we follow them. Who knows what the viewers will make of our first day in the jungle?” As she spoke, she slid the tab into my mouth and then fastened it in place with two catches on the leather hood. “Anyway, I doubt if you’ll get many for being used as a bartering tool. You really lucked out…” She slapped my ass. “You might get one for the cunny licking session though.” She chuckled then hurried away to join the others.

Once again, I hunkered down with my head on my arms to wait to find out if I had been awarded any privilege points…


Chapter Seven ~ The huge risk.

While the Black team waited for their points to be awarded, I had time to think about what happened in the prison cell, where I spent two weeks trying to earn privilege points. Food and luxuries were on offer, in exchange for the precious points, but I rejected those options in favour of getting my sight back. It turned out to be the right decision.

In the cell, I knew how to earn points. but I didn’t have a clue how to earn them out in the wild. I was about to start guessing when a familiar buzzer sounded in my ear. Moments later the information I was waiting for flashed up on the screen: -

MEDICAL & PRACTICAL

M.A. First aid kit – Ten Points

M.F. Flashlight – Six Points

To use your points in M&P, say M. A. or M. F. clearly.

SIGHT

Privilege points can be used to improve your night vision.

Night vision 7 x digital infrared for 100% darkness.

This step costs twenty Privilege Points.

To use twenty points to gain night vision, say ‘SIGHT’ clearly.

WEAPONRY

Privilege points can be used to purchase weapons.

W. A. Paintball Gun – Twenty Points.

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

To use your points to gain weaponry, say W. A. or W. B. clearly.

DIET

Privilege points can be used to boost your diet

D. A. Hot dinner – Three Points

D. B. Cold desert – Two Points

To use your Points to gain diet, say D. A. or D. B. clearly.

OUTSTANDING POINTS – 24 BANK – 0

To bank outstanding Privilege Points say ‘BANK’ clearly.

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

I read the top two sections first, about the first aid kit, then the night vision. Naturally, I thought that was a luxury that I would never be able to afford. Then, I looked down the list and saw the number of points I had been awarded. 24! I couldn’t believe my eyes. It meant I could afford anything on the list. It would be stupid ordering weaponry and gifting it to the enemy, likewise with the food option, so I had to make up my mind between night vision or banking my points.

If I saved them, I would eventually be able to buy more ammo for the guns we already had. Knowing Fred though, I doubted if he would let me near the guns, even if I bought paintballs with my points. I could try and negotiate with him, but I doubted if he would let a girl use a gun until all the guys had them.

The problem was I didn’t know if 24 points was an impressive amount of not. I was going to have to wait and find out what the other pack members had received. I was just about to bank them when I had a thought. If I had night vision, Fred would have to include me in any attack or skirmish he was planning. He would be stupid if he didn’t. That’s what I wanted, even if it put me at risk of being captured again.

“Sight,” I said clearly, then, “Bank.” Sure enough, the points total went down and the bank points went up to four.

Moments later the shopping list was replaced with an instruction.

To activate night vision, nod up slowly, then down quickly.

It was the reverse of seeing views from other people’s perspective, which may never be on offer again. I lifted my head slowly, then nodded it down quickly. I quickly closed my eyes to avoid being dazzled. I promptly reversed the procedure and got my normal sight back. I then closed my eyes and tried to relax.

I was excited to be in possession of a valuable asset. Of course, everyone might have had enough points to get their own night vision. I wanted to know what the Black team had purchased, but I doubted if anyone would tell me.

I had almost dozed off when someone kicked my leg. “Wha…” I looked up to see April standing over me, holding a bottle of water.

“Get up, girl. You’ve had a decent rest, so it’s time to get back to work.” Once I was back in a Pony stance, she removed the reins from the sides of the bit, then released me from the shaft. “You’ve got to wear the bit while you work, but I’ll give you a drink before we start.”

I waited for her to withdraw the tab. “I hate that…”

“We all do, so stop complaining. How many points did you get?”

“I took a couple of long swigs from the bottle, then wiped my mouth. “You first.”

“Huh…” She thought about it for a few seconds. “I got four, only half what some of the guys got.”

I tried not to show the shock I felt. “You beat me, I only got three.”

Because I was lying, I thought she was too. Baron must have sent her back to feed me disinformation. I guessed her real tally was twice the figure she admitted to. In the end I had to accept that I wouldn’t know how good my points tally was until I was back with my own team.

Those were my last words for a while because she slid the tab into my mouth and silenced me. We joined Bond who was busy working on his building project. He kept us busy for at least two hours, mainly retrieving long branches for him. Bond wielded the machete while April and I did the dirty work. Both of us became filthy and sustained multiple scratches and scuffs while handling the branches.

I discovered that the Blacks already had a first aid kit when Bond fetched some antiseptic cream and a plaster for April when she cut her knee after she fell. At least my team could buy one, but they would have to use up ten precious points. The Black team had done a horrible thing, taking the Grey’s first aid kit. I was learning that the only way to win the challenge was to be utterly ruthless.

The pile of tangled branches got smaller while the stack of prepared timber got higher. Luckily, it was cloudy and cooler than the day before. The conditions helped me sustain my work rate during the task and I received no complaints. Bond struck me as a reasonable guy who enjoyed building things. After shagging me earlier, he was content just to eyeball our jiggling asses and tits while we went about our work.

Although I would never have admitted it to the Blacks, I was enjoying myself working in the open air. The long spell dragging branches gave me time to think about the points I had received. I wondered how I had accumulated so many. I was sure it had something to do with being captured. Maybe the viewers liked to see a girl stand up to the lads. Then there was the fire lighting episode. A lot of female viewers might have been impressed by that. I wasn’t sure about the men!

When Bear called a halt at three o’clock, I had been aware of cooking smells wafting across from the other side of the clearing for some time. Carrying rope and straps, Bear crossed the track to tell Bond that the meal was ready. The two men chatted quietly for a moment, then they came over to April and me.

