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1: Immunity

The gym was large and empty. The wooden floors smelt of fresh wax and cleaning products. A stage was built into the far wall of the gym. Eugene remembered it being used for assemblies and performances, at least, that was what the real thing was used for. Who even knew if they were at their old school? The whole thing was likely a well-crafted replica.

Faith had not left Eugene's side since the group had left the library. She had been quiet, silently contemplating her actions, how unhinged she had acted in the last game's penalty. She could only imagine what everyone was thinking about her.

Eugene was wrestling with his own thoughts. How could Faith do what she did? And why did he not completely hate her for it? These thoughts would have to wait as a group of four more people entered the gym behind them. Two guys, two girls.

"Is that. Mrs Chambers?" Devi asked as the four walked towards them. At the front of the group was indeed Mrs Chambers, unlike the rest of them, she wore a tight black dress that accentuated her curvy body. Her long black hair flowed down past her shoulders. Her face was as attractive as Eugene remembered; her signature beauty mark beneath the corner of her left eye was complemented by winged eyeliner.

"Megan…" Gregory said Mrs Chambers' first name under his breath.

To Eugene's surprise, he also recognised the other three with Mrs Chambers; it seems that his repressed memories of high school were coming back to him.

There was Fredrick, the athletic and popular. He was the captain of the lacrosse team. Blond hair, blue eyes, lean but toned. A real jock and a Playboy.

Hannah is a real stickler for rules and etiquette. She came from a religious family and was always above crudeness. She kept her brown hair up in a bun and kept her naturally hourglass figure as covered as possible.

Finally, Hugo was a certified bad egg. He ran with a local gang and was covered in various tattoos. He kept his hair buzzed and beard short and neat. Eugene seemed to remember that Hugo was from somewhere in Central Europe.

"Damn, Mrs C, you are looking hot," Betty said.

"Hello Betty, hope you are doing well." Chambers said.

"Fucking fantastic teach, really." Betty grinned.

"Our group is starting to get pretty big." Devi started pointing and counting. "Eleven… twelve."

"Interesting," Eugene said as he looked at the new arrivals. "Correct me if I'm wrong, but Mrs Chambers, did you join the reunion late?"

"So I'm told." Chambers nodded. "Hannah told me you have all been subjected to this cruel circus for some time now."

"Mrs Chambers arrived after Ash… after Ash was taken away," Hannah confirmed. "Her first game was Pay or Play."

"And play she did, didn't you teach?" Hugo grinned. "I never in my wildest dreams thought I'd get to fuck my homeroom teacher's tits. Dreamt about it for years."

"You watch your fucking mouth," Gregory spoke up.

"Oh, that's right, you were the teach's little pet, weren't you? Don't worry, I am sure you'll get a turn too at some point." Hugo laughed. Mrs Chamber's expression remained unchanged.

"You mother-" Gregory was interrupted.

"You guys can rip each other's throats out later, but I am sure you'll get shocked at the first sign of physical violence. Rule 1." Eugene said coldly before continuing his train of thought. "If there are twenty-four of us, that means we are likely in two groups of twelve."

"Same number of players as a women's lacrosse team," Fredrick added, speaking up for the first time, his French accent had faded quite from what Eugene remembered.

"I'll take your word for it," Eugene said. "But more importantly, they have been combining the groups each round. I wouldn't be surprised if, after this game, we will have all twenty-four of us in one place."

"It does seem like they are ramping up the size and stakes." Faith agreed. "When we began, it was simply stripping and groping and now…"

"We got girls titty fucking and cock sucking." Declan grinned.

"Yeah." Faith sighed.

"Do you have a point you are trying to make, Eugene?" Chambers asked. "Or are you just thinking out loud?"

"I do have a point, miss," Eugene said. He addressed his former teacher in the same manner as he had in high school. "I think we are only at the prelude of this 'reunion'. If this is a TV show, as some of us are suspecting, once we are all together, they are going to ramp up the stakes further."

"Like fucking?" Betty asked.

"Like further elimination," Eugene said. "My guess is more people are going to get expelled." Eugene's words hung heavy in the air.

"Like Survivor?" Hannah asked meekly.

"I don't know," Eugene admitted. "This is all speculation. But if we keep playing their games, I don't know how many of us are going to make it out of here with our freedom intact."

"Duuude, they got implants inside of us, not like we got, like, a choice," Juan said as he searched around the back of his neck for an incision mark.

"True. But I think what my boyfriend is trying to say is: if we find an opportunity to escape, we should take it. Money or not." Faith said.

"Easy for you to say, Faith, you don't even have that many chits," Ami spoke up as she jingled her bag. "Some of us want to get out of here rich."

"Ladies, ladies, we are all in this together." Fredrick stepped forward.

The PA blared to life, playing an upbeat tune.

"Greetings, my wonderful students and teacher! It is once again I, your gracious host, Mr N!" This time, the voice wasn't coming from the PA or from a screen but from the stage at the front of the gym. The black robed, purple owl-masked figure from TV. "It is good to finally meet you all in person."

"This cunt." Hugo rushed for the stage but was immediately put down by an electrical current. He tumbled over himself a few times before sliding to a halt.

"Uh uh uuh." Mr N wiggled his gloved hand. "That was very naughty, Hugo, though not unexpected from someone of your upbringing. Everyone will stay right where they are or else." The warning was well heeded by the rest of the group. "I just want to say how much fun we are all having. This reunion has been one of the most entertaining in years. It is also not often that we have a teacher join us, so this year is very special." The masked figure's words were full of glee. "But I digress, I am here to tell you about the immunity that two of you have from your last team-building exercise."

Eugene had almost forgotten about the immunity promised in the last game. Betty had ended the game with the most chits and so had supposedly earned an "immunity token". However, she had yet to receive it.

Mr N retrieved two purple owl tokens from his robe and held one up in each hand in a grand gesture. "There are the immunity tokens. They can be used at any time to sit out a team-building exercise entirely. They can be traded in for 50 chits at any point. This can save you from being expelled. Finally, they can be spent to force one other student to do your bidding for up to an hour. They must follow any instructions you give them as long as you don't ask them to hurt themselves or others. If they don't attempt to follow your instructions to the best of their abilities, 50 chits will be deducted from them. Like chits, you cannot trade immunity tokens between each other."

The immunity token was crazy. Skipping a game was good, and so was gaining 50 chits. But making someone do whatever you say for a whole hour? That was dangerous.

"Betty and Fredrick, as the students with the most chips in your group at the end of the last round, these are yours. You may retrieve them when I am done." Mr N placed the tokens at the edge of the stage. "With that, I must bid you farewell for now. Enjoy your next team-building exercise. Refreshments will be served afterwards." Mr N disappeared in a puff of purple smoke that erupted from below him. Betty and Fredrick retrieved their tokens and added them to their pouches.

"Those things are way OP," Devi said as Betty and Fredrick returned to the group.

"I'm not planning to control anyone with it," Fredrick assured the group.

"I miiiight. But then I'd miss out on a lot of money, so maybe not." Betty's words were way less assuring.

A large white cinema screen unfurled and covered the stage. It turned to static before showing the rules for the next game:

Battle of the Sexes

Team Game

Maximum prize pool: 540 chits

Students will be split into two teams: male and female. A total of six matches will be conducted, with one random participant from each team competing against the others in a game of submission wrestling. For each match your team wins, each member of your team will gain ten chits. The winning student will also gain a bonus ten chits.

In submission wrestling matches, students score points by doing the following:

- Pushing your opponent out of the ring.

- Pinning your opponent.

- Stripping your opponent's clothes.

- Causing your opponent to feel pleasure.

- Dominating your opponent sexually.

The following rules must be observed for each match:

- Each participant must strip down to their underwear before entering the ring.

- Each participant must go to opposite sides of the ring and await the starting bell.

- If any part of a participant's body touches outside of the ring, the timer is stopped, and the participants are to return to their starting sides and await the restart bell.

- Participants must not stand on their feet at any point during the match. They may only move around on their hands and knees.

- No striking, kicking, hitting, or gouging your opponent.

- Spectators are not allowed to interfere in any way with an ongoing match.

Breaking any of these rules will result in a punishment and a points deduction.

A match will last until either participant orgasms or until ten minutes elapse. If a participant orgasms, they are eliminated, and the match is immediately over. If the match lasts the entire ten minutes, a judges' panel will determine the score for each participant and determine the winner.

The team that wins the most matches will gain a bonus 20 chits each. If there is a tie, a final round will be conducted. The student that the judges deem 'most entertaining' will also be given an immunity token. The student that the judges deem did the worst will be penalised.

"That's hardly fair," Hannah complained. "Guys are stronger than girls."

"Bro, this is my jam," Declan said as he finished reading the rules. He flexed his muscles "Let's goooo brotha! Welcome to Dec-a-mania!".

"You are an idiot." Ami shook her head at her fiancé.

"This game does seem a bit one-sided. But fortunately, strength doesn't seem to be the key factor for victory." Chambers said.

"Stand clear of the middle of the room." The PA announced as everyone stood away from the centre of the room, a round platform raised up to waist height. The ring wasn't very big; it looked like running away from your opponent wouldn't be an effective strategy.

"Matches being randomised," the PA announced in its usual metallic staccato. A moment later, the screen changed to show the matchups.

Match 1: Juan vs Hannah

Match 2: Gregory vs Mrs Chambers

Match 3: Fredrik vs Devi

Match 4: Eugene vs Ami

Match 5: Declan vs Betty

Match 6: Hugo vs Faith

Eugene looked through the rounds, he was up against Ami, he probably could overpower Ami and win that round. Faith, on the other hand, was against Hugo; he was a loose cannon, and Faith was not much of a fighter; she might be in trouble.

"Juan and Hannah, strip down to your underwear and enter the ring," the PA announced.


2: Submission I

Hannah kneeled on her side of the ring, covering her body with her hands as best she could. She felt exposed in only her bra and panties. Although she had to do some pretty explicit things so far in this game, she had avoided the worst of it. It was why she had only six chits in her pouch.

Juan, on the other hand, felt no shame as he kneeled on the opposite side of the ring. Although his body was lean, he proudly displayed his massive bulge. He was easily a head taller than Hannah when kneeling. Eugene wasn't a betting man, but if he were, he was almost sure Juan had this.

"Please go easy on me," Hannah asked.

"Like, I can't, sorry," Juan replied. "I don't want to get a penalty thing." Juan ran his hand through his hair, rubbed his hands together and prepared himself. He was going to devour this pure girl.

"Juan is so fucked." Faith whispered to Eugene.

"Huh, what do you mean?" Eugene whispered back, but before Faith could reply, the starting bell rang.

Juan approached Hannah with a perverted, smug look on his face and hands groping the air. He loomed forward, clearly excited. He didn't notice Hannah's face turning from a timid schoolgirl to that of a deadly ambush predator. As Juan reached forward towards Hannah's breasts with his hands, it was too late. Hannah grabbed his right wrist, locked it with her other hand, and rolled backwards using Juan's forward momentum against himself. Juan's body soared over Hannah, over the edge of the ring, and crashed onto the floor.

"Hannah's a Brazilian Jiu-jitsu blackbelt." Faith explained to Eugene.

"Holy shit." Eugene was in awe of the destructive power on display from the outwardly timid woman, and as he looked around the room, the others seemed impressed as well.

"Participants return to your starting positions," the PA announced.

"Duuude, what the hell?" Juan was sore from the drop. Hannah had made a fool out of him, and he was fired up.

Juan climbed back into the ring, when the restart bell rung, he decided to be much more cautious than before. Clearly, Hannah knew what she was doing. The two circled each other for several minutes, looking for openings in each other's defence. Hannah knew she was at a significant disadvantage, especially when it came to reach. But she had taken down guys larger than him before.

Juan lunged, hoping to tackle Hannah around the waist, but Hannah was like water, slipping through Juan's defences and levering his leg. Before Juan knew it, he found himself in pain and outside of the ring. The girls cheered, and so did some of the guys.

When Juan got back in the ring, he realised he would need to find a different tactic if he was going to win this. Playing fair would just get his ass thrown out of the ring again, and they had already passed the halfway point. According to a timer playing on the screen in the hall, they had 4 minutes 19 seconds left. As the bell rang, Juan slipped down his underwear to expose the entirety of his length to Hannah.

"What are you—" Hannah blushed as she looked down at Juan's third leg. She remembered just a few hours earlier, Juan had covered her face with a torrential downpour of cum, but she made sure to keep her eyes closed when that happened. This was her first time actually seeing his… his… cock.

Juan took the momentary lapse in Hannah's concentration to push her down to the ground. He pinned both of Hannah's arms beneath his knees as he straddled her torso. His dick rested heavy on Hannah's breasts. Juan reached down and unclipped the front of Hannah's bra, pulling it from her and throwing it out of the ring. His cock was now nestled between Hannah's breasts. Juan grinned as he looked down at his pinned opponent.

"Got ya." Juan laughed as he reached down to Hannah's breasts, pushed them together and around his length. He rubbed her nipples with his thumbs as he thrusted forward. Hannah struggled beneath Juan's weight. How did she let this happen? Juan continued to use her breasts as mere playthings as Hannah wiggled her right arm free.

Fortunately for Hannah, Juan seemed to be more focused on fucking her tits than he was keeping her pinned. A quick shift of her bodyweight and the pair flipped, now Hannah was on top with Juan pinned against the mat. Hannah grasped Juan's shaft with both hands. She was going to make him lose focus again. She began pumping up and down with her hands as Juan's cock was still in her cleavage.

"Damn guurl." Juan was surprised that Hannah was actually stroking his cock, willingly even. He enjoyed her novice hands as they desperately tried to pleasure him.

"Now," Hannah said to herself. She leaned back, lifted Juan's leg up, and pushed off the mat. Her shoulder made contact with his thigh. The transferred momentum was enough to send Juan crashing out of the ring a third time. Juan was completely demoralised as he pulled himself back into the ring. He decided to wait out the last minute of the round on the defensive.

"Match 1 completed." The PA said as the bell rang. "The judges have determined that the winner of match 1 is…" The PA waited, attempting to build tension. "Hannah of the female team. Chits will be distributed at the end of all scheduled matches."

As the two got dressed, Eugene was happy that he was not a in fact, a betting man.


3: Submission II

"Gregory and Mrs Chambers, strip down to your underwear and enter the ring," the PA announced.

Mrs Chambers kicked off her heels and slipped her black dress down; it pooled around her feet. She was wearing a lacy black bra and panties. As she climbed into the ring, Gregory just stood there.

"Aren't you coming, Gregory?" Chambers asked.

"I would never demean you like that," Gregory said as he crossed his arms. "Br,o you're gonna get expelled," Declan warned. "I hate to agree with Declan," Eugene added. "But he's right."

"Please, Gregory, come join me." Chambers gave a sweet smile. "I don't want to see you get hurt. You don't have to worry about me."

"Are you sure?" Gregory said.

"Very sure." Chambers nodded.

A few moments later, Gregory was in his underwear and kneeling opposite Mrs Chambers. Eugene had no idea which way this would go. He was doubtful that Gregory would actually try and win, but he was also doubtful that Mrs Chambers would make a serious attempt either. It might just be 10 minutes of circling. Was that even allowed?

"This is a tough one to call." Devi said to Eugene and Faith, "Gregory has the higher stats, but will he use his full force against his former teacher?"

"His former lover, too," Eugene informed Devi as she had not been with them when Gregory had admitted to sleeping with Mrs Chambers.

"Oh, that's interesting." Devi's eyes lit up as she ran calculations in her head. "Too close to call."

"Gregory seems like a gentleman, though, so I doubt he'll win," Faith said.

Gregory and Mrs Chambers kneeled in the ring, both stripped down to their underwear. Mrs Chambers was a mature beauty. Eugene couldn’t help but look at those curves of hers. It's not like he hadn't had wet dreams about his teacher before… but seeing her like this was something else.

The starting bell rang and Mrs Chambers lunged forwards, toppling on top of Gregory. She wasn’t playing around. Before Gregory could respond, Chambers had pulled off his underwear and hoisted it over her head. With a flick of the arm she sent the fabric sailing through the air and out of the ring.

"Megan… I-" Gregory's words were cut off as Chambers' ample breasts engulfed his face. Further words were said but lost in the teacher's cleavage.

"Don’t treat me like some sort of fragile thing." Chambers said as she continued to smother Gregory. "You know I'm not fragile." Mrs Chambers rearranged herself. She was now sitting on Gregory's face as she stared down the barrel of his cock.

Gregory seemed to be stunned. Mrs Chambers' thighs squeezed against the side of his face as her warmth pressed down on top of him. Chambers' hands reached down Gregory's chest and to his length. With a quick spit, Chambers started working on Gregory's shaft. These new girls were terrifying, definitely scarier than Eugene had remembered.

Eugene looked away from the action in the ring and over to his girlfriend. Faith's face was filled with a mix of surprise, worry, and a hint of arousal. Mrs Chambers had always been Faith's favourite teacher. She had always mentioned how kind she was, as well as how cool she was. Right now, Faith seemed impressed by Mrs Chambers' skills.

Gregory squirmed under Chambers' touch. At this rate, the match would be over in no time. Gregory's hands grabbed at Mrs Chambers' ass, doing his best to free himself. But she had him pinned and was currently trying to milk him for all of his worth. He was desperate. He reached between Mrs Chambers' legs and pulled aside her black panties, exposing her already moist folds.

"Ah." Mrs Chambers let out a soft moan as Gregory entered her with his tongue. She wiggled on his mouth and temporarily let go of his manhood as she steadied herself. Chambers arched her back as she enjoyed the sensations.

Gregory used the opportunity to turn the tables on Mrs Chambers. He pushed his shoulder up and rolled Mrs Chambers onto her back, his hands firmly gripping Mrs Chambers' ass as he continued his oral assault. Gregory's dick loomed over Mrs Chambers' face in their new position. As her mouth was opened in pleasure, Gregory drove his cock down into her. Without resistance, Gregory entered the back of Mrs Chambers' throat.

Gregory used Mrs Chambers' mouth like a sex sleeve as he slapped her ass and delved deeper inside of her with his tongue. Mrs Chambers clawed at Gregory's back as she gurgled on his length. A moment later, she moaned, a deep, satisfied toe-curling moan.

"Match 2 completed." The PA said as the bell rang. It took a few moments but Gregory stopped fucking his former teacher's face and composed himself. Mrs Chambers, on the other hand, was satisfied and out of breath on the floor of the ring. "The winner by orgasm is Gregory of the male team."

"Wow, impressive," Faith said under her breath.

"Yeah, I didn't expect that from Gregory at all." Devi agreed.

Gregory helped Mrs Chambers up, and the pair left the ring together.


4: Submission III

"Fredrick and Devi, strip down to your underwear and enter the ring," the PA announced.

"Welp, I'm up next," Devi said with an upbeatness that they had come to expect of her. "Wish me luck!"

"Good luck," Eugene said.

"Be careful." Faith followed. Devi was a small girl compared to Fredrick's larger lacrosse player build. However, Devi looked small next to anyone.

"Don't worry, I got a great strat," Devi said as she started to undress.

As they entered the ring, the size difference was immense. Devi was going to get crushed. It definitely didn't help that the former captain of the lacrosse team was in great shape. His well-defined abs contrasted with Devi's lithe, petite body. Eugene didn't think any kind of "strategy" was going to help her out.

"Don’t expect me to go easy on you," Fredrick said as he sized Devi up.

"I won't need you to," Devi said as she eyed her opponent back. Where did she get this confidence from?

The bell rang.

Immediately, Devi turned around, placed her head down on the ground, and raised her ass into the air. She pulled her own panties down and spread her legs apart.

"I surrender! Just do what you have to." Devi eeked out as her body was presented to Fredrick. A collective "the fuck?", and other similar expressions of confusion were muttered throughout those spectating.

"Well, that was easy," Fredrick said as he approached Devi. "I guess I should just take my winnings from you then." Fredrick positioned himself behind Devi. He retrieved his cock from his underwear and began to slap his tip against Devi's ass.

"Oh, no. Please don't do anything naughty back there." Devi said as she wiggled her butt invitingly.

"Oh, that's her plan," Faith muttered to herself.

"Mind filling me in?" Eugene asked, but he didn't get Devi's angle.

"The match isn't over," Faith said.

Fredrick's cock was now at full length. He slipped and rubbed it against Devi's folds as he reached down to pull her hair back.

"Mmmmh—" Devi let out an inviting moan as she felt Fredrick's hardness against her. A smile came across her face as she felt Fredrick pushing his tip inside. She relaxed her tightness to allow him in. "Oh fuck."

Fredrick pulled back on Devi's hair as he entered her. She was tight, tighter than other girls Fredrick had conquered. His cock was barely able to make it all the way inside of her.  Devi's small size made Fredrick feel bigger than he actually was, and he liked that. He began thrusting back and forth, his movements accentuated by intermittent slaps of Devi's ass.

"Mmm, nooo, stop~" Devi said as she rocked her hips back against Fredrick's length. "You're cock is too good for my tight pussy." She continued. Eugene could tell Devi was putting on an act.

"Ah, I get it now," Eugene said to Faith. "Fredrick's going to cum."

"Yup, and that will make him lose." Faith nodded. "There were no rules about surrendering. The only way to lose is to cum or wait the 10 minutes out."

"Oh you are so biiig Fredrick," Devi said with a hint of snark that was lost on the jock inside of her.

"Damn, you're pussy feels like it hasn't been used much," Fredrick grunted as his body smacked against Devi's ass.

"You're only my third…" Devi said as the snark drained out, making way for embarrassment.  It dawned on Devi how slutty this all was. She was purely thinking tactically, but here she was taking a pounding from a guy she had seen in five years, and he wasn't even someone she was that attracted to. Sure, Fredrick was conventionally handsome, but Devi was more into prim and proper, like Gregory.

"I can tell." Fredrick let go of Devi's hair and sat back on his knees. He hoisted Devi off the ground as he continued to fuck her, their bodies making a V-shape in the ring.

"Oh my god." Devi started to panic. Fredrick was really good at this, and her carefully thought-out plan might just backfire. She needed to think quickly to avoid peaking before he did. "Stretch out my pussy, fuck me like the nerdy slut I am!" Devi pulled out all the dirty-talk stops she could think of.

"Fuck…" Fredrick was getting close. He felt his balls tightening with each glorious plunge into Devi.

"Please fill me with your cum!" Devi begged.

"Urghh!" Fredrick's face scrunched as he felt his cock pulsating inside of Devi. A few more thrusts and his load began to fill Devi's insides. He did not stop thrusting as he came, each extra pistoning of his hips filling Devi with another spurt of his passion.

"Match 3 completed. The winner by orgasm is Devi of the female team." The PA said as the bell rang.

"Wait, what? But she surrendered." Fredrick said incredulously. Devi crawled off of Fredrick's lap and pulled up her panties.

"Clearly, you didn’t read the rules closely enough." Devi smiled. Her pride at winning was somewhat undercut by the ache she felt from her recent pounding, causing her to waddle out of the ring.

Fredrick kneeled ther,e stunned. Still uncertain how he had lost.


5: Submission IV

"Eugene and Ami, strip down to your underwear and enter the ring." It was Eugene's turn. He wasn't looking forward to facing Ami. He was undoubtedly stronger than her, and he would feel awkward using his strength to overpower a woman. As they entered the arena, Ami reiterated her earlier sentiments.

"I am not really into demeaning myself, and this is sure as hell demeaning." She said as the start bell rang.

Ami stepped out of the arena.

"Huh?" Eugene raised an eyebrow.

"You win this round, Eugene." Ami smiled.

"Aren't you worried about being punished?" Eugene asked as Ami entered the ring and took up her starting position.

"I guess, but not much could be worse than getting groped in a discount porn-parody of a wrestling match." Ami said. "So if we just wait this out, the match will be over and you will win."

"That… works for me?" Eugene guessed it would be fine. However, it would likely annoy whoever was running this show.

Ten minutes elapsed.

"Match 4 completed. The winner by judges' decision is Eugene of the male team." The PA said as the bell rang.

"Declan and Betty, strip down to your underwear and enter the ring." The PA commanded.

"Well, that was uninteresting," Betty complained. "Let me show you how it is done, sweetie." Betty made a show of taking off her uniform, a miniature striptease. She slid her skirt down over her ass as she bent down and wiggled. The sight had the guys, and some of the girls, entranced. She winked as she pulled her blouse over her shoulders. She pinched it in her fingers before dropping it to the ground. By the time Betty crawled onto the arena, everyone was feeling a bit hotter than before, except for Gregory. He didn't care for the whole display.

Declan took a different approach. He ripped off his shirt and pants, then proceeded to flex his muscles. This clearly exasperated Ami. "Oh yeah, brotha. Let's do this."

"Go easy on me, big boy." Betty smiled as they awaited the starting bell.

"No promises," Declan smirked.

The bell rang. The two of them approached and interlocked hands. Declan was clearly stronger. It was almost as if he were toying with Betty.

"Looks like you worked off all of your extra weight… Double Decker Declan." Betty's words were sinister before turning to honey: "Your muscles are now so big."

Eugene was uncertain what kind of tact Betty was taking here. Declan could probably throw her around like a rag doll if he wanted to. Now was probably not the best time to be teasing the muscle-bound oaf about his former weight problem. However, it seemed like her words had struck Declan deeply. Gone was his previous confidence. He now looked uncomfortable.

"How about I give you a reward for being so dedicated?" Betty was now pushing back on Declan's arms.

"Reward?" Declan allowed himself to be pushed back onto the floor of the arena.

"Yeah. A reward I know you have wanted ever since high school." Betty straddled Declan and pressed her warmth against his crotch. The thin underwear is causing friction between the pair.

"Slut." Ami muttered under her breath.

Betty began to grind her hips against Declan's length. Her hands were holding his above his head. She leaned down and kissed the nape of his neck. She let go of his hands and ran her hands through Declan's hair. Declan reached around and firmly grasped Betty's ass with a loud clap.

"This is hardly wrestling…" Hannah said as she looked away from the pair, her sensibilities not allowing her to watch. Eugene had to agree. This looked like horny teenagers making out. Although Devi and Fredrick's match wasn't exactly wrestling either. Eugene's own match was basically 10 minutes of nothing.

Betty reached down into Declan's underwear.

"Looks like you have been working out this muscle a lot, too." Betty gripped firmly around Declan's shaft and began to pump with the movement of her hips.

"Not a muscle…" Hannah whispered under her breath.

Eugene looked over to Faith. She was watching intently. She looked worried.

"Is everything ok?" Eugene asked.

"Not really," Faith replied. "This whole thing is entirely fucked. Not to mention I'm up next against Hugo."

Shit. Eugene didn't know a whole lot about Hugo, but he knew that it was not going to be an easy match-up.

"I don't wanna have to use my body like Betty to win." Faith said defiantly.

"You don't have to. Hannah won without using sex."

"Do you think I have been learning jiu-jitsu in my spare time? Secretly slipping away to train with Japanese monks when you were not looking?"

"Have you?"

Faith couldn't help but giggle. "No. Though after today, I might take up some lessons-"

"Fuuuuuuuck." Declan's moan cut off Faith's words. He was lying there like a limp noodle whilst Betty was having her way with him.

"Tell me how much you want to fuck me and I might just let you." Betty teased. "Wanna give me that Double-Decker-Dong?"

"Yeah…"

"I don't believe you. You want to fuck me, even in front of your poor fiancé over there?" Betty increased her speed, jerking Declan's cock over and over as she rode him.

"Uh…" Declan looked over to Ami. She had on a face colder than the moon. He looked back at Betty. "Let's not talk about Ami…"

"Why not? I want you to say 'fuck me in front of my less attractive fiancé' and I will let you fuck me as much as you have always wanted to."

"That's a little much…" Faith said just loud enough for Eugene to hear.

"No shit." Eugene agreed.

"I'm not going to say th—" Declan began to protest, but then his face scrunched up and he let out a grunt.

"Oops, looks like I win." Betty smiled as she retrieved her hand from Declan's underwear. It was freshly covered in Declan's love. Betty looked over to Ami and licked Declan's cum from her hand. "You should really tell your man to eat more pineapple." Betty grinned as she stood to her feet.

"Match 5 completed. The winner by orgasm is Betty of the female team." The PA said as the bell rang.


6: Submission V

"You've got this." Eugene didn't wholly believe his words. "No matter what, know that I love you," he wholly believed those words.

"I love you too." Faith held onto her boyfriend like a vine.

"Hugo and Faith, strip down to your underwear and enter the ring," the PA announced.

"Don't think I am going to go easy on your girl just because you two are acting cute and shit," Hugo said dryly.

"Hurt her and I will fuck you up," Eugene said calmly.

"If this device wasn't under my skin, I'd have you sucking hospital slush out of a straw." Hugo retorted. "Guess I will just have to settle for making your slut cum."

Eugene had never wanted to kill someone more in his life than he did right then. His mind wandered to the ways he could make Hugo suffer. But they were both bound by the rules. Violence would just get them electrocuted into submission.

"It's ok. I got this." Faith kissed Eugene on the lips, then stripped down to her underwear.

As the two entered the arena, Eugene collected his thoughts. The guys were down 1 match. If Hugo won, there would be a tie, and another match would be held. Eugene didn't care much for the bonus 20 chits. He wanted Faith to win. Faith had very little chance of doing so by pure physical prowess alone. It was likely she would have to get sexual. It was also unlikely that Hugo would be willing to make this match easy for her. The guy was dangerous.

Faith's uncertainty turned to determination as the starting bell sounded.

Hugo was on her quickly. Faith found herself pinned to the floor underneath the tattooed man. She struggled as her bra was ripped from her, exposing her breasts to all. Hugo kneaded her huge tits with his hands. Faith grunted as she tried to push Hugo away, but he was bigger, stronger, and had the high ground.

Hugo kept Faith pinned as he reached for her panties and ripped them off her. Faith tried to keep her legs closed, but Hugo was able to slide two fingers inside of her folds. A gasp escaped Faith's lips, and it was not necessarily a gasp of pain.

"Looks like she is already wet down there," Hugo said as he began to explore Faith's depths. "Damn, she is breedable as fuck."

"Mmhph." Faith moaned as the sensation of Hugo's fingers started to build up inside of her. Hugo wasn't lying; she was dripping. She couldn't help that she enjoyed being overpowered. Waves of pleasure washed over her as Hugo rapidly fingered her. She… was enjoying it. Faith had never felt as powerless or as much of a slut as she did right now.

"Come on, Faith! Turn this around!" Eugene called out to his girlfriend, his own emotions mixed.

Eugene was right. Faith could turn this around; she knew what men liked.

"Oh fuck… that feels so good!" Faith moaned as she reached out to Hugo's crotch. "Please… let me suck it."

"Hear that? She wants to suck my cock." Hugo smirked, "Guess I should give your girl a taste of a real man's dick." Hugo pulled out his cock and flopped it onto Faith's face as he continued to finger her. "Go on then."

"Thank you, sir." Faith opened her mouth wide and guided Hugo's length inside. It was long, but fortunately, it didn't have a lot of girth, so it easily slid down her throat. Faith had to hold back her moans as she continued her counter-attack. Her pussy was clenching around Hugo's fingers as she sucked down Hugo's cock. Faith pulled back for a breath.

"Your cock is so delicious… I want you to fuck my mouth."

"Damn, looks like your girl might be a whore, Eugene." Hugo grabbed the back of Faith's head and plunged it down onto his dick. Hugo began thrusting as Faith's eyes rolled back into her head. She was careful to roll her tongue against the underside of his shaft with each of Hugo's thrusts.

Eugene felt himself getting aroused at the sight of Faith pleasuring another guy so willingly. He tried to ignore his feelings and think about this logically. Faith's plan was obvious. Make Hugo cum before she does. Though at this rate, he wasn't sure if she would succeed. Eugene knew all of Faith's intimate looks, and the one she had on right now was her close-to-orgasm face.

"I want you to cum down my throat for my boyfriend to see," Faith said as she got a moment to breathe. She had found Hugo's weakness. He liked to feel powerful. She was going to use that against him. Hugo's cock began to twitch as it entered her mouth again. Faith was fighting back her own ecstasy with everything she had. Hugo knew how to use his hands, and Faith was so fucking close. She just needed to hold on a little longer. But it felt too good.

"Mmmmmmh!" Faith moaned as pleasure rocked her body. She had lost… Disappointment welled up inside of her.

However it wasn't the only thing that had welled up inside of her, when Hugo removed his cock from Faith's mouth, it was covered in cum. He had clearly released his load down Faith's throat without her noticing. But who had orgasmed first?

"Match 6 completed. The winner by orgasm is Faith of the female team." The PA said as the bell rang.

Faith jumped to her feet and cheered, her breasts bouncing with abandon and her thighs still dripping with her own pleasure. Eugene couldn't help but feel a sense of pride. She had beaten that bastard. Faith rejoined Eugene outside the arena. Hugo lost, but he seemed pleased with himself either way. A few awkward minutes passed before Mr N addressed the group over the PA.

"Well, well, what an interesting set of matches to be witness to. Unfortunately, some of you were a lot less interesting than others, and there will be consequences for that. However, before I discuss the consequences, let's first talk about the winners and prizes.

The female team has won 4 matches to 2. Each of them will be receiving a bonus 20 chits. Congratulations ladies. Furthermore, we have deemed that Devi's ruse was down-right-devilish so we have deemed her the most interesting, she will receive and immunity token.

Ami, on the other hand, was the least interesting, throwing what could have otherwise been an entertaining match for our viewers at home. As such, she will be penalised. Ami, remove all of your clothes. They will be returned to you at the end of the next game. Failure to do so will result in expulsion. Additionally, anyone who wishes to may grope you at any point until you regain your clothes, but nothing further."

Ami gritted her teeth as she started to strip. Her attempts to avoid humiliation had backfired. As Ami stood there naked, she felt a hand grasp her ass from behind.

"Hahaha." Betty laughed as she played with Ami's cheeks. "This is great."

"Get your hands off of me," Ami said coldly.

"Nah, you heard the man, your body is free-use, well free-grab at least." Betty smiled. "Though I'd like to see what happens if you tried to stop me."

"Betty, please be kind." Faith pleaded.

"Ok shorty, just for you." Betty let go of Ami and stood back. "But I can't stop others from copping a feel. You should all give it a try, she feels a lot better than she acts."

Hugo strutted over to Ami and placed his arm around Ami's shoulders, reaching his hand down Ami's breast and cupping it in his fingers. "Don't mind if I do."

"Hands off my woman!" Declan spoke up. Ami wondered where that protectiveness was when Betty was tormenting her.

"Silence students." Mr N interrupted. "There will be plenty of time to enjoy Ami after I am done. Interrupt again, and there will be consequences. Surely, Mrs Chambers has taught you better manners than this."

