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1: Realms

"Feuding Realms"

The PA announced the next game.

"Team Game

Maximum prize pool: 5000 chits

Students will be randomly assigned to one of five teams, each of which will be led by a current chit leader known as the Lord. The remaining players will be known as Knights. Each round, a number of competitions will be announced that your team's Lord must send one or more people to. For each competition that your team wins, your realm will gain jewels. After six rounds, the realm with the most jewels will divide 4000 chits between them. The realm with the second most jewels will divide 1000 chits between them. The realm with the third most jewels will get nothing. The realm with the fourth most jewels will gain three strikes that the Lord will have to distribute. The realm with the fewest jewels will have each member immediately expelled.

Events and bargains:

- After each round, a unique event will occur that Lord and their Knights must respond to. These events can change the rules

- Realms may bargain with each other between rounds, trading jewels, chits, and even Knights

- When trading Knights, each team must always have at least four students, two males, two females"

The rules to this game seemed relatively simple compared to the last game. However, there was still a lot of uncertainty. Eugene knew that the current chit leaders were Faith, Fredrick, Betty, Juan, and himself. Unfortunately, this put Faith on an opposing team. No matter what, he needed to make sure that Faith's team stayed out of the bottom two positions. Five teams… that means four people per team, with one left over…

"Team allocation will appear on your chalkboard now. Knights, please make your way to the designated classroom."

The team allocation appeared on the board in front of Eugene.

TEAM BLACK - Lord: Faith - Knights: Sally, Thomas, Quinton, Mason.

TEAM WHITE - Lord: Eugene - Knights: Gregory, Mrs Chambers, Hannah.

TEAM BLUE - Lord: Fredrick - Knights: Hugo, Devi, Naia.

TEAM PINK - Lord: Betty - Knights: Yuto, Kit, Brianna.

TEAM GREEN - Lord: Juan - Knights: Declan, Ami, Rachel.

'Looks like Faith got the leftover player.' Eugene thought to himself. Faith's team was not particularly great otherwise, composed of a lot of people who likely had it out for Faith at this point. Fortunately, Eugene's own team was solid. Gregory, Mrs Chambers, and Hannah were all good for their own reasons.

As Eugene was thinking through his strategy, the door to the classroom opened. In walked his teammates.

Hannah looked like she was on the verge of tears. "I'm so sorry, Eugene, I messed up. I should have been more careful."

Eugene placed a comforting hand on Hannah's shoulder "It's ok, you were just trying your best. You had no way of knowing Dorothy was the Overlord, besides you still took out a demon… and we won in the end."

"Speaking of which," Gregory spoke up, "solid work last game, I was informed you and Faith won it for us." Gregory sighed "Unfortunately I was stuck with Betty for most of the game, we managed to get a few tasks done but Brianna ambushed us."

"I'm embarrassed that I wasn't able to assist more last game." Mrs Chambers looked uncharacteristically sullen.

"No need to dwell on it…" Eugene tried his best to sound optimistic, "We just need to get through these next two games, and we can finally get out of this place."

"Assuming Mr N is telling the truth." Mrs Chambers added.

"Megan's right, we have no way to tell if Mr N and his VIPs will let us go, they could keep us running like hamsters on a wheel for their entertainment." Gregory began pacing the room as he thought.

"I think they'll let us go." Hannah was ever the optimist.

"Actually, I think Hannah's right, having a competition like this rigged to lose, it wouldn't just be cruel, it would be boring." Eugene continued, "Plus, Mr. N seems to be obsessed with rules. All of these games are so packed full of them. I don't think Mr N will break his own rules. He might be a messed-up person, but he is principled in his own way."

The conversation was interrupted by a loud trumpet sounding over the PA, a regal fanfare. The first round's competitions then appeared on the blackboard:

ROUND TABLE - All Realms - 1 Male and 1 Female

HOLD FAST - Black vs Green - 1 Male or Female

FORTUNES FATE - White vs Pink vs Blue - 1 Male or Female

"Of course, they don't give us the full explanations…" Eugene muttered.

"Looks like we need to send two people to the round table, and one to fortune's fate." Gregory rubbed his chin.

"I'm happy to go to either." Mrs Chambers half-shrugged.

"Me too!" Hannah surprised the others with her enthusiasm, "I want to make up for the last game."

"Well… I should probably go to one myself…" Eugene thought out loud.

"If I may," Gregory looked at Eugene awaiting a nod, he obliged, "I think it would be best for you to sit out at least the first round, we don't know if we are going to be thrown any curved balls. I wouldn't want the team leader out of action without knowing what kind of competitions these are, and what kind of events might happen."

"You make a good point…" Eugene said, "Alright, I'm going to send you and Hannah to the round table, and Mrs Chambers to Fortune's Fate. I don't want Hannah going into a contest alone."

"Very well." Gregory agreed.

"I won't let down the team!"

"Looks like we have instructions on where to go." Mrs Chambers pointed to the blackboard where new words had appeared. Gregory and Hannah were headed to the gym, Mrs Chambers to the commerce room.

"Good luck, everyone." Eugene offered as his teammates left the room.


2: Feud I

Eugene leaned back in his chair as he waited for his teammates to return. Maybe he should have chosen himself to go to a competition for no other reason than to avoid boredom. Fortunately, the drudgery was not to last. The blackboard once again turned into a viewing screen. It was the gym. Despite the words "Round Table" being at the top of the viewing screen, there was not a table in sight. Instead, the five male participants sat on chairs in a circle facing away from each other. Gregory had the words "White" floating above his head on the screen. Standing in front of him was Hannah, also with the words "White" floating above his head.

To Gregory's right was Fredrick and Devi, both with the words "Blue" floating above them. To their right was the Pink team, Brianna and Kit. To their right, Declan and Ami represented Team Green. Finally, completing the circle were Faith and Mason, team Black. It looked like Faith was leading from the front. Eugene wished even more that he had done the same. He already missed Faith.

"Round Table - All Realms - 120 minutes." The PA announced the rules. "Each female participant must swallow the largest amount of cum shots they can from the male participants within the time limit. Any method may be used as long as the male participants do not leave their chairs. Every two minutes a buzzer will sound which will indicate that the female participants must rotate partners clockwise. You will have a maximum of 10 seconds to do so. Only cum shots extracted and swallowed by the female participant will count towards the team's total. Volume does not matter, only quantity."

Damn, this was going to be a tough one for Eugene's team. Hannah wasn't really versed at sucking cock, though Gregory was decent with his control. At least Faith would do well… But two hours was an awfully long time. A running tally of cum shots appeared across the bottom of the screen.

"The Realm with the most cum shots swallowed will gain 5 jewels, second place will gain 4 jewels, third place 3, second place 2, and last place 1." The female participants were directed to take their places kneeling between the legs of their teammates.

"Begin!" The PA announced as a timer appeared at the top right of Eugene's screen, it reminded Eugene of watching the high-tech sports channels, not that Eugene watched much sport.

The five women dropped to their knees like a drill had been called. Chairs scraped once, then settled. Hannah looked up at Gregory, eyes fierce rather than shy. She wrapped both hands around the base of his cock and anchored him as if setting grips on a gi.

“Tell me what gets you there fastest.”

“Pressure under the head. Don’t waste time on the shaft.”

“Got it.”

She sealed her mouth over his head and drew hard, tongue pinned flat against the underside. Her right hand made a tight ring and rolled beneath the crown with small, precise pulses.

“Don't forget to breathe,” Gregory grunted.

Hannah didn’t. She followed his breath, timing her suction to his exhale. She slid her left thumb back between his balls and the base and pressed. His thighs jumped. A groan ripped out of him like a surrender.

“White +1,” lit under the feed as she swallowed hard and kept him in her mouth a beat longer to slurp the lingering cum off of him. She blinked once and reset her grip as if logging a rep. She was surprised she was able to do it in under two minutes, and oddly, she was proud of herself.

Across the circle, Faith dropped between Mason’s knees. He spread them with a smirk.

“Get to it, m'lady,” he drawled.

“Urgh…” Faith rolled her eyes.

She spat in her palm and dragged it down his shaft, twisting, while her mouth took his head sideways to angle her tongue across the most sensitive groove. He was thick and long; she didn’t chase depth. She worked the top third like she was polishing a weapon and used both hands on the rest, one hand after the other, a wet piston.

“Try to be quick.”

Mason tried to lean back and ride it. Faith tightened her lips and fluttered her tongue right under the tip. His hips lurched.

"Fuck…"

Black +1.

She sealed, gulped, tapped his thigh twice like a done call, and wiped her mouth with the back of her wrist as the buzzer sounded. Two minutes gone. Ten-second scramble. All five women shuffled clockwise.

Faith slid in at Gregory’s knees without missing a beat. Hannah knelt in front of Fredrick. Devi crawled over to Kit. Brianna rolled her shoulders and squared up to Declan. Ami faced Mason.

“Eyes on me,” Faith told Gregory, already grasping him at the base.

He glanced down, nostrils flared. Faith ran her tongue in a slow circle around the exposed head, then took him in and locked a fist right behind her lips to make a seal. She pulsed her grip as she sucked. Her free hand mapped every ridge and vein, now using that map to drive him over the cliff in twenty strokes or less.

Gregory’s jaw clenched. “You are annoyingly good at this Faith.”

“Mm,” Faith hummed around him and increased pressure. The sound vibrated. Despite being drained by Hannah, he bit off a groan, then lost it.

Black +1. Black was now on 2 points.

White’s tally didn’t budge in that block, but Hannah didn’t look rattled. She had Fredrick going. She pumped once, then sealed her lips over his head and let her tongue do tiny, constant strokes.

“Fuck—” Fredrick’s French accent bled through. His hands hovered and then dropped to his thighs. Hannah shifted the angle a fraction and found the exact spot she needed.

White +1. White was now on 2 points.