“Go and eat your dinner, April,” Bond said to the young woman.

She hurried away as the men approached me. “Hold your hands out, bitch,” Bear said “We’re going to tether you while we eat. You’ll get some food later.”

The massive black guy handed one of the leather straps to Bond, then they each fastened one to my wrists to create tight cuffs. The leather straps came from the rigs and had proven to be a pain in the ass for me. Bear had also brought a length of polypropylene rope. He unravelled it and threaded one end through the ‘D’ rings on the cuffs, then tied them together with an elaborate knot.

I wanted to tell him that what he was doing was overkill, but the huge black guy was intent on completely disabling my hands. He coiled the rest of the rope and turned to Bond. “Where’s that tree you mentioned to Baron?”

“Come on, I’ll show you.”

Bear led me around the perimeter, following Bond to a location he had spotted earlier. He stopped by a huge tree which was about six feet inside the boundary. It was one of a few that had been saved from the chainsaw.

Bond pointed up at a branch, shooting out parallel with the ground. It was about six feet above my head. “That’s easily strong enough to take her weight.”

“Yer, you’re right.” Bear guided me under the branch, facing the tree. “Stand still, bitch.” He threw the coiled rope over the branch, then picked up the coil behind me. “Part your legs girl.” When Bond pulled the slack down behind my back, he hauled my hands up above my head. Then, Bear pulled the slack rope through my legs until it was tight in my ass crack and rubbing against the lowest part of my sex. I had to go up on tiptoe as he pulled it even tighter.

“Ughhhhhhh!” I exclaimed when Bear tied the end of the rope to the base of a branch sticking out of the side of the tree trunk.

“That’s it bitch, you can sit on the rope but don’t move about otherwise your little twat is gonna get sore.”

The branch was level with my navel and about six feet away, so the rope rose at an angle of about fifteen degrees. He and Bond had made sure that there was no slack in the rope and that my arms were fully extended. It was a fiendish way to tie a hostage or prisoner, which in reality was my status while I was in the Black camp.

“Urrrrrrr,” I cried when Bear pulled the rope up an inch. It was enough to cause me discomfort in my most sensitive spots.

“That’s effective,” Bond said.

He picked up his machete and used it to cut about three feet off the end of the rope, then dropped the short length by my feet. He patted the muscular black man’s shoulder. “She’s all yours, mate, see you in a minute.”

Bear moved to stand beside me, then started running his hands over my body. His left hand squeezed and fondled my ass while his right did the same with my stretched, perky tits. “Bitch, this is how I like my women. Bound, gagged and terrified of the beating they’re about to get.”

“Urrrrrrrrrrr!” I protested when he pinched my left nipple. He was hurting me at both ends because I couldn’t stop moving while I dangled on the rope.

“Don’t you think it’s cool how bitches have bodies that are designed to be punished? Your ass is the perfect shape to receive the bite of the cane. There’s so much surface area, I bet I could lay twelve strokes on it and none of them would cross.” His attention turned to my breasts. “These tits… Well, they’re just the right size for six strokes – on each.”

I shook my head. “Rrrrrrr!” Was he just trying to frighten me before they asked me some questions? To date, no one had been particularly violent toward me, so I hoped it stayed that way...


Chapter Eight ~ The interrogation.

Bear continued to fondle my body below the line of the corset. One hand massaged and kneaded my butt cheeks while the other stroked my mons and fingered my pudendal dimple. He was able to do that despite the nylon rope dividing my cheeks and labia. Thankfully, I was able to remain still while the largest pair of black hands I had ever seen played with my white nubile body.

Of equal concern, if not more, was the man’s huge stalagmite-like cock which kept rubbing against my hip. I wasn’t sure but I though it looked larger in girth than Job’s giant black cock.

He saw me point my hood camera down at his cock. “Yes, Baby, all in good time. First, I’ve been tasked to soften you up for the interrogation. I’m trying to decide which part of your cute body I should punish. Should it be your ass…?” He squeezed my cheeks. “…or your tits?” He gripped them from below and lifted them as if he was thinking about tearing them off my chest.

I shook my head frantically. “Urrrrrrrrrr!”

“Bitch, seeing as your tits have only got one or two lines on them, they win the lottery.”

“Urrrrrrrrrrr,” I raged, venting my fury and registering my anger at the injustice of what he was proposing.

The lad took no notice and went looking for a suitable weapon to beat me with. It only took him a minute to spot a young, smooth branch, shooting out of a tree trunk that hadn’t sprouted any leaves yet. He broke it off and cut the air with it.

“Wicked. The ones I used on my girlfriend before they locked me up weren’t as good as this.” He was a man who obviously loved hurting women.

“Eeeeeeee,” I pleaded as he took up a stance to the side of me and raised his arm. Switt! Switt! Switt! Switt! Switt! Switt!

“Ahhhhhhhhhh!” When he slashed the stick down onto both of my tits at once, I screamed and shrieked into the warm fresh air and tall evergreen trees that surrounded me on three sides.

My pert, average sized tits were easy targets for the makeshift cane as they thrust forward, apparently, in his eyes, asking to be beaten. I wailed and cried while white-hot fire raged in both tits, for ages. The pain was particularly intense on the left, where the tip of the stick landed a couple of times.

Screaming and hysterical, I was only able to focus on the pain across my chest, but as the fire dissipated, I became aware of another pain. My body had moved and swayed about so much, the rope was digging into my ass crack and perinium.

I had closed my eyes as I tried to still and minimise the agony, so I didn’t see the muscular lad lift his leg over the rope. When I opened them, I was too close to see anything but black skin while I continued crying and moaning uncontrollably.

He clasped my nipples and twisted. “Shut the fuck up, bitch. I’m just the warm-up act.”

“Urrrrrr!” I cried fearing an even more brutal act, but he had a different scenario in mind.