Mrs Chambers' eyes narrowed, and she crossed her arms, which accentuated her breasts.

"Let me update you all on the current chit leaderboard. In first place, unsurprisingly, is Betty with 138 chits. Next, despite her recent penalty, is Ami with 102 chits. In third place is Mrs Chambers on 93 chits. The ladies continue to dominate the top half of the leaderboard with Faith on 87 chits and Hannah on 76. Unfortunately for the gentlemen, they are stuck at the bottom. Juan and Eugene with 74 chits each, Fredrick close behind on 73 chits. Declan 65, Hugo 57, and in last place, our class captain Gregory ,with 54 chits. This is only the beginning, and most of you have won more than most people make in a single year. Give yourselves a pat on the back."

It was a lot of money. Combined Faith and Eugene had made $161,000 that would set them up for a long time to come… if Mr N was to be believed.

"Now, for the next game, we will be going on a little excursion. I hope you all like the tropics."

Eugene smelled a familiar, sickly sweet smell. Then everything faded to black.


7: Paradise

Eugene felt warmth washing over his body. His eyes fluttered open to the sight of a clear blue sky and the midday sun. How long had he been out? He felt soft sand beneath him and heard the sound of gently crashing waves. He sat up and tried to get his bearings. He was on a beach, it was pristine, like out of a travel magazine, the water was crystal clear, and the sand was a bright white. Palm trees dotted the foliage that covered the outskirts of the beach. It was a paradise. Eugene looked down and noticed he was no longer in the strange school uniform; someone had changed him into a pair of blue swim shorts. At the top of the swim shorts was the same owl logo as adorned his previous outfit.

"Eugene?" Faith rushed over to Eugene and wrapped her arms around him, kissing him repeatedly. "Are you ok?"

"Yeah… although my head is killing me. Are you ok?"

"I'm ok now I've found you." Faith smiled.

It looked like Eugene wasn't the only one whose clothes had been changed. Faith was now wearing a blue two-piece bikini with straps thin enough that they looked like they would break. The owl was also present on each piece.

"Hell of a getup you have on." Eugene admired Faith's shape.

"Yeah, I woke up like this. Not really my usual style, but it is kinda cute in a pornstar kind of way" Faith lifted her breasts and let them fall. They bounced satisfyingly. "I feel like it is barely holding everything together though."

"It looks great. Might have to pick up something like that… after all of this is over." Eugene's voice fell as he realised he didn't know when, or if, they would ever get home. "Where are the others?"

"They are waiting under the palms over there." Faith pointed to a group of palms in the distance, and several people mulled about in their shade. "You're the last one to wake up."

"Guess we should go join them." Eugene stood up and brushed the sand off of his body. "Doubt we will be allowed just to run away."

"I don't see that in the cards." Faith could only afford Eugene a half-smile.

The rest of the group were similarly dressed as Eugene and Faith, well, most of them were. Ami was still completely naked. She hid her body behind Declan.

"My guess is another team game," Fredrick said as Eugene and Faith approached.

"Against each other again?" Hannah asked.

"Unlikely, they keep upping the stakes, they won't do the same thing twice." Mrs Chambers said.

"I'd have to agree." Gregory nodded.

"But who will we be up against then?" Ami asked from behind Declan.

"Who caaaares? Whatever happens, we are making bank." Betty said without a hint of worry.

"The other half of the class," Eugene said as he joined the impromptu circle that had formed under the palm trees. "They said there were a total of 25 people who showed up to the reunion. With Ashleigh being expelled, that leaves 24 of us. My guess is the next game will be 12-versus-12."

"You are quite correct, Eugene." The voice of Mr N said from on high. The group looked up to see a drone, a speaker attached, hovering silently in the air above them. "The next game will be against your remaining classmates." A piece of parchment tied to a rock dropped from the drone and landed next to Eugene. "Read the next game's rules carefully. The game will begin in 15 minutes." The drone then flew off, deeper inland.

Eugene picked up the rock and untied the piece of parchment from its string bindings. He read the rules for the next game out loud.

Capture the Collar

Team Game

Maximum prize pool: 1200 chits

Students will be split into two teams, indicated by the colour of their clothing: blue or red (if you are naked, look at the clothing colour of those closest to you right now, that is your team). Each team will choose one king to lead their team. This will be decided by a vote. Each team will also receive one collar to be placed around the neck of a single student; the king will decide this. The king must be male, and the collared student must be female.

The objective of the game is to capture the opposing team's collared student and bring them to your team's king. Once your king has fucked the opposing team's collared student, the game is over, and your team wins. 100 chits will be awarded to each student in the winning team. The losing team will be penalised.

The island you are on will be split into two territories, a blue team territory and a red team territory. Students can capture opposing players that are in their team's territory by touching them. Captured students must stay within 5 metres of their capturer until they are brought back to the opposing team's jail.

The collared student may not capture anyone and can be captured by the opposing team, even in their own territory. However, if the capturer of the collared student is captured, the collared student is set free.

The game will not end until one team wins.

The King:

- In 5 minutes, a countdown will start. At the end of that countdown, students must point to a male student they wish to be king. The male student with the most people pointing at them will be king and will be given a laurel wreath to wear. If there is a tie, the king will be determined randomly from the tied players.

- Once chosen, the king cannot be changed.

- The king must stay in their team's territory.

- The king can command their own collared student to do whatever they like as long as it doesn't physically harm them. Sexual acts are permitted.

The Collar:

- The king has 5 minutes to choose any female student to wear the collar. The chosen student must wear the collar; failure to do so will result in immediate expulsion.

- Once chosen, the collared student cannot be changed.

- When captured, a leash will appear from the student's collar and can be used by the opposing team to lead them around forcibly.

Capturing:

- When a student is captured, they must stay within 5 metres of their capturer, or inside the opposing team's jail (if led there).

- Every hour that a student is stuck in jail, they will be penalised. The severity of these penalties will increase with time.

Rescuing:

- A captured student can be rescued in three ways.

- If the student is stuck in jail and a non-captured teammate touches the jail, all students in the jail are free and can now act as usual.

- If a student is being led around by their capturer and that capturer is themselves captured, they are free and can now act normally.

- A student can spend 50 chits to be freed, and they must immediately return to their own territory. Until they do, they are immune to being captured again.

"Damn, bro, that is a lot of rules," Declan said. "How are we meant to remember all of that?"

"Not that many. It is basically a children's game." Gregory retorted. "I don't see the wreath, collar, or jail anywhere, though."

As he spoke those words, the ground rumbled underneath them. A large metal cage rose from the sand; next to it was a comfortable-looking throne with a laurel wreath and blue collar on its seat.

Eugene clicked his fingers and pointed to the unearthed structure. "Found it."

Faith giggled.

"By my estimation, we have little over 3 minutes to pick a king. Who is it going to be?" Gregory asked.

"Clearly, it should be me." Fredrick piped up. "I have the most experience leading a team-"

"Hold on fuckwad." Hugo said. "I don't want some jock calling the shots, we should go with strength."

"So choose me," Declan said.

"We also don't want someone as dumb as a doorknob." Hugo continued.

"I'll vote for whoever promises they won't collar me," Ami said. She was over the constant humiliation.

"Done," Hugo said.

"Now hold on, babe. You should obviously vote for me." Declan rebutted.

"Dude, this is wild," Juan said unhelpfully.

The whole group erupted in argument, each person talking over the last. Eugene didn't like where this was leading. Factions started to form, and as it stood, it was going to be between Hugo and Fredrick.

"We should pick Gregory!" Eugene stood in the middle of the group.

"I don't want to be king," Gregory admitted.

"That is why it should be you," Eugene said. "I doubt you would abuse your power."

"10…" The countdown had started, announced from an overhead drone. "9… 8…" everyone's eyes were shifting around "7… 6… 5…" Eugene looked at Faith knowingly. "4… 3… 2…" all was quiet. "1… VOTE!"

Fingers pointed in every direction; it was a mess. As the dust settled, it was a tied vote between Gregory and… Juan? Eugene did not see that coming. Apparently, Juan was quick to make alliances, or at least not to offend anyone. He had Hannah, Devi, Ami, Betty, and his own vote. Meanwhile, Gregory had Eugene, Faith, Mrs Chambers, Declan, and his own vote. Hugo and Declan had voted for themselves.

"As the results are tied. Our system will randomly assign a king from the tied parties." The PA system blared. "The system has chosen… Juan to be king."

"Dude, that is sweet." Juan laughed in amazement.

"King, please choose which female student to collar." The PA commanded.

"Like, that is going to be hard, man," Juan admitted.

"You promised not to pick me," Ami said.

"Don't even try picking me, or I'll just use my immunity," Betty smirked.

"Uh… same, I guess," Devi said.

It looked like it was going to be between Hannah, Mrs Chambers and Faith.

"Guess I will go with my ex-gal Faith." Juan pointed to Faith.


8: Strategy

Faith sighed as she clipped the collar around her neck. It was surprisingly comfortable.

"Dude, this takes me back to that time I tied you up and—" Juan's words were cut off.

"Now is not the time to reminisce about your past sexual escapades, Juan. We need to think about how we are going to win." Mrs Chambers stated.

"Agreed," Eugene said. The more time they talked about strategy, the less time Juan would have to think about Faith.

"Why don't we just hide out here?" Hannah asked.

"We need to split our efforts between attack and defence," Fredrick said.

"If we don't attack, we can't win," Devi added.

"Exactly." Fredrick nodded. "You're quite a smart one, Devi."

"I know." Devi smiled. It seemed the two were getting on pretty well after their match in the last game.

"Flirt in your own time," Gregory said. "Right now, we need to form two groups, attack and defence. We should probably pick the fastest people we have to be on the attack."

"Or the stealthiest," Eugene added. "Either way, Juan and Faith will have to stay back here."

"Does that mean we are on defence?" Faith asked.

"Juan is, you can't really capture anyone, so you are not really in either team," Gregory added.

"If we keep all our fastest runners for the attacking team, our defence will suffer," Fredrick added.

"You just gotta balance the stats," Devi spoke up.

"Stats?" Fredrick asked.

"Yeah, like endurance, speed, stealth." Devi nodded. "If we balance the two groups' stats, we will have a balanced comp."

"So what do you suggest?" Eugene asked.

Devi took a stick and started to write names in the sand under two headings: "attack" and "defence".

"Eugene, you're lanky and fast, so you can go on attack…"

After a few minutes, Devi had two teams prepared. In the attack group were Eugene, Gregory, Declan, Devi, Hannah, and Mrs Chambers. In the defence group were Juan, Fredrick, Hugo, Betty, and Ami. Faith's name was placed to the side. Devi's groupings didn't get much pushback from the group.

"Are we planning on hiding me?" Faith asked.

"That wouldn't be the worst plan." Devi nodded.

"That might not be the best idea," Eugene said.

"Oh?" Devi was intrigued.

"As it stands now, we have two things we need to protect. Faith, and the jail. If we split them up, we only have half as many people protecting each." Eugene said. "It is a bit of a trade-off, though."

"I think I need to be way higher for all this. Whooosh, right over my head." Juan said as he gestured his hand over his head. "Or maybe, I'm just too backed up to think. I didn't get my rocks off like a lot of you did last game. Faith, you gotta do what I ask, right?"

"Yeah…" Faith didn't like where this was going.

"Juan, not right now." Mrs Chambers once again shut down Juan. "You can deal with it after we have a plan."

"You volunteering, miss?" Juan smirked.

"Anyway." Devi brought everyone's attention back to the task at hand. "We only have a few minutes to work this out, and we need an opening strat."

"We need to scout," Eugene said.

"Yup. If we run into the fog of war without sufficient intel, we are going to be screwed. So let's have the attacking team split up into three groups, and scout in three directions."

Eugene, you go with Hannah to the right of the island. Gregory, you're with Mrs Chambers down the left. I will go with Declan down the middle. We should all keep on the down low and come back after we have intel to report. Once we do, we will work out a plan of attack.

"Great plan, Devi," Fredrick said, causing Devi to blush.

"Dude, we got the best team, we got this." Juan praised. He adjusted his wreath and walked over to his throne. "Guess I will wait here and protect the jail. Still so fucking horny though."

"The game has now begun." The PA announced.

"Stay safe." Faith kissed Eugene goodbye as the attack group left to scout. "Don't worry about me, we have so many people protecting me from the other team."

"It isn't the other team I am worried about." Eugene motioned towards Juan, who had begun groping Ami's breasts and ass as he sat on the throne. Declan had already left before noticing his fiancé's predicament.

"Don't worry, I know how to handle Juan," Faith assured.

"Hey, Faith, come over here!" Juan shouted out from his throne.

"I'd better go," Faith said as she gave Eugene one last kiss before walking towards Juan.

"You ready to go?" Eugene asked Hannah.

"Ready as I will ever be, I guess." Hannah nodded.

Eugene and Hannah started walking away from their base and to the right side of their island. Eugene did his best not to look back as the pair departed but just before they entered the line of foliage at the edge of the beach, he couldn't help himself. He glanced back at Faith.

She was kneeling in front of the throne, her head bobbing up and down on Juan's crotch, guided by one of his hands. Juan's other hand kept a firm grip on Ami's ass. His head tilted back in pleasure as a wide grin crossed his face. It was good to be king.


9 Capture I

Eugene tried to keep his mind off of Faith. Undoubtedly, her lips would still be wrapped around the tip of Juan's cock. She would be pleasuring her ex's cock, the biggest cock she had ever had, whilst Eugene was away doing the hard work of exploring the island, searching for the opposing team. The thought frustrated Eugene; he had barely even left the base, and there Faith was sucking down the stoner's cock. It didn't help that she could make a show of blowing a man, better than any porno that Eugene had seen online. Eugene's frustration was tinged with arousal. At least if Faith was tending to Juan, it would be much harder for her to be captured by the other team. Eugene was extremely bad at keeping his mind off of Faith.

"I'm sorry, it must be hard," Hannah said to Eugene as the pair waded through the island's vegetation. "To have to leave your girlfriend like that. I can't help but feel responsible for voting for him. I didn't think he would… do that."

"No need to apologise. We are all under a lot of pressure." Eugene couldn't blame Hannah. She wasn't the one fucking his girlfriend's face.

"This…" Hannah took a moment to think of the right word to use. "Game… It is really causing a lot of issues for all of us."

"No shit. I was against coming in the first place. But we needed the money." Eugene pushed past a particularly stubborn branch.

"Same here. My sister is really sick, and I was hoping to make enough to pay for her medical bills. I didn't expect, well, this." Hannah said.

"I don't think anyone expected a sexual Battle Royale." Eugene certainly didn't. He just thought it might have been a publicity stunt for some out-of-touch philanthropist trying to take the public's mind off of some scandal they were involved in.

"Hold on." Hannah stopped Eugene and pulled him to the ground. "Do you hear that?"

Eugene couldn't hear anything. The pair waited in silence. As they were huddled close together, Eugene noticed Hannah. Specifically, Eugene noticed Hannah's body. Hannah had a body with proportions that would make any woman jealous, on top of that, she was fit, years of martial arts had stripped any undesirable fat away, leaving only the good bits. Her brown hair, usually in a bun, had been let down, and it draped over her shoulders and cascaded down her breasts. How hadn't Eugene noticed how beautiful Hannah was before? Likely because Hannah kept everything covered up as much as possible in her uniform. However, that was impossible to do in a bikini, especially up close.

"I don't hear-" Eugene began to say.

"Shhh." Hannah placed a finger on Eugene's lips.

Eugene then heard it: a conversation in the distance. Eugene could make out three different voices: two guys, one girl. He looked over in the direction of the voices, but they were obscured by the foliage. Were Eugene and Hannah still in their own team's territory? How would they even know? It isn't like they were given a map or anything.

"I can't believe Thomas got chosen as king." Eugene heard one of the male voices say.

"He just wants to play with Sally while we do all the work." The other male voice said.

"Sally seems into his BBC," the female voice added. "I can't blame her for giving in so easily."

"What does this have to do with the British Broadcasting Channel? Is Thomas a radio host or something?" The first voice asked.

"You are a fucking idiot." The second male sighed.

The voices grew dimmer as they walked away. Eugene wasn't able to make out anything further.

Eugene and Hannah waited a few more minutes before letting out a collective sigh.

"So Thomas and Sally are on the other team then," Hannah said. Thomas was good friends with Fredrick as the two played on the school's lacrosse team together. Eugene remembered him as the tallest guy in class. He was also the darkest guy in class. Sally, on the other hand, was a thin, new-agey kind of girl, really into star signs and tarot cards. At least that is how Eugene remembered her.

"Did you recognise any of their voices?" Eugene asked.

"Unfortunately not," Hannah admitted.

"We should probably follow them," Eugene said. "The more we can work out about the opposition, the better."

Hannah nodded and stood up. As she did, the thin spaghetti string of her bikini top got caught on the bush next to her, ripping it away from her body and leaving her breasts exposed and at Eugene's eye height. Eugene's eyes widened as he saw Hannah's perfectly shaped breasts hurdle towards him as she lost balance. Hannah's full weight fell on top of Eugene, toppling him over, a full breast filled his agape mouth. Hannah's legs landed on either side of Eugene's torso, her ass landing on top of him. Eugene was pinned.

"Please… don't do anything to me. I'm… still a virgin." Hannah whimpered.

"Mmmfffppp." Eugene tried to say something, but his mouth was still smothered by Hannah's breast.

"I'll… I'll touch your thing, just don't have sex with me." Hannah bargained with herself whilst Eugene struggled for air. Eugene felt a warmth building on his chest from underneath Hannah's panties.

"Can't- breathe…" Eugene managed to gasp out.

"Oh?" Hannah lifted her chest off Eugene. As she did, Eugene gulped down a big breath of air.

"I'm not going to do anything to you, just get off of me please," Eugene asked.

"Uh." Hannah turned a bright red. "I'm so sorry." She covered up her breasts with her hands and recovered her bikini top from the nearby bush. She got off of Eugene… eventually.

"Do you really think I would have taken advantage of you?" Eugene asked a few minutes later as the two set off towards the trio.

"I mean. Kind of?" Hannah admitted. "This game has turned everyone into a deviant. Not to mention you are probably sexually frustrated about Faith and Juan." Hannah wasn't wrong.

"Well, don't worry. I'm not interested in you that way." Eugene tried to reassure Hannah.

"Am I not attractive enough?" Hannah asked, her voice turning sullen.

"No, not that, you are very attractive. I just don't want to betray Faith any more than this game makes me. Besides, the only non-consent I like is the consensual kind."

"Ah. I am glad to hear that. I think." Hannah stopped dead in her tracks.

"What is it? Do you hear them again?" Eugene whispered.

"I think I found the territory boundary." Hannah pointed down to the ground. A thick line of blue material was embedded into the ground in a line that stretched as far as the pair could see on either side. Just opposite of it was another thick line of red material that ran parallel.

"I think you're right," Eugene said as he inspected the line closer. "As soon as we cross this line, we are officially in the danger zone."

"We best be careful then." Hannah said as she stepped over the line.


10: Capture II

"I'm not sure we should be watching this," Hannah whispered to Eugene as the two lay on their bellies. The two had tracked the trio from earlier to a large clearing in the otherwise dense vegetation. The woman was on her knees, pressed against the trunk of a palm tree. Her lips wrapped around a thick cock, her mouth being used as fuckhole of pleasure. She gagged and choked, her eyes watering as the man fucked her face with deep, relentless strokes. Her hands grasped his thighs, fingers digging into his muscular flesh as she struggled to keep up with his demanding pace. The man grunted and moaned, his eyes rolling back in pleasure as he enjoyed the sloppy blowjob, revelling in the sensation of her warm, wet mouth and the tight confinement of her throat. The other guy watched on, his eyes glued to the lewd display before him.

"Mason, shouldn't we be exploring?" the watching man asked.

"In a minute, Kit," Mason replied as he pulled back on the girl's curly blond hair. "Rachel needs to drain my balls first."

"Urgh." Rachel moaned exasperatedly between glucks.

"Why should Thomas be the only one having fun?" Mason pulled his cock out of Rachel's mouth and tilted her head back with his toned arms. "Besides, this is Rachel's penalty, remember? She has to suck my cock whenever I ask for it. Isn't that right?"

"Just get this over with so we can get back to the game," Rachel said coldly. Her arms were folded over her red bikini top. Her body was athletic but pear-shaped. What she lacked in up top she made up for down bottom.

"Maybe if you were more enthusiastic, this would be over sooner," Mason said.

"Fuck off," Rachel replied before Mason thrust his shaft back inside of Rachel's mouth.

"That's the spirit." Mason brushed back his shoulder-length black hair as he continued to enjoy Rachel's mouth.

"You should really be nicer to my sister," Kit complained.

"She's only your stepsister." Mason dismissed. "You guys aren't even blood related." Kit and Rachel looked nothing alike. Kit was chubby with a round face dotted by freckles and short orange hair. Rachel was lean, sharp-featured, and tanned.

"She's my sister all the same," Kit complained.

"You can tell me all about it after I fill your sister's mouth up, yeah?" Mason said.

A few minutes later, Mason grunted and thrust one last time, unloading his cum into Rachel's mouth. With a grimace, she pulled back, spitting his load out onto the ground in disgust. Mason, seemingly unbothered by Rachel's reaction, smirked and wiped his now-flaccid cock on Rachel's face. "That's what you get for spitting," he said callously.

"That was fucked up." Eugene whispered to Hannah as the pair watched on. "But at least now we know five of the twelve people we are up against." Eugene and Hannah wiggled back into the bushes and out of sight. "Thomas, Sally, Mason, Kit, and Rachel." Eugene counted the five one by one on his fingers. "And judging by the comments they made earlier, Sally is the one wearing the collar."

"We also found the territory boundary. That is a lot of intel we can report. Should we head back?" Hannah asked.

"Yeah. That would be best." Eugene nodded. Eugene also wanted to check on how Faith was going. Hopefully, she was alright. She probably had a sore jaw by now.

As the pair were about to retreat, they were interrupted by the sound of footsteps approaching, accompanied by the soft crunch of leaves and twigs. Eugene and Hannah stayed down on the ground, keeping still, their hearts pounding in their chests as they pressed themselves deeper into the earth. Hannah's training in martial arts had taught her the value of absolute stillness, while Eugene fought against his natural instinct to fidget nervously.

"Are you sure this is the right way back?" Kit asked, his voice barely above a whisper. The trio were close, almost close enough to touch. Mason's tall frame cast a long shadow as he led the way, while Rachel kept close to her stepbrother.

"Probably." Mason shrugged. "And why are you whispering? We are in our own territory, so we cannot be captured.

"Maybe Kit is whispering because people could be watching us right now," Rachel said dryly.

"At least we gave them a show then." Mason laughed.

Rachel rolled her eyes.

Kit almost tripped over a stray root, his foot catching awkwardly as he stumbled forward. His heart leapt into his throat as he windmilled his arms, desperately trying to maintain his balance. As he regained his footing and steadied himself, his eyes drifted downward, widening in shock as they fell upon Hannah's prone form lying motionless on the ground underneath them.

"Uh… uh… M-Mason" Kit stuttered.

"What is it, Kit? Spit it out." Mason said, exasperated.

Kit pointed down to Hannah's form. Hannah and Eugene burst up from the ground in a sudden flurry of movement, leaves and dirt scattering around them as they scrambled to their feet. Their hearts pounding in their chests, they took off at a sprint, their footfalls heavy against the forest floor as they desperately tried to put as much distance between themselves and the trio.

"The hell?" Mason exclaimed, his voice echoing through the trees as recognition dawned across his face. "It's the other team! After them!" Without hesitation, he surged forward, his long legs carrying him swiftly across the uneven terrain. Kit and Rachel exchanged a brief, startled glance before falling in behind Mason as they gave chase.

Hannah's foot caught in a tangle of vines, sending her sprawling face-first into the dirt. She twisted around, desperately trying to free herself as Kit's heavy footfalls grew closer. Her hands clawed at the stubborn vegetation, but it was too late. Kit's round face appeared above her, flushed and sweating from the chase.

"Got you!" Kit's fingers wrapped around Hannah's ankle, securing his capture.

Eugene glanced back at Hannah's predicament, his chest heaving as he pushed himself to run faster. There was nothing he could do for Hannah now. Mason and Rachel were gaining on him. He darted between bushes, branches whipping at his face as he searched frantically for an escape route.

Rachel broke away from Mason, cutting across at an angle to intercept Eugene. Her athletic build gave her the advantage as she closed the distance. With a final burst of speed, Rachel, focused solely on her target, lunged forward, fingers outstretched to grab Eugene.

"Got y—" Rachel's triumphant cry cut short as Eugene spun around, catching her wrist mid-grab. Her eyes widened with the sudden realisation.

"Actually," Eugene panted, maintaining his grip on her wrist, "I got you." Eugene and Rachel had crossed over the thick fabric line diving the two territories.

Mason skidded to a halt at the boundary line, cursing as he watched Rachel's failed capture attempt. "Fuck! Rachel, you idiot!"

Rachel's face fell as the reality of her situation sank in. She'd been so focused on catching Eugene, she hadn't realised she had crossed over into the blue team's territory. Her sharp features twisted in frustration as Eugene began leading her back away from the boundary, leaving Mason fuming.

"I'll come rescue you Hannah!" Eugene yelled as the two groups parted further. "Just hold on tight."


11: Capture III

"Fuck!" Eugene shouted in frustration as he punched a nearby palm tree. Even though he had escaped, he had lost Hannah. They had been too risky and now she was captured.

"Gee, what did that tree do to you?" Rachel asked sarcastically.

Eugene shook his hand in pain as he looked over to his almost-capturer, Rachel.

"Nothing…" Eugene sighed, running his fingers through his dishevelled hair as the pain in his knuckles slowly subsided. "I don't suppose you are willing to give me information on your team?"

"What? And miss out on a potential 100k? Nah, I'm good." Rachel smirked, crossing her arms. Her blue eyes sparkled with amusement at his obvious frustration, clearly enjoying having the upper hand in their exchange despite being captured.

"Ah, well." Eugene knew it was a long shot. He started leading Rachel back to his team's jail. An uncomfortable quietness lingered between them. "So… How's life been?" Eugene immediately regretted trying to make small talk.

"Oh, you know, the usual stuff, kidnapped, humiliated, face-fucked by some assholes, things have been great..." Rachel shook her head.

"Right. Sorry." A wave of respite washed over Eugene as they approached the blue team's base.

It looked like he was the last one to return. When Faith spotted Eugene, she rushed to him and embraced her boyfriend.

"Glad you made it back, hon." Faith squeezed a few moments passed before Faith realised the girl next to Eugene was not Hannah. "Wait, where is Hannah?"

"Captured…" Eugene admitted. "We should gather everyone."

A few minutes later, Eugene had deposited Rachel in the jail, watching as she slumped against the metal bars with a defeated sigh. The entire blue team congregated near the centre of their base, forming a loose circle as tension hung thick in the air. Everyone's faces were etched with varying degrees of concern as Eugene gave his report.

"So Hannah got captured?" Devi asked for confirmation.

"Yes," Eugene said in defeat.

"That's ok," Devi reassured.

"Huh?" Eugene was confused. How could it be ok?

"Hannah is smart. Besides, she has over 50 chits. I am sure if anything bad was going to happen to her, she would use those chits to escape." Devi smiled. "What's important is that you worked out who on their team has the collar on. When Declan and I found their jail, it was deserted. It looks like they decided to go with the hide-the-collar play."

"We didn't run into anyone either," Gregory said. "But we did manage to follow the boundary to its edge."

"It goes all the way into the ocean." Mrs Chambers added. "Although it is completely straight."

"So like, what does this mean for us?" Juan asked.

Devi took a stick and started to draw a map in the sand. An estimation of the island from the reports given by the scouting teams. She placed an 'X' on either side of the circular island to designate the teams' jails. I was drawn to divide the island into two. Everything looked rather symmetrical.

"Since we haven't seen the opposing team enter our territory on purpose, it is likely they are focused on defence." Devi asserted.

"Knowing Thomas, that doesn't surprise me." Fredrick added. "He always played defender."

"So we should attack then," Declan said. "Show these pussies who is boss."

"Actually, we should probably defend too, at least for a little while." Devi drew an arrow going from blue territory to red territory. "If we attack whilst they are all defending, especially when we don't know where they are keeping Sally, we would be flying blind and would likely run into a slaughter."

"So like, what do we do then? The game won't end if no one wins. Don't we need to eat or something?" Juan had a concerned look on his face.

"Oh, I think I know this one!" Faith spoke up. "We should wait until the cover of night."

"Bingo." Devi nodded. "If we wait until nighttime, we can sneak around much easier. Some of them might even be asleep. But there is still no point striking unless we can find their hideout."

"Ok, General Devi. I'll leave, like, the planning to you then." Juan walked off and sat down on his throne.

"Going to agree with Juan here, looks like you have this all under control." Betty skipped off to dip her feet into the ocean.

"Um… Guys? Where are you?" Devi watched the two walk off.

"Don't worry about them; they were hardly going to be assets in the first place," Gregory said.

"Right. Fredrick and I will try to scout out the location of their hideout. In the meantime, I will set up a roster for people to watch the outskirts of the base. You should all try to get some rest so we are ready for tonight. We will meet back here at sundown." Devi dismissed everyone. Most people followed Devi's advice to get some rest while Mrs Chambers and Hugo took the first watch.

Eugene and Faith found a comfortable spot on the beach underneath the shade of a palm tree and lay down in each other's arms.

"This reminds me of our first holiday together." Faith ran her hand through Eugene's hair. "Except crappier." Eugene couldn’t help but laugh.

"Yeah, we were lying on a beach just like this, first year out of school." Eugene smiled as he reminisced.

"Then you took me to a Death Jesters concert." Faith kissed Eugene on the forehead, tender lips cooled his skin. "You saved up all year for that trip."

"And waiting those tables didn't pay very well." Eugene chuckled. "I also recall you were way more covered up back then."

"Oh, are you complaining about my sexy skimpy bikini?" Faith smirked.

Eugene looked Faith up and down. Her curves were almost bursting out from their flimsy holdings. Her body was exquisite. Usually, Faith wore daggy band shirts and long jeans; she was a bit of a tomboy.

"Oh, I love your sexy skimpy bikini," Eugene admitted. "I don't know how I feel about everyone else seeing you in it."

"Yeah, it is a bit much, isn't it?" Faith's tone turned dour. "I'm sorry I have… You know."

"It's ok. It is not like you have had a choice." Eugene said.

"Yeah." Faith still felt guilty, especially because she seemed to enjoy the lewd predicaments she had found herself in. "You know I love you more than anything." Faith's words were true. Even if she enjoyed what was going on, her heart still belonged to Eugene.

"I love you too." Eugene ran his hand along Faith's cheek. "Let's make a promise. No matter what happens, no matter what we have to do, we will still love each other at the end of all this."

"That sounds like a great promise." Faith agreed. "How about we seal that promise with a little act of love." Faith smiled lustfully as she climbed on top of Eugene.

Faith reached down between her thighs and, with a gentle squeeze, took hold of Eugene's hardening cock. She positioned it at her entrance and, with a playful wiggle of her hips, the tip of his cock slipped inside. Eugene took a sharp breath as Faith's warmth enveloped his glands. She paused, biting her lip, before slowly sinking down, taking him deeper.

Eugene's eyes closed as he enjoyed the sensation. Faith's hands rested on his chest for support as she rose and fell, her hips bouncing in a deliberate rhythm. Eugene opened his eyes to see Faith's face, pale skin glowing in the sunlight, her red hair cascading around her like fire. Their eyes met, Faith's gaze fixed on him.

Eugene's hands moved to Faith's hips, guiding her motions as she picked up speed. Faith's breasts bounced with each thrust, her nipples erect, rubbing against the thin fabric of her bikini top.

Eugene's cock thrummed within Faith. She increased her pace, riding him faster, her head tilting back as she lost herself in the moment. With a final, deep thrust, Eugene released, his cock pulsating as he filled Faith. She cried out, her body shuddering as her own orgasm washed over her. She collapsed onto Eugene, her breasts pressed up against her boyfriend's lean body. Eugene wrapped his arms around her, holding her close. They lay together on the beach, spent and satisfied, their gazes locked, conveying their love in silence.

"I love you," Faith whispered as she rolled off Eugene and snuggled against him.

A few hours passed.

"Yo, Faith!" Juan's words were barely audible over the sound of the waves. "Come over here, your king needs you."


12: Capture IV

When Eugene awoke from his coital daze, he noticed that Faith was no longer by his side. It didn't take him long to find where his girlfriend had gotten to. Faith was sitting on Juan's lap, her bikini-clad thighs clenching as his thick cock slipped and slid between them. Juan was taking full advantage of the situation, his hands groping and squeezing Faith's breasts as she squirmed above him. The laid-back stoner's cocky smile only grew wider as he enjoyed the feel of Faith's soft tits, his hands kneading the fleshy orbs while his lap was graced with her wet pussy. The sensation of her pussy lips teasing his shaft only served to fuel his growing erection, and he thrusted gently upwards, seeking more friction.

Faith looked away, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment as she noticed Eugene's eyes on her. She had been so caught up in the sensations of Juan's cock between her thighs and his hands on her breasts that she hadn't seen Eugene approach. Now, as their eyes met, Faith felt a mix of guilt and arousal. She knew she should stop, but the feeling of Juan's thick shaft teasing her pussy made it hard to think straight. Besides, she was collared; she wasn't allowed to disobey the king. Thigh fucking had been her compromise to stop Juan from sinking his massive cock into her pussy. This way, she could control Juan's lust without completely giving herself over to him.

"Oh shit, sorry dude." Juan apologised, although the genuineness of that apology was completely absent. "I just needed to get my rocks off. Faith will be done in a minute." Juan continued to thrust upwards, his thick shaft sliding between Faith's thighs and teasing her pussy. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, her body betraying her.

Eugene didn't respond. He opted to bite his tongue and bide his time. He would find a time and place to pay back Juan, but now was not it. Eugene was struggling to keep his arousal in check as he watched Faith being pleasured. He loved seeing her enjoy herself, but the situation was causing all sorts of conflicting emotions within him. He wanted to be the one bringing her pleasure, but at the same time, he couldn't deny the intense desire to see her satisfied, even if it wasn't by his hand. As Faith bit her lip to stifle her moans, Eugene's heart raced. He could see the desire in her eyes, and it only fuelled his own passion. It was a torturous pleasure to watch.

Eugene decided to remove himself from the situation before his conflicting emotions got the better of him. He turned away from the scene of Faith's pleasure and headed towards the adjacent jail. Rachel was sitting against the jail's bars. But for some reason, she was completely naked…

"Come to gawk at the naked prisoner, too?" Rachel looked at Eugene with disgust. "Or just want to take your mind off what's happening to your girlfriend? The two of you are still dating, right?"