The buzzer barked. Shuffled feet. Eugene watched Faith crawl on all fours from Gregory to Fredrick like a hunting cat. Hannah turned toward Kit and didn’t blink at the sheer size of him.

“You alright there?” Kit looked down, mortified.

“Yes. Now hold still,” Hannah told him.

She slid both hand over his shaft, she couldn’t take more than the head with her mouth, not with that girth, so she made the head the whole fight. Short, savage suction on the glans with a relentless twist of both hands just behind it.

Kit made a strangled sound. He tried to apologise and cum at the same time. He managed the second.

White +1. Eugene's team had taken the lead.

On Fredrick, Faith didn’t waste time on stroking. She trapped his cock with her lips and tongue and pulsed it while her spit-slick palm pumped in short, fast bursts. The Frenchman’s composure held.

“Blue +1,” flashed as Devi hauled a load out of Declan, cheeks bulging and eyes bright. “Pink +1,” a beat after, Brianna took Mason sloppily and popped off with a grin. Green was still on 0. Ami grimly jerked Gregory.

The buzzer sounded. The girls shuffled. No one else came for some time. It seemed that a lot of the guys popped early and were still recovering. Almost a full rotation later, Hannah slid into Declan’s space. He grinned down at her like she was a snack.

“Good girl,” he started.

Hannah clamped her lips around his head and sank until her gag reflex flared, then backed off and reset to where she could work. Her right hand stroked. Her left hand cupped his balls and tugged. She stared him dead in the eye while she milked him. Hannah had entered some sort of sex-induced state of moksha. Declan went from smirk to pant in half a minute.

White +1. Hannah was now two points ahead.

Black +1 as Faith added another on Kit. She handled him with firm command. He shot with a soft noise, like he felt bad about it. She swallowed, wiped her chin, and moved on as the buzzer cut them apart again.

Buzzer.

Eugene found himself getting hard at Hannah’s complete heel turn. She had something to prove. He had expected Faith to take this game home; her blowjob techniques were second to none, but Hannah was really giving it her all.

White +1. Declan blew, 5 points for white.

Another two rotations late,r and the scores stood at: White 6, Black 4, Blue 3, Pink 2, Green 1.

Gregory glanced down the line at Hannah while Faith worked him. He was finding it extremely difficult to hold on. Faith was just too good. He burst.

Eugene found himself idly placing his own hand over his pants and rubbing as he watched his teammate burst down his girlfriend's throat. Faith was a fucking goddess on her knees. The way she devoured cock, it was almost biblical.

More time passed. The buzzer barked again and again.

Ami glanced at the scoreboard. She looked pissed. Green sat dead last. Another two minutes on her knees wasn't going to fix that.

“Fuck this,” she muttered, shifting in front of Mason as the rotation landed her there. “Rules didn’t say I can’t.”

Mason’s eyebrow raised. “Can't what?”

Ami planted her feet, gripped his thighs, and climbed into his lap. Her pussy kissed his head, and she sank half an inch, then another, taking him inside of her.

“Green girl’s cheating,” Brianna laughed across the circle.

“Any method may be used,” Ami shot back without looking, hips rolling. She rode him short and mean, grinding neat little circles that made Mason's head fall back.

Eugene sat forward despite himself. “She can’t count it unless she—”

Ami pulled off like a cork, hand locked tight at Mason’s base, and dropped her mouth over his tip. He groaned, the first spurt hitting the back of her throat. She swallowed with a hard gulp, eyes on the clock.

Green +1.

She wiped her lip with the back of her hand as the buzzer rang. Ten seconds, shuffle, new cock.

The buzzer blew again.

Faith knelt in front of Kit next, eyes flashing at the scoreboard. White 6. Black 4. Her mouth wrapped his head and she twisted her mouth as she made a hard seal. Kit made a strangled noise like a kettle. He spilled.

Black +1.

Buzzer. Chairs skittered. Ami flowed into Fredrick’s space. His eyes flicked to the clock, then to her.

“Don’t,” he warned.

“Gotta win jewels, Captain,” she breathed, already straddling him. The solid feel of him slid inside, a grind that wasn’t romantic, wasn’t tender. She used him like a tool, riding him to the cliff with brutal efficiency. As his face betrayed his composure, she popped off, dropped, and sealed him with her mouth before the first pulse could go anywhere else.

Green +1.

“White’s slowing,” Eugene murmured to himself in the empty classroom.

Hannah was indeed slowing down. She moved in front of Declan, looked at the bulk of a man. She spit into her palm and rubbed his cock with both hands. A machine.

Buzzer. More time passed.

Ami hit Mason’s lap again with the air of a woman on a deadline. He tried to sit up straighter, to reclaim some control. She took it away by spearing herself in one glide and clamping down. She rode him the way she exercised, back straight and hips clean. At the edge, she peeled off and swallowed his finish again.

Green +1.

“Fuck me, that’s efficient,” Mason muttered breathlessly.

Time continued to pass, load after load was swallowed, and this couldn't be healthy for anyone involved. The scores increased: Black 15, Green 11, White 10, Blue 6, Pink 4. Faith and Ami had overtaken Hannah.

Faith started using what god gave her.

“Open for me,” she told Mason as the buzzer dumped her between his knees again. She spat down his shaft, then scooped her breasts around him, pressing the slick weight tight. She fucked his cock with her tits, slow first, then fast, lifting and dropping them in tight, piston-like strokes. Mason held tightly onto Faith's tits as he felt himself getting close, she let his head pop free of her breasts, sealed around him and gulped it down his cum, eyes on his.

Black +1.

Devi glanced at the scoreboard, then at Fredrick. "We're not doing so well." She was way behind, and so she did everything she could to make Fredrick blow his load.

Blue +1.

Buzzer. Shuffle. Suck. Buzzer. Shuffle. Suck.

Now Faith found herself at Declan. He tried to square his shoulders like a king. She smothered him in softness. Her tits swallowed him whole. The wet slide of skin on skin had him bucking. She placed Declan's hands on her tits, and he pulled gently at her nipples. He burst. She caught it. Swallowed.

Black +1.

Across the circle, Brianna wiped her mouth with her wrist and winked at the camera. “There we go,” she lit up as she bobbed off Gregory, cheeks flushed, dreads bouncing.

Meanwhile, Ami never slowed. She climbed on each guy, sank down on their cocks, and used them like a post. Then milked them and swallowed. All the guys except for Declan. When she got to her fiancé, she rolled her eyes and idly stroked his cock. Declan was pissed but knew he couldn't leave his seat.

White was starting to fall behind both Green and Black. Hannah's arms trembled, her jaw was sore. When Declan loomed next in rotation, she decided to go all out. She stood as the buzzer hit. Stepped in. Planted a knee on the seat, one hand on his shoulder, the other guiding his cock upwards. She sank down on Declan with a short, vicious drop. He grinned.

“I need to win,” she said to herself, hips already moving. She fucked him like a mat drill. No romance. Depth, squeeze, withdraw. When his thighs flexed hard under her and the first flood threatened, she got off in one clean slide and dropped. He spurted into her mouth, and she swallowed in two big gulps.

White +1.

Declan stared, blinked. “Holy—”

“Clock’s on.” Hannah didn’t look back. Next in line was Mason. She rode him too, rhythm mean and mechanical. He grabbed for a breast. She caught his wrist and pinned it to the chair back without breaking pace. His groan went helpless in an instant. She peeled off at the cliff and caught him hot.

White +1.

Eugene sat forward in the empty classroom. Hannah was all in. She used her hips like a weapon. Each ride was a jolt, precise and economical, a fighter’s cadence.

Faith kept the pressure on. Kit’s monster pressed into the plush channel between her breasts. She bounced them, squeezed them, slid them up and down his ridiculous girth, and when that high, strangled breath came, she leaned and caught it like a pro.

Black +1.

Buzzer. More time passed. Buzzer. The sounds of strained sex continued.

Ami flowed over to Mason again. He gripped the chair like a man on a rollercoaster he hadn’t wanted to climb on. She set the pace. Short, cruel circles. Off. Mouth. Gone.

Green +1.

Minutes bled out. The board ticked. Pink clawed back with Brianna giggling her way around the circle, messy, enthusiastic, always finishing the job. Blue inched forward in Devi’s tidy handwriting.

The men started to sag. Cocks are shiny, angry red. Hips jerking wrong when hands and mouth got too much. Oversensitive cockheads made them groan and clench their teeth. The buzzer sounded like a firing squad for them now.

Faith hit Gregory again and gave him no breathing room. She mashed her tits around him and whispered, “Don’t fight it,” then flicked her tongue over the tip every time it peeked between her mounds. He tried to hold. He failed. She gulped. She burped delicately behind her wrist.

Black +1.

Hannah got to Kit and paused. Massive. She took a breath, then settled her arse into his lap, reached between, angled him right, and sank down in a steady sit that had him gasping like a landed fish. She rode him in tight, controlled strokes, squeezing him with her pussy like she was wringing out a towel. Kit grabbed at the air and then at nothing, terrified of touching. When he began to pop, she almost couldn't get off of his huge cock in time. She barely managed, some of Kit's love covering her cheeks. She scooped it into her mouth.

White +1.

“Green +1,” blinked as Ami swallowed Fredrick. “Blue +1,” chimed again for Devi at Mason. “Pink +1,” Brianna pulled off Gregory with a laugh.

“Not much time left,” Eugene muttered. The gaps were closing.

Faith stuck to tits as a theme. Fredrick went with a groan, then Mason, then even Gregory again after a grim minute of overstimulation, Faith padding the Black column, picking the moments where tits trumped everything else. Four points found their way to Black across those rotations, exactly what they needed.

Green kept marching. Ami didn’t smile, didn’t flirt, didn’t chat. She rode. She swallowed. She moved. Fredrick again, when he thought he had a handle on it. Gregory, when he tried to hold out on principle. Declan, when he swaggered, then grimaced, then begged under his breath. Mason, when his cock twitched at the sight of Faith’s tits working someone else. Green’s number climbed and climbed.