Bear reached down and after gripping the back of my thighs, he hoisted them up, slackening the rope above my hands. “Do some work girl and lift your legs.”

Distressed as I was, I still had the wherewithal and strength to wrap my legs around Bear’s waist. He then reached under me to guide his knob into my gaping, wet entrance. Due to my bound and gagged status and the intense pain I was experiencing, I wasn’t surprised that my quim was salivating and preparing for sex.

My juices may have been flowing, but my body wasn’t expecting to be speared by Bear’s monstrous black cock. “Urrrrrrrrr,” I groaned as I sank on his gigantic shaft, which felt uncannily like one of the stainless-steel flasks.

“That’s it, girl. It’s time to go for the ride of your life.”

Most men had an inflated opinion of the size and ability of their dicks. Bear’s cock was the real deal though. The moment I was fully impaled, he gripped the leather loops on the back of my corset and began to bounce me on his rock-hard dick.

“Ahhhhhhhh,” I gasped as he drilled deeper and deeper into me.

I was overawed by the power the man had in his arms and shoulders. I clung onto the rope above me, which went slack every time Bear lifted me to the top of each powerful thrust. The pain raging within my tits was inflamed as they slid up and down his bare torso.

However, the exquisite sensations emanating from the pit of my stomach, every time I was impaled on his prong, almost balanced out the discomfort from my tits. The heady mix of pain and pleasure fanned the flames of my orgasm which added a third dimension to the thrilling ride that Bear had promised me and delivered with aplomb.

“Girl, I think you and my dick will play a few more tunes before we pack you off home. Sweeeeeeet Jesus,” he muttered, then gripped me tightly to his body so he could spurt his clotted load with a dozen powerful thrusts of his hips.

Bear then lifted my limp, quivering body off his cock and lowed me carefully onto the rope, reigniting the pains in my perineum and ass crack. I was back to square one, after the huge lad climbed over the rope; and even worse off when he tied my ankles together with the short length of rope.

He slapped my bruised ass. “Don’t go away, bitch.”

Whistling to himself, Bear left me to stew in the most uncomfortable position imaginable. I was horrified by the treatment I had received and hoped that my team would soon get a chance to pay them back.

I had been dangling from the branch for about ten minutes when an odd sound caught my attention. I was used to the tiny drones almost quietly buzzing around the camp, in fact one had been watching me all afternoon from the height of about 20 feet. It had caught all the action and only flew off when Bear left me on my own.

The new sound was similar but louder. I soon saw why. A huge drone was dropping out of the sky and descending on the camp. Not near me, but on the other side of the track. I watched it over my shoulder and lost sight of it when it disappeared behind the pile of branches. However, when it took off, it was no longer carrying a box beneath it.

The Black pack had just had their goodies delivered and, I suspected, would soon be armed and extremely dangerous. I wracked my brains to think of ways to slow them down or disable some of their equipment, but I couldn’t think of a single thing I could do.

The teams were going to be vulnerable in the mornings before six a.m. So, because there were going to be no supplies on day three, I doubted if any of the teams would send out their Pony-girls until after six o’clock.

The Blacks took some time to unpack their rewards and examine them. So, by the time the four men of the Black pack came over to talk to me, my arms were aching dreadfully. Not only that, but the rope was also roughing up the valley between my butt cheeks and I was desperate for relief.

They formed an arc facing me, two either side of the taut rope. I didn’t think that I was in possession of any information that was sensitive or might help the Blacks. In fact, I thought they were stupid asking me any questions because they couldn’t possibly know if I was telling the truth.

Baron took hold of the rope a foot away from my sex, while Bond removed the tab from my mouth. “Ahhh, I need a drink… Please…”

Bear removed the top from the bottle and held it up to my mouth. He waited a moment before firing a question at me. “Jay, tell us the truth about the guns.”

“What guns?” I was stupid to mention that we found a box of guns.

“I was winding you up because I was pissed off at you.”

“She’s lying, Baron. I need to loosen her tongue,” snarled Bear. He pulled his arm back, ready to slash the stick across my butt cheeks.

“Wait, wait!” I yelled. Bear paused with his arm pulled right back. “You’re making a big mistake treating me like this. I’m supposed to be a member of your pack for 48 hours.”

“But you’re not, are you? We have to treat you like a prisoner,” Baron said. “Tell us about the guns. How many did they find at ground zero?”

I looked up and spotted the drone hovering just fifteen feet away. I had to try and avoid telling them the truth. If I did, I would earn a lot of points. “Baron, you traded me for food, so I’m prepared to follow your orders for two days which you agreed with Fred. Beating a worker is a stupid move. You’re losing the advantage of having me here.”

Bear’s arm was quivering. “Cut the crap, bitch, and tell us about the guns.”

“There were none, Bear. Look up at the drone. The viewers won’t take kindly to you beating a defenceless girl again. You went over the top the first time.”

Baron gave the nod. Switt! Switt! Switt! Switt!

“Aeeeeeeeeeeeei” I screamed at the top of my lungs when my buttocks exploded in ball of fiery pain.

“Stopppppppppppp!” I cried and bellowed, while the four men watched me writhing and jiggling on the end of the rope, during, what was for me, a painful dance.

If Baron hadn’t called a halt to the blows, Bear would have stripped the skin off my ass. I was stretched full length and totally at the mercy of four ruthless men. I was experiencing a haze of sparkling white-hot pain in two of the most vulnerable regions of my body. The game organizers obviously factored male domination into the competition and I was having to suffer to entertain their viewers.

The men waited for me to settle and stop sobbing. “Go on, tell us about the guns you found,” Barron urged.

“I lied…” I sobbed for a few seconds. “I was trying to be clever and get one over on you…”

“Mmmm, sounds like you’ve beaten the truth out of her,” Bond said.

“She’s far too cocky for my liking,” Bear said.

“If she plays up anymore, Bear, you’ll be in charge of punishing her.”