"Why are you naked?" Eugene asked Rachel, ignoring her question. "Did one of the other guys strip you?"

"Nope, this is just one of my penalties. Take off my clothes until I am freed. Not like they were covering much anyway." Rachel explained.

That's right. Every hour that a person was in jail, they were given a penalty. Eugene thought of Hannah; he hoped she was doing all right.

"It's been like three hours, though. What were your other penalties?"

"You get off on hearing about others' humiliation, huh?" Rachel shook her head.

"No, I am just worried about-"

"I am just busting your balls." Rachel sighed. "My second penalty was to do a sexy dance for people to watch. The third one was to masturbate for a few minutes. Pretty tame stuff so far, to be honest. Sucks I don't have 50 chits, else I would blow this joint before the penalties got too harsh."

That revelation relieved Eugene; maybe Hannah was doing alright, though even those penalties would cause the prim and proper girl issues.

"Oh fuuuck Faith..." Juan moaned loudly. Eugene turned around to see Juan's body tensing as he reached his climax. Thick ropes of cum spurted across Faith's stomach, painting her pale skin with his desire. Some even reached the valley between her breasts, adding to the glistening mess. Faith arched her back, her own moan mixing with Juan's, her eyes fluttering closed as she rode out her own pleasure. Her hands gripped the throne's armrests as she clung on with all her might. Eugene looked away again, regretful that he had witnessed his girlfriend getting plastered in that damn stoner's cum.

Fortunately, he didn't have much time to dwell on the imagery as it was at that moment that Devi returned from her scouting mission, although Fredrick was notably missing. Faith cleaned herself in the ocean as the rest of the group met up with Devi.

"So I have some good news and some bad news," Devi said as she addressed the group.

"Is the bad news that Fredrick was captured?" Gregory asked.

"No, actually! I left him in a secure location, which is the good news. We found their hideout. They are camped out about here." Devi took a stick and marked the location on the map of the island. "In a tangle of trees. We could hear the loud moaning of what we could only assume was Thomas and Sally banging. The rest of their team was encircling their location, which leads me to the bad news. They have Orson on their team."

Orson was a cross-country runner. The last Eugene had heard of him, he had won nationals and was a shoo-in for the next Olympics. He would be a major obstacle.

"What about the red team's jail?" Eugene asked. "Is it still undefended?"

"Afraid not. Three people are guarding it, the last time we checked." Devi wasn't sure who they were as she didn't get close enough to make them out properly.

"By my estimation, we have little over an hour before sundown," Gregory said. He had been tracking the movement of the sun for the last few hours. "Are we still going to attack?"

"Yeah. Let me explain the plan." Devi started to scribble furiously on the map in the sand.


13: Capture V

Eugene watched the red team's jail from the shadows of the tree line. He had stepped forward to volunteer for the most perilous part of the attack plan, fully aware of the risks involved. His mission was to rescue Hannah. He knew that his attempt to save her would need to be as loud and chaotic as possible, with the hope of distracting the defenders and drawing them away from their hideout.

Most of the others were lying in wait to attack the hideout when Eugene gave the signal. Only Juan, Faith, Betty, and Ami had stayed back on defence. It was a bold and risky strategy. The red team's jail and hideout were in earshot of each other but far enough away that it would take their defenders some time to travel between the two locations. In a few minutes, Eugene would yell out "ATTACK!" and rush the jail like he was a feudal warrior charging towards a wall of automatic weapons. Then the others would wait a few minutes and start their own offensive.

Devi's intel was correct. There were three people guarding the jail. They were hard to make out in the moonlight, but the jail itself was illuminated by dim red lights built into the structure. Hannah was sitting quietly in the middle of the jail, completely naked, just as Rachel had been. By now, she would have gone through an additional penalty, but Eugene didn't know what that penalty was. The only reference he had was from their own prisoner, Rachel, and he had left before she had to degrade herself further.

Coordinating an assault like this was difficult, especially without any watches or other devices that could keep track of the time. Fortunately, there was one method of determining how long it had been. The penalties themselves. They occurred every hour, just like clockwork. Because Hannah and Rachel were captured around the same time, they were on the same clock.

Devi had told Eugene to start his diversion as soon as Hannah was penalised. That should be any moment now.

Eugene watched from the shadows as Hannah stood. She waved over one of the nearby guards, a thin man. They spoke briefly, but Eugene was unable to hear what they were saying. Hannah approached the bars and reached through, wrapping her slender fingers around the guard's cock. She looked away, clearly disgusted with what she was doing. The penalty had begun. Eugene stood up and took a deep breath.

But before he could scream out his war cry, sounds of conflict bellowed up from the direction of the hideout. Blue team's main group had been spotted. The sound immediately drew the attention of the guards at the jail. Two of them ran off in the direction of the hideout, leaving just the single man Hannah was currently tending to.

"Fuck." Eugene muttered under his breath. Devi's plan had gone out the window. He was going to have to make the best of this situation. He grabbed a handful of sand and sprinted towards the jail.

"Mmm, that's right, just keep stroking it like that." Eugene could hear the man say as he approached. Hannah's handiwork was awkward, but it didn't seem to bother the man. All Eugene needed to do was touch the jail, and Hannah would be free. But if she were still jerking off the enemy player, they would be touching. Hannah would immediately get recaptured.

"He,y asshole!" Eugene yelled as he closed the distance to the jail.

"Huh?" The man turned to face Eugene, dick flapping in the wind.

It took him a moment to process what was happening. He tried to tuck his penis away, but before he did, Eugene threw his handful of sand directly into the man's eyes.

"Argh!" The man clenched his face and fell to his knees. "My fucking eyes!"

Eugene took the opportunity to touch the bars of the jail. When his hand made contact with the cold steel, the door to the jail unlocked and burst open.

"Eugene?" Hannah asked in amazement.

"No time to talk. We got to run." Eugene grabbed Hannah by the wrist, and the two made for the tree line. They did not look back until they had finally crossed back into the blue team's territory.

Eugene collapsed onto the ground as he reached safety. His breathing laboured. He really needed to get into better shape. Cardio was not his strong point. Hannah, on the other hand, seemed fine.

"You rescued me." Hannah smiled at the collapsed Eugene and offered him a hand up.

"Yeah. Said I would." Eugene smirked as he got back onto his feet. "Although I am surprised you didn't buy your way out. You have enough chits, right?"

"I do…" Hannah looked to the ground and nervously kicked a rock. "But I need that money… for my sister."

"Ah, of course. No need to explain." Eugene admired Hannah's commitment to her sister. "I was happy to help. Though we are pretty much fucked now."

"How so?" Hannah asked.

As the pair walked back to their base, Eugene explained how Devi's plan had failed; he still didn't know what the fallout was going to be from it. Fortunately, Hannah had some information on the opposing team. She had the identity of the three people guarding her. Brianna, Dorothy, and Quinton. Brianna and Dorothy were like two peas in a pod during high school. They called themselves "salt and pepper". Brianna was a nerdy anime lover with short dreadlocks. Her family were originally from Central Africa. Dorothy was an equally nerdy anime lover with incredibly bad eyesight and thick glasses, she was also known as the 'heavy girl' but she really wasn't all that heavy, more like 'voluptuous'. Quinton, the guy that Hannah was pleasuring, was really into crypto and business. Some thought he was a bit of a sociopath.

When Eugene and Hannah returned to the base, everything was quiet. None of the attacking team had returned, and Rachel was gone. Juan was sitting on his throne, Ami's tits firmly in his hands. He plied and pinched at her breasts whilst looking satisfied with himself. Ami was looking away from Juan and biting back noises of pleasure.

"Where the hell is Rachel?" Eugene asked Juan.

"Some dude rescued her a bit ago," Juan said, clearly distracted by Ami's body.

"And you didn't stop him? Wait, where is Faith?" Eugene asked in a panic. "Did you let them take her you piece of—"

"Rela,x man, she has gone for a swim, had to wash off the mess I made. I can't believe my balls still had anything in them." Juan chuckled.

Eugene walked up to Juan and elbowed the bastard in the face. Blood trickled down his nose, and he slumped over unconscious on his throne. Eugene braced for the retribution from his implant, but the shock never came.

"The hell?" Eugene whispered under his breath. "I should be a twitching heap on the floor right now."

"That confirms my suspicions." Hannah nodded.

"Suspicions?" Eugene was confused. He needed to know what Hannah had worked out.

"Well, rule 1 forbids violence, right? So I was confused when you were able to throw sand into the eyes of Quinton without any repercussions." Hannah started.

"Ah, I guess you're right, I should have been shocked back then." Eugene's actions during the rescue had been rather violent. "So if rule 1 forbids violence, why wasn't I?"

"Well, if I remember the exact words of rule 1, it was 'No unauthorised violence is allowed during class.'" Hannah said and then waited for Eugene to make the connection.

"Holy shit. We aren't in class right now." Eugene said.

"Exactly. We are on an excursion." Hannah agreed.

"So we can use all the violence we want?" Eugene asked.

"I assume so. We should also be able to trade chits without any repercussions." Hannah said.

"Let's test it out." Eugene retrieved his chit pouch which was attached to the waist of his pants, he took out a chit and flicked it over to Hannah. No electrocution. Hannah was right. "You can keep that one." Eugene smiled, "You more than deserve it."

"Thank you." Hannah placed the chit into her pouch.

"I can't believe it." Ami shook her head. "I could have kicked Juan in the balls at any point over the last few hours?"

"That's correct," Hannah said. "But I would avoid injuring him any further. We need him to win the game."

"Speaking of which. I think I know how we just might do that." Eugene said as he walked over to the tree line and picked up a sturdy branch.


14: Capture VI

"It was a bloody disaster," Hugo explained to the rest of the group… minus Juan, as he was still out cold. Hugo was the only one of the attacking team to have escaped capture. "We were all in position. Had our eye on Sally and everything. We were just awaiting the signal. Then…" Hugo pinched the bridge of his nose. "Declan fucking sneezed." Hugo shook his head. "From there, all hell broke loose. Fredrick got close to capturing Sally, but then this fucking bolt of speed came out of nowhere: Orson. He must have captured half of the team by himself. I only escaped because Mrs Chambers flashed her tits as a distraction."

"So little Devi is in jail then?" Betty asked.

"Yeah, she was the first to get grabbed," Hugo informed.

"Welp, let's just give up then. I really wanted to win that 100k, but it looks like we haven't got a chance." Betty shrugged.

"I'd really rather not get dicked down by Thomas just because we decided to forfeit." Faith rolled her eyes.

"You may end up liking it." Betty smirked. "You'd look hot as fuck bouncing on his black dick."

Faith blushed and looked away.

"No one is getting dicked down by Thomas unless Betty decides to whore herself out." Eugene asserted.

"Maybe I will." Betty giggled. "Trading chits is on the table now, yeah?"

"And so is violence." Eugene pointed to Juan's unconscious body.

"I'm all for breaking some skulls." Hugo cracked his fingers in his hand. "But how are we going to do that without touching them? As soon as we do, we'll get captured."

"That's where this will come in." Eugene lifted the branch he had found earlier, though it was built more like a log. "We club them from a distance."

"That way we won't be touching them." Faith nodded.

"Precisely, hon," Eugene said. "If we all arm ourselves, we will stroll in and grab Sally. It will be the last thing they would be expecting." Eugene looked around at the group. "But if this is going to work, we will need every one of us."

There weren't very many people in the blue team remaining. Even if Juan was conscious, he couldn’t leave the blue team's territory, so that just left Eugene, Hugo, Ami, Betty, Hannah, and Faith. They'd be outnumbered two-to-one but weapons have a way of equalising things.

"Who's going to protect Faith if we all are on offence?" Ami asked.

"We are." Eugene's words surprised the others. "Faith is joining us on the offence. That way, we can keep her protected as we advance. It's risky, but it will be the last thing they'll expect."

"That's fucking crazy, but it might just work." Hugo was in.

"I'm onboard." Faith smiled. "Just keep me safe."

"Let's get this over with so I can wear some clothes again," Ami said.

"I'll give them everything I got," Hannah said with determination in her eyes.

"Fine." Betty sighed. "But I am only doing this for the chits." Eugene expected nothing less.

A few minutes later and the team was armed, sticks and stones to break some bones. There was a sense of excitement as they crossed over the boundary line, ready for battle. They approached the location of the hideout but found the place completely deserted. The last attack must have spooked them.

Fortunately for Eugene and his group, they hadn't moved far. The entirety of the red team had relocated to around their jail. Some of them were even sleeping; clearly, their recent victory had put them at ease. Sally was lying at the foot of Thomas' throne; she looked, for lack of a better term, well-used. The rest of the blue team was in the red team's jail; it was starting to look a bit cramped in there.

Eugene and his group moved forward in a V-formation with Eugene at the front and Faith protected in the centre of the V. The group closed half the distance down the beach before anyone had even noticed them.

"Uh… Guys… It's an attack. Blue team is here!" Kit nervously sounded the alarm.

Mason was the first to charge Eugene's formation. His expression turned from confidence to surprise when he caught Eugene's branch across the face. He tumbled to the ground, doing a full rotation in the air before landing.

"What the…" Thomas said, confused as he stood up from his throne. "Why aren't you getting shocked? Don't just stand there, guys, get them!"

A few more people rushed the line. But after a few good swings and bruised bodies, the line advanced unopposed. Thomas backed away as if he had seen a spectre of death approaching him. Sally curled up defensively at the foot of the throne. Ami reached down and touched Sally.

"Sorry, Sally, you're coming with us." Ami took the lead that extended from the slight woman's collar and tugged her back into formation. Everything was going according to Eugene's plan. He had terrified the opposing team, even Orson, the red team's ace-in-the-hole, didn't dare approach.

"What are you doing!?" Faith screamed as she was hurled forward outside of the team's protective line and towards Thomas. Eugene looked over the commotion. It was Hugo. He had disarmed Faith and tossed her to the wolves.

"That'll teach your bitch a lesson for beating me," Hugo said.

Thomas took the opportunity; he reached down and touched Faith. She was captured. They had been betrayed. How could Eugene have been so stupid? No, even for Hugo, this was reckless. He didn’t know what kind of penalty they were going to have to endure if they lost.

Ami ran off to the tree line with Sally in tow. Although Eugene wasn't sure what that would accomplish. As soon as Thomas fucked Faith, the game would be over. It was looking like that would happen soon. Thomas had already removed Faith's bikini bottom and was stroking his dick in preparation. Faith had even spread her legs apart in defeat. If this was going to happen, she wanted to just get it over with.

"Stop!" A female voice said from behind Eugene. It was… Betty? "I forbid you from touching Faith for the next hour." Betty held up her immunity token high up in the air for everyone to see. Everyone looked at each other with astonishment as the token disintegrated in Betty's hand.

"Command accepted." The PA announced from a drone hovering above them. "If Thomas touches Faith within the next hour, he will be immediately, and painfully, punished."

Eugene couldn't believe it. Betty had put someone else before herself. Ami and Sally were well out of sight and on the way to the Red Team's base. Betty had won this game for the blue team.

"Don't get the wrong idea," Betty announced. "That immunity token was only worth 50k to me. Winning the game is worth 100k."

About 20 minutes passed in absolute silence; everyone was afraid to move.

"Game over. Blue team wins," the PA system announced. "Rewards and penalties will be handed out when students return to school. Our first excursion is now over."

The now very familiar sickly sweet scent filled Eugene's nose.


15: Bidding

Eugene awoke sitting at a desk, alone in a classroom. His school uniform had been returned, and his chit pouch 100 chits heavier than before. Passing out and waking up in a different location was starting to get old, but it probably wasn't going to be the last time. This was the first time he woke up alone. Eugene hoped that Faith was alright. That last game was way too close for comfort.

Eugene looked around the classroom. Besides some desks and chairs, it was completely empty. Like the doors he had encountered before, the entry to the classroom had no handle and no discernible way to open it. The windows were also absent, only painted façades of what the outside world would look like. There is no way to tell how much time had passed since Eugene had started this bizarre sexual reunion.

The blackboard at the front of the classroom turned to static and then displayed the words "Congratulations! Your team won. Please enjoy your winnings." A happy jingle accompanied the words. Eugene felt less than happy. The screen changed again. "Be aware that those students who lost the last game have now been given a 'strike token'. Collecting three strike tokens will cause immediate expulsion, regardless of how many chits a student has acquired. All of those student's chits will be redistributed to the other students."

An animatic was played that illustrated a student receiving three strike tokens and being expelled. It would have been cute if it weren't so dire. Eugene was worried. Even if he had a thousand chits, he would still be at risk of expulsion.

"The next game will be played in pairs." The screen continued. "Male students will now bid for which female partner they wish to have. Choose wisely; your female's prowess will be crucial to your victory. All chits spent on bidding will be added to the next round's prize pool."

The screen changed to show the current chit leaderboard:

Betty 238,

Ami 202,

Devi 194,

Mrs Chambers 193,

Faith 187,

Hannah 177.

Juan 174,

Eugene 173,

Fredrick 173,

Declan 165,

Hugo 157,

Gregory 154.

It was no surprise that all of the former blue team were on top of the leaderboard. The board continued.

Thomas 105,

Dorothy 90,

Sally 86,

Mason 78,

Brianna 71,

Quinton 71,

Naia 61,

Yuto 50,

Rachel 49,

Orson 46,

Julia 45,

Kit 43.

There were three names that Eugene hadn't known about before: Naia, Yuto, and Julia. The first name, Naia, concerned Eugene the most; she was a certified crazy woman. The last time Eugene had heard about her was on the local news. She had been charged with stalking and assaulting a famous actor. With long, messy black hair covering most of her face, she definitely had "the look" of a crazy person. Yuto, on the other hand, was one of the people that Eugene actually looked forward to catching up with. He and Eugene had bonded over their mutual love of indie rock music and science fiction novels. He was alright in Eugene's mind. Eugene struggled to remember who Julia was, he was pretty sure that she was one of Betty's posse but Eugene couldn't quite put his finger on her.

Eugene thought that it seemed a bit unfair that the men were spending their chits and not the women. However, these games and gender equality didn't exactly mix. That being said, a huge imbalance of chits didn't make for compelling television, so Eugene thought it likely that the women were going to have to be the ones spending their chits later on. That would make bidding for Betty the strategically best choice. But screw strategy. There was no way Eugene was going to let anyone else have Faith.

The screen changed to show each of the girls' faces and names. Below each portrait were two words: "Bid:" and "Bidder:", both words had a blank space next to them. A timer set for 5 minutes showed at the top. "Bid for your choice out loud. Leftover students will be randomly assigned."

The timer started to tick down. A few seconds later, the first bid had been made. 10 chits, for Rachel by Kit. The portraits of the females shifted and moved Rachel's face to the top. Another bid came in, 5 chits for Ami by Declan. Then 15 chits for Rachel by Mason. It looked like the bidding wars had begun. Eugene tried to zone the other bids out and focus on Faith. As of yet, no one had bid for her. Eugene was hoping that Faith would remain under the radar and that he could swoop in and bid for her at the last minute to avoid spending too many chits. Chits were life, even with the new strike tokens in play, and Eugene wanted to make sure he had as many as possible to face the games to come.

Unfortunately, two minutes in, the first bid was made for Faith. 20 chits for Faith by Hugo. The bastard. He was clearly not happy that his revenge had been cut short. Fortunately, Eugene would be able to outbid him. But before Eugene could place a bid, another bid came in. 25 chits for Faith by Juan. Then 30 chits for Faith by Hugo. A bidding war for Faith had already started, and Eugene hadn't even thrown his hat into the ring.

"50 chits for Faith," Eugene said out loud. Hopefully, the large jump in the bid would scare off Juan and Hugo. The screen updated to show Eugene's bid. Over a minute, Faith's bid didn't change. Then a new bidder entered the race. 60 chits for Faith by Thomas. That was a surprise. There wasn't really a reason that Eugene could think of that Thomas would bid so much for Faith. Maybe he was feeling blue-balled by the last game? 65 chits for Faith by Hugo. Damn. The bidding wasn't going to stop. Eugene needed to end this. There was still a minute left on the clock.

"100 chits for Faith!" Eugene shouted at the screen. That would hopefully stop anyone else in their tracks. This moved Faith to the top of the screen. The only other person even close was Mrs Chambers, with 75 chits from Gregory. The timer continued to tick down. 10 seconds, 5… 110 chits for Faith by Juan.

"No fucking way, 120 chits for Faith," Eugene said with haste. The timer hit zero. Eugene had won the bid. But he had spent way more than he had hoped.

"Insert your bid into the slot next to the board." The screen announced. Eugene did as he was told. Eugene inspected the bids. Faith was at the top with 120 chits. Next was 90 chits for Mrs Chambers by Gregory. Eugene briefly remembered seeing Hugo force their homeroom teacher's price up when he abandoned his bid for Faith.

There was a big jump down in price after that:

55 chits for Betty by Hugo,

50 chits for Devi by Fredrick,

50 chits for Ami by Declan,

45 chits for Rachel by Mason,

35 chits for Sally by Thomas,

15 chits for Julia by Juan,

10 chits for Hannah by Quinton,

5 chits for Brianna by Orson.

Dorothy and Naia both had zero chits bid for them. They were randomly assigned. Dorothy with Kit, and Yuto with Naia.

The screen changed again to show in big letters the current prize pool: 475 chits.

"As Faith was the student with the highest bid." The screen continued. "She will be given a special advantage in the next game." The sting in Eugene's wallet felt a little less painful after reading that. "Your partner will now be delivered."

The door to the classroom swung inwards, and Faith walked through. The door then swiftly slammed shut behind her.

"Faith?" Eugene rushed towards Faith and squeezed her tightly in his arms. The two locked lips and collectively sighed as they melted into each other. Eugene hadn't even noticed the new getup Faith was in. He took a step back from Faith and looked her up and down. She looked like she was wearing something straight out of the Matrix, a sleek bodysuit that hugged every curve with futuristic precision. The black nano-fibre material was interwoven with luminescent green lines that pulsed faintly, creating mesmerising patterns across her form. The suit was so skin-tight it appeared painted on; it moved with her every move, jiggled with her every jiggle. The fabric seemed to shift and warp beneath Eugene's touch, responding to his fingers with an almost liquid-like quality that made it impossible to tell where the material ended and Faith's warmth began. It was unlike anything he'd ever seen before, simultaneously alien and alluring.

"Before you ask, I have no idea what I am wearing either." Faith grabbed at her bodysuit. "When I came to, I looked like I was in the school uniform from before. Then, when the bidding started, my clothes moved and warped into this monstrosity. No idea how to take it off." Faith turned around and looked at her behind. "At least it makes my ass look good."

"That it does." Eugene couldn't help but give Faith a firm slap on her ass. The bodysuit wobbled perfectly in sync with Faith's body. It was as if it wasn't even there.

"Feels like I am wearing nothing at all," Faith said.

"It doesn't look like any fabric I have ever seen before. It is like something out of science fiction." Eugene continued to inspect the outfit. Whatever it was, it was technologically advanced, that was for certain.

"Prepare for the rules of the next game." The PA blared.


16: Deck

The blackboard displayed the rules for the next game:

Cardculd

Team Game

Current prize pool: 475 chits

Students have been split into teams of two. The male student is the "Master" and the female student is the "Servant". Each team will be given a 9-card deck. Using this deck, you will play other teams in a game of Cardculd (trademark pending). The winners of each division will go on to a knockout prize bracket. The bottom team of each division will gain a strike token. The winners of the knockout prize bracket will gain 50 chits each, plus 50% of the total prize pool. The runners-up will gain 20 chits each, plus 25% of the total prize pool. The 3rd place teams will split the remaining prize pool equally.

Playing Cardculd:

- Each Master will be given an arm device (gear) to hold their cards and play them.

- Each Master draws 3 cards from their deck into their hands.

- A coin is flipped to determine which team goes first.

- On your turn, draw a card and then play a card. The player who goes first does not draw on their first turn.

- The Servant must follow all instructions on the card or else be disqualified.

- The game ends when one team's Master orgasms.

- If a deck ever runs out of cards, the Master will be forced to orgasm by the reprimand device.

Booster Packs and Deck Building:

- Servants may spend chits on a booster pack of 3 cards.

- 5 chits will give you a standard pack, 10 chits for an uncommon pack, 20 chits for a rare pack. Chits spent on booster packs will be added to the prize pool.

- Higher rarity cards have more powerful effects.

- Masters may use these cards in their deck, by adding them in or swapping out current cards.

- No more than two of the same card can be included in your deck.

- No more than 15 cards can be included in total.

- Teams will have 30 minutes to determine their decks and strategy. Once locked in, your team's deck cannot be changed.

A compartment beneath the blackboard suddenly jutted outward with a mechanical whir, releasing a cloud of steam and a sharp hiss that drew Eugene's attention. A small deck of precisely nine cards were laid out in a neat arrangement next to what appeared to be a sleek, metallic wrist device. The contraption bore an uncanny resemblance to those popular trading card game accessories from years past, though this one possessed a more refined, almost militaristic aesthetic. The device gleamed under the fluorescent lights of the compartment, its surface decorated with subtle patterns that seemed to shift and change when viewed from different angles.

"What in the yu-gi-fucking-oh is this?" Eugene said as he approached the compartment.

"That's totally just a duel disk," Faith said in incredulity as the two inspected what lay in front of them.

Eugene attached the "gear" to his arm. A speaker in the gear dinged. "Syncing Master with Servant." A beam of green energy shot out from the centre of the gear and towards Faith. Faith's bodysuit rippled and morphed like liquid mercury, the material flowing and reshaping itself across her body. Within moments, the transformation was complete, leaving her dressed in the academy's distinctive female uniform - the crisp white blouse, blue crossover tie, and knee-length pleated skirt settling perfectly into place. The thigh-high white socks materialised last, and the blazer with its embroidered owl's face completed the ensemble.

"Holy shit!" Eugene exclaimed.

"Yeah, that was fucking crazy, right?" Faith agreed. "That exact thing is what happened before, but in reverse."

Eugene inspected Faith's clothes; they felt… normal. No one would be able to guess that moments before it looked completely different. It was almost like magic.

"Shouldn't we check out the cards?" Faith asked. They weren't going to get to the bottom of what was going on with her outfit right now.

Eugene grabbed the cards in his hand and fanned them out. He was not at all surprised at what kind of cards he found. Each of the cards had some sort of lewd act that, when played, the Servant would have to perform on the opposing team's Master. The cards were beautifully illustrated in a classical style, with gold-leaf borders and ornate calligraphy describing various intimate acts. Eugene's face flushed as he flipped through them.

There were five different types of sexual acts described:

Grinding Dance x2 - Type: Sex - Effect: Servant dances and grinds against the chosen Master for 2 minutes. Rarity: Common.

Dirty Talk x2 - Type: Sex - Effect: Servant talks dirty to the chosen Master while they stroke themselves for 2 minutes. Rarity: Common.

Basic Handjob x2 - Type: Sex - Servant strokes chosen Master's cock for 2 minutes. Rarity: Common.

Basic Blowjob - Type: Sex - Servant sucks chosen Master's cock for 2 minutes. Rarity: Common.

Basic Titfuck - Type: Sex - Servant uses their breasts to please the chosen Master's cock for 2 minutes. Rarity: Common.

There was also something called an outfit card:

School Bikini - Type: Outfit - Servant changes her outfit to a school bikini again. Slightly increases lubrication while worn. Rarity: Common.

"As Faith had the most chits spent on her," The PA spoke, "a bonus rare pack will be given to your team for free." A golden booster pack was dispensed from below the blackboard.

"This takes me back." Faith picked up the pack and ripped the golden foil packaging to retrieve the cards inside. "Damn… wow. Ok." Faith showed Eugene the new cards they had received:

Desk Doggy Style - Type: Sex - Servant lets chosen Master fuck them from behind whilst bent over a desk for 5 minutes. Rarity: Rare.

Floor Missionary - Type: Sex - Servant rides chosen Master's cock in the missionary position on the floor for 5 minutes. Rarity: Rare.

Harem Clothes - Type: Outfit - Servant changes her outfit to a flowing harem girl outfit until changed. Increase pleasure from dancing, handjobs and blowjobs while worn. Rarity: Rare.

"Those seem like they would be powerful if nothing else." Eugene sighed, he really didn't want to include full penetration in his deck.

"It looks like they really want to 'tap' me." Faith couldn't help but make the card game-related pun. "I don't think we should rule out using them."

"You don't?" Eugene asked as he raised an eyebrow.

"Don't get me wrong." Faith caught herself. "I don't want to go around fucking other guys or anything. But the best chance to keep you and me safe is to win." Faith's words came out nervously; she wasn't sure if she fully believed what she was saying.

"I guess you might be right…" Eugene could see the logic in what Faith had said, but was still against the idea. Faith hadn't been properly fucked by anyone other than Eugene since they had arrived at the reunion. The closest she had gotten was grinding her pussy against Juan's cock when she thigh-fucked him. "I think I have an idea," Eugene said. "If we spend a bit of money on opening booster packs, we might be able to pull some cards that we are willing to use. We might even be able to find some better synergies that don't involve you getting penetrated." Eugene and Faith were no strangers to card games. They had played many of them in the past, and some concepts were relatively universal. Though usually card games didn't end in one player jizzing all over the place. Well, there was that one time Eugene had pulled off a turn one win-combo against Faith that ended with an under-the-table blowjob…

"How many should we buy?" Faith asked as she opened her chit pack.

"Hmm." Eugene thought for a moment. "Basic packs will probably have a lot of cards we are willing to use, but not necessarily the cards that are going to help us win. So we are going to need to get uncommon and rare packs." Eugene remembered that Faith had 187 chits. Perhaps they could spend 80 to open some packs. If all went well, they would make those chits back anyway. "How about we open four uncommon packs and two rare ones? Hopefully, that will give us enough to work with."

Faith agreed and inserted 80 chits into the slot next to the blackboard.

"Four uncommon and two rare packs, please." Faith politely asked the inanimate screen. Two golden packs and four blue packs popped out from beneath the blackboard.

"Here goes nothing," Eugene said as the pair opened their card packs. There was a sense of both excitement and dread as they opened and inspected the cards. Faith's fingers trembled slightly as she carefully peeled back the golden wrapper of her rare pack, while Eugene methodically sorted through his blue uncommon cards, spreading them across the desk. The familiar scent of fresh ink wafted up from the newly opened packs, a reminder of their school days spent trading collectables during lunch breaks - though the stakes had never been quite so high back then. Eugene was surprised to find a new type of card in the packs they opened: Control.

Lewd Draw x2 - Type: Control - Your Servant makes out with another chosen Servant for 3 minutes. Draw 2 cards. Rarity: Uncommon.

Audience Participation - Type: Control - Choose a spectating male. The next sex card that targets you is redirected to them instead. Rarity: Uncommon.

Sway Servant - Type: Control - Play with another card. Choose a Servant other than your own to perform the effects of that card. Rarity: Rare.

Whore Out - Type: Control - Each time your Servant is penetrated (vaginal or anal) by another Master, that Master must give you a card from their hand. Rarity: Rare.

There were also a handful of new outfit cards:

Cheerleading Uniform x2 - Type: Outfit - Servant changes her outfit to a school cheerleading uniform until changed. Greatly increases the pleasure from any dance cards. Rarity: Uncommon.

Catgirl Ensemble - Type: Outfit - Servant changes her outfit to a pair of cat ears, a furry bikini, and a tail. Changes the Servant's voice to sound like an anime cat girl. Greatly increases pleasure from any animalistic sex (for example, doggy style). Rarity: Rare.

Finally, there were several more sex cards:

Lube Handjob x2 - Type: Sex - Servant strokes chosen Master's cock with added lube for 3 minutes. Rarity: Uncommon.

Pussy Cock Grind - Type: Sex - Servant rubs their pussy lips against the chosen Master's cock for 3 minutes. Rarity: Uncommon.

Rubbing Dance x2 - Type: Sex - Servant dances and strokes the cock of the chosen Master for 3 minutes. Rarity: Uncommon.

Cum Begging - Type: Sex - Servant opens their mouth, sticks out their tongue, whilst the chosen Master strokes their cock against the Servant's tongue for 3 minutes. Rarity: Uncommon.

Assjob - Type: Sex - Servant rubs their ass against the chosen Master's cock for 3 minutes. Rarity: Uncommon.

Desk Doggy Style (extra copy) - Type: Sex - Servant lets chosen Master fuck them from behind whilst bent over a desk for 5 minutes. Rarity: Rare.

Double Blowjob - Type: Sex - Choose a Servant other than your own. Chosen Servant and your Servant sucks chosen Master's cock for 5 minutes.

Face-Down Ass-Up - Type: Sex - Servant lets chosen Master fuck them from behind whilst their face is on the floor and ass is in the air for 5 minutes. Rarity: Rare.

"That's a lot of… sex cards." Faith admitted. It was a lot of information to take in all at once.

"Yeah." With these cards, Faith would be getting into a lot of lewd situations. "But I think I have an idea for the deck." There were definitely some clear synergies Eugene could take advantage of. Both the Harem Clothes and Cheerleading Uniform gave bonuses to dancing cards. Pair those outfits with Rubbing Dance and Grinding Dance, and Eugene was starting to get the core of his deck.

Sway Servant and Audience Participation were outright strong cards on their own. Sway Servant would allow Eugene to pick a powerful, rare sex card or two without needing Faith to be the one to actually use it.

Eugene could have a total of 15 cards, although using all 15 slots would dilute the possibility of drawing any single card in his deck from 1-in-9 to 1-in-15. To avoid automatically losing by drawing out his deck entirely, he was going to use all of them. Adding a Lewd Draw card would even out these odds somewhat; card draw is almost always good in card games, as it increases the amount of options a player has.

So with five cards remaining, Eugene needed some big hitters. He decided to go with Lube Handjob, Cum Begging, Double Blowjob, Pussy Cock Grind, and finally Desk Doggy Style, which he could use with Sway Servant.

The deck was completed:

Outfit Cards: Harem Clothes x1, Cheerleading Uniform x2

Control Cards: Sway Servant x1, Audience Participation x1, Lewd Draw x1

Sex Cards: Grinding Dance x2, Rubbing Dance x2,  Lube Handjob x1, Cum Begging x1, Double Blowjob x1, Pussy Cock Grind x1, Desk Doggy Style x1

Faith looked over the deck that Eugene had assembled and gave an approving nod.

"I love how your mind works hon." Faith smiled. "I think we have a really good chance to win this." Faith dropped to her knees in front of Eugene and started pawing at his waistband. "We still have a few minutes. How about we do some pregaming so you don't cum fast?"