Hannah didn’t stop. She rode every bloody chair in the circle before the hour mark hit. Mason, Gregory, Fredrick, Kit, back to Declan. Each time she lifted off at the last twitch and took them in her mouth, throat working, eyes focused on some point far away like she was counting out a choke.

Devi kept Blue alive, chirpy and ruthless, finding more loads with the lightest touch, coaxing them when the others’ rougher technique blew fuses. Blue ticked up.

By the last ten minutes, the men barely breathed between buzzers. Their cocks flinched when a shadow fell across them. Balls ached, the deep, sickening throb of being rung dry. Sweat plastered shirts to chair-backs.

“Almost there.” Faith kissed Gregory’s thigh as he flinched away from her mouth and still came, a pathetic, painful finish that had her wiping a tear of laughter. “One more for the road.”

Hannah slid off Fredrick. He grimaced, cum stringing from his tip to her tongue. She swallowed, sat back on her heels, chest rising and falling, face calm, eyes bright.

Ami finished where she started, in Mason’s lap, rolling slowly, murmuring in his ear, the only kindness she’d shown all game. He went with a quiet, broken noise. Green 21.

The horn sounded. Two hours dead. The board froze.

Green 21. Black 20. White 19.  Blue 12. Pink 10.

The girls slumped. The guys didn’t move. For a long breath, no one did.

Declan groaned through his teeth and cupped his nuts. “Christ. They’re empty.”

“That's because they are,” Mason winced, cock still twitching at a ghost touch. “Can’t feel my bloody legs.”

The gym’s PA popped to life. Mr N stepped on the moment with a fox’s grin in his voice.

“Bravo. Extraordinary stamina, gentlemen. For our curious viewers at home, a little peek behind the curtain. You’re watching the benefits of our advanced endocrine enhancements at work. Each participant has been fitted with proprietary modulators that optimise refractory periods, ejaculatory volume thresholds, and neuro-pleasure feedback. Put simply: we turned their taps to high. Safely. Scientifically. Spectacularly.”

“Round Table complete,” the PA returned to its flat. “Jewels assigned: Green five. Black four. White three. Blue two. Pink one.”


3: Feud II

The screen flipped to the next channel. Mrs Chambers was sitting in the commerce at a triangular table. To her left was Yuto from the Pink team, to her right was Hugo from the Blue team. A cup and five six-sided dice sat in front of each of them.

"Fortunes Fate - White vs Pink vs Blue - 30 minutes." The PA announced the rules for the game. "This game is played over multiple rounds. Each participant will roll their five dice, hide them under their cup, then secretly look at them. One participant will then be randomly chosen to start. They will start the bidding by announcing a face and a quantity. For example, 'Three fives'. This bid indicates how many of each face have been rolled by all of the participants, including themselves. The game will proceed clockwise, and each subsequent participant can either challenge the previous bid or make a higher bid of their own. A higher bid must either be a higher quantity, a higher face of the same quantity, or both."

This game sounded very familiar to Eugene. They were playing liar's dice.

"If the participant challenges, all dice are revealed; if the bid is matched or exceeded, the bidder wins. Otherwise, the challenger wins. The loser removes one of their dice from the game by placing it in the slot in the middle of the table." A mechanical whirr sounded as a square hole opened up in the middle of the table. "The loser must also remove one article of clothing from the following: shoes, ties/earrings, shirt/dress, pants/bra, underwear/panties. When a participant loses all dice, they are out of the game. All players then reroll their remaining dice and the losing player starts the next round of bidding."

'All in all that isn't such a bad game, surprisingly low on sex and high on skill.' Eugene was kicking himself for not being in this game.

Four jewels will be given to the last remaining participant, two jewels will be given to second place, and zero jewels will be given to last place. As a bonus, the last remaining participant must choose someone of the opposite gender from the losing team to have sex with for 30 minutes." There it was.

"Seems easy enough." Yuto smiled and leaned back.

"Yeah, if I win, I am definitely fucking Betty or Mrs Chambers." Hugo eyed Mrs Chambers up and down. Her body looked amazing in the dress, which hugged her curves perfectly.

"Don't get ahead of yourself, Hugo. You have to win first." Mrs Chambers rolled her eyes.

"Oh, but I have played this game a lot with my boys." Hugo licked his lips, I bet you'll feel really good."

"Mrs Chambers will start. Roll your dice." The PA announced.

The trio placed their dice in their cups, shook them, then placed them on the table. Each of them peered at their count. Eugene noticed that he could see Mrs Chamber's dice. 1, 2, 3, 4, and 5… That was a terrible hand.

"One one." Mrs Chambers started with a low and easy bid.

"Two threes," Yuto smirked, a jump, Yuto probably had rolled some threes.

"Four fuckin' fives." Hugo laughed. Four of a kind was possible; Mrs Chambers had one.

"Five fives…" Mrs Chambers said with confidence.

"Challenge," Yuto said with an air of apology.

The dice were revealed. Yuto had a 2, 3, 3, 4, and 5. That was 2… Hugo had 2, 5, 5, 6, and 6. Damn, only four fives. Mrs Chambers took one of her dice and slid it into the slot in the middle of the table. It was sucked up in an instant.

"No point in drawing this out." Mrs Chambers stood up, slid her dress off her shoulders, and it pooled around her feet.

"Damn, miss, looking fine." Hugo eyed her.

"Can't say I disagree." Yuto rubbed the back of his neck.

The next round began. Mrs Chambers rolled her dice. This time, she got a 2, 2, 2, and 3. Sadly, with each loss meant less information as a whole.

"Three twos." Mrs Chambers started strong, but Eugene was worried she had given away too much information with her first bid.

"Three threes." Yuto followed up.

"Five threes." Hugo's bet was likely.

"Challenge."

'No!' Eugene thought to himself. This was going to be bad.

And it was. There were five threes. Yuto had rolled a 3, 3, 4, 4, and 5. Hugo had rolled a 1, 3, 3, 3, and 6. Mrs Chambers lost the call.

"Damn it." She muttered to herself as she unclasped her bra. Hugo gave a whistle as those puppies fell out. Another die returned to the centre. Mrs Chambers was not in a good position.

The next round, Mrs Chambers made a show of shaking her dice cup between her tits, hoping the display would distract the two boys playing with her. Cups hit the table. Mrs Chambers was up again first. She had a 1, 1, and 5.

"Six ones!" Mrs Chambers started with. Eugene slapped his forehead. Mrs Chambers clearly wasn't a betting woman.

"Gotta call that miss." Yuto sighed.

Everyone was surprised when the dice were revealed. Although Yuto had no ones, Hugo had rolled four of them. Yuto had lost. He kicked off his shoes and returned a die. It was his turn to start the next round.

"One one." Yuto started with a low bet.

"Four ones." Hugo jumped the bet.

Mrs. Chambers had rolled a 3, 3, and a 5, she looked at the others' faces. Yuto gave nothing away with his relaxed posture, but Hugo was licking his lips like there was blood in the water. Eugene thought that calling here would be a fifty-fifty chance.

"Four threes." Mrs Chambers said. Not a bad call.

"Damn… I'm in a bind here," Yuto admitted, "I really want to call, but I don't really want to throw you under the bus Miss."

"Do what you have to ,Yuto." Mrs Chambers said calmly.

"Alright then, I challenge."

The dice were revealed. Yuto had 1, 1, 5, and 6. No threes. Hugo rolled 1, 1, 3, 5, and 6, Hugo did have a three, but just the one. Another loss for Mrs Chambers. She returned one of her dice and pulled off her earrings.

"Not long now, miss, I'm going to enjoy fucking ya." Hugo grinned.

"It isn't over yet Hugo," Mrs Chambers gathered her two dice and placed them in the cup. They all rolled.

"Three fours." Mrs. Chambers had rolled a 4, and 6. Her pool of information was dwindling fast.

"Four sixes," Yuto said nonchalantly.

"Nah, I'm challenging that," Hugo smirked. But when the dice were revealed, Yuto showed off three sixes for a total of four on the board. Hugo suffered his first loss. He removed his tie and returned a die.

"Two fours." Hugo bid.

Mrs Chambers had rolled a 1 and a 6. No fours, but she couldn't afford another loss here. "Three fours." Mrs Chambers bid.

"Four fours." Yuto upped the bid.

"Challenge." The dice were revealed. Only three fours on the board, Yuto had lost.

"Ah dang, you win some, you lose some, I guess." Yuto took off his tie and returned a die.

"One five." Yuto began the next round.

"Two fives." Hugo followed.

"Three fives." Mrs Chambers had a 1 and a 5. Three fives was a very safe and solid bid.

"Four fives." Yuto bid. The dice pool was 9… That was a risky bet. Almost half of the dice would need to be fives.

"No fucking way, challenge." Hugo was smashing it. Only three fives were on the board. Yuto was down a dice and down a shirt. "Maybe I'll be fucking Betty after all," Hugo laughed, "though that slut fucks anyone anyway. Might fuck Brianna instead."

"Hey, you stay away from Brianna." Yuto jabbed. Eugene had remembered that Yuto always had a crush on Brianna.

"Oh? I will definitely fuck her then. My cum is going to look real good all over her face and tits, the contrast will be nice." Hugo smirked.

"Fucker." Yuto said under his breath as they all rolled again.

"Two sixes." Yuto started with.

"Three sixes," Hugo smirked.

"Three, really?" Mrs Chambers studied Hugo's face. He was squarely looking at her tits. Mrs Chambers had a 3 and 6.

"Gonna challenge miss?" Hugo leaned back.

"Four sixes." Mrs Chambers shook her head. Eugene sighed. Hugo goaded her well.

"Sorry, miss, challenge," Yuto called. Only three sixes were on the board. Fuck. Mrs Chambers had lost again.