“Okay, give blade and me ten minutes with the bitch…” He grabbed hold of his dick. “We need to teach her another kind of lesson.”

“Let’s let her down and get on with the wigwam,” Bond countered. I’ve got enough timber now and the minutes are ticking away.”

Baron put his hands on his hips. “In a minute, Bond.” He turned to me. “Girl, when you get back to your pack, I want you to tell your fellow grey bitches what to expect. Let this beating be a warning to all of you.” He turned to Bear. “You and Blade have got ten minutes, then bring her over to us.”

From Bear’s and Blade’s body language, I guessed they were miffed that the interrogation was over. Unfortunately, for me, Baron wanted harmony in his pack, so he decided to let them have some more time to play with me…


Chapter Nine ~ Brutal treatment.

I didn’t want to think about the things that two muscular young men could do to me while I dangled by my wrists from a rope. Their motive was obvious, especially when blade rubbed his cock up against my hip and grabbed my ass.

“Ahhhhh, noooooo, that hurts,” I cried when he squeezed my damaged cheeks.

“Shut up, girl. No one out here can hear you scream. Bear, we need to lift her off the rope.”

“Sure,” the young black man said.

He finished untying my ankles, then with Blade’s help, lifted me and hooked my right leg over the rope. “That’s better,” Blade said, while facing me. “Ever been in a black and white sandwich, girl?”

“Double shagging me isn’t going to get you any fans out there,” I said, but the guys weren’t interested in my comments.

“She’s a mouthy bitch, ain’t she, Bear?” Blade said as he reached down and grabbed my legs behind my knees.

“Don’t do this, guys. I won’t be able to stand up if you do. I won’t be able to work.”

Bear was chuckling as he gripped my ass and helped his pal lift me up about eighteen inches so he could move closer and steer his cock into my back door.

“Shagging has never stopped a bitch from working,” Bear said.

Blade, who had lifted my legs as far as they would go, waited while his black pal dipped his knob into my quim to get some lubrication, then slid it back to my tighter orifice.

“This isn’t fair,” I cried as he easily eased his huge ‘plum’ past my ring of obstinate anal muscles.

Bear then gripped my peach and held me still while Blade moved closer and guided his not so impressive dick into my juicy, fleshier entrance. With my knees over Blades arms and their bellies gripping my body, Bear moved his hands up to beneath my armpits and blade gripped my corseted waist. Together, they then hammered my body down onto their twin prongs at breath-taking speed.

“Oh, my God, oh, my God, oh, my God,” I exclaimed, “You’re going to tear me apart…”

“Soak it up girl. This is as good as it gets,” Bear said to me over my shoulder.

I was experiencing intense discomfort. Pain sparkled across my tits which were constantly rubbing against Blade’s chest. Then, there was my nether region and ass which were being hammered from below. I clung onto the rope above my head while my body reacted to the intense sensations sizzling through my body. Caused by twin cocks simultaneously plunging deep and incessantly stretching my tight teenage orifices, I had never felt anything like it.

“Mate, have you ever screwed into anything so tight?” Bear asked.

“Nah, we’re gonna have to capture this little fuck-toy every time we raid the Grey’s camp.”

I would have responded if I weren’t experiencing such a mind-blowing orgasm. The lads took their time to reach their peak, Then, in the end, ejaculated about thirty seconds apart. Bear, who was first, seemed reluctant to withdraw, but slid out when Blade eased out of me.

“Ahhhhh,” I’m too tired to work anymore. I need food.”

“You’ve got to work for it, bitch,” Blade snarled, then went and untied the rope from the tree trunk.

As soon as the rope went slack, I collapsed onto the forest floor, still with my hands tied together. Bear hunkered down and started to unpick the knots. “I’ve heard enough shit out of your mouth…” He finished untying me, then picked up the Pony-girl bit and went to shove it in my mouth. I put my hand over it.

“No, I want some food. You’ve eaten and I’m a Black. I’m one of your pack. I want some food.”

“Fucking little bitch!” He jumped on me and placed his knees on my arms. “Fucking open your mouth!”

“No, please…”

“What’s going on?” Bear looked over his shoulder while Blade turned to face the approaching young woman. It was April, carrying a bowl of food. “This is for the girl.”

Bear reluctantly climbed off me. After grabbing the front of my leather corset, hauled me up, off the ground. “Bitch, you’d better eat that quickly…”

I took the bowl. “Can I eat it here?”

Bear nodded to the other two. “I’ll keep an eye on her.”

I sat down on the ground and tucked into the rice and beans mix. It wasn’t particularly tasty, but I needed the carbohydrates to keep me going. There was still some water in the bottle, so I sipped it, in between mouthfuls of tasteless food.

Bear picked up the stick he had used on me. “Get a move on girl, or I’ll put some more fire in your ass.”

I hurried because I wanted to eat all of the food while my cheeks were still ablaze. As soon as I had finished, I got to my feet and went to hand the empty bowl to the man whose name suited him. He was literally the colour and size of a brown bear! Switt!

“Take it with you, bitch!”

I hurried down the path, with Bear in pursuit. Somehow, I managed to keep far enough ahead of him to avoid being swiped again. When we arrived at the site, I was surprised to find that the others had dragged some logs over to the patch of clear ground. The stout lumps of wood, cut up by the organizers of the challenge with a chainsaw, had been arranged around the outside to form a square. There was a gap in one side, presumably for the doorway.

The rest of the Black pack were there, waiting for Bear and me to appear. Over the course of the next two hours, Bond supervised the building of the huge wigwam on the square site. One end of the long branches were pushed against the logs, while the tops were tied together as more and more branches were added until a ten or twelve foot high wigwam was formed.

Bond sat on Bear’s shoulders to tie all the branches together at the top while we held the sticks in place for him. He also made sure that there was a gap for smoke to leave the wigwam if they built a fire inside. It had a lot of gaps around the outside, but Bond had thought of that. The pack had brought back two large polypropylene groundsheets from the drop. One was spread out inside the wigwam and the other wrapped around the outside of it. They then leant more branches against the outside to ensure the sheet didn’t blow away.