Eugene loved how Faith's mind worked too.


17: Cards I

"625 chits added to the prize pool from booster purchases." The PA system's announcement was drowned out by the sounds of Eugene's release. He thrust his hips, feeling himself burst as he came hard down Faith's throat. She took every bit of him, her eyes never leaving his as she lapped and swallowed, making a show of her enthusiasm for her lover. Eugene relished the sensation of Faith's mouth as she worked her magic.

The blackboard screen showed the new prize pool of 1100 chits. With just a big prize pool, the winners of the knockout bracket would split 550 chits, plus a bonus 50 chits each, for a total of 325 chits each! That was an insane amount of money. Though Eugene was surprised, people spent so much money on booster packs.

The divisions were listed below the prize pool. A total of four divisions, three teams in each. Each team would play every other division in their own division to determine which team would advance to the knockout bracket. Any tiebreaking would be determined by which team had added the most chits into the prize pool.

Division A: Eugene & Faith, Kit & Dorothy, Yuto & Naia

Division B: Hugo & Betty, Juan & Julia, Orson & Brianna

Division C: Thomas & Sally, Declan & Ami, Gregory & Mrs. Chambers

Division D: Fredrick & Devi, Quinton & Hannah, Mason & Rachel

Eugene and Faith barely had time to ponder the divisions before the lights turned off with a sharp click, plunging them into complete darkness. A collective gasp echoed through the room as Eugene steadied himself, his hand instinctively reaching for Faith beside him. The ground beneath their feet trembled and shifted, the floor plates moving with mechanical precision as if rearranging themselves like a giant puzzle. The lights blazed back on, flooding the space with harsh fluorescent brightness. The room had transformed completely into a professional-looking card game arena. A raised platform dominated the centre of the room, while tiered spectator stands wrapped around the perimeter, giving it the feel of a small stadium. Eugene and Faith found themselves grouped together with their Division A opponents—the awkward but good-natured Kit, the bespectacled Dorothy who kept adjusting her glasses nervously, the contemplative Yuto who seemed to be taking in every detail, and the unpredictable Naia who wore an unsettling smile as she surveyed their new surroundings.

"Eugene!" Yuto's usual reserved demeanour changed to happiness as he saw his old friend.

"Yuto? It's good to see you!" Eugene walked up to the lean, dark-haired Yuto and shook his hand.

"Actually, I saw you earlier, but you were on the war path." Yuto half-chuckled. "You looked like a fucking samurai man. It was great to see you knock Mason over the head."

"Ha." Eugene rubbed the back of his neck. "Yeah, I was a bit intense on the island, wasn't I?"

"So hot…" Naia whispered out loud from the sideline. "You're bloodthirsty rage made me wet." Her voice was unnerving. Faith shot the long-haired wisp of a woman an evil look.

"I don't want to dwell on the island," Kit said with a hint of sadness.

"It wasn't our best performance," Dorothy admitted as she pushed up her glasses. "Don't worry, we plan on making up for it this time around, right Kit?"

"R-right." Kit agreed.

"Looks like we will have to save our reunion chatter for later," Faith said as she pointed at a large screen that hung above the card area. The first match-up was clearly displayed on the screen: Eugene and Faith vs Kit and Dorothy.

"Best get started then. We will talk after Yuto." Eugene smiled.

"Remember to believe in the heart of the cards!" Yuto joked as Eugene and the others took their positions on the stage. Eugene couldn't help but chuckle.

Eugene and Kit stood on the positions marked out for them on either side of the arena. Faith and Dorothy stood between them in the middle of the arena. A digital coin was flipped on the screen, with "Eugene & Faith" written on one side and "Kit and Dorothy" on the other. The coin landed on Eugene & Faith.

"Eugene and Faith have won the coin flip and will go first. Masters, please insert your decks into the deck slot in your gear." The PA announced.

Eugene slotted his deck into the marked spot on the gear, his fingers trembling slightly with anticipation. The mechanical whirring of the shuffling mechanism filled the arena as the cards were automatically randomised. With a soft click and whoosh, the device spat out Eugene's starting three cards, fanning them perfectly before him. He could feel Faith's reassuring presence in front of him as they prepared to face their opponents. As Eugene was going first, he didn't draw to start his turn. He inspected his starting cards.

Cheerleading Uniform, Rubbing Dance, and Lube Handjob. It was a reasonable start. Eugene played Cheerleading Uniform onto his gear's outfit slot. Faith's bodysuit warped and shifted, the fabric rippling and reforming like liquid until it transformed into a cheerleading outfit. The uniform hugged her curves tightly, its blue and white colours matching the academy's scheme, though showing far more skin than any school would permit. The top barely covered her breasts, while the pleated micro-skirt fluttered dangerously high on her thighs, drawing appreciative glances from Eugene and the other guys.

Eugene's turn was over. Kit drew a card.

"Are you sure… I can play these cards?" Kit asked Dorothy.

"Yeah. Don't worry about me, let's just win this." Dorothy said with determination and a small hop. She was slightly thicker than the other girls at the reunion but her jiggle was extremely satisfying.

"Ok… If you say so." Kit played a card:

Assisted Titfuck - Type: Sex - Choose a Servant other than your own. That Servant must assist your Servant in titfucking by moving your Servant's breasts up and down the chosen Master's cock for 5 minutes. Rarity: Rare.

Kit and Dorothy had come out swinging. Kit obviously chose Faith to assist Dorothy's attack. Dorothy's face flushed as she tore at the buttons of her blouse, exposing her enormous breasts. She stepped closer to Eugene, her knees sinking into the soft floor as she positioned herself before him. Her hands reached for his belt, swiftly undoing it and sliding her hand into his pants to retrieve his already erect cock.

Dorothy's eyes sparkled with a mischievous glint as she took pleasure in surprising everyone with her boldness. She leaned forward and pushed her breasts up against Eugene's cock. Faith, not wanting to be disqualified, wasted no time in joining the action. She stepped up behind Dorothy, her hands reaching around to grasp Dorothy's soft, heavy tits, moulding them around Eugene's cock to create the perfect titty-fuck sleeve.

The two girls worked in unison, Faith's hands pumping Dorothy's breasts up and down in a steady rhythm while Dorothy maintained eye contact from behind her thick-rimmed glasses. Eugene closed his eyes as he tried not to surrender to the overwhelming sensation. The soft warmth of Dorothy's breasts around his cock was heavenly.

Dorothy's moans of pleasure added to the intense stimulation. Her hands gripped his thighs for support as she knelt before him. Faith looked up at her boyfriend, seeing how much he was enjoying another woman's breasts.

"Hold on, Eugene, you can push through this." Faith offered words of encouragement.

Between Dorothy's magnificent breasts, minutes felt like hours. Eugene focused on bringing himself back from the brink multiple times. Had Faith not sucked him dry earlier, he would have blown his load between the nerdy girls ' all-encompassing cleavage almost immediately. Especially with Faith pumping them up and down his shaft.

5 minutes passed. Barely. The PA buzzed to announce the end of the card's effect. Eugene had made it.

"You alright hon?" Faith asked as Dorothy returned to her position, clearly pleased with her opening move; her clothes had warped back to their original state.

"Yeah…" Eugene lied. He wanted to cum so badly.

It was Eugene's turn again, and he drew a card. He added the card, Pussy Cock Grind, to his hand next to Rubbing Dance and Lube Handjob. Fortunately, Kit did not look like the kind of guy who got much attention from women. Hopefully, that meant that Eugene could win this match this turn. Eugene played Rubbing Dance:

Rubbing Dance - Type: Sex - Servant dances and strokes the cock of the chosen Master for 3 minutes. Rarity: Uncommon.

Faith approached Kit with a sultry smile, her movements bouncy and full of promise. She began to dance, her body moving sensually to a beat that played over the PA, her hands reaching out to caress Kit's growing erection through his pants. Faith's fingers traced the length of his hardening cock, her touch teasing and light as she ground her hips against him. Kit's held his breath as Faith's skilled hands worked their magic, stroking and teasing him with ease. Her fingers danced along the outline of his shaft, squeezing gently as she moved her body in time with the music.

Faith gasped as she discovered Kit was concealing an absolutely monstrous secret beneath his uniform trousers. His cock was beyond massive, dwarfing even Juan's legendary member, which had been the talk of their graduating class. The sheer girth and length of Kit's equipment was almost comical — a python that defied belief. She found herself wondering, half-seriously, how the unassuming, freckle-faced young man even managed to stay upright when aroused, given the sheer volume of blood his magnificent organ must require. The discovery left her momentarily stunned, her experienced hands hesitating as she tried to process the unexpected proportions before her.

"What the fuck." Faith said out loud as she marvelled at it.

She forced her wandering thoughts back to the task at hand, knowing she couldn't afford to become distracted by the sheer magnitude of what she'd discovered. Right now, her sole focus needs to be on making Kit cum. Her experienced hands resumed their rhythmic movements with renewed determination, her competitive nature kicking in despite her lingering amazement at Kit's extraordinary endowment. Just as it looked like Kit was about to blow, he was saved by the buzzer.

"Damn," Faith said as she retreated back to her side of the arena.

Eugene was worried. If the next card that Kit played was another sex card like before, that might just be the end of him. Kit drew a card to start his turn. Fortunately, Eugene had a moment of respite as Kit played an outfit card:

Slutty Lingerie - Type: Outfit - Servant changes her outfit to a highly revealing set of lingerie. Increase pleasure from titfucking and vaginal while worn. Rarity: Rare.

Dorothy's clothes warped and shifted, melting away to be replaced by a scandalously revealing set of lingerie that left very little to the imagination. The sheer, nearly transparent material clung to her, highlighting rather than hiding her fuller figure. Delicate black lace trimmed the edges of the barely-there garments, while strategic panels of see-through mesh covered just enough to technically maintain modesty while actually revealing everything underneath. She boldly protruded her breasts towards Eugene.

"Next time, I am going to make you explode all over me." Dorothy asserted as she shook her breasts from side to side. The class nerd turned out to be an absolute freak. Eugene truly believed her words too. With added pleasure from titfucking, Eugene could imagine the combo they had prepared for him next turn. He needed to end this and fast.

Eugene drew a card. Unfortunately, it was another Cheerleading Uniform card. That left him with two options: Pussy Cock Grind and Lube Handjob. Lube Handjob might work, but Eugene didn't want to take any chances. He played his best hope at winning:

Pussy Cock Grind - Type: Sex - Servant rubs their pussy lips against the  chosen Master's cock for 3 minutes. Rarity: Uncommon.

Faith approached Kit with an eager stride, still marvelling at the sheer size of his member. She pushed him to the ground and straddled him, her fingers gliding along the length of his shaft as she rubbed her pussy lips against it. The temptation to slip him inside her was strong, but Faith knew that would risk disqualification. She focused on the sensations, determined to savour the moment without crossing any forbidden lines. Faith's movements became more purposeful and focused. She varied her rhythm strategically, watching Kit's reactions intently as she adjusted her motions. Her breathing grew heavier, matching the intensity of her efforts, while her own quiet sounds of enjoyment filled the space between them. The competitive spirit within her burned bright as she concentrated on achieving her goal of making this chubby guy cum.

As the seconds ticked down, Faith was worried she would fail. But then Kit's body tensed beneath her, his fingers gripping at the ground, and he let out a quiet, shuddering moan. A torrent of cum shot out of his rod in thick, pearly ropes, splattering across Faith's cheerleading outfit and leaving glistening trails down the pleated fabric. The warm wetness seeping through to her skin told her she'd accomplished her mission, even if she was now thoroughly soaked in the process.

Match one was over. Eugene and Faith had won.


18: Cards II

The next match between Kit and Dorothy, and Yuto and Naia, started 30 minutes later, allowing Kit to recover from unloading all over Faith. Fortunately for Faith, the strange bodysuit she had on was self-cleaning and had whipped away all of Kit's love from her skin.

Eugene watched from the sidelines, cuddled up next to Faith, as the match began. He was doing his best to take in all the details of Yuto and Naia's deck. Although it didn't look like there was much to talk about. Mainly uncommon cards. Yuto had won the coin toss and had opened with a Lube Handjob which Naia was unenthusiastic in giving to Kit, though that sight had its own appeal, it was as if the girl who had crawled out of the tv from the movie 'The Ring' was staring in a porn parody. Her long black hair fell forward, obscuring parts of her face as she mechanically performed the act, those intense hazel eyes occasionally flickering up to meet Kit's gaze with an unsettling intensity. The chubby redhead seemed both aroused and mildly terrified by her cold, methodical approach.

Kit had retaliated with an Assjob card, which didn't seem to faze Yuto in the slightest. Dorothy, with her thick glasses fogging up and her round cheeks flushed pink, was more than erotic in her execution as she pressed her plump curves against him. Yet Yuto maintained a stoic demeanour, seeming to have a will of steel that even Dorothy's enthusiasm couldn't crack. Even later, when Dorothy unleashed her signature Assisted Titfuck, Yuto remained unwavering as his cock was engulfed between Dorothy's mounds.

A few rounds later, Kit finally cracked under the mounting pressure. When a deepthroat card was played, Naia approached Kit with predatory anticipation. She approached him with calculated precision and proceeded to, despite all laws of physics seemingly being against her slender frame, take Kit's entire impressive length down her throat without hesitation. It was as if she were a snake unhinging its jaw, her throat accommodating him with supernatural ease. There was no gagging, no resistance — only unadulterated throatfucking that left Kit trembling and gasping. His face turned a deep shade of red as his hands gripped the edge of his clothes, knuckles white. When he finally reached his peak, he spilled his seed directly into Naia's stomach, while she maintained cold, unwavering eye contact.

Match two had gone to Yuto and Naia.

Dorothy looked upset as Naia released Kit's now softening cock from her mouth, clearly she had been the stronger team member and now they would both be receiving their second strike token at the end of the game.

The next round was due to start in 30 minutes. Eugene took this time to talk to Yuto.

"Have to say I am impressed," Eugene admitted. "Dorothy had me on the ropes after a single attack."

"Oh, that was nothing." Yuto smiled. "It's all in the edging technique. Who would have thought all that practice would come in handy? Mind over matter and all that."

"I got to admit, I'm worried going up against you." Eugene wasn't sure how the next round would go, but the winner would advance to the prize bracket.

"Don't be." Yuto shook his head. "Naia is not exactly… hot property, if you know what I am saying. Unless you are into horror porn, plus, we could only really afford a few uncommon boosters and a single rare one."

"Well, hopefully we can all make it out of here," Eugene said. "If we do, there is this new series I have been reading that I think you would enjoy." Eugene and Yuto spent the time between matches enthusing about the latest sci-fi books they had been reading. They almost didn't notice when the final match was announced; the girls had to pull them away from their conversation and to the arena.

When they had entered the arena, something about Naia had changed dramatically. She had done up her hair in a tight, sleek ponytail that accentuated her sharp cheekbones, and unbuttoned a few of her uniform buttons in a way that made the pristine white blouse seem almost rebellious. She had a sultry and dangerous look to her as she blew a kiss to Eugene, her eyes glinting with mischief and challenge. She was somehow, instantly, hotter — transformed from the striking woman she had been into something magnetic and predatory. Faith noticed the change immediately, her jaw tightening as she watched Naia's deliberate display. Naia wanted her boyfriend, and Faith didn't like that one bit.

Fortunately, Eugene and Faith won the coin toss again, which was good; going first was a big advantage. Eugene drew three cards from his deck and fanned them out. Harem Clothes, Lube Handjob, and Audience Participation. It was a solid opening hand. Audience Participation would be able to shift the target of Naia's affections if Eugene found himself getting too worked up. The Harem Clothes would combo well with Lube Handjob.

Eugene played his first card:

Harem Clothes - Type: Outfit - Servant changes her outfit to a flowing harem girl outfit until changed. Increase pleasure from dancing, handjobs and blowjobs while worn. Rarity: Rare.

Faith's school uniform shifted and warped into a flowing harem girl outfit. The  blue blazer and skirt melted away, replaced by a purple ensemble that left little to the imagination. A transparent veil draped over her face, fluttering with each movement. Her midriff was exposed, revealing her soft skin, while the loose-fitting pants flowed around her legs.

Eugene stared, transfixed by the sudden change. Faith's new attire accentuated her natural beauty, the sheer fabric teasing glimpses of her silhouette. She shifted her weight, the fabric rippling and drawing his eye to her shapely legs.

"Solid opening!" Yuto encouraged as he drew a card for the start of his turn. "But I'm not going to let you guys win too easily." Yuto slammed down a card on his gear dramatically:

Lewd Draw - Type: Control - Your Servant makes out with another chosen Servant for 3 minutes. Draw 2 cards. Rarity: Uncommon.

Yuto drew two cards. It was a smart move. Next turn, he would have a lot of options to pick from. Naia rolled her eyes theatrically and sauntered over to Faith with deliberate steps. She pulled Faith close with confident movements, their faces meeting as Faith's eyes widened in surprise. Naia maintained unwavering eye contact with Eugene as she wrapped her arms possessively around Faith, a clear challenge in her gaze. Eugene shifted uncomfortably. Naia's hands roamed possessively over Faith's curves, squeezing her backside and fondling her breasts through her clothes with deliberate, almost territorial movements. Her fingers traced slow circles as she deepened the kiss, making quite the show of it. Eugene felt himself harden as he watched his girlfriend being thoroughly kissed by another woman. Try as he might, he couldn't tear his eyes away from the spectacle. The tent in his pants was becoming increasingly difficult to ignore. A thin strand of saliva joined Faith and Naia's lips as she pulled away before eventually breaking.

Eugene drew for his turn. Cum Begging, good. He added it to his hand next to Lube Handjob and Audience Participation. Eugene thought about the merits of going immediately on the defensive with Audience Participation. If he didn't attack, he wouldn't win. He played a card down on his gear:

Lube Handjob - Type: Sex - Servant strokes chosen Master's cock with added lube for 3 minutes. Rarity: Uncommon.

Faith approached Yuto, her harem outfit flowing with each step. As she knelt between his legs, her outfit seemed to come alive - droplets of clear, slick fluid beading along her palms. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft, the mysterious lubricant making her grip perfectly slick.

Yuto's composure wavered as Faith's skilled hands worked his length. His stoic expression cracked, a slight tremor in his breathing betraying his arousal.

"Not so easy to maintain control now, is it?" Faith purred, her hands working in perfect rhythm. The lube from her outfit seemed endless, keeping everything deliciously slick as she alternated between long strokes and focused attention to his sensitive spots.

A bead of sweat rolled down Yuto's temple. His legendary self-control was being tested by Faith's expert technique. His hips jerked involuntarily as she twisted her wrist just so, drawing a sharp intake of breath from him.

"F-fuck," Yuto stammered, his usual calm demeanour slipping further. His cock throbbed in Faith's grip as she maintained her relentless pace, the magical lube allowing her hands to glide effortlessly.

Eugene watched with satisfaction as his normally unflappable friend struggled to maintain his composure. Even Naia raised an eyebrow, impressed by how quickly Faith had managed to crack Yuto. Unfortunately for Eugene and Faith, time was not on their side. Yuto's orgasm seemed to be building up to be an explosive event, yet it eluded Faith. The PA buzzed, and Faith returned to her side of the field.

"Not going to lie, didn't expect so much all at once." Yuto half-laughed as he drew another card. "I definitely think the implant was assisting in some way." That would make sense, how else would Faith's harem outfit cause certain cards to give additional pleasure. Yuto smirked. "But unfortunately, you fell for my trap card!" Yuto said in a comically villainous way as he played a card from his hand:

Mirror Motion - Type: Control - Your Servant copies a chosen Servant's outfit and last sex card to use on the chosen Master. Double the original sex card's duration. Rarity: Legendary.

Legendary? What the hell? Eugene hadn't even seen a legendary card before. Yuto must have gotten an extremely lucky pull.

Naia's uniform rippled and transformed, mirroring Faith's outfit perfectly. The same purple harem ensemble materialised around her slim frame, the transparent veil doing little to hide her intense gaze. The outfit hugged her body differently than Faith's - where Faith's curves filled out the fabric sensually, Naia's lithe form gave it an ethereal quality.

She approached Eugene with calculated steps, her hips swaying hypnotically. The predatory glint in her hazel eyes never wavered as she knelt before him. Like a spider approaching its prey, her movements were precise and deliberate.

"Let's see if you can handle this better than your friend did." Naia's words dripped with desire, her voice carrying an edge that sent shivers down Eugene's spine.

The magical lube beaded across her palms as she wrapped her fingers around his shaft. Her grip was different from Faith's. Where Faith's touch was loving and skilled, Naia's was commanding and methodical. She started with slow, torturous strokes, her thumb occasionally brushing over his tip.

Eugene's breath caught in his throat. The combination of the perfect slickness and Naia's unexpected skill had his cock throbbing in her grip. Her eyes locked onto his face, studying every micro-expression as she varied her technique. Her free hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently as she continued her measured strokes.

"Someone's enjoying himself," Naia whispered, her voice carrying a hint of mockery. She increased her pace, the lube making obscene wet sounds as she worked his length. Her grip tightened just enough to drive him wild, but not enough to bring him over the edge.

Faith watched from her spot in the arena, her jaw clenched as Naia continued to stroke Eugene. The way Naia stared at Eugene while pleasuring him was almost hypnotic, like a snake charming its prey.

Eugene used all of his might to hold himself back from cumming, his muscles trembling with the effort. His hands clenched into tight fists at his sides, knuckles turning white as he fought against the mounting pressure. Six minutes was a very, very long time when every stroke threatened to push him over the precipice, each second stretching into an eternity. Eugene let out a sigh of relief as the PA buzzed.

"What an impressive show," Naia said as she stood her feet. "I look forward to having you cover me with your cum." Naia returned to her spot.

"Don't let her get to you, Eugene." Faith encouraged. "Think about something unsexy." Eugene struggled to do so as he drew the card Rubbing Dance for his turn. It seemed like a solid move to play, but Eugene needed to protect himself. He slammed down a card:

Audience Participation - Type: Control - Choose a spectating male. The next sex card that targets you is redirected to them instead. Rarity: Uncommon.

"I choose Kit," Eugene said, as he was the only male spectator watching them. The PA directed Kit to enter the arena and stand to the side.

"Damn, looks like I can't win just yet, then," Yuto said as he drew for his turn. "Best throw away one of my weaker cards then." Yuto played:

Dirty Talk - Type: Sex - Effect: Servant talks dirty to the chosen Master while they stroke themselves for 2 minutes. Rarity: Common.

Naia unenthusiastically approached Kit as he started to stroke his own cock through his uniform trousers. To say Naia's dirty talk towards Kit was bad would have been an understatement. Her words were monotoned and boring, delivered with all the passion of someone reading a shopping list. She mechanically recited generic phrases about his body and what she'd theoretically do to him, checking the timer that was displayed on the screen above every few seconds. She just wanted to get the card over with, barely even looking at Kit as she spoke. When it was done, Naia returned to her spot, and Kit was allowed to leave the arena.

Eugene felt a bit relieved; he had bought himself some time. He drew a card. Desk Doggy Style. That option was not on the table right now. Eugene didn't want to subject Faith to getting fucked, not unless it was his last resort. Eugene looked at the other two cards in his hand, Rubbing Dance and Cum Begging. He didn't think Cum Begging would finish Yuto off this round, Faith needed to get him closer first:

Rubbing Dance - Type: Sex - Servant dances and strokes the cock of the chosen Master for 3 minutes. Rarity: Uncommon.

Faith approached Yuto, her harem outfit flowing gracefully with each step. As the music started, she began a sensual dance, swaying her hips and trailing her fingers along Yuto's arm. Keeping her movements in time with the rhythm, she slowly lowered herself, her hands caressing his thighs. Maintaining eye contact, Faith wrapped her fingers around Yuto's shaft, stroking him in time with her dance.

Faith's dance became more passionate, her body undulating as she coaxed Yuto closer to the edge. She threw her head back, exposing the graceful line of her neck, her lips parted in a silent gasp. Yuto's hips jerked involuntarily, desperate for more friction. The music swelled, Faith's dance reaching a crescendo. When the PA buzzed, Yuto's breaths were laboured. He was so close to bursting that a strong gust of wind could have sent him over the edge.

"Naia. I am using the nuclear option." Yuto said with a huff as he drew and played a card from his hand:

Floor Missionary - Type: Sex - Servant rides chosen Master's cock in the missionary position on the floor for 5 minutes. Rarity: Rare.

"Wonderful." Naia's eyes lit up with predatory delight, a hungry smile playing across her features. She wasted no time in approaching Eugene. She pulled him to the floor and mounted him with ease. Naia's clothes parted just enough to allow her to guide Eugene's cock inside of her. Eugene grunted as his cock pushed Naia's pussy lips apart, his hands instinctively gripping her hips as she sank down onto him. Faith looked on jealously from her position as she watched another woman claim her boyfriend's body, unable to look away despite the twisting in her gut.

Naia began to bounce on Eugene's dick, her thighs flexing as she established a steady rhythm. Faster and faster she rode him, her small breasts swaying hypnotically with each movement as she threw her head back in pleasure. Faith couldn't help but find the sight of her boyfriend fucking another girl, even another girl like Naia, extremely hot. The way Eugene's hands gripped Naia's hips, the way his muscles tensed with each thrust upward, and the look of pure ecstasy on both their faces. Despite her jealousy, she found herself becoming increasingly aroused by the erotic display before her.

"Claim my pussy!" Naia shouted in glee as she squeezed down on Eugene's cock.

"Fuck..." Eugene bit his tongue hard to try and focus, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of Naia's thighs. How was he going to last five minutes of this intense pleasure? His whole body trembled with the effort of holding back. Naia started to grind her hips against Eugene's length in slow, deliberate circles, and she pushed down firmly on his chest with her hands, her fingernails leaving small crescent marks on his skin.

Eugene needed to hold back… He was going to…


19: Cards III

HOLD! Eugene wasn't going to lose here. Even as Naia's pussy enveloped his cock. He closed his eyes and tried to find his centre. Just as his cock started to twitch and his balls tightened, the PA buzzed. Naia hopped off with a sad and frustrated look. She wanted Eugene's cum so badly.

"I'm proud of you hon!" Faith encouraged as Eugene got to his feet.

"Have to say, I'm impressed." Yuto laughed as Naia returned to him.

Eugene drew a card. Unfortunately, it was just a Cheerleading Uniform card.

"If you need me too… fuck him… just let me know," Faith said nervously. She knew that Eugene probably had the Desk Doggy Style card in hand.

Eugene wasn't that desperate. Yuto was wavering, and he knew Faith could finish this with the card he played down:

Cum Begging - Type: Sex - Servant opens their mouth, sticks out their tongue, whilst the chosen Master strokes their cock against the Servant's tongue for 3 minutes. Rarity: Uncommon.

Faith needed to finish this. She needed to finish Yuto. She got down on her knees in front of him and pulled aside her veil. Her heart raced, knowing what she had to do to end this. She presented her tongue for him, pink and waiting. "Please cum for me." Faith begged, her voice a mixture of sweetness and determination. She fluttered her eyelashes as Yuto started to stroke his cock, his movements becoming more urgent as his tip touched Faith's waiting tongue. The warmth and salt of him filled her taste buds. She could feel Eugene's eyes on them both from across the arena.

Faith's eyes sparkled with mischief as she gazed up at Yuto. Her pink tongue danced against his cock head, collecting drops of his precum. Each time his shaft brushed her lips, she let out a small moan.

"Your cock tastes so good." Faith purred. "I want every drop."

Yuto's breathing grew ragged. His hand moved faster along his length as Faith's tongue teased and flicked at his sensitive tip. She cupped her breasts through the sheer fabric of her harem outfit, putting on a show for him.

"Please give it to me. Paint my tongue white." Faith begged. "I need your hot cum."

Yuto's legs trembled. His cock pulsed against Faith's tongue as thick ropes of cum erupted from his tip. The first blast hit the back of her throat. The second and third filled her mouth until cum leaked from the corners of her lips.

Faith held her tongue out, letting the last spurts pool on its surface. Pearly white rivulets ran down her chin as she swallowed what had already filled her mouth. Her throat worked to take it all down.

Yuto stumbled backwards, spent and defeated. The game was over.

Faith jumped up to her feet and bounced with excitement. "Ha, got you, we won!" A little bit more cum dribbled down her chin.

Eugene looked at Yuto, who was still reeling from the experience. It kinda looked like he won actually. Faith looked like a puppy who had successfully dug up a long-lost bone.

"Eugene and Faith have won Division A and will move on to the prize bracket." The PA announced. "Each losing team must donate a card to Eugene and Faith. They may then add that card to their deck by replacing one of their own."

Yuto pulled out his Legendary card, Mirror Motion, and handed it to Eugene. "Good game." Yuto smiled. "You'd better go all the way with this." He teased.

"Thank you, Yuto." Eugene took the card and replaced one of the two Cheerleading Uniforms from his deck. Yuto didn't have to give Eugene his best card, and Eugene was truly appreciative that he did.

"Here." Kit walked up to Eugene and handed him the Assisted Titfuck card. "You won fair and square." Kit had also given Eugene their team's best card. Kit was alright in Eugene's book.

Eugene removed a Grinding Dance from his deck to add to the newly given card. The changes to his deck might have lowered its overall combo potential but had greatly increased its strength.

"Kit and Dorothy are at the bottom of Division A. Each will receive an extra strike token." The PA announced.

"Just sucks we are now so close to being expelled," Kit said sullenly.

"Don't worry, Kit, the only strike token that matters is our third one!" Dorothy tried to sound cheerful, but she was clearly worried too.

A few minutes later, the screen above them displayed each division's results:

Division A: 1st) Eugene & Faith, 2nd) Yuto & Naia, 3rd) Kit & Dorothy

Division B: 1st) Hugo & Betty, 2nd) Orson & Brianna, 3rd) Juan & Julia

Division C: 1st) Thomas & Sally, 2nd) Gregory & Mrs. Chambers, 3rd) Declan & Ami

Division D: 1st) Quinton & Hannah, 2nd) Mason & Rachel, 3rd) Fredrick & Devi

The results didn't surprise Eugene too much, although he thought Devi would have done much better in her bracket. There was no way that Devi wasn't into card games. Hugo and Betty getting through to the next round was almost a given, considering Betty's sexual experience.

The losing team's names faded away as the winning team's names shifted into new positions. The prize bracket took shape:

Eugene & Faith vs Quinton & Hannah

Hugo & Betty vs Thomas & Sally

A large metal roller door on the edge of the arena opened with a mechanical whirr, revealing an identical arena beyond. Inside were all the students in Division D, looking somewhat dishevelled from their own matches.

"Division D students, please proceed to Davison A's arena." The PA commanded. The students did as they were told. When the last person crossed the threshold between arenas, the metal roller door shut behind them. Kit immediately went to check on his sister Rachel as the others took seats around the edge of the arena.

"Congrats, guys," Devi said as she approached Eugene and Faith. "Looks like you guys are getting a huge payday."

"Thanks, Devi," Eugene said. "Though I am surprised you and Fredrick didn't win your own bracket."

"Hah. Me too." Devi admitted.

"What happened?" Faith asked.

"Well, even though I managed to put together an absolutely kick ass deck, Fredrick didn't want to use any of our powerful cards." Devi blushed. "I think he might like me." Devi studied her feet. "Kind of sucks though, I wanted to win this one."

"Oh? Are you two an item now?" Faith asked with genuine curiosity. Eugene was wondering the same thing.

"I dunno. I hope so. But this whole thing is a pretty fucked up way to start dating." Devi admitted.

"Anything you can tell us about Quinton and Hannah's strategy?" Eugene asked. Eugene didn't expect them to win, especially given Hannah's aversion to sex.

"Oooo, always thinking about strats, Eugene? That's what I like about you." Devi laughed. "Quinton and Hannah's deck doesn't have many strong penetration cards. At most, Hannah was giving blowjobs to Fredrick and Mason." That made a lot of sense. There was no way Hannah would give up her virginity in a card game. "What it does have is a lot of redirection. Turning your own Servant against you, targeting different Masters, that sort of thing."

"Thanks, Devi, you always come through for us." Faith hugged the shorter girl.

"Don't mention it!" Devi hugged back. She then returned to Fredrick's side. The two's gazes met with unmistakable affection as subtle smiles played across their faces. The chemistry between them was evident to everyone in the room; they seemed lost in their own little world.

"The first match of the prize bracket will now commence." The PA announced. "Students, take your places."


20: Cards IV

Eugene and Faith lost the coin toss. It was inevitable that it would happen sooner or later.

"I'm going to get you back for the last game," Quinton said coldly and confidently. Eugene remembered beating his confident face with a branch during the last game as he was enjoying a handjob from Hannah. He was likely left extremely blue-balled. Speaking of which, Hannah already looked defeated, even before they had begun. Quinton played a card in the outfit slot:

Kung Fu Straps - Type: Outfit - Servant changes her outfit to white compression bandages around her breasts and ass until changed. Greatly increases pleasure from handjob cards. Rarity: Rare.

Hannah's school uniform warped and changed, replaced by thin white compression bandages. The wrappings criss-crossed strategically around her athletic figure, covering only the essentials while highlighting her toned physique. Her years of martial arts training were evident.

She crossed her arms over her chest, face flushed. The bandages accentuated every curve and muscle, making her feel more exposed than if she'd been completely undressed. The white bands contrasted sharply with her skin, drawing attention to her strong legs and the graceful lines of her back.

"Doesn't she look great?" Quinton smirked. "Get ready to lose to Hannah's assault next turn."

Hannah lifted her chin defiantly, though her hands still fidgeted with the edges of the bandages.

Eugene drew a card to start his turn. Going second had its advantages. He now had four cards to choose from: Sway Servant, Desk Doggy Style, Rubbing Dance, and Grinding Dance. Unfortunately, Eugene's usual opening of changing Faith's outfit was off the table as he didn't draw an outfit card. Maybe he shouldn't have removed that Cheerleading Uniform card. It was alright, he would start small and have Faith build up the pressure:

Grinding Dance - Type: Sex - Effect: Servant dances and grinds against the chosen Master for 2 minutes. Rarity: Common.

Faith stepped forward. She moved with feline grace, turning to face away from Quinton. Her hips swayed in hypnotic circles as she backed up against him.

She lifted her skirt to leave nothing to the imagination as she pressed her ass against his growing bulge. She rolled her hips, grinding slow and deep. Quinton's breath caught, his hands twitching at his sides.

Unable to resist the temptation, Quinton grabbed Faith's ass. His fingers dug into the firm curves. Faith shot Eugene a look, continuing her dance as Quinton kneaded and squeezed.