Mrs. Chambers unstrapped her high heels and kicked them to the side, all she was wearing was her black lacy panties. One die left. This was going to be hard. She rolled a single 6.

"One six." Mrs Chambers started.

"Two sixes." Yuto looked back and forth between his opponents.

"Three sixes," Hugo smirked again. It was getting increasingly annoying.

"Challenge." Mrs Chambers was forced to call really. Luckily, it was the right call. Hugo had a six, but Yuto didn't. Hugo shrugged, kicked off his shoes, and returned a die.

"One six." Hugo started with.

"Two sixes." Mrs Chambers had rolled a 2, but two sixes wasn't a stretch.

"Challenge." Yuto said, "I can't let Hugo get his hands on Brianna," he said under his breath. When the dice were revealed, they all collectively held their breath.

Yuto had rolled a 1 and a 4, no sixes, but maybe… Hugo had rolled 2, 5, 6. Only one six was on the board. Mrs Chambers was eliminated. She stood up, slipped off her panties and sat back down. Her only hope now was for Yuto to pull this back. She'd much rather fuck him than that cocky Hugo bastard.

Unfortunately, fate decided differently, Hugo won the next round handily and after that, it was all over, one die vs three meant that Hugo emerged the victor in the last round.

"Fortunes Fate complete,” the PA announced. “Jewels assigned: Blue four. Pink two. White zero.”

Hugo didn’t even look at Yuto. He moved over to Mrs Chambers and hauled her onto the triangle table like a butcher laying out a slab of meat. Her back hit wood. Her tits lifted under the cold air and settled again in heavy sway.

“Bonus time. Pick someone from the losers,” he drawled to the room. “I pick the teacher.”

“Of course you do.” She sighed as he dragged her hips to the edge and pushed her thighs wide.

“Probably way better than girls my age.” He palmed her mound and split her lower lips with his thumb. “Most of them just lie there. You seem to have a lot of experience..”

“Get it over with.” No tremble. Just a tightness around her eyes.

He bared his teeth, lined up, and shoved into the base of his cock. Heat swallowed him. The table creaked. She bit her bottom lip and stared at the ceiling.

“Fuck. That’s it.” He ground down, felt her squeeze in reflex. “Gregory got this all the time, yeah? Should’ve been fucking me from the start.”

“You’re a child.”

“But I got a man-sized cock.” He rolled his hips, short brutal strokes, balls tapping the edge of the wood. “How’d the school captain taste? Bet he came quick. I go longer. I go harder.”

She hooked her calves over his back and lifted for him without meaning to. Her nails dug into the table lip. Breathing turned ragged. No space for a reply when he hammered. He caught her nipple between his teeth, tugged, then spat a laugh.

“Slutty teacher act suits you. You like being pinned,” he panted. “Say it.”

“Shut up and fuck.”

He did. Hands at her waist, he pistoned her up the grain and back, cock sawing her open, wet smacks filling the commerce room. Yuto stared at the wall. Hugo didn’t look at him. He shifted, hiked her ankles to his shoulders, folded her in half, and drove straight down. Her tits crushed into her chest. A choked sound escaped her, half curse, half plea.

“There it is. Bet Gregy-boy never made you sing like that.” He punched the last word with a hard thrust. “Should’ve come to me after class. Would’ve ruined you proper.”

“Shut up and keep going.”

He found the spot that made her feel the best and used it, grinding over and over, her eyes went glassy. Her belly fluttered under his hand. The table squeaked. She clawed his forearm.

“Right there.”

“Yeah?” He buried, held, ground his pubic bone down. “Cum on it then.”

Her body locked, cunt clamped, breath broke. Heat pulsed around him. She came back arched, mouth open, with no sound. He ripped out at the peak, fist closed at the base, and painted her from top to bottom. Thick ropes splashed her tits and belly, a hot mess across that perfect front. Her nipples stood proud through it.

“Better than the class captain.” Hugo grinned down at the stripes he’d left. “Told you.”


4: Feud III

Eugene's team returned with a mixture of feelings. Hannah looked genuinely upset that she was unable to place first. Mrs Chambers looked frustrated yet satisfied. Gregory looked like a gentle breeze would completely blow the man over. Eugene didn't get to see the game between Black and Green, but apparently, it was Rachel from the Green team who won. They got five jewels, whilst Black team only got one.

The standings for the end of round one showed up on the screen:

TEAM GREEN - Lord: Juan - Knights: Declan, Ami, Rachel - 10 Jewels.

TEAM BLUE - Lord: Fredrick - Knights: Hugo, Devi, Naia - 6 Jewels.

TEAM BLACK - Lord: Faith* - Knights: Sally, Thomas, Quinton, Mason - 5 Jewels.

TEAM PINK - Lord: Betty - Knights: Yuto, Kit, Brianna - 3 Jewels.

TEAM WHITE - Lord: Eugene - Knights: Gregory, Mrs Chambers, Hannah - 3 Jewels.

They were tied for last, a not-so-great place to be.

"Event alert!" The PA announced over the sound of a trumpeting horn. The event appeared on the screen. "Raiders Attack!: Each realm must either pay 3 jewels to fight back the raiders or give the raiders one of their female knights as a hostage. Hostages will be sent to the VIP room and will be returned at the end of this round. You have 10 minutes to decide." The two options appeared below the text as if they were choices in a video game.

"Send me!" Hannah said with determination. "I keep letting down the team. I deserve to go."

"I'm not sending anyone." Eugene shook his head at the idea.

"I would reconsider that position," Gregory said gravely, "we are already at the bottom of the ladder, I don't think we can afford to get behind this early in the game. I'd rather not get eliminated."

"And I'd rather not set someone to get used as a sex toy by who knows who." Eugene paced.

"I'm happy to go, really." Hannah reconfirmed.

"No." Eugene was firm in his conviction.

"Send me then." Mrs Chambers said.

"Megan…" Gregory put a hand on Mrs Chambers's shoulder.

"I am the main reason we are so low on the ladder right now. I utterly failed at my task." Mrs Chambers said with a cool and calculated calmness. "And I'd rather not put Hannah through the VIP room."

Eugene thought to himself as he continued to pace, as much as he hated to admit it, his teammates were right, they couldn't afford the 3 jewels, they needed to send someone.

"Are you sure Mrs Chambers?" Eugene looked at his former teacher with utmost seriousness.

"I am."

"Fine." Eugene walked up to the board and selected the button that said 'send hostage'. A second prompt asked him to choose between 'Hannah' and 'Mrs. Chambers'. After looking back at her and receiving a reassuring nod, he selected Mrs Chambers.

"Mrs Chambers," the PA sounded, "leave the room and prepare yourself."

Mrs Chambers gave Gregory a long and loving embrace. It was uncharacteristic for the otherwise proper woman. She then left the room. Time passed, more than an hour in silence.

The screen bloomed to life with the words VIP ROOM LIVE stamped in elegant script. Three islands of furniture sat under soft amber light like altars.

On the first, Mrs Chambers lay on a lacquered table, wrists tied in neat silk bows to brass rings. People in owl masks crowded her like worshippers at a shrine. One knelt to suck her nipples into a glossy shine, another fed her his cock while a third plunged into her, hips slapping, balls smacking. A masked woman straddled her face, thighs shaking, grinding slowly until Mrs Chambers’ mouth gleamed from cock and pussy. Her former poise fractured under the tide, chest heaving, tits slick, pussy clenching around the next eager cock that pushed through.

Across the room, Brianna sprawled on a low couch, knees hooked over a masked woman's waist. The woman’s strap-on glittered with lube as she drove it in, hard and deep, while two masked men flanked Brianna’s face. She worked both cocks, hands and mouth busy, eyes bright behind the sweat and spit, mouth in perfect rotation, one withdrawing so they could paint her dark skin in white. She giggled and licked herself clean.

On a plinth beneath a chandelier, Rachel braced on elbows and toes, spit-roasted by two tall masked men. A woman rubbed her clit like he owned it, coaxing tremors, while a fourth spilt fresh cum across her ass like war paint. She rode the rhythm, ass flushed, mouth stretched and eyes locked on the camera as her body jolted with each thick thrust.

“Ladies and gentlemen and all voracious hearts,” Mr N’s voice filled the room, “behold our banquet. Three heroines of hospitality, offered by their Realms with all the pomp of antiquity. White presents their most gracious teacher as tribute, Pink their radiant Brianna, Green their feisty Rachel. Black and Blue, ever prudent, have paid the raiders in jewels alone. Sensible, perhaps. Less delicious, certainly.”

A masked hand lifted Mrs Chambers’ hips, a fresh cock slid home, a masked woman’s tongue circled her clit, and the teacher’s back arched off the table as she came again, the crowd cheering.

“Observe,” Mr N hummed. “An orchestra of appetite! Stroke, thrust, swallow, repeat. To the other participants, enjoy the rest of the round.”

The screen went black, and Gregory's knuckles went white. Seeing Mrs Chambers like that must have been hard for him. He walked over to the wall and punched it. The only thing that was hurt was his hand.

"Please choose one Realm to parley with." The screen showed each of the other Realms as options. 'Black.'

"Black has also chosen to parley with you. Connecting…"

Faith showed up on the screen. Sally, Thomas, Quinton, and Mason muddled about in the background.

"Faith!" Eugene's face lit up at the sight of the screen.

"Hey hon." Faith smiled. "I miss you so much."

"I miss you too."

"Don't worry, we are taking good care of our lord." Thomas chuckled from behind her.

"Don't listen to him hon, he is just trying to get a rise out of you." Faith sighed.

"Thomas is just a sore loser. We've gone what, three nothing now? How's that for your season stats Thomas?" Eugene mocked.

"I stopped keeping track after I fucked your girl."

"Fucker."

"Anyway, I need your help hon." Faith brought the conversation back to them. "I don't really have anyone I can trust here, level-headed my team is not. I was hoping we could trade?"