Because I was studying architect before I was kidnapped, I naturally took a keen interest and resolved to share the wigwam idea with my pack. It was nearly dark by the time it was finished, so was probably getting on for nine o’clock. It was cooler and overcast but the rain was holding off.

Baron and April came over to where I was sitting on an uncomfortable log. “Jay, April is going to take you to the toilet so you can take a dump and charge your batteries. It’s nine o’clock so there is a slight chance that we might be attacked. The Red’s are the most likely attackers, but I’ll be surprised if they earned enough points to buy sufficient guns and paintballs to mount an attack on us. If they do and you get hit, you’ll suffer when your clamp zaps you and you’ll lose your sight for twelve hours. This is your base for the next two nights, so you have to spend your blind period here.”

“What happens if we get shot when we’re attacking another camp?” April asked.

“I assume you have to come straight back here. Go on, off you go.”

I followed April over to the tri-toilet and plonked my ass down on the far right one. Blade was sitting on the left, so April sat in the middle. As soon as I had settled, I immediately noticed the battery indicator flashing red. I had 43% to begin with which was a good start.

I turned to April. “Do you mind telling me what you were in prison for, April?”

Blade leant forward. “We’re not allowed to talk about ourselves. Didn’t you know that, girl?”

“Oh, yes, sorry. I thought it was just names.”

Unable to chat about ourselves, we discussed Russia and its history. In particular, their royal family and the way it was murdered by Bolshevik revolutionaries.

I soon noticed that my battery was fully charged. “I’m done.” I announced, then climbed down from the toilet.

I used the brush to clean my ass, then scooped some water out of the tank and flushed the toilet. Blade wasn’t far behind me. It was almost dark and I was performing the acts more by feel than sight.

April stood up. “I’m ninety-five percent. That will do…”

She was just about to climb down, when the sound of shouting alerted us that something was happening on the other side of the camp. One of the lads shouted ‘Over there!’ I ducked my head and moved along the pile of branches that shielded the toilet from view. ‘There’s something in the woods…’

I reached a point where I could see across the road, but it was very gloomy. Then I remembered that I had night vision. I flipped my head and the new, greenish view of the camp site appeared. I looked to the left and spotted two white shapes crouching either side of the entrance track, near the poles.

Then I saw what I thought was another Black male and two females member hiding in among the pile of branches, a little way behind the other two. That led me to believe the Blacks only had two guns.

April and Blade came along beside me. “Can you see anything?” the later asked.

I nearly said ‘yes’. “No. I thought I saw some movement over by the entrance.”

“You two go and grab some supplies and take them to the wigwam. They’ll be safer there. I’ll go and see if I can help the others.” The young lad ran out, crouching low as he headed toward the other members of the pack.

April put her hand on my shoulder. “All the supplies are stacked in the shelter. Come on, keep low.

She led the way through the tangled branches to the unfinished shelter. They had cleared the area, but not much further progress had been made. “Put a backpack on and I’ll load you, then you can load my pack,” she ordered.

I had just finished loading hers when there was another exchange of shouting. ‘Over there!’ someone shouted. “It’s a Red… Ahhhhh!”

“That was Blade,” April whispered.

We crouched by the smouldering fire. “Shall we go?”

I could hear April’s breath coming in short gasps. She was frightened. “I’ll go first.” She said. “Count to ten, then follow me.” I followed her progress as she crossed the road, then had a quick look around. My camera just happened to point at an unused machete laying with a couple of other tools. It was the most valuable tool in the box and it belonged to my pack.

A crazy thought came to me, I probably wouldn’t get another chance. The Black pack had beaten me cruelly and I had suffered enough. So, without thinking any more, I picked up the machete and hurried over to the Pony cart. If I was going to escape, I needed a tail, so I grabbed one out of the rig and crept around the pile of branches.

Seeing the road that led to the fence, clearly, I put my head down and set off running as fast as my legs could carry me…


Chapter Ten ~ In the wild.

I held the tail close to my clitoral clamp as I raced past the poles and was then jubilant when I wasn’t zapped. I looked over my shoulder and spotted a white figure standing on the track. It was one of the girls and she was shouting. Then, as the road started to dip, I lost sight of the individual.

If the track was the same length as the one that led to the grey camp, the perimeter road and fence were about one mile ahead, If the perimeter was a perfect circle, which I doubted, I calculated that the circumference of the competition arena was between twenty and twenty-five miles long. I based my calculations on the radius of the circle being three and a half to four miles.

So, I had a 20-minute jog ahead of me to reach the fence, then seven or eight miles to the track that would lead to the Grey camp. I therefore guessed that I had a three or four hour jog ahead of me. I had to pace myself. I was tired, but super fit after the exhausting fitness routines I was forced to follow in my cell. Not only that, the fear factor should keep my legs going.

I couldn’t enter the Grey camp between o6:00 and 21:00 but I could enter any camp at night. My hope was that I could reach my camp by three o’clock in the morning and brief my fellow Greys on what had happened to me. I had a lot of information and I wanted to tell the pack how I had been treated. They needed to know just how ruthless the other teams were.

I kept an eye out for wild animals and tightened my grip on the handle of the machete. I thought I could hold off a real wolf but if there was a pack, they’d eat me alive. So, the important thing was to keep moving, no matter what.

I was jogging downhill, within myself, and saving my energy for the run around the perimeter. The dark green trees were close on either side and there was no gaps in the canopy above me. I checked over my shoulder a couple of times and couldn’t see anyone following me. I flipped out of infrared for a few seconds and regretted it, for it was virtually pitch black without the aid of night-time vision.

The track was quite narrow but wide enough for two Pony-girls to pass, or one electric or petrol vehicle to travel in one direction. I spotted small animals by the side of the track and in the undergrowth, but nothing large enough to be a threat to me. Just after the track levelled out, I came to the junction I had been expecting.