Eugene's jaw clenched watching Quinton's hands roam over his girlfriend, but he kept his expression neutral. This was just a strategy—they needed to win this match. Hannah observed the dance with professional detachment, though her bandages shifted as she crossed her arms tighter across her chest.

The PA buzzed, and Faith returned to her position.

"You're girlfriend's ass is nice," Quinton said as he drew another card. "But let's see how you deal with this!" Quinton spoke dramatically. He played his next card:

Handstand Blowjob - Type: Sex - Servant performs a handstand and sucks the chosen Master's cock for 3 minutes. Rarity: Uncommon.

Eugene's eyebrow raised. How would that even work?

"Forgive me, Eugene," Hannah said quietly as she approached. It looked like she was going to show him.

Hannah took a deep breath, her bandages shifting as she positioned herself. With fluid grace born from years of martial arts training, she kicked up into a perfect handstand. Her muscular arms held her body straight, toes pointed to the ceiling.

Eugene dropped to his knees, his cock drawn towards Hannah's mouth. Hannah's head tilted forward, her long brown hair cascading down as blood rushed to her face. The position left her bandage-wrapped breasts dangling, the compression wraps straining against gravity.

Her lips parted as she took him into her mouth. The unusual angle created new sensations — her tongue worked differently upside down, swirling and pressing in unfamiliar patterns. Eugene's hands hovered uncertainly before settling on her shoulders for balance.

The position showcased Hannah's incredible core strength. Her abs tensed visibly as she maintained perfect form, legs ruler-straight above. Her neck muscles flexed as she bobbed her head, taking him deeper with each motion.

Faith watched with a mix of jealousy and fascination at Hannah's athletic display. Quinton stood back with a satisfied smirk, knowing his card choice was having the desired effect.

Eugene tried to focus on strategy, but Hannah's skilled mouth made thinking difficult. The blood rushing to her head had made her face flush pink, matching the colour rising in Eugene's own cheeks. Her technique was methodical and precise, just like her fighting style.

The white bandages shifted and strained across her body as she maintained the challenging position. Sweat began to bead on her exposed skin from the exertion of the extended handstand. Eugene was amazed that she was able to maintain the position for the whole 3 minutes. When the PA buzzed, Hannah flipped herself back to her feet in a single motion. It was incredible.

Eugene drew for the start of his turn. This time, it was Mirror Motion, but there was no way he would be playing it this turn. The idea of Faith performing a handstand like Hannah did was almost comical. He looked at his remaining hand: Sway Servant, Desk Doggy Style, and Rubbing Dance. He could use Sway Servant with Desk Doggy Style to make Hannah fuck Quinton, but that would have been beyond cruel, having Hannah's virginity taken like that; she would likely never forgive Eugene. Looks like Eugene would keep Faith dancing:

Rubbing Dance - Type: Sex - Servant dances and strokes the cock of the chosen Master for 3 minutes. Rarity: Uncommon.

Faith stepped forward again, this time with more purpose in her movements. Her hips swayed as she turned to face Quinton, maintaining eye contact. Her hand traced down his chest, finding the bulge in his trousers.

She unzipped him, freeing his cock. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft, stroking up and down as she pressed herself against him. Her other hand rested on his shoulder for balance as she ground against him.

Her hand worked his length methodically, thumb brushing over his tip on each upstroke. She pressed his cock against her thigh, letting the warmth of her skin tease him as she continued to stroke.

Quinton's breathing grew ragged. His hands gripped Faith's waist, pulling her closer. She responded by increasing her pace, her hand moving faster as she rubbed his cock against her smooth skin.

"Can't believe you are letting your girl do this," Quinton said as Faith continued to stroke. "No way I would let my girl stroke another man's cock." Quinton thought for a moment. "Well, I guess there is always a price."

Eugene didn't dignify Quinton with a response. He just wanted the PA to buzz and for Faith to return. Quinton drew and played:

Dick to Face - Type: Sex - Servant strokes the cock of the chosen Master against their face for 5 minutes. Rarity: Rare.

Hannah timidly approached Eugene, her brown eyes downcast. Though her expression was one of reluctance, her hands moved with speed and grace as she grasped Eugene's shaft.

Slowly, almost reverently, Hannah began stroking his cock against her face. The sensation was electric, the soft skin of her cheeks caressing his sensitive flesh, her warm breath teasing him with each pass. Eugene fought to keep his hips still, overwhelmed by the pleasure building within him.

Hannah's movements were efficient, her grip firm yet delicate. Years of martial arts training had gifted her with incredible muscle control and dexterity. Each stroke was measured, building the tension methodically.

Eugene's eyes fluttered as Hannah's thumb grazed his tip, spreading the growing wetness across his skin. He could feel the warmth of her face, the tickle of her hair against his thighs. It was an intimate, almost reverent act, and Eugene found himself torn between the pleasure and the guilt.

Faith watched the scene unfold, her expression unreadable. Eugene caught her eye briefly, silently pleading for understanding. This was just a game, and this was necessary - he still only wanted her. But the sensations Hannah was eliciting were undeniable, and Eugene struggled to maintain his composure.

The PA buzzed, signalling the end of the round. Hannah withdrew her hands, leaving Eugene's cock glistening with precum. She quickly retreated to Quinton's side, her face flushed with embarrassment.

Eugene adjusted his clothing, his mind racing. He had to find a way to turn this around, to regain the upper hand. He closed his eyes and hoped for a good draw. Assisted Titfuck. It would have to do:

Assisted Titfuck - Type: Sex - Choose a Servant other than your own. That Servant must assist your Servant in titfucking by moving your Servant's breasts up and down the chosen Master's cock for 5 minutes. Rarity: Rare.

"I choose. Devi." The room was quiet. Could Eugene do that? Apparently so.

Devi approached the arena and nodded at Eugene, but also gave him a look indicating that he would owe her one. Devi stepped forward, her eyes gleaming with mischief. She turned to Faith, a sly grin spreading across her face.

"Looks like it's our time to shine, ehy Faith?" Devi said, her voice dripping with suggestive intent.

Faith met Devi's gaze, a hint of uncertainty flickering in her eyes. But Devi's infectious enthusiasm soon won her over, and Faith nodded, a small smile tugging at the corners of her lips.

The two girls approached Quinton, who watched with a mixture of anticipation and trepidation. Devi placed her hands on Faith's shoulders, gently guiding her to kneel before Quinton. Faith's slender fingers wrapped around Quinton's shaft, stroking him slowly.

Devi moved behind Faith, her own petite frame pressing against Faith's back. With a playful wink, Devi reached around and cupped Faith's ample breasts, lifting them to frame Quinton's cock. Faith let out a moan as Devi's nimble fingers began to massage and manipulate her sensitive flesh.

"That's it, Faith." Devi purred, her voice low and sultry. "Let's show Quinton how well we can work together."

Faith bit her lip, her gaze locked with Quinton's as she began to move her breasts up and down his shaft, Devi's hands guiding her every motion. The sensations were intoxicating, and Quinton struggled to maintain his composure, his hips twitching with barely restrained desire.

"Mmm, look at that-" Devi murmured, her breath tickling Faith's ear. "He's loving every second of it, isn't he?"

Faith's cheeks flushed, but she didn't falter, her movements becoming more confident as Devi's encouragement spurred her on. The two girls worked in tandem, their bodies moving in a sensual dance as they pleasured Quinton.

"That's it, Quinton." Devi taunted, her voice dripping with mock sweetness. "Just relax and let us take care of you." Quinton gripped Faith's hair as the sensations threatened to overwhelm him. Pump after pump, Quinton was close to blowing. But he was saved by the bell. Devi gave Faith's ass a quick slap as she left the stage. "It's all up to you now." She grinned. "It's ok, he's close."

"Fuck…" Quinton said, barely audible. "Guess it is time to bring out the big guns ehy?" Quinton played a card:

Audience Participation - Type: Control - Choose a spectating male. The next sex card that targets you is redirected to them instead. Rarity: Uncommon.

"I choose Mason," Quinton said.

"Thanks bro!" Mason laughed from the sidelines.

The PA directed Mason to join them on the arena floor. Damn. Quinton had bought himself some time. There wasn't much Eugene could do but avoid wasting a solid card. Eugene drew for his turn and immediately played the card he drew:

Lube Handjob - Type: Sex - Servant strokes chosen Master's cock with added lube for 3 minutes. Rarity: Uncommon.

Faith's eyes briefly darted to Eugene as she approached Mason. Lube began to bead up on Faith's palm as she unzipped Mason's pants and freed his cock. Her lubed fingers wrapped around his shaft. The slick sounds of her stroking filled the arena as she worked his length.

"Fuck yeah, that's good." Mason's head tilted back, his long black hair falling away from his face. His hips pushed forward into Faith's grip.

Faith's hand glided smoothly, her fingers dancing along his shaft. The lube made each stroke frictionless, allowing her to increase her pace. Mason's breathing grew heavier as she worked him closer to the edge.

"I'm gonna cum." Mason grabbed Faith's hair, angling her face upward. His cock pulsed in her grip as thick ropes of cum painted her cheeks and forehead.

Before the mess could drip down her face, Faith's outfit shimmered. The cum vanished, absorbed into the fabric, leaving her skin pristine. She stepped back, wiping her hands on her skirt, which similarly cleaned itself.

Mason tucked himself away with a satisfied smirk. "Thanks for the redirect, Quinton."

Quinton left no time to play his next card:

Porn Star Attitude - Type: Control - Your Servant gains a porn star attitude, allowing them to overcome even the hardest mental blocks. Play with a sex card. Greatly increase its pleasure. Your Servant won't want to resist. Rarity: Legendary.

'Fuck. Another legendary card.' Eugene thought to himself. But Quinton wasn't done; he still had the sex card to play.

"Sorry Hannah, but it is about time you lose your v-card. Sucks I won't be the one doing it though." Quinton played another card:

Lifted Penetration - Type: Sex - Servant rides chosen Master's cock as he holds her up in the air for 5 minutes. Rarity: Rare.

Hannah's expression shifted instantly, her eyes suddenly gleaming with a sultry intensity. She sauntered towards Eugene, her movements fluid and seductive.

"Oh, Eugene." she purred, her voice dripping with desire. "I've wanted this for so long." Without warning, she pounced, she wrapped her legs around Eugene in a vice-like grip as her hands deftly reached for Eugene's hard cock.

"Look at this," she murmured, wrapping her fingers around his shaft. "You're so big and hard for me, aren't you?" Licking her lips, she positioned herself over him, guiding the tip of his cock to her entrance.

"I can't wait any longer!" she said as she sank her hips down onto him in one smooth motion. A shudder of pleasure rippled through her body, and she threw her head back, a soft moan escaping her lips. "Ohh, yes, that's it. Fill me up, Eugene."

Gripping his shoulders, she began to move, riding him with an abandon that took Eugene by surprise. Her hips rolled and gyrated, her inner walls clenching around him in a rhythmic dance. "You feel so good inside me…" she panted, her nails digging into his skin. "I'm gonna cum so hard for you, baby."

Eugene held her firmly, his hands holding her thighs as she bounced on him. He felt a pang of guilt, knowing that he was taking Hannah's virginity in such a public way. But the sensations were overwhelming, and he found himself lost in the moment, his own hips bucking to meet her thrusts.

"That's it, Eugene." Hannah encouraged, her voice low and sultry. "Fuck me harder. Make me scream. Let your girlfriend watch as you make me cum on your magnificent cock."

"This isn't you, Hannah." Eugene struggled to say. The realisation was the only thing keeping him from blowing his load inside the fit martial artist.

"Who cares?" Hannah moaned. "I'm way funner this way. Plus, I wanted to fuck you anyway, I was just too inhibited to admit it. Now please, please, please fill me up." Eugene almost obliged, but he wasn't going to lose, not like this. He pushed through the five minutes, and when everything was done, Hannah's mind returned to her. She was absolutely distraught. She returned to her side of the arena, holding back the tears in her eyes.

Eugene drew and played the card that he hoped would end this match:

Pussy Cock Grind - Type: Sex - Servant rubs their pussy lips against the chosen Master's cock for 3 minutes. Rarity: Uncommon.

"I need you to finish this, Faith. Don't hold back!" Eugene threw his hand forward, directing Faith towards Quinton.

Faith's expression hardened with determination as she glared down at Quinton. She would not let him get the upper hand, not after what he had done to Hannah. Gripping his shoulders, she shoved him roughly to the floor, straddling his hips in one swift motion.

Quinton's eyes widened in surprise, but any protest died on his lips as Faith ground her hips against his, her slick folds caressing his shaft. A low moan escaped him, and his hands instinctively reached for her waist, pulling her closer.

"That's right, Quinton." Faith purred, her voice dripping with seductive venom. "You wanted this, didn't you? Well, now you're going to take it."

Her hips moved, undulating against him in a sensual rhythm. Quinton's fingers dug into Faith's soft flesh as his pleasure built.

"Fuck, Faith," he groaned, his head falling back as she continued her relentless assault.

Faith leaned in, her lips brushing the shell of his ear. "Cum for me, Quinton," she whispered, her voice low and sultry. "Cum like the pathetic little bitch you are."

Quinton's body tensed, a strangled cry escaping him as he found his release, his seed spilling between them. Faith rode him through it, her movements never faltering until the last drop had been milked from his balls.

Satisfied, she climbed off him, smoothing her skirt as she returned to Eugene's side. The look of triumph in her eyes was unmistakable, and Eugene couldn't help but feel a surge of pride and arousal at her display of power.

The match went to Eugene and Faith. They were in the finals.


21: Cards V

Hannah couldn't look at Eugene. Despite it not being his fault, Eugene could tell that she still wanted to blame him. Eugene didn't hold that against her. Due to the loss, Quinton was forced to give Eugene a card from their deck, but handed over a useless Basic Handjob card. Eugene threw it away.

All of the students were directed to congregate in Division A's arena. In a shocking upset, Thomas and Sally had defeated Hugo and Betty in the semi-finals. Apparently, Thomas had collected some seriously strong cards, despite not starting with much. Whispers started filling the arena of Sally's incredibly tight pussy, which had made every single guy cum in a single move; it was apparently like magic. Eugene was worried, but the stakes actually felt lower than before. Win or lose, Eugene and Faith were getting a big payday.

But then Mr N's voice came over the PA.

"Salutations and congratulations to our finalists. No matter what happens next, your team will be enjoying a well-deserved influx of chits. However. Our investors wanted to add a little bit of extra stakes to our finals." Mr N paused for dramatic effect. "The losing Servant of this match will get to sit out the next game!" That seemed like a bonus to Eugene. Surely there was a catch. "They will be whisked away to our VIP room, where they will spend some quality time with some of our special guests." There it was, the losing Servant would get gangbanged, likely by some old rich guys. "The winning team's Master will also be given the option to join in the festivities. We hope this addition will make the finals a little bit more interesting." The PA returned to its usual robotic voice and directed the finalists to the stage.

How was this even fair? Eugene and Faith had fought their way to the top, just to be threatened with a penalty out of nowhere.

"Eugene." Faith grabbed Eugene's arm. "I'm not going to be the plaything to a bunch of rich freaks. Let's win this."

Eugene nodded. Nothing was going to hold him back.

"I was really impressed," Thomas said as they took their spots on the arena floor. "You were crazy in the last game. Like a devil." Thomas grabbed his crotch. "I was left hanging. Faith had all but opened wide for me, and you got saved by Betty." Thomas smiled. "I already demolished Betty's pussy last round, had her cumming on my cock like a champ." Eugene looked over to Betty, who was silently nodding. "All that is left is to do the same to Faith."

"You're going to be the one cumming hard." Faith interrupted.

"Oh, hear that? She's ready." Thomas laughed. Eugene didn't remember Thomas being this much of a prick. This game was turning everyone into a monster.

"Shame I didn't get to beat your ass too. Now let's see if you can back up your shit talking." Eugene said as the coin flipped. Eugene and Faith would go first. He drew his initial three cards: Cheerleading Uniform, Cum Begging, and Pussy Cock Grind. Eugene opened with:

Cheerleading Uniform - Type: Outfit - Servant changes her outfit to a school cheerleading uniform until changed. Greatly increases the pleasure from any dance cards. Rarity: Uncommon.

Like it had done before, Faith's uniform warped into a scantily clad cheerleading outfit. Unfortunately, Eugene didn't have any dancing cards in his hand but he hoped to draw one soon.

Thomas smirked as he drew for the start of his turn. He played an outfit card that Eugene had yet to see:

Glitter Pasties - Type: Outfit - Servant changes her outfit to three glittery heart-shaped pasties until changed. Increases pleasure from all sex cards. Rarity: Legendary.

Sally's school uniform almost completely vanished, replaced by three small, glittery red heart-shaped pasties that barely covered her nipples and pussy. The outfit left almost nothing to the imagination, but rather than being embarrassed, Sally seemed emboldened.

She turned around and slapped her ass tauntingly, the shimmering hearts jiggling with the impact. Sally looked over her shoulder and winked at Eugene and Faith, as if daring them to try something.

Thomas let out a low whistle of appreciation at Sally's revealing new look. "Damn girl, looking fine as hell. We got this in the bag."

Eugene tried to keep his eyes on his own cards, but it was hard not to stare at Sally's nearly naked body. Faith nudged Eugene, bringing his attention back to their own strategy. "Focus, babe. We can't let them distract us."

Eugene took a deep breath and drew a card. They couldn't afford to lose now. Not with the twisted "penalty" hanging over the losing Servant's head. He met Faith's determined gaze and nodded. He played the card he drew:

Lewd Draw - Type: Control - Your Servant makes out with another chosen Servant for 3 minutes. Draw 2 cards. Rarity: Uncommon.

Faith approached Sally. Sally met her halfway, a coy smile playing on her lips. Their bodies pressed together, the contrast between Faith's uniform and Sally's nearly naked form striking.

Their lips met in a passionate kiss, hands roaming over each other's bodies. Sally's fingers traced the hem of Faith's skirt while Faith cupped Sally's bare arse, giving it a firm squeeze. Their tongues danced as they explored each other, soft moans escaping between kisses.

Eugene drew his two cards, trying to focus on strategy rather than the erotic display before him. His new cards were Lubed Handjob and Sway Servant. Good cards, but his mind kept drifting to the way Faith's hands slid over Sally's exposed skin, how Sally arched into Faith's touch.

Sally's fingers found Faith's breasts through the uniform top, teasing her nipples until they stood prominent against the fabric. Faith responded by sliding a hand between Sally's legs, her fingers ghosting over the glittery heart-pasty covering Sally's most intimate area.

The three minutes felt like an eternity to Eugene as he watched the two women writhe against each other, their kisses growing more heated. When they finally broke apart, both were breathing heavily, faces flushed with arousal. Sally's pasties had shifted slightly, revealing even more skin, while Faith's cheerleading uniform was delightfully rumpled.

Thomas looked equally affected by the display, his pants tenting obviously as Sally returned to his side. Eugene glanced at his cards again, forcing himself to concentrate on their next move rather than replaying the heated scene in his mind.

"Damn girls. That was hot as fuck." Thomas said as he played his next card:

Slutty Lap Dance - Type: Sex - Your Servant gives the chosen Master a pants-off, full-access, lap dance for 5 minutes. Rarity: Rare.

A chair emerged from the arena floor beneath Eugene, and Sally strutted over to him. She bit the bottom of her lip seductively as she undid his pants, letting them fall to the ground. Straddling his lap, Sally began to grind against him. She guided Eugene's hands over the soft skin of her body, encouraging him to explore.

Sally leaned in, pressing her breasts against Eugene's face, the shimmering hearts teasingly grazing his skin. Eugene inhaled her sweet, intoxicating scent as she continued the sensual dance, her hips rolling in a mesmerising rhythm. The friction of her movements sent tingles of pleasure through Eugene, and he fought to maintain focus on the game. Sally rolled Eugene's cock against her crotch and began a rolling motion with her hips. She had an ethereal beauty that was accentuated by her erotic outfit.

"You can do anything you want to me. Let us win, and I will even let you fuck me as much as you want." Sally whispered into Eugene's ear. But Eugene remained strong. Losing here would be dooming Faith to the fate of being a rich cum dumpster for the evening. Not on Eugene's watch. The PA buzzed, and Sally returned to her side of the arena.

Eugene drew a card: Another Lubed Handjob. "Let's see how you deal with a bit of your own medicine," Eugene said as he played Pussy Cock Grind and Sway Servant from his hand:

Sway Servant - Type: Control - Play with another card. Choose a Servant other than your own to perform the effects of that card. Rarity: Rare.

Pussy Cock Grind - Type: Sex - Servant rubs their pussy lips against the chosen Master's cock for 3 minutes. Rarity: Uncommon.

Sally mounted Thomas' big black cock, her pussy lips teasing the head as she began to grind against it. Thomas struggled momentarily, his face contorting in effort, but he seemed to hold strong.

"There's no way I am cumming without penetration," Thomas taunted, his voice laced with confidence.

Sally continued to grind her hips, her slick pussy lips caressing the length of Thomas's shaft. She could feel the tension building within her, her body tightening as the sensations intensified. With a sharp gasp, Sally's back arched as she reached her climax, her walls pulsing around Thomas's cock. Trembling slightly, she collapsed forward, resting her head on his chest as she caught her breath, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. It had not been the play Eugene had hoped it would be.

Thomas laughed as he drew his next card. He played it immediately:

Sudden Death - Type: Control - The next sex card played by your opponent is mirrored. Continue until one Master cums. Doesn't affect control or outfit cards. Rarity: Legendary.

'Another fucking legendary card?' Eugene thought to himself. This was not his day. That card was powerful, like overpowered. The next sex card Eugene played would decide the whole game, and Thomas seemed to be unaffected by non-penetrative sex. Eugene drew what very well could be the last card of the match: Desk Doggy Style. He added it to his hand. He had two Lubed Handjobs, a Cum Begging, and a Desk Doggy Style.

He looked nervously over to Faith; her eyes were full of determination. Eugene could almost hear them say 'do what you have to'. This was it. Eugene played the deciding card:

Desk Doggy Style - Type: Sex - Servant lets chosen Master fuck them from behind whilst bent over a desk for 5 minutes. Rarity: Rare.

"Alright! Let's do this!" Thomas shouted with glee. "Bout time I get to fuck your girl."

Eugene thought it better that one person bang his girlfriend than a whole bunch of them at once. He was taking the lesser of two evils.

Two wooden school desks materialised from the arena floor, positioned to face each other. Faith and Sally approached their respective desks. Faith bent over first, her skirt riding up to expose her bare ass. She gripped the edges of the desk, preparing for Thomas' penetration. Across from her, Sally mirrored her position, her nearly naked form pressed up against the wooden desk.

Eugene and Thomas took their positions behind their opponent's Servant. Thomas ran his hands over Faith's hips, positioning himself at her entrance. Eugene did the same with Sally, his touch gentle despite the competitive atmosphere.

The women's faces were inches apart across the desks, their breath mingling in the space between them. Sally's eyes sparkled with determination, while Faith's held a mix of anxiety and resolve. Their gazes locked as they felt their opponents line up behind them.

"Ready?" Thomas called out, his cocky grin evident in his voice.

"Just get on with it," Eugene replied, his hands steadying Sally's hips.

The PA system chimed, signalling the start of their death match. Both men thrust forward simultaneously, earning matching gasps from the women bent over the desks. The game's outcome now rested on who could maintain their composure the longest.

As Eugene thrust into Sally's tight pussy, he was immediately struck by the incredible sensation. It was unlike anything he had ever experienced before; her walls gripped him like a vice, pulsing and fluttering around his shaft. Each movement sent shockwaves of pleasure through his body, making it difficult to focus on anything else.

Across from them, Faith was struggling to contain her moans as Thomas pounded into her from behind. His large, dark cock stretched her in ways she had never felt before, hitting all the right spots with each powerful thrust. Faith gripped the edges of the desk as she fought to maintain control.

Sally met Eugene's gaze, a knowing smirk playing on her lips. She clenched her muscles around him, earning a sharp gasp from Eugene. "Fuck, you're so tight," he grunted, his hips snapping forward involuntarily.

Thomas chuckled as he watched Eugene's reaction. "Sally's got a magic pussy. No one can last long inside her."

Several minutes passed, and Faith's moans grew louder, her body trembling as Thomas continued his relentless pace. "Oh god, yes! Right there!" she cried out, her eyes squeezing shut in ecstasy.

Eugene tried to focus on his own movements, but Sally's pussy was proving to be a formidable opponent. Each thrust felt like it might be his last, the pleasure building to an almost unbearable level. He could feel his orgasm approaching, his balls tightening as he fought to hold back.

Sally's breathy moans filled his ears, her hips rocking back to meet his thrusts. "Come on, Eugene. Let go. Fill me up with your cum."

Across the desk, Faith was lost in her own world of pleasure, her cries of ecstasy echoing through the arena. Thomas grinned, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her with abandon. Eugene's control was slipping, his thrusts becoming erratic as he neared the edge. Sally's pussy fluttered around him, as if trying to coax out his release.

"Hold on. Eugene. You— you can do this." Faith said between gasps of pleasure. "Don't let them have me." She looked up at Eugene as her body bounced up and down on Thomas's shaft. That was right, Eugene needed to hold on for Faith's sake.

The air was thick with tension as Eugene and Thomas pounded away at their opponents, each man determined to outlast the other. The sounds of flesh slapping against flesh and desperate moans filled the arena, creating an atmosphere of raw lust.

Faith's body writhed as Thomas' powerful thrusts rocked her to the core. Her breasts squished against the desk as her face contorted in a mix of pleasure and pain. Across from her, Sally's features were a mirror image, her lips parted in ecstatic cries as Eugene's hips snapped forward relentlessly.

The minutes ticked by, the men's stamina being pushed to their limits. Sweat glistened on their brows as they fought to maintain control, their focus laser-sharp despite the overwhelming sensations.

Faith and Sally were left in a state of delirious ecstasy, their bodies trembling with each thrust. Their moans grew louder and more desperate, filling the air with the sounds of their pleasure.

As the 20-minute mark approached, the strain on the contestants was evident. Thomas' movements became more erratic, Eugene's jaw was clenched tight, his muscles straining with the effort of holding back his climax. The spectators watched in awe, transfixed by the raw display of carnal desire unfolding before them. The entire arena was holding its breath, waiting to see which man would succumb first.

"Fill me with your fucking cum!" Faith begged as she reached back and spread her ass for Thomas. Finally, with a guttural groan, Thomas' hips stuttered and he collapsed forward, his body shuddering with the force of his release. Faith's eyes flew wide, her mouth open in a silent scream as she was flooded with Thomas' hot seed.

Across the desk, a moment later, Eugene's own resolve crumbled as he watched his girlfriend beg for another man's seed. With a strangled cry, he followed Thomas over the edge, his hips jerking as he spilled himself deep inside Sally's waiting pussy.

The two women were left panting, their bodies spent from the intense encounter. Faith and Sally exchanged a look of mutual understanding, a silent acknowledgement of the shared experience they had just endured.

The arena fell silent, save for the heavy breathing of the contestants. The PA system crackled to life, announcing the results of the match. Eugene and Faith had emerged victorious. Eugene and Faith had each won 375 chits, and Faith was safe from being turned into a fuck toy.

The screen above Eugene showed the updated chit leaderboard along with the number of strikes tokens X's and number of immunity tokens I's, each player had:

Faith 432, Eugene 378, Thomas 228 (X), Sally 204 (X), Juan 159 (X), Fredrick 158 (X), Betty 153, Hannah 142, Hugo 137, Ami 132 (X), Devi 129 (X) (I), Mrs. Chambers 123, Declan 115 (X), Brianna 71 (X), Gregory 64, Quinton 61 (X), Yuto 50 (X), Rachel 49 (X), Kit 43 (XX), Orson 41 (X), Mason 33 (X), Naia 31 (X), Dorothy 30 (XX), Julia 25 (XX).

Faith and Eugene had shot to the top of the leaderboard. A combined 810 chits… $810,000!

"What a show!" Mr N announced over the PA. "Sally, please be prepared for an evening of absolute fun. I know many of our guests are very keen to sample that magic pussy of yours." Mr N let out an evil chuckle. "As for the rest of you, I think it is time we played something a bit more chaotic."


22: Prison

A dull throbbing in his head gradually pulled Eugene back to consciousness. His eyelids felt heavy as he forced them open, immediately squinting against harsh fluorescent lighting that buzzed overhead. The cold concrete floor beneath him sent a chill through his body as he slowly pushed himself to a seated position on the ground.

"Fuck..." he groaned, pressing his palm against his temple. The last thing he remembered was that sickly sweet gas filling his lungs again before everything went dark.

As his vision cleared, Eugene took in his surroundings. Three walls of solid concrete surrounded him, with thick steel bars making up the fourth wall. Beyond the bars, through a narrow window, he could see waves crashing against dark rocks far below. The salty air and distant cry of seagulls confirmed his suspicion — he was on another island. But this one was different to the tropical paradise from before. The weathered walls, institutional lighting, and unmistakable cell bars told him exactly what this place was: a prison. Once again, he was alone.

Eugene started to think about what it had taken to win the last match. Feelings of jealousy bubbled up inside of him, watching Faith have to—

Eugene's loathing was cut short as the PA blared to life. This time, without Mr N's usual fanfare, perhaps the enigmatic host was busy? The robotic voice of the PA delivered the rules of the next game:

"Amongst Corruption

Hidden Roles Game

Maximum prize pool: 3800 chits

Each student will be assigned a secret role on one of two different teams: Humans or Demons. Demons will know who is on the Demon team; however, Humans will not know anyone else's team. Each team has their own victory conditions, in order to win:

- Humans must traverse the prison and complete all the tasks that have been scattered throughout the complex. Alternatively, they must exorcise all Demons.

- Demons must corrupt and eliminate all Humans by touching them.

Students in the winning team will each receive 200 chits. This game will last for 24 hours. If at the end of the 24 hours, neither team has achieved victory, all students will lose and be eliminated.

Completing Tasks:

- Tasks around the prison will be marked with a large glowing square. Inside the square is a number indicating the number of people required to complete the task.

- Once the required number of students have entered the square, the task's requirements will be revealed.

- If the students complete the task requirements, the task is completed. If they do not complete the task requirements, the task is considered a failure. A new task will appear elsewhere in the prison to replace it.

- Humans are immune to Demons' corruption whilst actively completing a task.

- The PA will announce all tasks that are completed, along with the remaining percentage of tasks left for the humans to complete.

Exorcising:

- Hidden throughout the prison are exorcism slips. These slips can be used by Humans to eliminate Demons.

- To use an exorcism slip, simply chant "Begone Demon!" and point the slip towards the intended target.

- If the target is a Demon, they will be eliminated. The PA will announce that a Demon has been successfully exorcised.

- If the target is Human, they will also be eliminated. The PA will announce the punishment that the eliminated Human must endure.

- Demons cannot use exorcism slips. If they try to, they will be eliminated and punished.

Corruption:

- When a Demon touches a Human, the Human will be secretly notified that they have been corrupted.

- The Human cannot say that they have been corrupted.

- The Human can pass their corruption to another Human by touching them.

- A corrupted Human cannot be corrupted again whilst already under the effects of corruption.

- A corrupted Human can purify themselves by either having sex with a priest or priestess (this role will be explained shortly), or by being the target of an exorcism (in which case they will not be eliminated).

- A corrupted Human cannot exorcise themselves.

- Each instance of corruption has a 1 hour timer which is visible to the corrupted Human, once that timer reaches 0, the Human will be eliminated.

- The corruption timer can be increased by 1 hour each time the corrupted Human has sex with a Demon.

Elimination:

- Each eliminated student will receive a strike token.

- Each eliminated student will immediately fall unconscious after any required punishment is completed.

- Eliminated students are not allowed to be touched by other students.

Roles:

- Each student will also have a role, along with their team allocation.

- Prisoner (Human), the generic human role, this role has no special abilities.

- Priest or Priestess (Human), can purify a student of the opposite gender of their corruption by having sex with them. They are immune to second-hand corruption being passed on to them and must be corrupted directly by a demon. Cannot purify themselves.

- Seer (Human), can ask each hour if a certain student is a Demon and will be informed if they are.

- Chosen One (Human), can eliminate Demons by having sex with them.

- Whore (Human), takes 10 chits from whoever they have sex with.

- Imp (Demon), the generic demon role, this role has no special abilities beyond being able to corrupt Humans.

- Seducer (Demon), converts the Chosen One or Whore into a Demon if they have sex with them.

- Overlord (Demon), when this Demon is exorcised, eliminate the student who exorcised them."

Eugene was familiar with this kind of game. It was similar to mafia, werewolf, and other similar spinoffs... Among Us came to mind. Eugene was worried he wouldn't be able to remember all the rules to the game, but a handy reference sheet was provided for him in his cell on top of his bunk's pillow. Next to it was also his hidden role card. Ordinarily, Eugene would have much preferred to be on the Demon team; an informed minority was much more his style compared to an uninformed majority, but in this case, he wasn't certain. He didn't want to be the reason anyone else got eliminated. If he were on the Demon team, he might as well sabotage them from within.

He needn't have worried. He picked up his card and turned it over to read it. Seer (Human). Fuck yeah. This was the next best thing. The Seer role had so much power in a game like this; he just needed to make sure he didn't get cocky and get himself killed off by the Demons early. He already knew who he was going to check first when the game began.

A few moments after reading his role card, it spontaneously combusted, burning up like a cheap magic trick.

"Motherfucker." Eugene shook his slightly singed hand. They could have at least warned him.

"The game will commence in 30 seconds." The PA announced. 30 seconds later, the PA dinged, and the door to Eugene's prison cell swung open. It was game time.


23: Demons I

"Is Devi a demon?" Eugene asked, almost a whisper, to the empty jail cell. He wasn't certain how his power was meant to work. The rules had been vague. Devi had proven herself throughout this fucked up game as a tactical thinker with a cool head. If she were on Eugene's side, she would make a formidable ally. Sure, he could have checked if Faith was a demon, but he was certain that she would just tell him when they found each other. If Faith were a demon, he would have to cross that bridge when he got there.

'NO.' A metallic voice echoed in Eugene's head.

'Well, that answers that question.' Eugene thought to himself, having a voice in his head that wasn't his was extremely unnerving, but that kind of weirdness was now becoming commonplace.

'You will be notified when you can use your power again.' The metallic informed. Yup, creepy.

Eugene peeked out of his cell and peered down both sides of the adjoining curved corridor. It was cold, dark, and void of people. Dozens of cell doors lined the outer edge of the corridor as far as Eugene could see, all of them open. A large glowing square illuminated the corridor down to the right, a task. If the humans were going to win, Eugene was going to have to get a start on completing them.