"Oh? Who were you thinking of?"

"I would like Gregory, if possible. I was going to send Quinton; I just need one ally here, and Gregory has a level head." Faith said.

"Gregory, what are your thoughts?" Eugene looked over to him.

"Fine. Whatever." He was still seething.

"Sure, you want him? I am not sure how much help he will be." Eugene said back to Faith.

"Yeah, I think so. I would ask for Hannah, but you'd be sending her into the lion's den." Faith pointed back at the gaggle of knights behind her.

"O,k let's make the trade." As Eugene said those words, a confirmation button appeared on the screen. After pressing the button, the deal was done. Eugene didn't even get to say goodbye to Faith as the screen instructed Gregory to leave.

When Quinton arrived, he was met with silence by both Hannah and Eugene. They did this as a favour to Faith. They didn't have to like having him here. Hannah was barely holding herself back from slamming the guy's head into a wall. He was the reason that Hannah had lost her virginity. It was all his fault.

Round two's single competition appeared.

JOUST - All Realms - 1 Lord and 1 Knight of the opposite gender.

"Looks like it's you and me Hannah." Eugene sighed.

"Let's kick some ass this time." Hannah closed her fists and lifted them to her face.


5: Feud IV

Eugene found himself back in the gymnasium with Hannah. Faith had decided to bring Thomas along. Eugene couldn't fault her for bringing the Black team's strongest male. Fredrick was there with… Naia? That was odd. Eugene had expected Fredrick to bring Devi. They were close, but perhaps that was why Fredrick left Devi behind in the Blue Realm. Pink team's lord Betty brought along Yuto, who shared a fist bump with Eugene when they saw that they were both there. Finally, Juan brought along Ami, the only woman available on Green since Rachel was in the VIP room.

"Joust - All Realms - 120 minutes." The PA once again announced the rules. "This game will be played in bouts. Each Realm's male will be known as the Lancer, and each team's female will be known as the mount. Each team will play every other team once." A list of matchups for each round appeared.

Round 1: Black vs White, Green vs Pink

Round 2: Pink vs Black, White vs Blue

Round 3: Blue vs Pink, Black vs Green

Round 4: Green vs Blue, Pink vs White

Round 5: White vs Green, Blue vs Black

"During each bout, your Realm's Lancer and the opposing Realm's Mount must sit on one of the two jousting sleds. The Lancer will fuck the opposing Mount in doggystyle, and all participants will be naked. The Mount will have two fabric tags attached to them by tape, one on their breast and one on their ass. Once both Lancers are fucking the Mounts, the jousting sleds will rocket towards the opposing Lancer and will pass by them narrowly as the Lancers try to score points. Each bout will have three of these passes."

Two large wooden beams rise from the ground, the wooden floor parting and reconnecting after the beams are raised. Similarly, the 'sleds' appeared, padded platforms with slots for both the Mount and Lancer to settle into and they were attached to rails running parallel to the beams. They were literally about to joust…

"Points are scored in three ways. Firstly, for each tag the Lancer is able to pull off of the other Lancer's Mount, they will gain 1 point. Second, if the Lancer is able to cum during the three passes, they will gain 1 point. Finally, if the Lancer is able to make their Mount orgasm during the three passes, they will gain 2 points."

Eugene thought that this was fucking nuts.

"One jewel will be awarded for each victory. In addition, the team with the most wins will gain 5 bonus jewels and will be able to force a swap of any two knights of the same gender. If there is a tie, a panel of VIPs will decide which of the tied teams put on the best show."

"Black and White, take your places in lane one. Green and Pink, take your places in lane two. All participants strip down."

After they had all stripped down, Faith rushed over to Eugene and pushed her breasts up against him as they held each other.

"I missed you so much." Faith buried her face into Eugene's chest as Eugene stroked her hair.

"I missed you too…" Eugene felt his hardness pressing against her leg.

"Oh! I can tell." Faith smiled as she cradled Eugene's cock and kissed him on the lips.

"Save it for the joust." Eugene half-laughed.

"It's going to feel good to be inside me again." Faith grabbed Eugene's ass.

Faith took her place on the sled, her arms and legs locked in place as two mechanical arms emerged from the sled and attached White fabric tags to Faith's left breast and ass cheek. They looked to be stuck there by some sort of sticky adhesive. It didn't hurt going on, but it did illicit a small 'eep' from Faith. Across from them, down at the other end of the wooden beam, Hannah took her spot in the opposing sled. Eugene kneeled behind his girlfriend and placed his hands comfortably on her rear. The sled adjusted so that he was at the perfect height to thrust into her.

"Lancers, thrust into your Mounts now." The PA dinged. Eugene did not need to be told twice. Sliding into Faith's pussy was like finally coming home to rest. It felt comfortable and warm. She was very comforting, although maybe a bit more welcoming than expected. Usually, it would take a moment for him to get fully inside of his girlfriend, but right now, he glided in without a hint of resistance.

"Fuck yes." Faith moaned. "You always hit inside me just right." Eugene began a steady rhythm, his flesh slapping against Faith's ass. It was so damn good. He barely noticed that Hannah was struggling as Thomas' dick pushed her apart. She held her head high as his big black cock pounded into her.

"3… 2… 1…" The PA beeped down. "Go." The sleds rocketed forward with insane speed. The force gave Eugene whiplash. The distance between the two teams closed in a few seconds. Eugene didn't even try to reach for one of the Black tags attached to Hannah's body.

"Holy shit, that was a rush!" Faith screamed as the sled slowed down. "Like fucking on a rollercoaster. She wasn't wrong. Eugene's heart was pumping hard. He needed to focus if he was going to score points. Although he might want to avoid winning, he didn't want Faith's team to fall behind. But the look on Hannah's face changed his mind. Hannah was determined, her mind set on winning. She had rotated her body slightly to make the tags ever so slightly easier to grab. She looked deep into Eugene's eyes from across the gym, and her whole body bounced with each thrust of Thomas's cock.

The countdown beeped again. Faith glanced back, cheeks flushed.

“Take the tit first,” she panted.

Hannah rolled her shoulder, presenting the white square on her breast as Thomas drove into her. A stubborn nod. Do it.

“3… 2… 1…”

The sleds screamed forward. Wind tore at hair. Eugene let the rails carry him, one hand gripping Faith’s hip, the other outstretched. Thomas mirrored him, teeth bared, one palm slapping Hannah’s arse as his other pawed for Faith’s tag.

They crossed.

Eugene’s fingers snagged the taped square on Hannah’s breast. He yanked. It came away. On the other sled Faith jolted as Thomas’ knuckles smashed into her bum cheek, ripping her ass tag free. Both sleds braked hard, bodies rocking on impact.

A tone chimed above the din. One each.

Hannah clenched her jaw around a broken moan. Thomas laughed.

“Look at me when I take your man’s points,” he taunted.

“3… 2… 1…”

They launched. Eugene met the surge with hard strokes, shoved Faith forward, and opened his reach. Hannah twisted her hips to help, but faltered when Thomas slapped her ass, cock pushing in hard. Her thighs trembled.

“C’mon, Hannah, hold it,” Eugene grunted, arm spearing out.

His fingers slapped the taped square on her cheek. The tag ripped loose. Hannah gasped. Another point. White’s second.

Thomas didn’t break rhythm. He leaned, long torso cutting the gap, and raked Faith’s chest. The breast tag ripped free with a sharp snap.

The sleds slowed at the end of the match. Hannah’s nails dug into her sled’s padding. Thomas’ mouth brushed her ear.

“Cum for me bitch.”

Meanwhile, Eugene’s thighs burned. Faith milked him, greedy and warm, squeezing with every slam. He locked an arm around her waist, one hand still full of tag fabric, and thrust through.

“Fuck—”

He spilled, cock pulsing deep in her. He groaned through clenched teeth. The tone above them chirped. White’s gain 1 point for cumming.

Across the lane, Thomas didn’t slow. He was relentless now, all weight and intent. Hannah broke, the sound raw, shame and relief tangled as her body betrayed her and clamped around him. Her orgasm rolled up her spine, she shook, eyes screwed shut. Another tone rang, longer, two notes for the bigger prize. Black’s point two for making her cum.

The sleds coasted to their final halt.

Faith looked over her shoulder at Eugene, grin crooked and fierce.

“Got ‘em?”

“Both.” He held up the torn squares, chest heaving.

Thomas flicked the last scrap of tape from his fingers and lifted his chin.

“Both here, too.”

The PA’s neutral voice cut the panting.

“Bout complete. Black four points. White three points. Victory to Black.”

"Always bet on black." Thomas grinned. He took the opportunity to finish over Hannah's back. Thick ropes of cum plastered her. Hannah lay there, flushed and furious at herself. Thomas peeled himself off the sled, cock still slick.

In the bout beside them, Green had defeated Pink 3 to 2. Juan had taken both tags and came inside of Betty. Yuto, on the other hand, had just taken both tags, unable to find release inside of Ami.

Round 2 was about to begin.


6: Feud V

This round, White was up against Blue, and Black was up against Pink. Eugene was sad that his fleeting moment with Faith was over, and now she was on all fours, his friend Yuto buried inside her pussy. Faith seemed to be enjoying herself, and Yuto was cracking jokes, the exact nature of which Eugene couldn't make out from his position. They must have been good ones because Faith was laughing as Yuto was thrusting.

Meanwhile, Eugene's new Mount was anything but friendly, or perhaps she was too friendly. Naia had moaned loudly when Eugene entered her. She was already chanting a tantric "fuck me master, fuck me master, fuck me master" as Eugene continued his thrusts. Hannah seemed to be having a better time with Fredrick, the guy was kind, and Hannah was almost happy to take him inside of her after all she had been through.

“I want you to win, master.” Naia moaned. "Hold on to me tight."

“Right...” Eugene lined up, cock buried, one hand clamped to her waist.