I stopped because I wanted to put my tail in. The anal plug had to be kept close to my clit clamp, so I had been holding it against my mons while I ran. I turned to face the way I came and squatted so I could insert it and watch the road. I groaned from the sudden ache and cursed that I was saddled with the annoying tail swishing around on my butt cheeks.

Beyond the perimeter road and five yards of trimmed undergrowth, stood the tall, electrified fence that was designed to keep me and my fellow competitors inside and nosy people out. I turned right and set off on the longer, second leg of my journey. I focused on one thing – the road ahead and tried to shut out my surroundings.

Luckily, the VR-like kit I was wearing, enabled me to concentrate and detach myself from the dangers that might lie just yards away within the dense forest. I quickly became accustomed to my new green world. Then I remembered the main gate through which we entered. I hoped it was roughly halfway between the access tracks. It gave me another goal to think about.

Having the fence constantly on my left meant I only had to worry about threats from my right. The boxes in my rucksack weren’t heavy and neither was the machete – to begin with. I kept reminding myself that I was free and that the Blacks were going to miss out on using me to exchange their empty flasks from ground zero. Knowing how cruel the Backs were, they would have made me carry all eight and that would have killed me.

I was just beginning to flag when the fence began to look different. Then, about 100 yards further along, I spotted a building that was standing beside the entrance gates. Lights were on in the rooms, but I couldn’t see any white figures outside near the gate. I moved to the other side of the road and jogged along the grass verge so as not to make a sound. That was when I felt the first drops of rain on my shoulders.

As soon as the landmark was behind me, I felt rejuvenated knowing I was beyond halfway. I was on familiar territory, although it looked completely different while running and seeing the landscape in green night vision. There were sections where I was running up hill and then down dale, but it was mainly on the flat.

The rain was light, but my shoulders, arms, ass and legs were soon dripping wet. It was a shame that I was wearing a leather hood because the rain would have been most welcome on my head. I jogged for ages and was beginning to wonder if I had missed the track or if I had misjudged the distance.

The relief I felt when I eventually arrived at the track, I was looking for, was palpable. I jogged onto the narrower trail which almost immediately started to climb. I was totally knackered, but I found hidden reserves to keep my legs going up the incline. The rain helped for I was able to wipe it off my arms and quench my thirst.

I was almost at the point of using the machete like a walking stick, but it wasn’t needed once I was on level road. I still had 100 yards to go, so I slowed and stopped about 10 yards short of the poles.

“FRED, JOB!” I shouted. “IT’S JAY. I’VE ESCAPED. IT’S ME JAY! FRED, JOB.”

There was a brief moment of silence, then a white figure emerged from behind the tangled pile of branches. It was Job. I could tell from his massive body shape and in particular, his muscular arms. Then, I realized that there was a girl behind him who he was possibly shielding.

“Jay?” Where the fuck have you come from?” asked Job.

Neither Job nor Doll moved. I could see from their body language that they were wary of me. “I escaped from the Black camp. I can come in our camp until six in the morning. Then I must leave.”

Doll switched a torch on and shone it at the ground by my feet, then slowly raised the beam. She left Job’s side and approached me. “We’ve been attacked by the Reds.” She was holding a gun in her other hand.

“Oh my God. What happened?”

“Come and help me get Job into the shelter and I’ll tell you.”

“What’s wrong with him?”

“He and all the other guys have been hit with paintballs. Ric as well. They won’t get their sight back until midday, according to the message they received on their screens.”

“It’s all my fault,” Job said in his deep growling voice. He sounded depressed. “I was in the watch nest with Doll. I wasn’t paying attention.”

“Guys, I can see in the dark, I have night-time vision.”

“Fuck, how did you get that?” Job asked.

“I’ll explain everything once you’re in the shelter.”

“God, night vision would have come in handy, earlier…”

Together, Doll and I guided Job through the treacherous piles of branches toward the shelter which looked as though it was almost finished. The fire had died down by the entrance, but I still had to look away from the heat to stop from being dazzled.

I was about to praise them for their hard work when I spotted the other three guys and Ric sitting at the far end of the shelter. They were sitting on the ground and were awake. Looking up, I saw that they had used a groundsheet to make the roof waterproof. It was a relief to get in the dry.

“What’s going on, Doll?” Fred asked as we eased Job down into a sitting position beside Fred.

The other two guys were sitting on the other side of Ric while Fred was gripping the girl’s thigh as if he was afraid she was going to leave him.

While Doll hunkered down, I eased the backpack off and dropped it to the ground. “Doll, I’ll explain.” She shone the torch on the floor, so I switched out of night vision.

“Is that you, Jay? I thought I heard your voice,” Fred said. “How did you escape from the blacks?”

“Is that allowed in the rules?” Tor asked.

“Yes, it is and I’ve got night vision,” I replied.

“Night vision?” three lads chorused.

“I’ll explain in a minute. Tell me what happened here first, then I’ll tell you about my adventure. How many Reds attacked and where’s Kit?”

“I’m pretty sure it was only two or three men,” Coffee said. “They had guns. Doll raised the alarm and we ran out…”

“Only two got in the camp, Jay,” Doll explained. “Three Reds crept up on us. They weren’t very good shots, or I would be as blind as the others right now.”

“Where did they attack from?”

“Up the hill from ground zero. I didn’t have a gun, but Job did. I spotted them while I was… um… riding his cock…”

“Fucking hell,” Tor muttered.

“I got off Job and started shouting. Job shot one and I escaped…”

“Yer, I hit the fucker…”

“When I ran over here to warn the guys, I had two Reds chasing me, firing pellets. These three walked straight into a hail of paintballs. Basically, the Reds shot everyone bar me, only because they ran out of paintballs and weren’t very good shots. I think they were searching for our flasks but didn’t find them. They took some of our food and Kit, poor kid. They had a rope leash readymade and led her away like an animal. I hurled abuse and tried to stop them, but it didn’t make any difference. They might have taken me if they didn’t have a blind man to take back to their camp.”