Eugene cautiously walked towards the square, a glowing '4' was in the middle; this task was going to need four people to complete. Theoretically, he would be safest in the square as he couldn't be corrupted whilst actively completing a task. But now he had to wait for others to join him. Shit. What if no one else came? By his estimate, and if his years of playing werewolf were anything to go by, there would probably be around three or four demons in a game of 23 people. Maths was not exactly Eugene's strong suit, so he didn't know the chances that one of the three people who joined him was a demon; he imagined it was quite high. Nothing in the rules stopped the demons from completing the tasks… or sabotaging them.

Eugene stepped over the glowing line. Walls of light surrounded him, making him unable to see outside of the square. He pressed his hand against the wall; it was solid and warm. Eugene poked, prodded, and pushed, but it looked like he was stuck here now. A few minutes later, a figure stepped through the wall of light. A dark skinned girl with dreadlocks, Brianna. She was one of Dorothy's close friends and was pretty tight with Devi, too. They were all in the school's anime club together.

"Whooooooooa, this is so cool." Brianna's eyes widened. She turned around and pushed on the wall of light. "How are they even doing this?"

"It doesn't seem physically possible," Eugene admitted.

"It isn't!" Brianna kept pawing at the wall. "It breaks all kinds of laws of physics. I should know, I'm a physicist! And this is downright illegal." Brianna turned to face Eugene. "So, how have you been, Eugene?" Her face beamed.

"Oh, you know, besides the kidnapping and sexual exploitation, pretty good." Eugene managed a half-smirk.

"Right. Right. Sorry. Insensitive question, I guess." Brianna was always bubbly, and circumstances didn't seem to change that. "Either way, it is still good to see you again. I'm so glad you and Faith are still together; you guys are soooo cute, and I always shipped you both in high school, even before you got together."

"Hah. Thanks, it's good to see you too."

"How odd…" Another figure stepped through the wall to join the pair, tall and shapely; it was Mrs Chambers. "Before I stepped into the square, I didn't see you two in here." Mrs Chambers proceeded to do the obvious and pushed against the wall.

"Did you see the wall of light miss?" Brianna asked.

"No, just an empty, glowing box."

"Fascinating!" Brianna looked like she was thinking hard.

The fourth and final participant entered for the task. The track superstar Orson. He gave a small wave to everyone else in the box. He seemed less intrigued by their predicament, or maybe he was just tired.

"Alright then. Let's do this thing." Orson said dryly.

"Four-player task - Endurance Test - 20 minutes." The metallic voice announced from on high, "The female participants must do their best to make the male participants cum, the male participants must do their best to avoid cumming. The task will be automatically completed at the end of 20 minutes. A strike will be given to each male participant who orgasms and to each female participant who fails to help make a male participant orgasm. You're time starts now."

"Strikes?" Eugene thought that was pretty harsh.

"Is anyone on two strikes?" Orson asked.

"None yet." Mrs Chambers said.

"Same." Eugene had been fortunate enough to avoid any strikes so far.

"Only one for me." Brianna nodded.

"I only have one." Orson agreed. "With that in mind, it would be best if I stayed out of it and both Brianna and Mrs Chambers make Eugene cum. That way, only one strike is handed out. Sorry Eugene."

"Uh…" Eugene looked around at the other people in the room; they seemed to be in agreement. "I guess that's alright." Eugene was being thrown under the bus, but at this point, there wasn't much he could do about it without causing trouble.

"Righty. Drop your pants, then, Eugene. We'll make this quick." Brianna bounced over to Eugene's side.

"Guess that makes sense." Mrs Chambers approached Eugene and flanked him with Brianna.

The two women pulled down Eugene's pants in tandem. They would both need to participate equally if they were going to avoid a strike. Brianna's slender fingers found their way to Eugene's balls and cupped them as Mrs Chambers grasped the base of Eugene's shaft. Both women pushed up against Eugene as they began to stroke and work his dick.

Several minutes passed with the two beauties taking turns pumping Eugene's shaft whist the other focused on playing with his balls. Brianna's hand in particular contrasted well against Eugene's fairer skin. Orson looked away as a few more minutes passed.

"Hey, you going to cum yet?" Brianna asked. "We are starting to cut this a bit close."

"I'm doing my best here," Eugene said. He was surprised the teamwork going on in his cock was not doing more to him.

"We are running out of time," Mrs Chambers said urgently, her voice carrying an edge of frustration as she placed a firm hand on Brianna's shoulder and pulled her down to her knees. The teacher's fingers wrapped around the back of the student's neck, guiding her former pupil's face directly towards the swollen tip of Eugene's cock. With deliberate pressure, she manoeuvred Brianna's lips to meet Eugene's shaft, guiding it firmly between her parted mouth.

Brianna didn't fight back—in fact, her eyes fluttered as Mrs Chambers worked her head up and down Eugene's length with steady, rhythmic motions. The feeling of being controlled, of being used in this way, sent a thrill through Brianna's body. She slipped one hand down between her own thighs, her fingers finding her wet pussy as she started to touch herself eagerly. Her muffled moans around Eugene's cock made it abundantly clear she was enjoying every degrading second of this.

After several deep strokes, Mrs Chambers pulled Brianna off of Eugene with a wet pop, a string of saliva still connecting her lips to his shaft. Without missing a beat, the mature teacher leaned forward and slurped him down herself, taking him deep into her experienced mouth. She bobbed her head with practised skill, rotating it in a twisted circular motion that sent spiralling sensations up Eugene's spine. Her tongue worked magic along the underside of his shaft whilst her lips sealed tight around him.

It was a sensational feeling, up there with the best blowjobs Eugene had ever received. He grasped desperately at the back of Mrs Chambers' silky black hair, his fingers tangling in the strands as he held her deep down on his cock, feeling her throat constrict around his tip. But despite how incredible it was, despite the expert technique and the taboo thrill of having his former teacher's mouth wrapped around his dick, Eugene was feeling completely spent. Maybe his balls were simply dry, their reserves depleted after everything that had happened today. They had closed up shop for the evening, it seemed.

"This isn't working." Mrs Chambers complained as she stood up. "Orson, looks like you're going to have to take one for the team." They had at most 5 minutes left.

"I don't think that is a good—" Orson's objections were cut short as Mrs Chambers pounced on him. Like a lioness, she stripped her prey of his clothes, and before Orson could say another word, Mrs Chambers had taken out his dick and guided it into her experienced pussy.

"Let's make this quick, Orson." Mrs Chambers covered Orson's mouth as she slid up and down his length. Eugene watched, dick flapping in the open as Brianna's affections left him and changed target to Orson.

"Miss, I need to help too!" Brianna crawled up to the pair on her hands and knees, her eyes bright with determination. She positioned herself underneath Mrs Chambers' gyrating ass, craning her neck upward to reach Orson's balls with her eager tongue. She licked and sucked at them hungrily, her lips wrapping around the sensitive skin as she took them into her warm mouth. She rolled them gently between her tongue and the roof of her mouth. Above her, Mrs Chambers' ass cheeks bounced.

"Cum for me, Orson, fill me up with your athletic cum," Mrs Chambers purred, her voice dripping with command and desire. She was like a machine precision-engineered for milking cock—her internal muscles clenching and releasing in perfect waves, her hips rolling in circles that hit every sensitive spot. She squeezed tight around his length, her experienced pussy working him with an expertise that only years could teach. The pressure built rapidly in Orson's core as she methodically drained his well of cum from him.

His love erupted in hot spurts, flooding into her welcoming depths before the excess dripped out around his shaft, running down onto his balls and into Brianna's waiting mouth below. She moaned softly as she tasted the mixture, lapping it up eagerly while Mrs Chambers continued to milk every last drop from Orson's trembling body.

"Task completed." The metallic voice said a few moments later. "Orson has gained one strike. Nine tasks remaining."

The wall of light around them vanished. Eugene immediately stepped back from the trio. He was no longer safe. Brianna clearly and deliberately touched Orson and Mrs Chambers. Eugene ran.


24: Demons II

When Eugene stopped running, he found himself in what looked like an old cafeteria, with long lines of wooden tables and chairs aligned in the large room. He steadied himself against the wall. Brianna was clearly a demon, and she struck at the most ideal time, right at the end of a task. When they were the most vulnerable. Eugene was lucky. If their affections hadn't swapped to Orson, he would be the one corrupted right now.

"Eugene?" A familiar voice called out. Eugene was about to dive for cover when he realised who it was.

"Yuto?" Eugene asked.

"The one and only." Yuto spun in place. "You a bad guy?" He kept his distance.

"If I were, you think I would tell you?" Eugene admitted as he tapped his clothes nervously.

"Naaah, you're a fucking human, knew it. You always were the worst traitor in these kinds of games." Yuto smiled.

"You got me there. You, on the other hand, were always great at it." Eugene slowly backed away.

"Sure am. So you'd best stay away." Yuto was impossible to read. "That being said, we need to get these tasks done as soon as possible, and that is going to require a little bit of teamwork, even if you don't trust me right now."

"I hate that you're right," Eugene said as he stepped a bit closer. "But you best keep your distance. Even if you are human, you might be corrupted and trying to palm it off to me."

"True." Yuto agreed. "I'd probably choose someone I liked less, though."

"Aw shucks, I'm flattered." Eugene chuckled. "Oh, speaking of which, in the spirit of teamwork, I should tell you that Brianna is a demon. Also, Mrs Chambers and Orson are corrupted." Eugene continued, relaying exactly what had happened in the last task.

"Shit, strikes are harsh."

"That's what I said." Eugene agreed. "Now Orson is going to be eliminated and expelled if he doesn't get rid of his corruption."

"Best hope he finds a priestess, or at the very least an exorcism slip." Yuto pondered, "Though wasting a slip on clearing corruption instead of eliminating a demon would be counterproductive."

Eugene noticed someone slowly creeping up behind Yuto, well, more like lumbering awkwardly.

"Yuto! Watch out behind you!" Eugene yelled, and Declan sprang out to grab Yuto. With a quick jink to the side, Yuto narrowly avoided being touched. He collided with the table and slid across the surface of it, slipping off and falling to the ground on the other side. Declan pounced with all the grace of a three-legged elephant.

"Begone, Demon!" Yuto yelled as Declan collapsed, crashing on top of him, falling unconscious. Eugene rushed over to check on them.

"Hah, suck it bitch!" Yuto pulled himself out from under Declan and jumped victoriously. "Good thing I found that exorcism slip."

"Nice work." Eugene laughed. It looked like he could trust Yuto after all.

"Yup. I'm the priest." Yuto admitted. "Now, I'm guessing by your nervous tapping on your side, you're the seer." Yuto had played enough games with Eugene to know his tells.

"Guilty."

"So who did you check?"

"Devi, she is a human."

"Good choice, hopefully we run into her soon."

"Task completed. Gregory and Betty have gained one strike. Eight tasks remaining." The metallic voice said over the PA.

"We'd better pitch in too," Yuto said. "Come on, I saw a task in the kitchen area over there." Yuto pointed towards a door at the back of the cafeteria. The pair entered the kitchen and were met with a thick wall of light.

"Looks like we were too late." Eugene sighed. He pressed against the wall of light. It was solid just like before. "Wait a second." Something interesting was written on the outside of the wall.

'Remove fog for 10 chits.' The words were inscribed next to a coin slot. Eugene raised an eyebrow and looked at Yuto.

"Up to you, man, my chit count is a bit light to be spending them for a bit of information." Yuto looked back and shrugged.

Eugene opened his chit pouch and paid up. Knowledge was power, and how people acted in tasks would help him determine who he could trust. The wall of light dissipated. Six people were competing in the task. Three of Eugene's least favourite people, Juan, Hugo, and Thomas walked around inspecting the other participants who were each tided down on their own metal table, legs and arms spread wide, the guys circled them like hungry wolves.

Hannah struggled against her bonds, and it looked like she was actually making some leeway. Dorothy, on the other hand, lay there like a limp noodle; she wasn't going anywhere. Finally, the last girl, a girl named Julia, a blonde-haired, green-eyed dancer, was a popular girl and ran with Betty's posse. It was coming back to Eugene. She was quite the party girl, and he had heard that Julia dabbled in modelling and acting without consistent success. However, she always seemed to be in Betty's shadow.

"Six player task - Sacrificial Lamb - 20 minutes." The metallic voice announced, Good, they were still getting the rules to the task. "The male participants must choose one of the females to be the sacrificial lamb. The chosen female will immediately gain a strike. The male participants will then be allowed to indulge in the sacrificial lamb's body if they so wish; the sacrificial lamb must comply. The male participants may instead choose to half their current chit total to instead pay the sacrifice themselves; no strikes will be given, but all male participants will lose chits. Male participants have two minutes to make a decision and choose a sacrificial lamb, if a unanimous decision is not reached, the task will be failed and all participants will gain a strike."

'Fuck this isn't good.' Eugene thought to himself. 'Hannah had just lost her virginity not that long ago, and now she might be subject to worse.'

"Sorry, girls, I ain't spending over $100k just to not fuck one of you," Thomas spoke up immediately.

"Dude, yeah, not worth it… I'd be out a lot too." Juan shook his head.

"So who are we gonna fuck then?" Hugo licked his lips as he walked over to Dorothy and grabbed her breast over her blouse.

"Please… not me." Dorothy let out a soft sigh.

"Oh, looks like this one's already revved up." Hugo slapped her tit dominatingly.

"No, I have two strikes already. If you pick me, I'll be expelled." Dorothy looked away from Hugo and incidentally over to where Eugene and Yuto were watching from, but she looked straight past them. Eugene was certain the participants couldn't see him.

"Nah, bet you'd like being a rich guy's slam pig—"

"That's enough, Hugo. I don't think we want anyone becoming a slave." Thomas said. It was surprisingly nice of him.

"I'm also on two strikes," Julia said loudly. "We can fuck after, just don't pick me."

"Wait, if we pick one of them, we can take them out and their chits get spread out, right? Or maybe there's a dirty demon." Hugo was on a path of blood.

"Choose me!" Hannah yelled out. The guys stopped in surprise and looked over to her.

"Are you sure?" Thomas asked.

"Yeah…" Hannah said defeatedly, "I've already been ruined, what is a little more? Especially if I can save the others."

"Hahaha, slut, she got a taste of dick and now wants more." Hugo chuckled. "Glad to help her out. Bet I can fuck you better than that limp dick Eugene did."

Hannah narrowed her eyes and looked at Hugo.

"I mean, I was pretty, like, blue balled when we last had a match up, so I think Hannah is a great choice." Juan agreed.

"Ten seconds remain for your decision." The PA announced.

"Guess we are going with Hannah." Thomas nodded. The others agreed, and the vote was concluded.

Hannah received her strike, a faint red glow pulsing against her wrist before fading. The metallic bindings on her arms and legs didn't release. She remained splayed open, vulnerable.

"Alright then." Thomas stepped forward first, positioning himself between Hannah's spread thighs. He traced a finger along her inner leg, making her shiver. "Appreciate the sacrifice, Hannah. Really."

"Just get it over with," Hannah muttered, turning her head to the side.

Thomas unzipped slowly, drawing out the moment. When he pressed against her entrance, Hannah squirmed. He pushed in steadily, filling her up. Hannah bit her lip, refusing to make a sound as Thomas began to thrust.

"Fuck, she's tight," Thomas groaned, gripping her hips. His pace quickened, the metal table creaking beneath them.

Juan moved to Hannah's head, already stroking himself. "Open up, Hannah. Might as well make the most of it."

Hannah squeezed her eyes shut but parted her lips. Juan guided himself into her mouth, shallow at first, then deeper. Hannah gagged slightly but adjusted, her throat working around the massive member.

"That's it," Juan encouraged, one hand pulling her hair. "Who knew you'd be so good at this?"

Hugo circled the table, watching the show with predatory interest. When Thomas pulled out, spent. Hugo immediately took his place.

"My turn." Hugo slammed into Hannah without warning, making her cry out around Juan's cock. He set a brutal pace, the table rattling violently. "Fuck yeah, take it."

Hannah's muffled moans grew louder despite herself, her body betraying her as Hugo pounded relentlessly. Juan groaned and thrust deeper into her throat.

"Gonna cum!" Juan warned before spilling down Hannah's throat. She swallowed reflexively, gasping when he withdrew. Trickles of cum dripping down her cheek.

Hugo wasn't finished. He flipped Hannah onto her stomach, the bindings adjusting automatically, and drove back into her from behind. The new angle made Hannah arch involuntarily.

"Shit, this ass," Hugo muttered, spreading her cheeks. Hannah's eyes widened in alarm.

"Don't—"

"Relax, not there... yet." Hugo laughed darkly but kept fucking her pussy, his fingers digging into her flesh. When he finally came, he pulled out and painted her lower back with his release.

Hannah collapsed against the table, breathing hard.

"Alright, who's next?" Hugo surveyed the room, wiping himself off. His eyes landed on Dorothy. "Think I'll test drive the others too."

"Hugo, the task is done," Thomas objected.

"Task said we could indulge. Didn't say we had to stop after one." Hugo grinned wickedly, approaching Dorothy's table.

Dorothy's eyes widened behind her glasses. "No, please—"

Hugo grabbed her breast roughly through her blouse, then tore the buttons open. "Bet you're soaking wet watching all that."

"Well, I'm not, like done with Hannah yet" Juan complained, gesturing toward Hannah. His massive cock was already hardening again. "Need to give her the full experience."

Hannah, still catching her breath, looked up with apprehension as Juan approached her table again. Her hair was dishevelled, her lips swollen, and she could still taste him in her mouth.

"Round two, sweetheart," Juan murmured, positioning himself between her legs. The restraints kept her spread wide, offering no resistance. "I've been wondering what it would be like to fuck you since our wrestling match."

"Just get it over with," Hannah whispered, staring at the ceiling.

Juan ran his hands along her thighs, feeling the toned muscle beneath her skin. "Relax. I promise I'll make it good." He pressed his considerable length against her entrance, still slick from Thomas's earlier attention.

Hannah gasped as he pushed in, stretching her further than Thomas had. "Oh my," she sighed, unable to stop the word from escaping.

"That's it." Juan encouraged, beginning a slow, deep rhythm. Unlike Hugo's frantic pace, Juan moved deliberately, angling his hips to hit spots inside her that made Hannah involuntarily moan. "See? Not so bad."

Across the room, Dorothy struggled against her restraints as Hugo finished ripping open her blouse, exposing her breasts in the uniform's bra.

"You don't need to do this." Dorothy whimpered, glasses sliding down her nose as she shook her head. "I can't…"

"Can't what?" Hugo mocked, roughly squeezing one breast while his other hand worked his zipper down. "Can't admit you want it? Your nipples tell a different story."

Dorothy squeezed her eyes shut as Hugo yanked her bra down, exposing her completely. He leaned down, taking a nipple between his teeth and biting just hard enough to make her yelp.

"You're fucking wet, aren't you?" Hugo growled, sliding a hand under her skirt to verify. "Fucking knew it. Watching Hannah get railed got you all hot."

"N-no," Dorothy stammered.

"Liar," he chuckled, positioning himself. "Let's see how good a fuck you are."

Dorothy cried out when Hugo thrust into her. Hugo grinned savagely, setting a punishing pace that had the metal table scraping against the floor.

"Fuck, you're tighter than Hannah, how is that possible?" Hugo groaned, gripping Dorothy's hips hard enough to bruise.

Across the room, Thomas stood awkwardly by Julia's table, watching the others. His gaze travelled over Julia's body, which was certainly pleasing.

"Go on then," Julia said softly.

Thomas hesitated, his cock still semi-hard from his session with Hannah. He glanced at Juan and Hugo, both fully engaged with their chosen partners.

Julia sighed. "If you're going to do it anyway, at least don't be rough."

Thomas nodded, moving closer. He unbuttoned Julia's blouse carefully, revealing her bra. "Nice," he commented, appreciating her supple skin.

Julia closed her eyes as Thomas continued undressing her, his touch surprisingly gentle. When he finally positioned himself between her legs, she was dry but didn't protest.

"Here we go," Thomas murmured, spitting into his hand to provide some lubrication before pushing slowly into her.

Julia adjusted herself to the intrusion. Thomas established a steady rhythm, not too fast or forceful, occasionally reaching to stroke her breast or hip.

Meanwhile, Juan had flipped Hannah over, the restraints reconfiguring to keep her on her knees, face pressed against the table. He grabbed her ass with both hands, spreading her cheeks as he plunged back into her from behind.

"Fuck, Hannah," he groaned, watching his thick shaft disappear into her. "Sure you were a virgin before all this? You're taking me all the way in. Not many girls can do that."

Hannah's knuckles were white as she gripped the edge of the table, small involuntary moans escaping with each thrust. Despite herself, her body was responding.

"That's it," Juan encouraged, reaching around to find her clit. "Take it all the way."

Hannah's body jerked at his touch, a strangled gasp escaping her lips. Juan grinned, rubbing circles while maintaining his deep, penetrating rhythm.

"Oh god." Hannah whimpered, her resistance crumbling as pleasure began to override everything else. Her hips moved back against Juan's thrusts, seeking more.

Across the room, Dorothy was checked out as Hugo continued his assault, one hand roughly palming her breast while the other gripped her throat just tight enough to restrict her airflow slightly.

"Look at you," Hugo taunted, "the quiet bookworm taking cock like a pro. Bet you fingered yourself thinking about this shit in your weird Japanese cartoons."

Dorothy turned her face away, but a moan escaped when Hugo hit a particularly sensitive spot.

"Fuck, I knew it." Hugo laughed, increasing his pace. "You're getting off on this. Your pussy's fucking gripping me."

"No," Dorothy said softly, but she couldn't help but feel like she was in her own personal hentai. Hugo's relentless pounding continued.

Thomas was still moving steadily with Julia, who had begun to respond slightly, her breathing quickening. He bent down to kiss her neck, surprisingly tender compared to the others.

"You okay?" he whispered against her skin.

Julia nodded slightly, her eyes still closed. Thomas continued his methodical strokes, occasionally adjusting his angle when he felt her respond.

Across the room, Juan's pace had become erratic, his fingers working Hannah's clit faster as he approached his climax. Hannah was panting now, her earlier resistance completely abandoned as pleasure built to a peak.

"Fuck, I'm gonna—" Juan groaned, thrusting deep.

"Yes—" Hannah gasped, her body tensing as an unexpected orgasm crashed through her. She shuddered violently, walls clenching around Juan's length as he emptied himself inside her with a guttural groan.

Hugo wasn't far behind, his grip on Dorothy's throat tightening slightly as he approached his finish. Dorothy's eyes were unfocused behind her askew glasses. When Hugo finally came with a triumphant roar, Dorothy's own body trembled with a confused, unwanted climax that left her surprisingly satisfied.

Thomas finished last, pulling out of Julia to spill onto her stomach in a surprisingly considerate gesture.

The task timer hit zero. The bindings released with metallic clicks, freeing all three women simultaneously. Hannah rolled onto her side, trembling and covered in various men's cum. Dorothy pulled her torn blouse closed with shaking hands whilst Julia simply lay there, staring at the ceiling as Thomas' release cooled on her stomach.

"Task completed. Hannah has received a strike. Seven tasks remaining." The PA announced clinically.

Eugene felt sick watching the whole ordeal through the now-transparent walls. Yet his cock was at full mast.

"Fuck..." Yuto breathed beside him. "That was..."

"Brutal." Eugene finished. The wall of light dissolved completely now that the task had concluded.

Hugo zipped up, grinning as he surveyed his handiwork. "Worth every second."

Thomas at least had the decency to look uncomfortable as he helped Julia sit up. Juan was already tucking himself away, that infuriating smirk still plastered across his face.

Hannah pushed herself upright, cum dripping down her thighs. Her eyes were hollow as she grabbed her discarded clothing. Dorothy fumbled for her glasses, blinking away her foggy vision, and she tried to button her ruined blouse with trembling fingers.

Eugene stepped into the kitchen area. "Hannah—"

"Don't." Hannah's voice was flat. She wouldn't meet his eyes as she dressed. "Just... don't." She was obviously still pissed off at him.

Juan stretched, utterly relaxed. "Well, that was fun. We should team up for more tasks, bros."

"Definitely," Hugo agreed, bumping fists with him.

Thomas remained silent, but didn't object and bumped fists with them.

Eugene's jaw clenched. Three of the worst guys had just formed an alliance, and that fist bump was a corruption vector. If any of them were a demon, the humans among them were corrupted now.

"Come on." Yuto touched Eugene's shoulder. "It doesn't look like we can help them right now. We need to keep moving."

Eugene nodded reluctantly. As they left the kitchen, he glanced back one more time. Hannah had finally gotten her clothes back on, such as they were. Dorothy still sat curled up, rocking slightly. Julia stared into space.

"I swear to god," Eugene muttered as they headed down another corridor, "if I find out any of those three are demons, I'm using every fucking exorcism slip I find on them."

"Agreed." Yuto's usually calm voice carried an edge Eugene had never heard before. "Absolutely agreed."

They rounded a corner and nearly collided with Faith.

"Eugene!" She threw her arms around him, then immediately pulled back, studying his face. "What's wrong? What happened?"

Eugene opened his mouth, then closed it. Had he just been corrupted?


25: Demons III

Eugene was stunned by his girlfriend's eager embrace.

"Hon? Are you ok?" Faith asked before realising the problem. She was touching him. If she were a demon, Eugene would have just been corrupted. Heck, maybe Eugene was a demon. "Oh god, I'm so sorry." She jumped back.

"It's ok." Eugene waited a few moments. No sign of corruption. "I think we are good." He pulled Faith close and planted a wanting kiss on her, the images of Hannah and the other girls still fresh in his mind.

"Love the reunion, but we got a game to win." The familiar voice of Devi chimed up.

Eugene pulled away from his kiss and saw Devi and Fredrick standing behind Faith.

"Oh good, we might actually have a chance now," Yuto said.

The group made their way to a secluded cell and informed each other of what had happened before they met up.

"So Brianna is a confirmed demon, Declan's a dead demon, and one of the three ass-ke-teers is probably one too?" Devi recapped.

"As far as we could tell. There are a lot of people who have been corrupted, if that is the case. So humans are about to start dropping like flies." Eugene nodded.

"Unless they get cleansed by a priest or priestess," Fredrick added.

"Or they start fucking demons," Faith added.

"So what are you guys?" Yuto asked the remaining teammates.

"I'm just a pleb human." Devi shrugged.

"Same here, just your regular guy," Fredrick added

"Call me Buffy, cause I'm the Chosen One!" Faith faked a punch and kicked in the air. "Gonna be kicking demon butts left and right."

Everyone fell silent at that.

"To eliminate a demon, you've got to fuck them, Faith," Devi said awkwardly.

"Wait, what?" Faith said as she pulled out the slip of paper with the role descriptions she had tucked away and read it carefully. "Aw, damn it, I thought I just had to touch them. This game is rigged!"

"That seems to be a common theme to these games." Eugene sighed. "So what is our plan then?" Eugene looked over to Devi, hoping that her mind would once again prove helpful.

"Glad you asked!" Devi grinned. "At first, I thought we should use Faith as a demon killer, but I doubt either of you is too keen on that idea."

"Nope." Faith and Eugene said in tandem.

"That's fine, especially because we don't know which demon is the Seducer. We don't want Faith flipping teams. So instead, our only real option is to do as many tasks as quickly as possible. We should stay as a group, as if we are together; we know we are all safe. As soon as we lose sight of each other, our chances of being corrupted skyrocket. Though there is one sure-fire way to check if someone is corrupted." Devi had her game face on.

"How?" Yuto was intrigued.

"I'm corrupted," Devi said. Everyone immediately took a step away from Devi. "Oh, don't worry, you are perfectly safe, because—"

"Humans aren't allowed to say if they are corrupted!" Eugene was right, Devi was remarkable.

"Ding ding! We have a winner." Devi pointed to Eugene. "If I were corrupted, I would have probably been punished or eliminated right now. Go on, try it."

Everyone else took turns saying the words, but nothing happened.

"Perfect," Devi continued, "so our next course of action is to run around looking for tasks as a group and avoid everyone else. If we do end up running into someone, we ask them to say the magic words, and if they don't, we can either purify them with Yuto's Priest ability if they are a female. Avoid them if they are male."

"What if we run into someone we think is a demon?" Faith asked.

"Then I touch them," Devi said. "Yuto will then have to purify me."

"I'm not a fan of that," Fredrick said. Devi put a reassuring hand on his arm.

"Now, now, we have to win this. Just think of it as the playoffs, anything to win." Devi smiled. Something was definitely going on between them.

"Orson and Mrs Chambers have succumbed to corruption." The PA announced. Orson has been expelled, and his 41 chits have been redistributed to the remaining students. 1 chit each. The remaining $18,000 will be made as a donation to a charity in Orson's name."

A collective gasp filled the cell.

"Poor Orson…" Faith said under her breath.

"We'd best get a move on then," Eugene said.

The group left the jail cell and navigated the cold corridors. Their footsteps echoed off concrete walls as they moved with purpose, checking corners and doorways. A glowing square illuminated the hallway ahead - number 5 painted in bright luminescence.

"Five people. That's us." Devi quickened her pace.

They crossed into the light-walled box together. The familiar warmth surrounded them, sealing them inside. Eugene braced himself, uncertain what twisted task awaited.

"Five-player task - Gloryhole Competition - 20 minutes." The metallic voice announced. "Female participants must service male participants through gloryholes. Males must achieve a total of 10 orgasms within the time limit or all participants receive a strike. Timer begins now."

The walls shifted. Two wooden partitions rose from the floor, each with circular holes cut at waist height. Eugene, Yuto, and Fredrick moved to one side, whilst Faith and Devi moved to the other.

"Well, this is straightforward at least." Yuto unbuckled his belt.

"Ten loads between three guys in twenty minutes?" Fredrick calculated aloud. "That's ambitious."

Eugene positioned himself at the middle hole. Through it, he could glimpse movement but couldn't identify which girl waited on the other side. The anonymity somehow made it worse.

Warm lips wrapped around his cock without preamble. Eugene gasped, gripping the partition as whoever was on the other side immediately got to work. The technique was aggressive, deliberate, all tongue and suction and zero hesitation.

Next to him, Fredrick groaned. "Fuck..."

Yuto remained silent, but his breathing had already changed.

The mouth on Eugene worked him with practised efficiency. No teasing, no build-up, just relentless attention designed to extract results. Fingers joined in, massaging his balls as the sucking intensified.

"First one!" Fredrick grunted, his hips jerking forward.

Eugene wasn't far behind. The combination of technique and pressure built rapidly. He came hard, gripping the wood as his release was swallowed eagerly. The mouth didn't pull away, continuing to work him through the aftershocks.

"Two." Yuto's calm voice announced his contribution.

On the other side of the partition, Eugene could hear Faith and Devi coordinating.

"Swap positions," he heard Devi say.

The mouth left him. Moments later, a different sensation. This one is softer, more familiar. Faith. Eugene would recognise her technique anywhere, the way she swirled her tongue and her particular rhythm.

"Three." Fredrick again.

Eugene hardened despite feeling spent. Faith's enthusiasm made up for his body's reluctance. She hummed around him, the vibration adding to the stimulation.

"We're not going fast enough." Devi's muffled voice carried through the partition. "Need to speed this up."

Faith pulled off with a wet pop. "Switch again."

The mouth that greeted him was rougher, sucking hard enough to border on painful, jerking movements rather than smooth strokes. But it worked. Within moments, Eugene was spilling his load into Devi's mouth.

"Four," Devi mumbled with a mouth full of cum before gulping it down.

"Five," Yuto yelled out as his legs shook, presumably by Faith's doing.

"Halfway there." Devi encouraged. "Keep going."

The rotation continued. Eugene lost track of which month he occupied. Everything blurred into sensation, wet heat, skilled tongues, relentless pressure.

His cock grew sensitive, protesting the repeated attention. But the girls on the other side showed no mercy. They worked in tandem, switching positions strategically, varying techniques to keep the stimulation fresh. He lost touch with what was happening.

"Eight." Yuto's announcement brought Eugene back.

"Two more." Faith panted. "Come on."

Eugene gritted his teeth as lips wrapped around him again. His body wanted to quit, but he focused on the image of Faith on her knees, working hard to complete the task. That mental picture, combined with the physical sensation, pushed him over.

"Nine." He groaned.

One more. They had maybe three minutes left.

"Fredrick, you're up," Devi commanded.

Eugene could hear Fredrick's laboured breathing. The Frenchman had already contributed his share, his body clearly struggling like Eugene's.

"I don't know if I can—"

"You can." Devi interrupted. "Faith, help me."

Through the gloryhole, Eugene glimpsed both girls working Fredrick's cock together. Four hands, two mouths, coordinated assault. Fredrick's groans grew desperate.

"Come on baby," Devi murmured. "Give it to us."

Fredrick lasted another minute before surrendering with a strangled cry.

"Task completed. Six tasks remaining."

The partitions descended back into the floor. Faith and Devi emerged, hair mussed, eyes cum-drunk. Faith immediately found Eugene, pressing against him despite their dishevelled states.

"Well." Yuto adjusted his pants with remarkable composure. "That was efficient."

"Sorry for being so rough." Devi wiped her mouth. "We needed results fast."

Fredrick pulled her into a quick embrace. "Don't apologise for being brilliant."

The light walls dissipated. They'd succeeded, but Eugene felt hollowed out in more ways than one. Only six more tasks remained between them and victory.

But elsewhere in the prison, the demons were hunting.


26: Demons IV

"Task completed. Five tasks remaining." The PA announced that the Eugene group was not the only one doing what they were supposed to. Halfway there. The group pushed on down a flight of stairs that led to a lower level of the prison. They found themselves in a hallway, almost identical to one they had just been in, lined with cells.

"That's odd." Yuto rubbed his chin, talking to no one in particular.

"It's a bit disorientating that everything is identical." Fredrick agreed.

"No, not that," Yuto shook his head, "I was thinking about eliminations. If one ass-ke-teers," he used the term that they had come up with for Thomas, Juan, and Hugo, "were corrupted, they should have been eliminated by now.

"Maybe we were wrong about them?" Fredrick questioned, "Thomas can be a lot, but I know he can be a good teammate. He always had my back on the field."

"I don't think we were wrong." Eugene rebutted.

"But how are they still standing then?" Fredrick raised his eyebrow.

"They have a female demon keeping them alive," Faith added.

"Very likely. Each time a corrupted human has sex with a demon, they increase their timer by an hour." Eugene reminded them of that particular rule.

"I don't love it that we have humans wrapped around the demon's fingers." Faith sighed.

"We should watch out for anyone who has two strikes; they are the most susceptible," Devi said with some trepidation, "poor things are lambs to the slaughter."