Across the lane, Fredrick hovered over Hannah like a lifeguard. “You alright? Tell me if it hurts.”

“Just do what you need to, it's ok,” she said quietly.

“3… 2… 1…”

The sleds launched. Air-punched lungs. Rails screamed. Eugene let the speed carry him, rolled his shoulders and shot his free hand out. Hannah twisted, presenting the breast tag for him. His fingers slapped fabric. Rip.

Fredrick reached… and froze, too busy checking Hannah’s face to commit. “Sorry—”

“Don’t be sorry,” Hannah smiled as they braked, tag still taped to her tit.

Naia looked back, eyes fever-bright. “Good boy. Again. Harder.”

“3… 2… 1…”

He pounded her in the wind. As they crossed, he stretched and raked for Hannah's ass tag. The tape gave with a satisfying snap. Two points on the board.

Fredrick pulled up short again, hand half out, half back. “I can’t just yank—”

“You need to if you want to win,” Hannah softly moaned.

Naia rolled her hips back on Eugene at the brake. “Now,” she purred. “Make me cum.”

“Last pass,” he breathed. He could feel his own edge coming.

“3… 2… 1…”

He drove. Hips slammed, thighs burned, grip ruthless. Naia’s back bowed into it, a shameless moan ripped out of her throat and rode the wind. As the sleds blurred together, Eugene held her tight and rode through her rising tremor. Her voice knifed through the hall.

“Fuuuuuuck!”

Her orgasm broke, hot and feral. The tone above them chimed long.

Across the lane, Fredrick faltered again, hand flinching off Hannah as if she were made of glass. He stayed strong, held off, and worried more than he wanted. No tag. No finish. No payoff.

Eugene couldn’t stop now. Naia convulsed under him. He shoved deep, teeth bared, and let it go with a rough groan. Heat flooded her. The short chirp followed. Another point scored.

They coasted to a standstill. Naia slumped forward, grinning into the pad. “See? Mine,” she panted, greedy satisfaction in every syllable.

Hannah didn’t look back. “Zero, hey?” She blew stray hair off her cheek. “You're a big softie.”

Fredrick rubbed the back of his neck, cheeks pink. “Yeah, I guess.”

The PA cut through the panting.

“Bout complete. White five points. Blue zero points. Victory to White.”

It was close, but Yuto managed to pull off a narrow win, four points to the Black team's three. Eugene had noticed that at the very end of the match, as Faith orgasmed hard on Yuto's dick, she looked like an absolute mess as she fell onto her breasts. She looked over to Eugene and gave him a wink, just to let him know she was alright. Though Eugene thought it meant she was well fucked. Despite having just came, Eugene was again hard as a rock, he wished he could go over there and plunge back into Faith and reclaim her, but he had a bye in the next round.

In the first lane, Fredrick faced Yuto, Betty seemed to be enjoying herself at the Frenchman's expense, already saying all sorts of slutty things as she took his cock. Yuto did not care at all for Naia, and Naia didn't care at all for him. But Eugene's eyes were firmly on the second lane.

Faith braced on the sled as the tags got taped, two white tags stuck to her body. Down the lane, Ami did the same, pussy welcoming as Thomas lined himself up behind her. Juan settled in behind Faith, palms spreading her cheeks, cock slipping in with a dirty sigh. He laughed under his breath, chest against her back. “Back home, shorty.”

“Shut up and let's do this,” Faith gasped, already leaking around him.

Thomas leaned over Ami and shoved deep, the first thrust a brutal welcome.

“3… 2… 1…”

The sleds launched. The gap between them vanished.

Juan forgot the world. He hammered Faith, hand on her breast, the other flinging out a half-hearted grab, got nothing but air. Faith moaned as the rush and the fuck hit together. She convulsed around him, body shaking in the sled.

Across the lane, Thomas didn’t waste the pass. He reached and hooked Faith’s ass tag. Rip. His hips never broke rhythm.

Tone. One point Black, two points Green. Faith had clearly already orgasmed.

“Ugh,” Faith moaned, voice rough.

“3… 2… 1…”

They blew forward again. Juan dug in, cock pushing her apart. Faith came a second time, a desperate, helpless sound spilling out of her when the speed bent her head back. Juan laughed. He wasn't even trying to grab the tags.

Thomas raked the tit tag off Faith with a quick flick, tape popping under his thumb. “That’s two.”

One more point to Black. Faith shook on her sled, drool at the corner of her mouth, tits bouncing as her body was pounded deep by her ex-lover.

Eugene watched, cock aching in his shorts despite himself. She glanced his way with a pleading look of pleasure. It didn’t help.

“3… 2… 1…”

Juan went for broke. He yanked Faith back hard, arm locked around her waist. He missed again. He didn’t care. His balls pulled tight. He shoved deep once, twice, and blew. Heat gushed, splashed, oozed out around the seal of her pussy. A short chirp cut through the wind. His point.

“Fuck…” he groaned as he pulled her hair. “Fuck!”

Faith went again. A ragged cry ripped out of her as her cunt clamped and milked him. Her thighs quivered, cum flowed down to the pad under her. Her breath came in stutters. She was gone.

Thomas didn’t slow. He snapped his hips into Ami until she started to quiver. He leaned, forearm braced to reach that deep angle that made her clench. It worked. Her whole body jolted; she tried to hide her face, failed, and moaned into the sled. The long tone rang. Two points.

They braked hard, sleds thunking home. Juan yanked out, cock still twitching, and stroked twice like a man possessed. Thick stripes painted Faith’s lower back and arse, a hot, messy signature across pale skin. It slid into the cleft, smeared over her cheek, dripped down.

Ami sagged on her sled. Thomas slapped her hip possessively. “Black by a country mile.”

Faith lay there shaking, cum everywhere, hair stuck to her cheeks, tits flush with sweat. She tried to swallow and just panted instead, She looked over at Eugene again, she doubted he'd ever forget this sight, she hated that she came so hard, and so many times.

“Bout complete,” the PA cut in. “Green three points. Black four points. Victory to Black.”

Juan slapped Faith’s ass, fingers leaving wet prints. “Still love watchin’ you finish,” he chuckled, then staggered off the sled, legs jelly. “Fuckin’ hell.”

Eugene continued to look at Faith. She was a painting in whites and sweat. She grinned at him, all ruined pride. He couldn’t tell if he was angrier or harder.

“Oh dude, we lost, oh well.” Juan shrugged.

In the other, Betty whooped at something Yuto did, but Eugene didn’t care. He only heard Faith’s awkward laughter, hoarse and dirty, as she wriggled her hips and felt Juan’s last spill run down her. She was a mess. Cum-striped, fucked senseless mess.

Apparently, Pink won their bout…


7: Feud VI

Eugene had no time to comfort his girlfriend. He was now up against Yuto and Betty. In the other lane, Juan and Ami faced off against Fredrick and Naia. It didn't take a genius to see how that was going to turn out. Eugene was rock hard as he pushed into Betty.

"Damn, seeing Faithy get fucked like that got you all worked up, hey Eugene?" Betty taunted. "She really was moaning like a slut, I didn't know she had it in her, three orgasms in less than five minutes."

"Hey Betty, how about you shut your damn mouth?" Eugene pulled back on Betty's hair; she moaned happily.

"Oh fuck, I like this angry Eugene."

On the other side of the lane, Yuto had already started on Hannah; their rhythm was steady, and Yuto was again cracking jokes, which made Hannah giggle. It was surprisingly nice to see her laughing, even in such circumstances.

Faith cupped her hands around her mouth from the sideline. “Take the tit first! You’ve got this, hon!”

Betty wiggled her arse on the sled and looked back over her shoulder with a grin. “Come on then, lover boy. Earn it.”

“3… 2… 1…”

The rails screamed a now familiar sound, Eugene thrust through the rush, free hand spearing out. His fingers slapped the taped tag on Hannah’s breast. It was a clean rip.

Yuto reached for Betty's and second-guessed it, hand snapping back to keep balance as the sleds blew past.

A sharp tone blinked above them.

They braked hard. Betty looked cheeky over her shoulder. “Didn’t think you’d take that so easily. You must want to impress Faithy.”

“3… 2… 1…”

He found a cruel rhythm, cock hammering home, grip firm. Betty happily presented herself, a cheeky moan turning hungry. The distance closed, Eugene raked for the tape to Hannah's ass. The tape popped, tag in his fist as they blew by. Eugene didn't miss.

Tone. Another point for White.

Yuto kept the pace steady on Hannah, hips doing the talking, no reach, no snatch, just that soft rhythm that always made girls relax. Hannah shuddered with pleasure.

Faith punched the air. “Yes, you got both tags! Now make Betty cum!”

Betty brought one hand under her belly and rubbed a tight circle. “Make me cum, angry boy. I’ll scream for you.”

“3… 2… 1…”

Eugene snapped his hips like a metronome at war. Betty broke, her legs trembled on the sled. He locked his arm around her belly and ploughed through the pass as her body tipped, all her noise gone high and ragged.

A long tone chimed. Mount orgasm. Two more points for White.

Across the lane, Yuto upped pace, eyes still kind. He rolled just right, and Hannah caved with a shocked little moan that turned savage. Her thighs clamped, and her eyes rolled back. The long tone sang for Pink.

Betty was still fluttering around Eugene, slick and clenching. Faith’s voice cut through the buzz. “Finish, babe! Get the full points!”

Faith's encouragement took him over the edge. Heat surged, cock pulsed hard. The short chirp followed. He released inside of Betty as she screamed like the whore that she was.

Yuto wasn’t far behind. He pushed deep then blew, breath stalling on a quiet swear. Short chirp for Pink. No tags on his sled, both still taped defiantly to Betty’s skin.

The sleds coasted to a halt. Betty stayed quivering, smiling like a thief. “Good work cucky.”

Faith cheered from the sidelines. “You get a high five when we’re done, slut.”

Betty blew her a kiss. “I think I’ll just take his cock again instead.”