“What a mess…” While I was listening to Doll’s story, I opened the top box in my rucksack and discovered it contained chocolate energy bars. At last, I had gotten some good luck! “How long ago did they leave?”

“About half an hour ago,” Doll replied. The digital clock read 2:50 which meant I had been jogging for about five hours.

“You do realize that they might be back to get the rest of our gear,” I pointed out.

“Fuck! You might be right,” Fred agreed. “They think we’re unarmed and blind apart from Doll. They might try and capture her.”

“They didn’t take all of our guns,” Coffee pointed out. “We still have the two guns from ground zero…”

“I’ve got one of them…” Doll waved it about in front of my camera. “…and plenty of Ammo.” She had tucked three clips in the top of her corset.

“We used our points to order ten clips of Ammo…” Fred explained. “…and two more guns.” The Reds grabbed the two we bought but the clips were empty.

“So, we’ve got eight clips?” I asked.

“Sort of. I threw two spare ones in the bushes after I was hit,” Job explained. “We’ll be able to retrieve them tomorrow. We lost two so there’s one in the spare gun, two in the box and Doll’s got three.”

“Okay, they could be back in an hour. I bought night vision with my points, so if they return, I’ll be waiting for them. I can stay inside the camp until six o’clock in the morning. I’m going to have a quick scout around while Doll hands out the chocolate. Then I’ll fill you in on my escapade. Doll, give me a gun and a clip, then stay with them until I get back. Oh, build the fire up until it’s roaring.”

Doll gladly handed over her gun and one of her clips which I tucked in my corset. I switched my night vision on, grabbed a chocolate bar and hurried out into the drizzling rain.

I had left one shitstorm and arrived at another. If the Grey pack was to recover, then I was going to have to do something extraordinary and in the future, the lads were going to have to cut me some slack…


Chapter Eleven ~ The assault.

Thankfully, the rain had slowed to a thin drizzle. The dead branches were damp, but it wouldn’t stop Doll from building up the fire from our pile of dry wood. Utilizing my night vision, I trudged off and crossed the camp.  To their credit, the pack had been busy. They had built a guard post near one of the poles, from which they could watch the track rising from ground zero.

I could see from the broken and rough branches that they hadn’t had the use of a machete. They had piled branches by the side of the guard post, all the way to the next pole which was about 20 yards away. They had also built a wall of branches on the other side of the track between the first and second boundary post.

It would be difficult to attack the camp from the crater end. They would either had to boldly walk between the poles or hack their way through the dense forest and undergrowth, then skirt the piles of branches. Unfortunately, we didn’t have any defence at the other end of the camp. Still, I thought there was zero chance of anyone making the same trip I had, until we all had a lot more possessions to protect.

On returning to the fire and shelter, I was again impressed with what the pack had achieved. Someone had sawn up a stack of logs and put them in the waterproof shelter, alongside what was left of our supplies. Unfortunately, the lad’s naivety had been their undoing. The other teams, which consisted of ex-cons, were using ruthless tactics and would make mincemeat of us unless we got our act together.

Doll was throwing dry wood on the fire when I arrived by her side. “Doll, we’ve got no time to lose. I want to build another two fires to illuminate the front of our camp. I’ll go and clear the first area. Put some more logs on this one, then bring a flaming branch and some dry wood over to where I’m working.”

She raised the torch to my tits and noticed the red welts blazing on my fair skin. “Jay, what the hell did they do to you?”

“I’ll tell you later.”

Doll was only too pleased to be given orders and didn’t mind them coming from a girl. I chose a spot that was about ten yards from the road and ten yards from the entrance pole. I gathered the smaller branches together and pulled the longer ones away. It didn’t take long to build a pile about four feet high. The dead wood was damp, but I thought it would light quite quickly once it got going.

Doll arrived with two flaming branches and some dry logs which we poked into the centre of the pile. We left the fire to catch hold, then crossed the road to find another spot ten yards away from the road and post. It took another ten minutes to stack the wood and light the fire.

We stood and watched until the fire spread, then retreated to the old fire and shelter. There was smoke rising from both of the new fires but there was hardly any wind, so it was rising straight up into the air. I looked out across the camp and was satisfied with our efforts.

“We’ll spot them coming even if they emerge from the trees,” I said to Doll. “With more light we stand a better chance of hitting them, if they come. I’ve heard somewhere that it’s easier to hit a target when it’s framed against bright light.”

“Where shall we hide?” she asked.

“I expect they’ll have night-time vision, so I need something to hide behind.”

“What about a Pony rig?”

“Perfect.” We fetched one and parked it about six feet away from the shelter.

Then, after explaining to the lads what we were doing, we knabbed one of their rubber mattresses for us to lie on. It was a perfect hiding place, for we were surrounded by branches on three sides. We would see anyone entering the camp from an arc of more than 180 degrees, while our only blind spot was behind us. I planned to let the attackers get close before jumping up and opening fire on them.

We nestled up together, side by side, so that we could peer along the ground from beneath the rig. I was having to wear my tail while Doll was bare assed. I was tempted to stroke her bruised cheeks, but instead I put my arm around her shoulders. l was grateful to have a companion with me who was bright and intelligent. The clock was on her side and read 03:40.

“We have another twenty minutes before first light,” I pointed out.

“I told the guys to get some sleep,” Doll said. “And, I told them not to worry. Fred wasn’t amused.”

I laughed softly. “What’s it been like today? working with the guys…”

“There was a massive row when Fred returned without you. But eventually everyone calmed down and agreed to work like dogs to make up for your loss. Being the leader has really gone to Fred’s head. He keeps demanding complete obedience from us girls. When we want to ask him for something, we have to put our hands together like the Buddhists do. He wants us to respect him by bowing our heads and calling him Master. He thinks that if he disciplines us and treats us like slaves, he’ll earn more points for the pack. The other three men agree.”