The group's conversation was interrupted by muffled sounds echoing from somewhere ahead, rhythmic and unmistakable. Eugene held up a fist, halting the others. They crept forward, following the noise to a cell with its door ajar.

"Wait here," Eugene whispered. The others nodded as he approached alone, peering through the gap.

Inside, Kit's chubby frame was sprawled on a metal bunk. His pants were around his ankles, his massive cock jutting upward like a monument. Ami bounced on top of him, her body glistening with sweat.

"Are you sure this is ok?" Kit groaned.

Ami's face was a mask of concentration mixed with annoyance. "Just shut up and cum already." She increased her pace, her small breasts bouncing as she rode him harder.

Kit's eyes rolled back. "Oh god, I'm gonna—"

"Finally!" Ami lifted herself as thick ropes of cum painted her stomach. She wiped it off with clinical efficiency, her expression cold.

Kit lay there panting, a dopey smile on his face. Ami climbed off and began dressing with sharp, angry movements.

"That was… really nice," Kit breathed.

"Whatever." Ami pulled her shirt over her head. "I have the Whore role. Just stole 10 credits from you."

Kit's smile faltered. "Wait, what?"

"You heard me." Ami buttoned her pants. "I needed the money. Someone has to make credits in this damn game." Her tone turned bitter. "My fiancé got himself eliminated so early like the idiot he is."

"But I thought—"

"You thought wrong." Ami finished dressing and turned toward the door.

Eugene quickly retreated, pressing against the wall beside the entrance. His team looked at him questioningly. He shook his head and gestured for silence.

Ami emerged from the cell, not noticing the group in the shadows. She walked off in the opposite direction, muttering under her breath about "useless men" and "having to do everything herself."

Once her footsteps faded, Eugene exhaled. The others gathered around him.

"What did you see?" Devi whispered.

"Kit and Ami. She's the Whore." Eugene kept his voice low. "Just drained him for credits."

"Harsh," Yuto commented.

"She seemed pissed about Declan getting eliminated," Eugene added.

Faith's expression softened. "Can't really blame her. This whole thing is fucked."

"True enough." Fredrick glanced down the corridor where Ami had disappeared. "Should we recruit her?"

"Maybe later," Devi suggested. "We're doing okay on our own right now. I know Ami, and adding her when she is on the war path might slow us down."

"What about Kit?" Fredrick asked.

"Best to leave him, too," Devi suggested.

The group continued moving, leaving Kit to his post-coital recovery.

It wasn't long until they found the next task. This one was only a four-player one.

"How about Faith, Eugene, Fredrick and me do this one?" Devi suggested.

"I'm fine sitting this one out." Yuto shrugged.

"Sounds good to me!" Faith said as she stepped into the box. Immediately, the walls of light surrounded it.

"Shit, what happened!?" Eugene rushed to the box and placed his hands on the outside of the wall. There was no getting in.

"Damn it!" Devi slapped herself on the forehead. I should have expected something like this. "There were already three people in that task waiting when Faith stepped in; we just couldn't see them from the outside."

"Fuck. I hope Faith is ok." Eugene was still pushing against the wall.

"Looks like we can find out." Yuto pointed out the same writing they had seen on the outside of Hannah's task. 10 chits to see inside. Eugene didn't hesitate, paying the price immediately.

The wall of light dimmed to show the four people inside. Besides, Faith was Rachel, Kit's stepsister, who was pulling frustratingly at her own curly blonde hair. Mason, who Eugene remembered seeing face-fuck the hell out of Rachel on the island, was also there. Finally, Quinton, the one who had forced Hannah to lose her virginity to Eugene in the card game. Eugene didn't like this line-up at all.

"Eugene, you keep a watch on the game. The rest of us are going to set up a perimeter and will call out if anyone comes by." Devi said as she coordinated the others.

"Alright." There was no way Eugene was leaving this spot anyway.

"Four player task - Pleasure Threshold - variable minutes." The metallic voice announced clinically. "The two female participants must bring the two male participants to the edge of orgasm and hold them there for a cumulative total of 20 minutes between both males - 10 minutes each. Males may not cum. If a male orgasms, restart his timer. If both males achieve their 10-minute edge threshold, the task is complete. The task fails if either male cums three times and will result in all participants receiving a strike."

Through the wall, Eugene watched Faith's shoulders slump as she read the same text. Rachel looked equally dismayed, her eyes darting between Mason and Quinton.

"Fuck this," Rachel muttered, crossing her arms.

"Ladies, we all want to avoid strikes here." Quinton's voice carried that same calculated coldness Eugene remembered from their match. "So let's coordinate properly."

"Fine. I'll take Mason," Rachel said flatly. "Faith can handle you."

Mason grinned, already unbuckling his belt. "Works for me. Though good luck not making me bust quick, Rachel. Been wanting another crack at that mouth of yours."

Rachel's jaw tightened, but she said nothing, moving toward Mason with resignation.

Faith approached Quinton, her expression unreadable. Eugene's hands pressed harder against the warm barrier, wishing he could reach through and pull her back.

The timer started.

Faith dropped to her knees before Quinton, her movements methodical as she freed his cock. No hesitation, no teasing. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft and began stroking with practised efficiency.

Across the space, Rachel had already taken Mason into her mouth, her head bobbing with about as much lack of interest as she could muster. Mason's hand tangled in her curly blonde hair, guiding her rhythm.

"That's it," Quinton breathed, his fingers finding Faith's ginger locks. "Just like that. Get me close."

Faith increased her pace, her other hand cupping his balls. She knew exactly what she was doing. Eugene couldn't help but feel conflicted, she really knew how to suck cock, and she looked beautiful doing it. If only it weren't Quinton's cock she was accommodating.

"Time check," Rachel pulled off Mason with a wet sound. "How long?"

"Two minutes," Quinton managed, his hips shifting.

"Not fast enough, this will take forever." Faith's voice was steady. "We need you right at the edge."

She leaned forward, pressing her breasts together around Quinton's cock. She worked Quinton's length between her soft mounds, her spit providing lubrication.

"Fuck." Quinton's head fell back.

"There we go. Good boy." Faith muttered.

Mason wasn't faring much better. Rachel had resumed her assault, taking him deeper, her throat working around his considerable girth.

"Both males are at the edge," the PA announced.

Mason's face was flushed, his breathing ragged. Rachel recognised the signs and pulled back immediately.

"Don't you dare," she warned.

"Can't help it," Mason grunted. "Your throat's too good."

Rachel switched tactics, using just her hands. Long, slow strokes designed to maintain arousal without pushing him over. Smart. Eugene had to admit her control was impressive.

Faith had worried her breasts were too much for Quinton to handle, so she decided to mix it up. She guided Quinton to the ground and straddled him. Faith ground her pussy lips against Quinton's cock, still with her panties on, but the friction was evident. She rolled her hips in that way that drove Eugene crazy, that circular motion that—

"Getting real close," Quinton warned.

"Good." Faith's voice had taken on a breathy quality. Was she enjoying this? Eugene couldn't tell if it was genuine arousal or performance.

"Quinton: seven minutes. Mason: six minutes." The PA announced how long the boys had been on the edge.

Rachel was struggling. Mason's cock was swollen, angry-red, and he kept trying to thrust up into her grip. She had to grip the base hard to prevent his orgasm.

"Stop fucking moving," Rachel hissed.

"Can't. Need to cum."

"Well, you can't. Not yet."

Faith's movements grew more deliberate, her grinding slowed to an agonising pace that kept Quinton teetering. Eugene watched her face contort with concentration as she balanced the knife's edge between pleasure and completion.

"Fuck, Faith—" Quinton's warning came too late. His cock pulsed, thick ropes spurting across her stomach.

"Shit!" Faith scrambled back. "Quinton's timer reset."

Rachel groaned, redoubling her efforts on Mason. She needed him to last while Faith got Quinton back to the edge. Her hands worked in tandem, one stroking his shaft while the other teased his balls.

"You better not cum," Rachel warned Mason through gritted teeth.

Mason's face was a mask of concentration, his muscles taut as he fought his body's demands. Rachel's technique was merciless, slow enough to avoid triggering his release, fast enough to keep him desperate.

Faith had already gotten Quinton hard again, taking him in her mouth this time. Her head bobbed with purpose, tongue swirling around his tip.

Rachel switched tactics with Mason, pressing her breasts around his cock. The new sensation made Mason's hips jerk involuntarily.

"No, no, no—" Rachel tried to pull back but Mason grabbed her shoulders, thrusting between her tits. His cock erupted, painting her chest and face with cum.

"Fuck!" Mason collapsed back, chest heaving.

Mason's timer had reset.

Faith pulled off Quinton's cock with a wet pop. "We need to coordinate better."

Rachel wiped cum from her face, her expression murderous. "No shit."

The girls worked in tandem now, each stroking their assigned cock with mechanical precision. No fancy techniques, just steady, measured strokes designed to build arousal without tipping over. Faith leaned in close to Quinton, her breath hot against his ear as she whispered something Eugene couldn't hear. Whatever she said made Quinton's cock throb in her grip, but he held back.

Rachel had abandoned finesse entirely, using both hands on Mason's shaft in a twisting motion that had him gasping.

Eugene held his breath. The girls maintained their pace, unwavering in their focus.

"Both males are at the edge."

For a while there, it looked like they were going to make it. They had to hold for thirty more seconds. Faith kept stroking Quinton, her other hand reaching down to cup his balls. Rachel did the same with Mason, their movements synchronised. But then…

Mason came first. His cock pulsed in Rachel's grip, but she immediately released him, letting his orgasm spray uselessly across the floor. Rachel's face went white. If she couldn't get Mason back to the edge and hold him there for ten minutes before time ran out, they'd all get strikes.

"Come on, you selfish prick," Rachel hissed, immediately working Mason's cock back to hardness. "Don't you dare fail me now."

Mason was still sensitive from his orgasm, every touch making him flinch. Rachel showed no mercy, using her mouth to speed the process.

Quinton was not far behind, the competition reflex sending him over the edge, and a load of cum was caught by Faith in her mouth; she drank it down.

"We need a new approach," Faith said, wiping her mouth. "This isn't working."

Rachel's eyes darted between the two men, both already starting to harden again despite their recent orgasms. Whatever those implants were doing to their bodies, the refractory periods were unnaturally short.

"I have an idea," Rachel said, her voice tight. "But you're not going to like it."

Before Faith could respond, Rachel moved to Mason and positioned herself over his lap, guiding his semi-hard length to her entrance.

"What are you—" Faith started.

"Getting him to the edge as fast as possible," Rachel cut her off, sinking down onto Mason with a sharp intake of breath.

Mason's hands immediately went to Rachel's hips as she began to ride him. The stimulation had his cock hardening rapidly inside her, and within moments he was fully erect.

Faith glanced at Quinton, then at the timer. Rachel was right, they were running out of time. She straddled Quinton, reaching down to pull her panties aside.

"Faith—" Quinton began, but she silenced him by sliding her pussy lips around Quinton's cock, making certain she wasn't entered.

"Shut up," Faith breathed, her hands bracing on his chest. "Just hold it together."

She started to grind against him, her hips rolling in slow, deliberate circles. The friction was immediate and intense. Quinton's cock felt comfortable between her lips. Faith leaned down and kissed Quinton, forcing herself to focus on the mechanics rather than the sensation.

Across from her, Rachel had established a quick, efficient rhythm, bouncing on Mason's lap with single-minded determination. Her face was set in concentration, ignoring Mason's groans of pleasure.

"Both males are at the edge," the PA announced.

"Already?" Rachel panted, slowing her movements immediately. She switched to grinding, reducing the stimulation just enough to keep Mason teetering.

Faith slowed, adjusting her pace to match. She leaned forward, changing the angle, and was rewarded by Quinton's grunt of satisfaction.

"Right there," he groaned. "Don't move."

Faith held position, barely moving, just the smallest shifts of her hips to keep him engaged without pushing him over.

Rachel's thighs trembled from the effort of maintaining control. Mason's fingers dug into her flesh, his hips trying to thrust upward, but she pinned him down.

They just had to hold it for ten minutes.

Faith's breathing grew heavier as she maintained her grinding. The position was putting pressure on her clit, and despite her best efforts to stay detached, her body was responding. She felt herself growing wetter.

"Quinton: four minutes," the PA updated.

Quinton's hands moved to Faith's breasts, squeezing them. Faith allowed it, anything to keep him engaged but not overwhelmed. She rolled her hips again and again.

Rachel switched tactics, lifting herself nearly off Mason's cock before sinking back down in one smooth motion. The movement was measured, controlled, and designed to spike his pleasure without sending him over.

"Mason: three minutes."

"Gonna cum," he warned.

"Not yet," Rachel hissed, "Hold it, hold it."

"Quinton: ten minutes. Task requirements met," the PA announced just as Quinton's cock began to pulse against Faith.

Faith immediately lifted off him, stopping his release. Just Mason is left now.

Mason's control broke completely; he started to groan. He was going to burst.

Faith dived and gripped the base of Mason's cock hard.

"Not today!" Faith yelled defiantly. At the same time, her own pleasure had peaked over the edge, and she found herself shaking and moaning. Quinton's cock had riled her up, and the adrenaline had pushed her over.

"Task completed. Four tasks remaining."

The light walls dissipated. Eugene rushed forward as Faith stumbled towards him, catching her as she nearly lost her balance.

"I'm okay," Faith said quietly, leaning into Eugene's embrace. "I'm okay."

Rachel remained seated on Mason's lap for a moment longer, catching her breath, before climbing off with Mason's release leaking from her. She pulled her panties back into place without a word.

"That was..." Quinton started.

Eugene wanted to punch Quinton's smug face in, but he held himself back. They had more important things to focus on.

"Thanks for that, Faith." Quinton grinned.

Ok. Maybe they didn't have more important things to focus on. Eugene clenched his fist.

"Whoa, hold on, I know who all four demons are." Quinton raised his hands defensively, "And I'll tell you if you just chill for a second. Besides I don't have much time left, the nerd—" Quinton fell to the floor unconscious.

"Quinton has succumbed to corruption." The PA announced.

"Idiot," Eugene muttered.


27: Demons V

After passing Devi's tests, Rachel and Mason were added to the group. They both said they were corrupted, touched each other once, then said it again. It was very unlikely they were both demons, so they were safe.

Kit had also joined after wondering towards them, he brought with him two things: a defeated puppy dog look, and much more importantly an exorcism slip he had found on the ground. Similarly, Kit was tested and found to be human. The group was getting large, but at least they were all cleared.

It wasn't all good news, though, as the group were regaining their bearings, the PA announced that Betty and Gregory had succumbed to corruption. They moved together, searching for the next task, but the size of the group made progress a bit slower. The group moved down another level to what they expected was the ground floor of the prison. It had the same identical corridor as the floors above.

"End of the line, little humans," Brianna said, blocking the path forward with a wicked grin on her face as she rushed forward.

"Fuck! The slip!" Eugene stretched his arm out towards Kit expectantly but Kit was already running away. "Damn it!" The group turned and fled down the corridor. As they moved, they ran into another problem. Thomas, Juan, and Hugo. They had been surrounded. Eugene's group was herded around like a school of fish.

What exactly happened next was a blur; people were grabbed, the group was fractured, and Eugene had slipped away with Faith, Rachel, and Kit. They found themselves in what looked like the visitation room of the prison. The group waited silently for almost half an hour, just to be sure they were alone.

"We need to run our checks." Faith was the first to speak up. "Did anyone get grabbed?"

"I'm corrupted," Eugene said, immediately proving he was not. Faith and Rachel joined suit.

"Kit?" Rachel asked expectantly.

"Sorry guys… I think Thomas touched me." Kit couldn't say the words to clear him. He had been corrupted.

"Well, at least it confirms that Thomas is a demon," Eugene said.

"I'm gonna fuck that bastard to death." Faith clenched her fist and raised it.

"Uh… no need for that. Plus, we don't know which demon Thomas is." Eugene sighed.

"Can someone use this on me?" Kit pulled out his exorcism slip.

"Not a chance," Eugene replied, "we need that to take out the demons."

"But I don't want to be eliminated," Kit said sullenly.

"Oh would you grow some balls already!?" Rachel snapped at Kit. "I swear to god you couldn't be any more useless if you tried."

"I'm… sorry." Kit's eyes welled.

"Stop apologising." Rachel rolled her eyes.

"I just want to protect you, and I can't do that if I'm eliminated," Kit said.

"You can't do that when you are fucking in the game, else I wouldn't have been made Mason's bitch so often."

Kit stood up and turned away. It looked like he was going to run. He turned back to the group, walked towards them, tears dripping down his cheeks and threw the exorcism slip on the floor.

"Fine. Take it. I'm going." Kit said.

As Eugene went to grab the slip, Kit did something he had not expected. He pushed Eugene with all his might. Eugene stumbled back.

"See how you like being corrupted." Kit ran off into the darkness.

"Fuck, Kit, get back here." Rachel ran after him.

'You have been corrupted. Time remaining 59 minutes, 30 seconds.' A timer appeared in Eugene's peripheral vision.

"Are you ok?" Faith went to comfort Eugene.

"Stay back." Eugene stepped away. "I don't want you catching anything."

"Oh, hon… I'm so sorry." Faith wanted to hold Eugene close and breathe him i,n but she couldn't, not unless she wanted to be corrupted too.

"It's fucked up…" Eugene slumped down against the wall.

"I can help." A dark voice said from the shadows.

Naia emerged from the darkness, her long black hair framing her intense hazel eyes. She moved with predatory grace, each step measured and deliberate.

"I can cleanse you, Eugene." Her voice carried that unsettling mixture of desire and detachment that Eugene had come to associate with her. "I'm the Priestess."

Eugene's mind raced. Something about Naia's eager approach set off every alarm bell in his head.

"How do I know you're not lying?" Eugene kept his distance, his back pressed against the cold concrete.

"Does it matter?" Naia tilted her head, a strand of hair falling across her face. "You've got less than an hour before you're eliminated. I'm your only option right now."

"Do you want something in return?" Eugene asked cautiously.

"I've wanted you since that island." Naia's tongue darted across her lips. "The way you moved, so focused, so angry. When you fucked me during the card game it only made it worse." Her breathing quickened. "I want you again, and forever."

"Absolutely not." Eugene pushed himself upright, putting more distance between them.

"Hon, we don't have a choice." Faith's words shocked him. "If you get eliminated, you'll get another strike token. You already have one. Two more and—"

"I'm not fucking her."

"But I want you to." Naia's eyes gleamed in the dim light. "I need you to. Please, Eugene. Let me save you." Her hand reached out, fingers trembling slightly.

Eugene looked at Faith; his expression was pained but resolute.

"Do it." Faith crossed her arms, whether to comfort herself or maintain distance, Eugene couldn't tell.

"Faith—"

"I'm serious. We made a promise, remember? No matter what happens, we still love each other at the end." Faith's voice cracked. "This is what has to happen."

Naia moved closer, her movements fluid and purposeful. She reached for Eugene's belt.

"Wait." Eugene caught her wrists. "If we're doing this, we're doing it my way."

Naia's smile widened, predatory and satisfied. "Whatever you want master."

Eugene guided her backwards until she hit the wall. He kept his grip on her wrists, pinning them above her head with one hand. The position gave him control, let him dictate the pace.

"You're even better when you're commanding." Naia breathed, her hips rolling forward to meet his.

Eugene used his free hand to hike up her uniform's skirt, pushing aside her panties roughly. No preamble, no foreplay. He freed his cock and positioned himself at her entrance.

"Yes," Naia moaned as he thrust into her. "Fuck yes."

Her pussy gripped him tight, just as he remembered from the card game. But this time felt different. More desperate. More necessary. Eugene set a punishing pace, slamming into Naia with force that made her gasp. Her head fell back against the concrete, exposing the pale column of her throat.

"Harder," she demanded, her legs wrapping around his waist. "Use me. Make me feel it."

From the corner of his eye, Eugene could see Faith watching. His girlfriend's face was a mask of conflicting emotions, jealousy, arousal, and resignation.

"Look at her," Naia purred in his ear. "Your sweet girlfriend is watching you destroy my pussy. Does it turn you on? Knowing she's seeing how good you fuck?"

"Shut up." Eugene released Naia's wrists to grip her throat instead, not hard enough to restrict airflow but enough to assert dominance.

Naia's smile only widened. She reached between them, her fingers finding where they were joined. "Feel that? Feel how wet I am for you? Your cock fits so perfectly inside me."

Eugene closed his eyes. He wanted to hate this, wanted to feel nothing but mechanical necessity. But Naia's body responded to his every thrust with enthusiasm.

"Faith," Naia called out, her voice breathy. "You should feel how big he is for me. How deep he reaches. Your boyfriend's cock is fucking incredible."

"I said shut up." Eugene squeezed her throat harder.

"Make me." Naia's eyes glittered with challenge.

Eugene captured her mouth in a bruising kiss, swallowing her moans as he continued to pound into her. Her pussy fluttered around him, signalling her approaching climax. Naia's nails raked down his back through his uniform.

"You feel so good. Gonna cum on your perfect cock."

Her walls clenched as her orgasm hit. Eugene felt his own building in response, the pressure mounting despite his desire to maintain control.

"That's it," Naia gasped. "Fill me up. Let your girlfriend watch you breed me."

The crude words pushed him over. Eugene buried himself deep, his release pulsing into Naia's waiting pussy. She milked him through it, her inner muscles working to extract every drop.

'Corruption purified.' The metallic voice in his head announced.

Eugene pulled out immediately, letting Naia slide down the wall. His cum dripped from her onto the floor as she sat there with a satisfied smile.

"Thank you, master," she whispered, her hand trailing between her legs. "That was everything I hoped for."

Eugene tucked himself away and turned to Faith. His girlfriend's expression was unreadable.

"I'm sorry," he started.

Faith held up a hand. "You did what you had to." She swallowed hard. "We need to find the next task so we can finish this game."

Naia stood on shaky legs, adjusting her uniform. "I guess you will want to keep me around, I'm quite useful."

Unfortunatel,y she was right.


28: Demons VI

The next task Eugene found was a six-player one. The trio entered and found Kit and Rachel waiting for them. It seemed that Kit had composed himself and was sitting on the ground quietly next to Rachel.

"Good news, Kit," Eugene said, "Naia's the priestess, so you didn't just kill me before." Eugene felt less mad at Kit and more just sorry for the guy. He was too pathetic to hate.

"Naia, can you cleanse Kit? He is corrupted too." Eugene asked.

"No."

"What? Why not?"

"Cause I don't want to fuck him. I want to fuck you, master." Naia shrugged.

"Damn it. Why did we even bring you with us?" Eugene pulled at his own hair.

"If you cleanse Kit, you can fuck Eugene again," Faith said coldly and looked away.

"Oh? What's that, did you enjoy watching your boyfriend's seed fill me up?" Naia's teeth were daggers. "Is he ever that rough with you? I'm guessing not."

"Shut your mouth, Naia." Eugene snapped before looking at Faith, his girlfriend, who had given him a knowing look. This was what needed to be done. "If you cleanse Kit, I'll fuck you again."

"Oh, thank you, master, I'll cleanse the fatty right away." Naia's words were almost melodic.

"That will have to wait," Brianna said. With all the commotion, they hadn't even noticed that she had entered the task. Everyone shuffled away from her. "Oh, don't worry! I can't get you in here. Can't corrupt you during tasks, unfortunately. I just wanted to see what was going on. These tasks, hel,l this whole game is truly a technological miracle."

"Six-player task - Guess Hole - 30 minutes." The task explanation began. "The four female participants will be placed into boxes that expose each girl's mouth, breasts, pussy, and ass. The two male participants will take turns be blinded through their implant. Each male participant must correctly identify who each of the girls is. The male participants must primarily use their cock to explore the girls. No talking is permitted between any player. Each male participant will have 15 minutes each to come up with their answers. For each failed guess, a strike will be assigned to a random participant. At least one of the male participants must get all four guesses correct for the task to succeed."

Four wooden structures had materialised in the task square, each with strategic cut-outs for mouths, breasts, pussies, and asses. The boxes were on their side and slightly raised, at perfect 'dick-height'. Each girl settled into a box without talking and positioned themselves ready for the task ahead.

Eugene watched as Kit went first. Kit's implant activated immediately, plunging him into darkness. The boxes were then shuffled, mixing up where each girl was. Kit stumbled forward, his hands outstretched until they found the first box.

Eugene saw the lineup from his vantage point: Brianna in box one, Rachel in box two, Faith in box three, and Naia in box four. Kit would need to identify each of them without Eugene's help.

Kit freed his massive member, the thing already semi-hard despite the circumstances. He stood there nervously, uncertain what to do. Eugene rolled his eyes and pushed Kit toward the first box.

Kit talks to himself as he explores Brianna. He slapped his massive cock against her exposed ass, the dark skin jiggling with each impact.

"Okay, okay... gotta figure this out," Kit mutters, moving to slap his shaft against the side of Brianna's face protruding from the box. The sound echoed through the confined space.

He positioned himself at her breasts, pushing his cock between the modest mounds. Brianna's chest isn't as ample as some of the others. Kit seemed uncertain; he thrusted a few times experimentally.

"Not... not sure..." Kit withdrew and moved lower. Without warning, he guides his tip to the exposed pussy and pushes inside.

Brianna's body tensed, a muffled sound escaping despite the no-talking rule. Hopefully, it didn't count as her talking. Kit begins to thrust awkwardly.

"Tight... really tight..." Kit's massive cock stretched whoever this was. He picked up pace, lost in the sensation rather than focusing on identification.

Several minutes pass before Kit pulls out, moving to box two. He immediately aims for the pussy again, apparently abandoning subtlety.

Rachel's exposed lower half trembled as Kit's enormous girth forces its way inside. Her body jerked, the box creaking.

"Oh fuck," Kit groans. "This one's... different..."

Rachel's pussy clenched around Kit's shaft involuntarily. Despite her disgust at the situation, her body responded to the overwhelming fullness. Kit began thrusting erratically.

Eugene could see Rachel's mouth through the cut-out, twisted in a grimace that slowly shifted to something else.

"This one is really nice..." Kit panted.

Rachel moaned loudly as her body convulsed, her pussy spasmed around Kit's cock. The visible wetness dripping down confirms what Eugene suspected: she just came on her stepbrother's dick despite herself.

Kit stumbled to box three, where Faith waited. He seemed to have gained some confidence now. He started with her breasts, pushing his massive member between them and thrusting.

Faith's generous cleavage engulfed as much of Kit's length as possible. The massive cock meets its match in Eugene's girlfriend's breasts. He fucked her tits with increasing enthusiasm before moving lower.

Kit slid his cock into Faith's waiting pussy. Eugene watched as his girlfriend's mouth opened wide as Kit's substantial size pushed her apart.

"Mmm..." Faith bit her lip, trying to stay silent. Kit establishes a steady rhythm, his thick cock stretching her with each thrust.

After several minutes, Kit moved to the final box. Naia's exposed body parts awaited him.

The moment Kit entered Naia's pussy, after a few thrusts, his entire demeanour changed.

"Huh…" Kit slowed his movements.

"Time's up," the PA announces. "Make your guesses."

"Box one... I think that's... Rachel? Box two is Brianna. Box three is Faith. Box four is Naia."

Kit's blindness lifted.

"Incorrect," the PA announces. "Kit identified two correctly: Faith and Naia. Rachel and Brianna were incorrectly guessed. Two strikes will be randomly distributed."

Kit's face falls as two students receive strikes… Eugene, and then Faith.

"That's bullshit," Eugene complained. Kit was constantly causing him trouble.

"I'm sorry, I didn't expect… Rachel to uh…" Kit regained his vision.

"Say another word, I will gut you like a fish." Rachel retorted.

Kit regained his vision, and Eugene's world plunged into darkness as his implant activated. He heard the mechanical whir of the boxes shuffling, their positions randomising. His hands stretched forward, searching for guidance in the void.

'Think. Use everything but sight.'

He found the first box, running his fingers along the wooden edge before locating the exposed flesh. His cock was already hardening despite the clinical nature of the task.

Eugene started methodically. He pressed his shaft against the exposed ass, feeling the texture of the skin. Smooth. Toned. He moved to the breasts, modest, firm. The pussy was tight when he pressed his tip against it, but he didn't enter. Not yet.

'Could be Rachel or Brianna.'

He moved to box two. The ass was fuller, curvier. The massive breasts gave his girlfriend away though.

'Faith.'

Box three had an athletic build. Firm ass, perky breasts that were larger than the first box but not as full as the second. The pussy gripped his tip eagerly when he tested it.

'Definitely could be Rachel.'

Box four's skin was cooler to the touch. Slim build, small breasts. The pussy was incredibly tight. Though he knew who this was, he had just fucked her a moment ago.

'Has to be Naia.'

Eugene returned to box one. He needed more information to be certain. He positioned himself at the mouth opening and pressed his cock forward. The lips parted, tongue swirling immediately. The technique was aggressive and practised.

'Brianna. She was this enthusiastic during the last task I had with her.'

He moved to box three, repeating the process. This mouth was less eager, more mechanical. The tongue worked efficiently but without passion.

'Rachel. Still angry about everything.'

Box four's mouth greeted him with desperate longing. Suckling and not wanting to let go.

'Naia. That confirms it.'

But Eugene needed to be absolutely certain. He returned to box two—Faith's box, he was sure of it—and positioned himself at her pussy. He pushed inside slowly, feeling her stretch around him. The sensation was unmistakable. The way her walls gripped him, the specific heat and wetness, the subtle flutter. This was Faith.

"Time's up. Make your guesses."

"Box one is Brianna. Box two is Faith. Box three is Rachel. Box four is Naia."

The PA chimed. "Correct. Task completed. Three tasks remaining."

The boxes opened, releasing the women. Faith emerged first, her face flushed, hair dishevelled.

Faith leapt onto Brianna before the demon could react, tackling her to the ground with surprising ferocity. They hit the floor hard.

"Faith, what are you—" Eugene started, but stopped as he understood.

Faith straddled Brianna's waist, pinning her arms with her knees. Her hands pawing frantically at the demon's flesh as Brianna bucked and writhed beneath her, but Faith's position gave her leverage.

"Get off me!" Brianna snarled, her usual cheerful demeanour completely gone.

"Not a chance." Faith's voice was ice.

Faith scissored Brianna, their legs tangling as Faith maneuvered with surprising dexterity. The redhead's thighs locked around the demon's waist, squeezing with determination born of pure competitive fire.

"I said get off!" Brianna's hands scrabbled at Faith's legs, trying to pry them apart.

"Make me." Faith's face was flushed with exertion and triumph. She rolled her hips, grinding against Brianna in a way that was both aggressive and intimate.

Eugene watched, mesmerised. His girlfriend had Brianna trapped between her thighs, their bodies pressed together beautifully. Faith's movements were deliberate as she maintained her dominant position.

"You think this will work?" Brianna gasped, but her resistance was weakening.

"Already is." Faith leaned down, her breath hot against Brianna's face. "Scissoring counts as sex, demon bitch."

"No—" Brianna's protest cut off as consciousness fled. Her body went limp beneath Faith.

"Brianna has been eliminated," the PA announced clinically.

Faith rolled off the unconscious demon, breathing hard. She wiped sweat from her forehead and looked up at Eugene with fierce pride.

"Boom, got the bitch," Faith shouted, pumping her fist.

Eugene helped her to her feet, unable to suppress his grin. "That was awesome."

"Reminded me of Rumble Roses." Faith winked as she hugged Eugene tightly.

The group emerged from the task square, leaving Brianna's prone form behind. Two down, two to go.


29: Demons VII

"Is Thomas a demon?" Eugene whispered under his breath.

'YES'

Eugene had already expected the answer, but it was important to confirm the fact; he didn't exactly trust Kit's memory on who had touched him in the first place. Besides, any corrupted human was able to pass on the corruption as well. It had been barely an hour after the ambush, and the first victims from it started to drop. Fredrick, Yuto, and Mason were all eliminated almost simultaneously. Losing Yuto was a big blow to their chances going forward. Notably missing was Devi. She had either avoided corruption or gotten cleansed.

Eugene's group took stock of who was left in the game. Eugene, Faith, Rachel, Kit, and Naia. Between them, they had some strong roles: Eugene as the Seer, Faith as the Chosen One, Naia as the Priestess. Devi was still out there somewhere, and Eugene hoped to find her again.

Thomas was the only confirmed demon. It was an assumption on Eugene's behalf about the demon numbers being around four, but at this point, if he was wrong, the humans were screwed anyway. Though Hugo and Juan were working with a demon, Eugene expected them both to be corrupted humans. Which means they were being kept alive somehow, likely through sex with a female demon. Since Brianna was out of the picture, that confirmed at least one more female demon was stalking around. Who could it be?

Ami was confirmed earlier as the Whore, making all of the special human roles accounted for. That left it between Dorothy, Julia, and Hannah. Unfortunately, none of them had been seen since the second task. Eugene's money was on Julia.

Fortunately, only three tasks remained. They were almost there.

They found the next task in the prison showers; this one was only two players. The decision was easy: Eugene and Faith. Eugene stepped into the box first, and the walls went up immediately. Someone was already inside.

"Hannah?" Eugene said, surprised.

"Eugene…" Hannah almost whispered. "I—"

"Two-player task - Marathon Moaning - 60 minutes. The players must orgasm collectively 10 times within the time limit. Failure will result in a strike for both participants."

"This is so messed up," Hannah slumped to the floor, her head in her hands. "Why are they doing this to us?"

Eugene sat down beside Hannah, his back against the wall of light. He wrapped an arm around her trembling shoulders, pulling her close.

"It's all very fucked up," he agreed quietly.

Hannah pressed her face against his shoulder. "I just want to help my sister, but now I feel like I'm ruined and can't get married. Who is going to want a slut like me?"

"That's ridiculous." Eugene's voice was firm. "You're not ruined at all, Hannah. None of this is your fault."

"But I—" Her voice caught. "Everyone's seen me. Done things to me. With me."

"Under duress. Against your will, mostly." Eugene squeezed her shoulder. "Listen, I'm happy to just sit here with you until the time is up if that's what you want. We'll both take the strike. I don't care."

Hannah lifted her head, studying his face. Her brown eyes were puffy and red but something shifted in them. A spark of determination replaces the defeated resignation.

"No." She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand. "No, I can't lose now. Not when we're this close." Hannah turned to face Eugene properly. "My sister needs that money. And I've already been through worse than this task."

Before Eugene could respond, Hannah leaned forward and pressed her lips to his. The kiss was hesitant at first, almost chaste, but then she deepened it with surprising intensity. Her hands came up to frame his face as she kissed him harder.

When she pulled back, her cheeks were flushed, but her jaw was set with resolve.

"Let's win this thing."