The PA cut through the noise.

“Bout complete. White five points. Pink three points. Victory to White.”

Faith whooped hard. “That’s my man!”

Beside them, Green had easily won their bout, Blue failing to score even a single point as Juan managed to score one by cumming inside of Naia. She did not seem at all pleased.

Round five was going to be a nail-biter. White, Green, and Black were all on 2 wins. All of those teams were playing this round. Blue was also playing, but seeing as they had gained a single win, they weren't going to win.

Eugene mounted Ami. He was up against Juan and his massive member. Juan had already started to push apart Hannah, who was having real trouble taking Juan's size.

The rails thrummed under them as Juan fed his cock into Hannah pussy still pushing in slowly and steadily. Opposite, Eugene locked both hands to Ami’s hips and shoved home. She took him with a moan, ass pushing back into his thighs hard enough to bruise.

“3… 2… 1…”

The sleds knifed forward. Eugene let the speed carry him until the last second, snapped his free arm out and grabbed the taped square on Hannah's tit.

Across the beam, Juan leaned. He grabbed Ami's tit tag and tore it off with a flick. He didn’t slacken. He fed Hannah's pussy slowly and heavily through the brake, the way that made her go quiet.

A tone chimed. One each.

“You can go faster,” Ami panted, claws digging into the sled, she had clearly forgotten all about her fiancé right now.

“3… 2… 1…”

Second bout. Eugene went shoulder to shoulder with Juan. He shot for Hannah’s ass tag but missed by a finger’s breadth. Hannah was clearly struggling with her Juan's cock enough that she couldn't be of assistance.

Juan hardly looked at the tag. He planted his palm on Hannah’s lower back, dropped his hips an inch and hit that deep angle that melted her. “That’s it,” he said sinisterly. “Take it.”

Hannah buckled. “Oh—” It was surrender. The long tone rolled over them. Two to Green.

The sleds braked hard. Ami trembled around Eugene, on the edge and hating it. “Don’t you dare leave me hanging,” she warned, voice thin.

“You want to lose?” Eugene asked, confused.

"I want to cum."

“3… 2… 1…”

Final pass.

Eugene slammed Ami's pussy through the acceleration and held her close, locking her to him. He threw his reach at that stubborn square on Hannah's ass—missed. “Bloody—”

“Stop grabbing and make me cum,” Ami snapped, then choked on her own words as he obeyed, pelvis grinding hard, cock sawing the exact line that ruined her composure. Her thighs shook. She went out with a cry. Eugene followed closely behind, he came inside of Declan's fiancé like a used rag.

The long tone answered. Three to White. They had won, or so they thought.

In the past, Juan had reached and grabbed the second tag. Multitasking on Hannah's pussy. Hannah's small chirp turned to a moan. Cum slid down her mound onto the pad, and she shivered helplessly under him.

They coasted to a stop. “Should’ve grabbed when you had the chance.” Ami laughed.

Hannah was a mess, almost as much of a mess as Faith had been after Juan was done with her. Juan rubbed Hannah's ass and enjoyed its wobble. “Perfect.”

The PA cut in, a flat, baritone voice.

“Bout complete. White four points. Green five points. Victory to Green.”

Juan held up both tags and wiggled them like a magician revealing the trick. “Last second, baby.”

Eugene stared at the stubborn square still stuck to Hannah’s rear. He hoped Faith fared better than he did.

Unfortunately, this was the time that Fredrick had decided to lock in. He had managed to collect both tags as he fucked Faith, and even managed to cum, three points. Thomas managed to get both tags, but Naia seemed unimpressed by his sexual abilities. Thomas couldn't even blow his load. Naia was like a limp fish.

"Final scores," The PA continued, "The Blue Realm has one win and gains one jewel. The White, Black, and Pink Realms all have two wins, and each gains two jewels. Green has three wins and gains three jewels. As Green achieved the most wins, they also gained an extra five jewels. Their lord may now choose one knight to forcefully swap with another team."

"I am so taking Hannah, her fresh pussy was nice and tight. They can have Rachel, she is annoying anyway."

Hannah looked over to Eugene with sorrow in her eyes.


8: Feud VII

Eugene returned alone to his Realm's room. Waiting for him were Mrs Chambers and Rachel, who looked like they had been thoroughly used in the VIP room. Quinton, on the other hand, was minding his own business in the corner. Eugene had gone from having a fairly solid team to one that he definitely couldn't count on.

"Fucker abandoned me, twice," Rachel complained. "What a complete and utter fuck-head."

"Well, welcome to team White," Eugene tried to be nice to Rachel. She seemed like an alright girl, if not a bit unlucky, "it's still early days in this game."

"Gregory and Hannah are both gone?" Mrs Chambers seemed concerned.

"Yeah…" Eugene explained what Mrs Chambers had missed.

"I see." Mrs Chambers pondered, "can't say I am thrilled with their replacements."

"Yeah, why did we get Rachel? I'd much rather have Hannah here to play with." Quinton said from the corner. "Plus, she is a much higher value woman than you two; she can at least pack a punch."

"Shut your two-bit, cheap ass mouth, Quinton," Rachel yelled, "you want to talk value, how did your last crypto scam go, huh? Oh that's right you lost a fuck tonne of money, so you are broke bitch now."

"Bitch, I will pump-and-dump in your mouth if you don't—"

"Stop it, both of you!" Eugene slammed his hand on the table. "If we are going to get through this, we are going to need to work together. You can rip each other's throats out after we are out of this mess."

There was silence.

Then the event trumpets sounded.

"Investment: Spend any number of jewels. At the end of the next round, there is a 49% chance that the jewels are doubled in value, and there is a 49% chance that the jewels are lost. There is a 2% chance that the jewels are are tripled. You have 10 minutes to decide."

"A gamble," Eugene said under his breath.

"We should put all of our jewels into it." Quinton said.

"Of course you would say that." Rachel rolled her eyes.

"No, no, this is actually a good investment. There is a statistically better chance of a payout than there is of losing the jewels." Quinton started to explain the statistics involved, and he was convincing.

"So the chance is only marginally better," Eugene said. "If we lose the jewels, we are dropping to the bottom of the rankings. But, I guess we can invest a few."

"Do three jewels then." Mrs Chambers nodded, "We need to gamble if we are going to pull ahead."

"I'd go all in, but three isn't a bad start," Quinton said.

"Alright, three it is." Eugene entered his command into the screen to invest 3 jewels. In the end, it showed that the Blue team invested 1 and the Green team invested 8.

The updated standings were then shown:

TEAM GREEN - Lord: Juan - Knights: Declan, Ami, Hannah - 10 Jewels.

TEAM BLACK - Lord: Faith - Knights: Sally, Thomas, Gregory, Mason - 5 Jewels.

TEAM PINK - Lord: Betty - Knights: Yuto, Kit, Brianna - 5 Jewels.

TEAM BLUE - Lord: Fredrick - Knights: Hugo, Devi, Naia - 3 Jewels.

TEAM WHITE - Lord: Eugene - Knights: Quinton, Mrs Chambers, Rachel - 2 Jewels.

Dead last… great. During negotiations, both Green wished to parley, and Eugene requested to parley with Black.

"Only one conversation request can be accepted in the parley phase." The PA announced. The organisers were throwing another spanner in the works. Faith, for whatever reason, chose to talk to another team. Eugene didn't know which one. Eugene wasn't exactly thrilled that Juan wanted to speak to him, but he thought he should at least hear him out.

The screen turned on, and it was Juan with his hand over Hannah's shoulder, groping one of her tits. She looked like a defeated puppy as she was fondled.

"What do you want, Juan?" Eugene asked.

"Dude, why the hostility? I just want to make a deal man." Juan moved his hand to Hannah's ass and slapped it, then ran his hand back up to her breast. "You are poor as balls, man, and you got something I want."

"What is it that you want?" Eugene held back a shout between gritted teeth.

"Mrs Chambers, I'm hot for teacher man."

"No way—"

"I'll pay you two jewels for her; you can have Ami. She's a firecracker, but I can't handle the bitching between her and Declan right now."

"Still no way—"

"Wait." Mrs Chambers spoke up. "I'm happy to make the trade."

"What?" Eugene was surprised.

"No offence, but the Green team is ahead by quite a bit." Mrs Chambers shrugged. "I want to be on the winning team."

"See, dude, she wants my cock. As a bonus, I want her to fuck me as soon as she gets here."

"Ok." Mrs Chambers shrugged.

"I want Hannah instead." Eugene bargained.

"Nah, dude, I ain't giving up prime pussy." Juan pushed Hannah down to her knees and pulled out his cock, slapping it against Hannah's face, "Besides, since she got here, it's like she does whatever I ask, I think I broke her." He chuckled.

"Fucker." Eugene said under his breath.

"Three jewels and you have a deal." Eugene was going to make him pay. At least Ami wasn't the worst teammate to have.

"Done." Juan agreed, Hannah was now passively fucking Eugene's former teammate's mouth.

Eugene confirmed the trade on the screen, Mrs Chambers left with a wave, and a few minutes later, Ami arrived, and White team's jewels increased to five. They were no longer last.

One other trade occurred. Faith traded Thomas for the Pink team's Kit. Not the best trade Faith could have made, but at least Thomas was out of Faith's team. The competitions for round three then appeared.

PLEASURE POINTS - Black vs White - 1 Male and 1 Female

STRIP AND TIP - Green vs Pink vs Blue - 1 Female

"Let me come with you," Rachel asked Eugene.

"Oh?" Eugene was surprised at Rachel's eagerness.

"I think we can win this one, but if you go by yourself, you might just throw the game to help your girlfriend. I can't let that happen. My life is on the line here."

Eugene looked around, and there were no objections from Ami or Quinton. "Alright." Taking Rachel would keep him honest. Probably.