“That’s bullshit. He needs our input on a twenty-four hour basis and the sooner he realizes that the better.”

“I agree, Jay. Instead of watching us girls work and whipping our butts, he could have got more work done today. Thank the heavens that Coffee got him to focus on the shelter, the guard post and the barriers. Did you say you’ve got to leave the camp at 6 o’clock?”

“Yes, I’m a black until the morning of day four. I can come in during the night. Don’t worry, I can do stuff on the other side of the posts during the day.”

“We need to get our flasks tomorrow. We need the food,” Doll pointed out.

“Is there much left to steal?”

“Me, the flasks, the rice and the stuff you bought. Oh, our guns and ammunition. We also bought a first aid kit and a torch.”

“How come the Reds missed the flasks?”

“We put them in a box and placed them in the back of the toilet. It turned out to be the perfect hiding place. Coffee thought of it. I’m beginning to think that he would make a better leader.”

I started to tell Doll about my experience of being held hostage, but I didn’t get far. It was 3:55 when I saw movement by our sentry post. I put my finger to my mouth and focused on the entrance to get a magnified view of what was happening. The Reds had timed their attack so they could utilize the last minutes of darkness. The lead man, or scout, checked out the sentry post, gun at the ready. When he found it unoccupied, he gave the signal to the others.

Another man and two girls appeared between the posts like white ghosts returning from the dead. I knew that the flasks could only leave a camp within a girl’s quim and that only Pony-girls could carry a refilled flask, so I guessed they planned on stealing two of our flasks if they could find them. I hoped to make their second visit to our camp a miserable one.

“They’re here,” I whispered. I removed my arm from Doll’s shoulders. “Two lads and two girls are slowly approaching. Can you see them yet? The lads are on the outside.”

“I can now that they’re nearer to the fire.”

“Alright. Relax. I will jump up first and try and take the guys out. You get up the moment I shoot my first paintball. Aim at the girls.”

“No problem. How close are you going to let them come?”

“Ten feet. I’m confident I can hit them at that distance.”

Unfortunately, the men, who were on the outside, stopped about 20 feet away and pointed their guns at the rig.

“Girl, is that you hiding there? Come out. We know you’re not armed.”

“What do we do?” Doll asked in a tiny whisper.

“Leave your gun with me and stand,” I whispered. “Pretend to be afraid and ask him not to shoot at you.”

“Um, what if it doesn’t work?”

“It will. Stand but don’t move, or they’ll spot me.”

When doll dropped the gun, I picked it up and edged back. She put her hands up and slowly got to her feet. “Please don’t shoot me. I don’t want to go blind.”

“We won’t shoot so long as you’re a good girl. Come on out and let me put this leash on you.” The lad had walked forward six feet thinking he was going to meet her. “Where’s the other girl?” the attacker asked.

“You’ve already taken Kit. Take our stuff but let me stay here….”

“You’re captured, girl…”

He was close enough and his sidekick was just a few feet behind him. The girls were armed but were hanging back and had lowered their guns. I stood up behind Doll and fired at the centre of the nearest guy’s flak jacket. ‘Crack!’

“Ahhhhhhh!!” he cried and went down clutching his genitals.

The second lad, caught completely off guard, tried to aim his gun but he was too slow. Crack! I shot him in the chest

“Ahhhhh!” He fell like a lead balloon, a yard beyond the first lad.

Both girls, seeing me, a Black wolf aiming a gun at each of them, hesitated. “Drop your guns and I won’t fire. That way you’ll keep your sight.”

The girls stared at me wide-eyed, then completely bottled it. They dropped their guns. “This wasn’t our idea,” the lead girl said.

Doll took the gun from my left hand and walked over to the guy who had brought several lengths pf rope. “Good of your guys to bring leashes and guns with you.”

“They were meant for you two,” The second girl said.

“On your knees girls, so Doll can fit your leashes,” I ordered, then went around collecting guns and ammo from the writhing lads.

“I saw what they did to Kit,” Doll said to me. She couldn’t wait to return the favour.

One of the groaning guys sat up. “Fuck, fuck…” He turned his hooded head to look at the girls from his pack. The girl’s wolf heads had turned grey on my screen. “I’ve got to get back to camp…” He stumbled to his feet. “Don’t fucking say anything,” he said while he passed his ex-pack members. “Just hang on. We’ll get you back.”

Groaning loudly, he stumbled out of the camp, still clutching his balls. The second guy wasn’t far behind him, cursing and swearing loudly. Between us, Doll and I had defeated four attackers.

The lads were incapacitated and would be until midday. That meant we were in charge and had an opportunity to impress on the guys that everyone’s opinions should be heard and considered. If they weren’t prepared to soften their stance, then I didn’t rate our chances of winning the challenge and gain our freedom…




THE END of Part Three




Sample of Part Four




Chapter One

Chapter One ~ Used and unappreciated.

In my absence, the Reds attacked the Grey camp and caught my pack members 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. They could have taken Doll and some of our flasks if they hadn’t had to take a neutralized team member back to their camp.

The Red’s second attack, two hours later, had resulted in a victory for us, the Grey pack. Luckily, I escaped from the Black camp and got back just in time to help defend the 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 five-hour 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 decisions being made.

Doll and I were dealing with the two girls who we had captured from the Reds. She began by fitting the ready-made nylon rope noose/leashes, to ensure they couldn’t run off. 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 the rig. “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 the young woman’s shapely peach and the multiple thin red marks covering it. It looked as though the lads, and in particular Fred, had driven them 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 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.

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, gripped 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.”

“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 End of Sample.
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The next part will be published shortly.

Thanks, Amelia.
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This book has been published by Stark Books

Facebook - https://www.facebook.com/amelia.stark.98
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Follow on Twitter - AmeliaStark_18
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