Hannah stood, her movements decisive as she began unbuttoning her blouse. The fabric slipped from her shoulders, revealing her bra. She gingerly unclasped it, exposing her breasts to Eugene.

"We need to be efficient," Hannah said, her martial arts discipline evident in how she approached the task. "Ten orgasms in sixty minutes. That's one every six minutes."

Eugene stood as well, removing his uniform jacket. "You sure about this?"

"No." Hannah's honesty caught him off guard. "But I'm doing it anyway."

She stepped closer, her hands reaching for his belt. Eugene let her work, watching her face as she freed his cock. Her expression remained focused, determined.

Hannah dropped to her knees, taking him into her mouth without preamble. Her technique was efficient rather than sensual, working his shaft with the same precision she'd demonstrated in the wrestling ring. Eugene's hands found her hair, not guiding but steadying himself as pleasure built.

"Hannah—" His warning came as he released into her mouth.

She swallowed, pulling back to catch her breath. "That's one," she counted.

Hannah stood, guiding Eugene's hand between her legs. "Your turn to help me."

Eugene's fingers found her clit, circling it smoothly. Hannah's breathing quickened, her body responding despite her initial reluctance. She gripped his shoulders for balance as his fingers worked.

"Yes—" Hannah's voice broke as she climaxed, her knees buckling slightly. Eugene caught her, holding her steady.

"Two," Eugene confirmed.

They continued their approach. Hannah pushed Eugene against the shower floor, straddling his face as she lowered herself onto his mouth. Eugene's tongue found her already sensitive flesh, licking and sucking until she shuddered through another orgasm above him.

"Three."

Hannah repositioned, kneeling between Eugene's legs. She took him in her mouth again, this time adding her hand, stroking in rhythm with her sucking. Eugene pushed against the floor, fighting the urge to thrust into her throat. When he came, Hannah's eyes watered, but she didn't pull away.

"Four."

They were making good time, but Eugene could feel his body protesting. Hannah seemed to sense this, adjusting her approach.

"Relax," she instructed.

Eugene complied, taking in a deep breath and stretching out on the shower floor. Hannah straddled his face again, but this time she leaned forward, taking his spent cock into her mouth as she positioned herself over him. Sixty-nine.

Eugene focused on Hannah's pussy, his tongue working her clit while his fingers explored. Above him, Hannah's mouth worked magic, coaxing his drained cock back to full hardness. They moved together, finding a rhythm that built pleasure for both.

Hannah came first, her thighs clamping around Eugene's head as she moaned around his shaft. The vice-like grip of Hannah's thighs pushed him over, and he released into her waiting mouth.

"Five. Six," they counted together.

Time was slipping away. They had maybe twenty minutes left. Hannah stood on shaky legs, pulling Eugene up with her.

"We need penetration," she said bluntly. "It's faster."

"Are you sure?"

"Yes. Please hurry, before I change my mind…"

Eugene positioned himself behind her as she braced against the wall. He entered her slowly, mindful of her inexperience. Hannah was tight, her body still adjusting to taking cock, but she pushed back against him.

"Harder," she demanded.

Eugene complied. His hands gripped her hips as he drove into her. Hannah's breathing grew ragged, small whimpers escaping despite her attempts at control.

"Almost—" Hannah's body tensed, her pussy clenching around Eugene's cock as she came. The sensation triggered his own release, and he emptied himself inside her.

"Seven. Eight."

They collapsed together, breathing hard. Ten minutes remained. Two more orgasms needed.

Hannah recovered first, pushing Eugene onto his back. She straddled him, guiding his spent cock into her soaked pussy. She began riding him, her movements fluid despite her exhaustion.

"Come on," she urged, more to herself than Eugene. "Come on."

Eugene watched her face as she worked, saw the determination warring with fatigue. His hands found her breasts, squeezing and kneading as she bounced on his lap. Hannah's disciplined movements grew erratic, pleasure overwhelming her calculated approach.

"Eugene—" Her orgasm crashed through her, her body going rigid above him.

"Nine."

One more. Eugene was completely drained, his body unwilling to cooperate. Hannah seemed to realise this, climbing off him and positioning herself on all fours.

"Behind me," she panted. "Please."

Eugene gathered his remaining strength, positioning himself at her entrance. He pushed inside, Hannah's wetness easing the way despite his flagging erection. She reached back, her hand finding his balls, massaging them as he thrust.

"You can do it," Hannah encouraged. "Give me everything you have left." They may have had two minutes remaining.

The combination of her tight heat and her firm hand worked its magic. Eugene felt the familiar tightening, the impossible building of another orgasm.

"Hannah—" He slammed forward one final time, his cock pulsing weakly as he released what little remained.

"Ten," Hannah breathed, collapsing forward.

The PA chimed. "Task completed. Two tasks remaining."

The light walls dissipated. Eugene pulled out, both of them trembling from exertion. Hannah's legs gave out, and she sat heavily on the shower floor.

"We did it," she said, a weak smile on her face.

"Nice work, guys!" A voice said from outside the task's borders.

"Devi?" Eugene looked over to see the short olive-skinned girl watching them; she was notably alone. "Where is everybody else?"

"Rachel has succumbed to corruption and has been eliminated." The PA announced. "Thomas has been eliminated." What the hell had happened?

"No idea." Devi shrugged. "Also, it is best if you two do not touch me." She rubbed the back of her neck.

"Corrupted?" Eugene asked.

Devi gave Eugene a 'duh' look.

"When I found you two, the walls were already transparent, but no one else was around. My guess is that whoever was with you had to run." Devi said.

"Makes sense why Rachel was eliminated then…" Eugene said, It must have happened almost immediately after the task began. He wouldn't have been surprised if they took out Thomas with Kit's exorcism slip.

"I don't have a whole lot of time left, so we best get to finding those last two tasks," Devi said as she motioned towards the exit, "or at the very least take out the last demon."

"Two tasks, that's barely anything," Hannah said hopefully.

The trio rushed off.


30: Demons VIII

"That's it, boys, give me your juicy cocks," the voice echoed from nearby. Eugene scouted ahead of the group to find out what was going on, whilst Hannah and Devi hung back, "pump into me harder, fuck, I can feel you both pushing against my walls inside of me."

Eugene found the source of the sound.

Dorothy was enjoying getting DP'ed by Hugo and Juan. She straddled Hugo's cock whilst Juan pounded her from behind, their lengths meeting inside her with each synchronised thrust. Her thick glasses had slipped down her nose, fogging slightly as she panted between them.

"That's it," Dorothy moaned, her voice thick with pleasure. "Fill me up with those big cocks."

Hugo gripped her generous hips, pulling her down harder onto his shaft. "Fuck, you're still so tight even with both of us inside you."

Juan's hands squeezed her soft ass, spreading her cheeks as he drove deeper. Their rhythm was chaotic but effective, making Dorothy cry out with each collision of their cocks inside her stretched holes.

"You know what's funny?" Dorothy gasped between thrusts, her voluptuous body bouncing between the two men. "It's been fun having you both as my little minions. You need to fuck me to stay alive, need my demon pussy to keep that corruption timer from reaching zero."

"Whatever keeps us in the game," Hugo grunted, his cock pulsing inside her.

"Dude, yeah, your ass is worth it," Juan agreed, his massive length stretching her impossibly wide.

Dorothy laughed, the sound morphing into a moan as they both thrust deeper. "That's right. Keep pumping. You're nothing without me. Just two corrupted humans dancing on my strings, fucking me whenever I demand it to keep breathing."

"Shut up and take it," Hugo growled, but his words lacked bite. He needed this. They both did.

"Make me," Dorothy taunted, clenching around both their cocks. "Oh wait, you can't. Because I'm the one in control here, aren't I boys?"

Juan's response was to slam harder, making her glasses bounce on her face as she cried out in pleasure.

Eugene retreated before being noticed. Fuck. Dorothy was the demon; he was certain it was going to be Julia.

"Naia and Julia have succumbed to corruption. Julia has gained her third strike and has been expelled. Her 26 chits have been redistributed. The remaining $4000 will be donated to a charity in her honour." Fuck. The priestess was gone, and now Julia had been expelled.

When Eugene returned to Hannah and Devi, they were no longer alone. Kit had joined them.

"I took out Thomas…" Kit was retelling his story, "Faith helped by distracting him… Then I used the slip thingy. He went down."

"Where's Faith now?" Eugene asked frantically, "And what do you mean by distract?" Had she tried to fuck Thomas? No, she couldn't have, else Thomas would have been defeated by her power, unless…

Kit gulped as he ignored the question. "I'm done for, they're going to sell me into slavery. I don't want to be a slave. I already have two strikes…"

Devi looked at Kit with a vision of pity on her face. She retrieved her immunity token from her pouch and handed it to Kit. Eugene was ready for Devi to get punished for breaking the rules, but no punishment came. That's right, they weren't at the school right now. This was an excursion.

"Use  this to take yourself out of the game," Devi said. "You'll be safe then."

"Are you sure?" Kit said as he held the immunity token in his hand.

"Yeah? Are you sure?" Eugene asked Devi. It sucked that Kit might get expelled, but he wasn't exactly the most useful person to save like this.

"Yeah. Now use i,t Kit, before it is too late."

"I want to be excluded from this game," Kit said as he raised his hand in the air. The immunity token vanished in a flash. Then Kit fell to the ground unconscious.

"Kit has been removed from the game." The PA announced.

"And then there were eight." Devi sighed.

"Oh shit, that reminds me, Dorothy is one-hundred-per cent the last demon," Eugene said.

"How are you sure?" Hannah asked.

"She's up ahead keeping Juan and Hugo alive but fucking them." Eugene relayed what he had seen.

"That's so dumb, humans working with demons is against their own best interest. The demons need to eliminate them sooner or later to win. They need to use that time to complete tasks." Devi shook her head. "Oh, speaking of which, good luck, guys." Devi passed out.

"Devi has succumbed to corruption and has been eliminated."

"Fuck." Eugene stared at the two bodies in front of them. Hopefully, the next task doesn't need many people.

"Are you sure that Dorothy is the last demon?" Hannah asked.

"No… but there is a good chance she is." There was a small chance that Faith was now a demon if she fucked Thomas, and Thomas was the Seducer. If that was the case, things were going to end badly for everyone.

Hannah pulled out a slip of paper from her bra. An exorcism slip. "I'll take her out either way." Hannah rushed towards Dorothy's moans.

"Wait… If she's the—" But Hannah was already gone. 

Dorothy was still sandwiched between Hugo and Juan, their bodies moving in a frantic rhythm as they fought to stay alive.

Dorothy's eyes snapped to Hannah. "Oh, Hannah, help me please—" Dorothy's bluff was cut short as Hannah raised the exorcism slip with trembling hands.

"Begone, Demon!" Hannah's voice cracked but held firm.

Dorothy's body went rigid between the two men. Her eyes rolled back as she convulsed, both cocks still buried inside her. Hugo and Juan scrambled backwards as Dorothy collapsed, unconscious, before hitting the floor.

Hannah stood frozen, chest heaving, the slip dissolving to ash in her fingers.

"No—" Hannah gasped as pain lanced through her skull. The Overlord's final curse activated. Her knees buckled.

"Dorothy and Hannah have been eliminated." The PA announced coldly. "Due to her entertaining work in this game, management has decided to forgo Dorothy's strike; she will instead take Sally's place in the VIP room next game."

Eugene rounded the corner just in time to catch Hannah's falling body. "Fuck, no, Hannah—"

Hugo and Juan stood there awkwardly, cocks still out, staring at the two unconscious women.

"Dude, what just happened?" Juan's voice was uncharacteristically subdued.

"She took out the demon," Eugene said quietly. "And the demon took her with it."


31: Demons IX

The end of the game did not come. There was another demon. It could be Faith… it could also be Ami… Both were nowhere to be seen. There was no time to dwell on it now. Eugene managed to convince Juan and Hugo it was in their best interests to help him complete the last two tasks. He wasn't wrong of course, but he didn't expect his words to work on those assholes.

They stepped into the next task. 4 players. That is where they found Faith. She rushed over and hugged Eugene tightly, sharing a deep and tender kiss. Before any words were able to be uttered between them, the next task was announced.

"Four-player task - Popularity Contest - 20 minutes. All male participants will simultaneously vote for one male participant to sit out of this task. The male participant with the most votes will be restrained as a spectator. The remaining female participant must then be penetrated simultaneously by both remaining male participants, one orally, one vaginally, for the full 20-minute duration. Changing positions is permitted, but the timer is stopped when a hole is vacated. This task concludes at the end of 20 minutes. Voting begins now."

The voting went as expected, and Eugene was immediately restrained to a chair.

"I don't have to do this hon…" Faith said as she looked into Eugene's eyes.

"It's ok. We need to win this." Eugene said, already feeling himself harden in his pants. Faith was about to get dicked down by the two people he probably hated most in this reunion.

Faith stood between Juan and Hugo, her body trembling slightly as reality set in.

"Look, we can just wait it out," Faith said, though her voice lacked conviction. "Twenty minutes isn't that long."

"Nah, girl, timer doesn't start until we're both inside you." Hugo was already unbuckling his belt. "Says so right there. We gotta fill you up proper."

Juan nodded, that infuriating smirk on his face as he freed his massive cock. "Yeah, Faith, you know how this works."

Faith looked at Eugene, silently pleading. He gave her the smallest nod.

"Fuck," Faith whispered, her hands moving to her skirt. She stripped methodically, her movements practised from too many tasks before this. When she stood naked, Juan whistled low.

"Damn, missed that body," Juan said.

"Shut up and let's get this over with," Faith snapped, though her cheeks flushed pink.

Hugo grabbed her waist, pulling her backwards against him. His cock pressed between her ass cheeks as he positioned himself on the floor. Faith straddled him reluctantly, his hands guiding her hips down onto his length.

"Oh fuck," Hugo groaned as Faith's pussy stretched around him. "Fucking nice."

Faith bit her lip, her hands bracing on Hugo's tattooed chest as she adjusted to his size. Juan stepped in front of her, his massive member already at full mast.

"Open up," Juan said, tapping his cock against Faith's lips.

Faith looked at Eugene one more time before parting her lips. Juan pushed inside her mouth, making her eyes water immediately from his girth. The timer started.

"There we go," Hugo grunted, beginning to thrust upward. "Taking both of us like a champ."

Faith's muffled protests turned to moans as Hugo found his rhythm. Juan gripped her hair, guiding her head as he fucked her mouth. Their movements weren't synchronised, creating a push-pull that had Faith rocking between them.

Eugene watched, his cock straining painfully against his pants. He hated this. Hated seeing Faith used like this. But fuck if it wasn't the hottest thing he'd ever witnessed.

"Switch," Hugo demanded after five minutes.

Juan pulled out of Faith's mouth with a wet pop. She gasped for air, drool connecting her lips to his cock. Hugo lifted her off him, his cock slipping free with an obscene sound.

They repositioned. Juan sat where Hugo had been, his massive length pointing skyward. Faith's eyes widened as she realised what was coming.

"Please be gentle," Faith whispered as Juan guided her onto his cock.

"Always am, babe," Juan lied, pulling her down hard.

"Oh god—" Faith's cry cut off as Hugo's cock pushed into her mouth. Juan's size stretched her impossibly wide, filling her completely. Hugo's hands gripped her hair, using her mouth roughly.

"Fuck yeah," Juan groaned, his hips snapping upward. "This pussy was made for my cock."

Faith gagged around Hugo's shaft, tears streaming down her face. But her body betrayed her, wetness coating Juan's length as he pounded into her. Eugene could see her thighs trembling, could hear the wet sounds of Juan's cock driving into her again and again.

"She's getting off on this," Hugo laughed, pulling out of her mouth. "Look at her face."

Faith's expression was twisted in conflicted pleasure, her eyes unfocused and glazed. Juan's thumb found her clit, circling with practised ease.

"No… don't…" Faith's protest died as pleasure spiked through her. "Oh fuck, I'm gonna—"

"That's it," Juan encouraged. "Cum on my dick, just like you used to."

Faith's back arched as her orgasm hit, her pussy clenching rhythmically around Juan's massive shaft. Eugene's cock throbbed in his pants, a wet spot spreading as he leaked precum.

"Switch again," Hugo demanded, clearly frustrated at being relegated to her mouth.

They changed positions once more. Hugo entered Faith's well-used pussy, groaning at how slick she was. Juan's cock pressed against her lips, covered in her juices.

"Clean it," Juan commanded.

Faith obeyed, taking him into her mouth and tasting herself on his shaft. She moaned around him as Hugo fucked her hard, his tattooed hands guiding her up and down.

"Fuck, I'm close," Hugo grunted. "Your pussy's milking my cock."

Juan pulled out of Faith's mouth, stroking himself. "How about we both paint her?"

"Works for me," Hugo agreed.

Faith whimpered, caught between them as they used her body. Her second orgasm was building, the overstimulation pushing her toward another peak despite her exhaustion.

"Please," Faith moaned, though what she was begging for, Eugene couldn't tell. "Please, I need—"

"Need what?" Hugo taunted, angling his hips to hit deeper. "Need us to fuck you harder?"

"Yes—no—fuck—" Faith's words dissolved into incoherent cries as Hugo's cock hammered into her g-spot.

Juan's hand wrapped around his shaft, jerking frantically as he watched Faith fall apart on Hugo's cock. "Gonna bust soon."

Faith's third orgasm crashed through her, her whole body shaking as pleasure overwhelmed her. "I'm sorry," she sobbed toward Eugene, her voice breaking. "I'm sorry, I can't help it, feels too good—"

"It's okay," Eugene choked out, his own release soaking through his pants as he came untouched. "It's okay, baby."

"Fuck!" Faith screamed as her fourth orgasm hit, her pussy spasming violently around Hugo's cock. "Oh god, oh god, oh god—"

"Time check?" Juan panted.

"Five minutes left," Hugo grunted.

They switched positions again. Juan's massive cock stretched Faith's abused pussy once more, making her cry out. Hugo pushed into her mouth, muffling her moans.

"Your girl's a fucking slut," Hugo said toward Eugene, his hips pumping. "Listen to those sounds."

Faith gagged wetly around Hugo's shaft, drool running down her chin. Her eyes were glassy, unfocused, lost in a state of deep sensation. Juan's hands gripped her ass, spreading her cheeks as he drove deeper.

"She's gonna cum again," Juan laughed. "Feel her getting tighter."

Faith's muffled screams confirmed it as her fifth orgasm ripped through her. Her body went rigid, then limp, held up only by the two cocks impaling her.

"Switch," Hugo demanded again.

They repositioned. Hugo entered her pussy, Faith whimpering at the continued assault. Juan's cock pressed against her lips.

"Kiss it," Juan said. "Show it some love."

Faith obeyed weakly, her tongue swirling around his tip. Hugo's thrusts were slower now, more deliberate, drawing out her pleasure. Her body had become an instrument played by others' hands, her soft whimpers the only sounds she could manage around Juan's massive cock pressed against her lips.

Juan had an idea.

"Bro, we can keep going," Juan said, that familiar smirk spreading across his face. "Timer's paused if we're not both in her." He slipped his cock out of Faith's mouth.

"Fuck yeah," Hugo grunted, his cock still buried in Faith's pussy. "Let's really break her in."

"No—" Faith's protest was weak, her body already wrung out from multiple orgasms.

Hugo pulled out, flipping Faith onto her hands and knees. "My turn solo," he growled, positioning himself behind her before slamming inside.

Faith's arms gave out, her face pressed against the floor as Hugo pounded into her from behind. "Please... I can't... it's too much..."

"Sure you can," Hugo taunted, his pace brutal. "You've been taking dick all reunion. What's a couple more hours?"

Eugene strained against his restraints, watching helplessly as Hugo used his girlfriend, his spent cock twitching.

Twenty minutes passed with Hugo fucking Faith relentlessly. She came twice more, her pussy gripping him desperately even as she begged him to stop. When he finally pulled out, Juan was ready.

"My turn," Juan said, his massive length already hard again. He pulled Faith up by her hair. "Gonna make up for lost time."

Juan's cock stretched Faith impossibly wide as he pushed inside. Her back arched, a strangled moan escaping her lips. He pumped and pumped, his hips slapping against her ass with each thrust.

"Fuck, you feel even better than I remembered," Juan groaned, "your pussy's perfect, Faith."

"Please..." Faith sobbed, though it was unclear whether she was begging him to stop or continue; Eugene couldn't tell. Her body responded eagerly despite her exhaustion, pushing back against Juan's thrusts.

Another thirty minutes passed. Faith came three more times on Juan's cock, her voice hoarse from screaming. Her thighs were soaked, her whole body trembling from overstimulation.

"Switch," Hugo demanded, his cock hard again from watching.

They continued their rotation. Faith on her back with Hugo between her legs, his cock driving deep while she clawed at his chest. Then Juan again, lifting her and fucking her against the wall, her legs wrapped weakly around his waist.

An hour passed. Then two.

Faith was a mess. Her hair stuck to her sweaty face, her body marked with handprints and hickeys. She'd lost count of her orgasms, each one blending into the next until she existed in a state of continuous pleasure-pain.

"I'm sorry, Eugene," Faith moaned as Hugo fucked her from behind again. "I'm sorry, I can't stop cumming… oh fuck—"

Another orgasm ripped through her.

"That's it, slut," Hugo grunted, his fingers digging into her hips. "Take it all."

Eugene couldn't look away. Seeing Faith so thoroughly used, so completely wrecked, triggered something primal in him.

"Please," Faith whimpered when they switched again. "Please, just fuck me together and end it. I can't take any more—"

"Say we're better than Eugene," Juan demanded, his massive cock teasing her entrance. "Tell us how much better our dicks are."

"Huh…?"

"Say it and we will end it." Juan reiterated.

Faith's glazed eyes found Eugene. She looked destroyed, beautiful, broken in the best way.

"Your cocks are so much bigger," she breathed. "You fuck me so much better than Eugene ever could—"

"That's it," Hugo groaned, positioning himself at her mouth.

"Juan's cock stretches me so wide," Faith continued, moaning as Juan pushed inside. "Hugo's cock hits spots Eugene can't reach, oh god—"

Hugo pushed into her mouth, muffling her cries as they established their rhythm again. This time, they moved in sync, their cocks filling her.

"Your dick is perfect, Juan," Faith gasped between thrusts. "I love how deep you go… fuck… Eugene's cock could never…"

The words drove them wild. They fucked her harder, faster, their movements coordinated now. Faith's body seized as another orgasm crashed through her, the biggest one yet.

"Eugene's cock is nothing compared to yours," she moaned, her walls clenching around Juan. "You're both so much better—I'M CUMMING—oh fuck—"

Juan's pace stuttered. "Fuck, gonna—"

"Fill me up," Faith begged. "Both of you, please—"

They came together, Juan flooding her pussy while Hugo spilled down her throat. Faith's body convulsed between them, her final orgasm milking every drop from their cocks.

When the PA finally buzzed completion, they pulled out. Faith collapsed, thoroughly fucked and covered in their release.

"Task completed. One task remaining."


32: Demons X

"Took you guys long enough. What the hell happened in there?" Ami asked as she crossed her arms impatiently outside the box.

"Sorry, work out some frustrations on little miss mega tits over there." Hugo pointed to Faith, who was being cradled in Eugene's arms.

"Sorry hon…" Faith managed weakly, looking up into Eugene's eyes, "I didn't mean it…" Faith was uncertain she didn't. Juan and Hugo had really done a number on her.

"Don't worry," Eugene stroked Faith's cheek, "you did it, you completed the task."

"I don't want you to get a strike…" Faith grasped Eugene's shirt.

"Dude, that's pretty cute, not gonna lie," Juan said as he cleaned himself up.

"Fuck you Juan." Eugene snapped.

"No need dude, you're girl already handled that."

"You ass—" Eugene was cut off.

"Save your rage," Ami sighed, "they're going to be unconscious in… three… two… one…"

Juan and Hugo fell to the floor.

"Juan and Hugo have succumbed to corruption and are eliminated," the PA announced.

"Without a demon to fuck, it was only a matter of time." Ami smiled. The game was not over. One task still remained.

"Unfortunately for you both." Ami walked over and touched both Eugene and Faith simultaneously. "I got made into a demon by Thomas. Looks like I will be winning quite a few chits from this."

Faith looked over with fire in her eyes. "Hold her for me." She asked Eugene.

"Huh?"

Eugene's hands clamped around Ami's wrists before she could react. The smaller woman struggled, but Eugene's grip held firm as he yanked her arms behind her back.

"What are you—" Ami's protest cut off as Faith stepped close, her face still flushed and sweaty from the previous task.

"You picked the wrong people to fuck with," Faith breathed, her voice low and dangerous.

Eugene held Ami's struggling form steady as Faith pressed against her. Their bodies aligned, Faith's generous curves moulding against Ami's slimmer frame. Ami tried to twist away, but Eugene's grip tightened. Faith's hands found Ami's hips, pulling them flush together.

Faith's thigh pushed between Ami's legs, forcing them apart. Ami gasped as Faith began to grind against her, their bodies moving in a frantic, exhausted motion that neither could den,y felt good despite the circumstances.

"This won't work," Ami panted, though her body was already responding. "I'm a demon now, you can't—"

"Watch me." Faith's lips crashed against Ami's, swallowing her protests.

Eugene held Ami steady as Faith kissed her deeply, their tongues battling for dominance. Faith's hands roamed Ami's body, squeezing and groping with clear intent. When she pulled back, both women were breathing hard.

"Eugene, lay her down," Faith commanded.

Eugene guided Ami to the floor, pinning her wrists above her head. Faith straddled Ami's hips, grinding down hard. The friction made Ami moan despite herself.

"Feel that?" Faith's voice dripped with satisfaction. "Your body knows what's coming."

Faith yanked up Ami's skirt, exposing her panties. She pulled them aside roughly, revealing Ami's already wet pussy. Faith's own pussy was still dripping from her marathon session with Juan and Hugo.

"You're soaked," Faith observed, trailing her fingers through Ami's slickness.

"Fuck you," Ami spat.

Faith positioned herself over Ami, their pussies aligned. She ground down hard, their wet folds sliding together.

"That's it," Faith purred, establishing a rhythm. "Just give in."

Their clits rubbed together with each roll of Faith's hips. Ami's legs wrapped around Faith's waist, pulling her closer even as she continued to curse. Eugene watched from above, his cock hardening again despite everything.

Faith's movements grew more desperate, more urgent. She leaned down, capturing Ami's lips again as she ground faster.

"I can feel you getting close," Faith gasped between kisses. "Your pussy's twitching against mine."

Ami moaned as Faith hit just the right angle.

Their bodies writhed together, sweat-slicked and desperate. Faith's generous breasts pressed against Ami's smaller ones, their nipples brushing with each movement. The friction between their pussies intensified, both women racing toward climax.

"Come on," Faith demanded, her hips rolling faster. "Cum with me. Cum on my pussy."

Ami's resistance crumbled. Her body tensed, her pussy clenching as her orgasm approached. Faith felt it and doubled her efforts, grinding hard and fast. Ami's back bowed as she came, her pussy spasming against Faith's.

Faith followed immediately, her own orgasm crashing through her. Their bodies shook together, waves of pleasure washing over them both. Faith continued grinding through it, extending their shared climax until they both collapsed, spent.

Ami's eyes rolled back as consciousness fled. Her body went limp beneath Faith.

"Ami has been eliminated," the PA announced. "All demons have been defeated. Humans win."

Faith rolled off Ami's unconscious form, breathing hard. Eugene released Ami's wrists and pulled Faith into his arms.

"Holy shit," Faith laughed weakly. "We actually won."

"You won," Eugene corrected, kissing her forehead.

Faith grasped Eugene's hardened cock and began to rub it lovingly. "I'm going to make it up to you, I swear."

But before she could, everything went black.

Eugene woke up alone in a classroom facing a blackboard with the current chalk leaderboard written on it:

Faith 624 (X), Eugene 570 (X), Fredrick 360 (XX), Betty 355 (XX), Juan 351 (XX), Hannah 344 (X), Devi 331 (XX), Hugo 329 (X), Mrs. Chambers 325 (X), Gregory 266 (XX), Quinton 263 (XX), Yuto 252 (XX), Rachel 251 (XX), Mason 235 (XX), Naia 233 (XX), Thomas 230 (XX), Sally 206 (X), Ami 164 (X), Declan 117 (X), Brianna 73 (XX), Kit 35 (XX), Dorothy 32 (XX).

The PA crackled, then smoothed into velvet.

“Bravo, students. A very good show. Our VIPs were delighted. Sally’s magical pussy exceeded even my optimism. They’re terribly keen to try Dorothy next, such enthusiasm for a woman who… commands attention.”

Eugene stared at the blackboard. His own name and Faith’s sat stacked at the top, chalk neat and smug. He didn’t blink.

“A pity about the two expulsions,” Mr N went on, the smile audible. “Choices have consequences, and time is so very unforgiving. Still, we soldier on.”

Chalk lines melted. The blackboard softened into dark glass, then bloomed into a split screen with a sterile ping. Two feeds. Two rooms. Two very different kinds of theatre.

On the left, white tiles and stainless steel. Fluoro lights hummed. Orson sat in a reclined chair that looked halfway between a dentist's and an executioner's chair. Restraints lay open at his wrists like polite suggestions. Tubing looped from a chrome unit to a cuff wrapped around his cock shaft, sleek medical plastic that pulsed with metronomic indifference. A readout scrolled numbers. “Motility,” “viscosity,” “yield.” Someone had labelled the bag below in tidy handwriting: PREMIUM.

“Pressure at point seven,” a woman’s voice said off-camera. Crisp. Counting under her breath. “He’s dehydrated. Push fluids.”

“On it.” A gloved hand entered, pressed a straw to Orson’s lips. “Drink, champ.”

He took a mouthful, eyes at the ceiling. “How long does this go?”

“As long as you can give us,” the woman replied, tone almost kind. “You were flagged in school records. Cross country, high output. The donors are very interested.”

“That’s not—”

The machine thrummed. His throat worked. His hands curled, then uncurled. The cuff tightened by a fraction and released with clinical patience. The readout jumped. A soft click from the bag, like a sigh.

“See? Efficient,” the woman murmured. “We don’t waste what’s valuable here.”

On the right, colour. A studio. Warm backlights gelled in soft pinks and oranges, flattering skin and sins. Julia sat in a director’s chair while a makeup artist dusted highlighter along her cheekbones and collarbones. Her hair fell in deliberate curls. A man with a lanyard adjusted a boom mic.

“How do I look?” Julia tried for a grin. It hung there, brittle.

“Like a million bucks,” the makeup artist said, cheerfully. “We’ll get you lit from the left, soften the jaw. Turn toward me, babe.”

A camera operator walked backwards, framing test shots. Another stacked memory card on a low table beside a forest of water bottles. Men in robes the colour of money waited off to one side, faces strategically out of frame, hands clasped.

“Alright, darling,” the director said, clapping once to send the air buzzing. He had a ponytail and enthusiasm that could light a suburb. “We’re going to warm you in with some soft introductions, a little chat. Smile, be you, be honest. Then we’ll move to the feature. Your debut needs momentum.”

“They want the real me?” Julia asked, playing with her necklace.

“They want the star you,” he corrected, friendly, relentless. “Camera A will live on your eyes. Camera B will catch profiles. If there’s anything you don’t understand, look to me. I’ll guide you.”

She looked past him to the line of men and the red tally lights on the cameras. Her smile moved a millimetre.

“Stage name?” the boom operator asked.

“Do we need one?” Julia shrugged. “Julia’s fine.”

“Julia it is,” the director said. “Cue cards are just prompts if you need them. Remember to breathe. And no matter what, keep your jaw loose. You’ll thank me.”

He laughed. She made a sound that passed.

“Introduce yourself,” he prompted. “Tell us what you love.”

“I’m Julia,” she said, eyes to lens, voice steadier than her fingers. “I love the ocean and dancing and… being wanted.”

The ponytail gave a thumbs-up. Off to the side, one of the men shifted his weight. Another scratched his wrist, robe sleeve whispering.

“We’re going to meet some fans today,” the director said. “They’ve supported you from your first frame.”

“I didn’t have a first frame,” she said, mouth quirking. “This is it.”

“Exactly.” He beamed. “We give them your origin. You give them your heart.”

An assistant handed her a glass of water. She sipped, swallowed, wiped the corner of her mouth with the back of her knuckle, then seemed surprised at her own smallness on the monitor. The men at the edge of frame took one step forward on cue. The boom dropped out.

“Sound speed,” the operator called.

“Camera speed.”

“Slate.”

A clack. She flinched half a centimetre, then stilled.

“Action.”

Julia looked at the lens like it was the only person in the room and the safest one. “Hi,” she said, and smiled for real.

On the left, Orson’s jaw worked. He closed his eyes. The machine swelled and eased, caring nothing for shame.

“You’re doing well,” the technician said. “One more cycle. Think of your breathing.”

Eugene dug his fingers into his thighs until the bite of nails steadied him. He wanted to puncture the screen with his hands, rip out the wires, twist the chrome, break things until the hum stopped. He watched instead.

On the right, the director fed gentle prompts as if coaxing a foal out of a float. “Touch your hair. Turn your head. Now introduce the first guest.”

Julia’s eyes flicked to her left. A hand entered the frame, fingers ringed. She took it. “Hi,” she said again, and her voice made a different shape. Behind the camera, the ponytail whispered, “Closer. That’s it.”

"Closer," the director purred. Julia leaned in. The first robed fan slid his cock against her lips, weight trembling with nerves. She opened, took him deep, gag reflex, learning the rhythm. Camera A focused on her mouth.

"Good girl, eyes up."

She looked into the lens and swallowed, cheeks hollowing as another cock nudged her tongue. Hands lifted her under the thighs. She let them, body folding onto the plush ottoman. One fan parted her, slid in slow, the next fed her mouth, a third stroked himself above her breasts.

The director tracked her focus on the flutter of her belly. Julia rolled her hips and chased the stroke, a low sound leaving her chest when the cock bottomed out.

"Rotate," the ponytail clapped. They obeyed her. A thicker one eased into her pussy as the first glided between her tits, slick with spit. A rough voice asked if she could take more. She nodded. The camera caught the trust in that nod as a finger eased at her rim, then the blunt heat of him pressed through, slow, relentless, filling her until she shivered and smiled.

"Hold that smile," the director whispered. "Now give them everything."

The feed turned off.

"With such a wicked and wonderful display." Mr N chuckled. "Orson's sperm will certainly go at a high price, I imagine a high demand from our female VIPs. And Julia… oh Julia finally gets to be a star, just like she always wanted." A sickening pause. "Don't worry, you are in the final stretch of the reunion. Only two more games to go before you'll be allowed to leave with your winnings. Assuming you don't get expelled first."
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