9: Feud VIII

Eugene and Rachel arrived at a small classroom that looked like it had been converted into a massage parlour. Two massage tables stood in the middle of the room, surrounded by incense and candles. The lights were dim. On the other side of the room were Faith and Kit. Faith rushed forward and leapt into Eugene's lanky arms. She held on like a limpet. Before they could say much to each other, the rules were explained by the PA.

"Pleasure Points - Black vs White - 60 minutes. The female participants must give a sensual and sexual massage to the opposite team's male participant. The largest volume of cum extracted into the provided cups will win. The losing team's female must combine the two cups of cum and drink it down at the end of the 60 minutes. The winning Realm will gain five jewels, the losing team will gain one jewel."

"Well, that is sufficiently fucked up." Faith sighed.

"Yeah…" Eugene looked at his teammate, Rachel, who was pale white.

"This is so fucking fucked!" Rachel complained, "Why did you bring Kit?" He is useless."

"Hey! I'm not useless," Kit shot back timidly, "I just wanted to help."

"Yeah, well, now if I want to win, I've got to…" Rachel gagged, "pleasure you. You're my fucking brother."

"Step-brother, right?" Eugene asked.

"THAT DOES NOT MAKE IT BETTER."

"I mean, legally it does." Faith shrugged.

"What part of this game cares about legality?" Rachel snapped back.

"Participants, take your places. Female participants will be provided a cup and massage oil. The timer will start in 30 seconds." The PA announced.

On the benches next to the massage tables were a stack of fresh towels, two glass cups with lines etched up the side, and two brown bottles of oil with a cork stopper.

Rachel stared at the cup as if it had insulted her. Kit hovered with that apologetic half-smile he always wore, hands jammed into his pockets.

“This is cooked,” Rachel snapped. “I’m not rubbing one out of you. Literally anyone else.”

“Participants, take your places. Ten seconds.” The PA’s voice had all the warmth of a spreadsheet.

Rachel flipped it off without looking. “Just to be clear,” she cut across the room, words brittle. “I’m not touching my stepbrother.”

The timer chimed. Faith pressed her palms against Eugene's bare shoulders, oil already warming between her fingers. She'd stripped him down to his boxers and guided him onto the table face-down without ceremony, all business at first. But the moment her hands made contact, something shifted.

"Christ, you're tense," she murmured.

"Been a weird couple of days."

"Understatement of the fucking century."

Her thumbs dug into the knots along his spine, working slow circles that pulled groans from somewhere deep in his chest. The oil smelled like sandalwood and something floral Eugene couldn't name. Faith's touch was methodical, professional almost, until it wasn't. Her fingers traced the curve of his lower back, nails dragging just enough to raise goose bumps.

"I'm sorry," she said quietly.

"For what?"

"Juan. The joust. All of it." Her hands slid up his ribs, kneading the tension from muscles he hadn't realised were clenched. "I know watching that was—"

"We're playing the game." Eugene cut her off, voice muffled against the table. "You did what you had to."

Faith's laugh was humourless. "Yeah. Sure."

Across the room, Rachel slapped oil onto Kit's back like she was seasoning a roast. "Lie down. Face in the hole. Don't talk to me."

"Rachel, I didn't ask for this either—"

"Shut. Up."

Kit obeyed, settling onto the table with all the enthusiasm of a man heading to the gallows. Rachel stared at his pale, freckled back, teeth grinding.

Faith's hands travelled lower, fingers hooking into the waistband of Eugene's boxers. She peeled them down with agonising slowness, exposing him to the cool air. Her oiled palms cupped his arse, squeezing, kneading, working the tension from his glutes with firm pressure that made his cock twitch against the table.

"Remember our first time?" Faith's voice was barely above a whisper, lips close to his ear as she leaned over him. "You were so nervous you couldn't get your belt undone."

"I remember you laughing at me."

"I wasn't laughing at you, dickhead. I thought it was cute." Her hands slid between his thighs, not quite touching his balls but close enough to make his breath hitch. "You still get that look sometimes. Like you can't believe I'm real."

"You're real." Eugene turned his head to look at her. Faith's hair fell across her face, eyes soft in the candlelight. "Sometimes I forget that this whole fucked situation is happening, and it's just us."

"Yeah." She pressed a kiss to his shoulder blade. "Just us."

Her fingers wrapped around his cock from beneath, stroking with practised ease. Eugene groaned into the table as she worked him with long, steady pulls, her other hand massaging his lower back. The dual sensations blurred together, pleasure and comfort mixing until he couldn't separate them.

Rachel, meanwhile, was attacking Kit's massage with grim determination. She'd poured half the bottle over his back and was working the oil in with aggressive efficiency, movements sharp and clinical.

"You're being way too rough," Kit ventured.

"You want me to stop?"

"...No."

"Then shut your gob and let me work."

But as the minutes ticked past, Rachel's movements slowed despite herself. Her hands found the rhythm of Kit's breathing, following the rise and fall of his ribs. When she reached his lower back, she paused, staring at her own reflection in the oil-slick skin.

"This is so fucked," she muttered.

"I know."

"We're stepsiblings."

"I know."

"Our parents would lose their shit."

"They're not here." Kit's voice was quiet, resigned. "It's just the game."

Rachel's hands trembled as she reached for his boxers. She yanked them down without ceremony, exposing his pale arse to the room. Kit flinched but didn't protest. Rachel grabbed the oil again.

"Jesus Christ," she sighed under her breath.

Her hands worked lower, spreading the oil across his thighs, his calves, everywhere except where the game actually required. She was stalling and she knew it.

Faith had coaxed Eugene onto his back now, his cock standing rigid between them. She knelt on the table, straddling his thighs, and wrapped both oiled hands around his shaft. The sensation was overwhelming—slick heat and perfect pressure as she twisted and stroked, thumbs rubbing beneath the tip on every upstroke.

"That's it," she breathed, watching his face. "Let go for me."

Eugene's hands found her hips, fingers digging into her skin. Faith quickened her pace, breasts swaying above him as she worked. When she leaned down to lick a stripe up his shaft, Eugene nearly came right there.

"Not yet," Faith warned, sensing how close he was. "We've got time, and I need a big load."

She released his cock and slid further up his body, grinding her pussy against his shaft, her panties pushed to the side. The friction was maddening, her clit dragging along his length as she rode him without penetration. Eugene gripped her ass, helping guide her movements as she rocked above him.

"Fuck, I've missed this," Faith gasped. "Just us, just— fuck—"

Her pussy clenched around nothing as she came, trembling above him. The sight pushed Eugene over the edge. Faith scrambled for the cup, catching his release as he spilled across his stomach. Not much, maybe five millilitres total.

"Shit." Faith stared at the cup, then at Eugene's softening cock. "We need more."

Across the room, Rachel had finally run out of delays. She'd massaged every inch of Kit's body except the one that mattered, and the timer was ticking. Her cup was empty.

"Fuck. Alright. Turn over." She grabbed the bottle and drizzled oil directly onto Kit's cock, watching it pool at the base.

Kit obeyed, his massive erection pointing at the ceiling. Rachel refused to meet his eyes as she wrapped both hands around his shaft. Kit groaned at the first touch, hips jerking involuntarily.

"Don't you fucking dare cum yet," Rachel snarled. "I'm getting every drop out of you, understand?"

"Yes—"

She worked him slowly, twisting and pulling, her grip tight enough to border on painful. Kit's thighs trembled, his breathing ragged, but he held on.

"This is so wrong," she muttered, more to herself than him.

"I know."

"Shut up."

But her hands betrayed her, movements gentling despite her anger. She found the rhythm that made Kit breathe hard. When she cupped his balls with one hand while stroking with the other, Kit was at his limit.

"Rachel, I'm—"

She grabbed the cup just in time, catching his release with clinical efficiency. Maybe eight millilitres. Not enough.

Faith had Eugene's cock in her mouth now, cheeks hollowed as she sucked him back to hardness. The recovery was slower this time, but her tongue worked magic, swirling around the tip. When he was fully hard again, she released him with a wet pop.

"Round two," she announced, climbing onto the table properly.

She positioned herself above him, lining up his cock with her entrance. She enveloped him as she sank down slowly, taking him to the base. She paused there, forehead resting against his, breath mingling between them.

"I love you," she whispered.

"Love you too."

Faith rode him with slow, deliberate rolls of her hips, each movement designed to build his pleasure without rushing it. Her pussy clenched around him on every upstroke, drawing him deeper when she sank back down. Eugene's hands roamed her body, cupping her breasts, tweaking her nipples, sliding down to grip her ass and guide her movements.

The table creaked beneath them, an accompaniment to Faith's gasps and Eugene's groans. She picked up speed, chasing her own pleasure now as much as his. When she came again, it was with her head thrown back and Eugene's name on her lips. The sensation of her pussy spasming around him dragged Eugene over the edge again.

Faith stayed seated on his cock as he pulsed inside her, then carefully lifted off and positioned the cup beneath her pussy. She bore down, pushing his cum out in a slow trickle that added another twelve millilitres to their total.

Rachel watched this with growing horror. Seventeen millilitres. Faith's team was winning.

"Fuck it," Rachel grunted.

She climbed onto the table, straddling Kit's hips. His eyes went wide.

"Rachel, what are you—"

"Winning." She grabbed his cock, still slick with oil, and lined it up with her entrance. "Don't read into this. It's just the game."

She sank down in one brutal motion, taking only about half of his length. They both froze, Kit's hands flying to her hips on instinct, Rachel's face a mask of conflicted emotions. She felt him throb inside her, his cock filling her in a way that made her brain short-circuit.

"Oh fuck," Kit breathed.

"Shut up." Rachel started moving, slow at first, adjusting to the intrusion. "This doesn't mean anything."

But her body disagreed. Every roll of her hips sent sparks through her core, pleasure building despite her determination to remain detached. Kit's cock hit spots inside her that made her body tremble, and when his fingers found her clit she nearly screamed.

"Don't— fucking—"

"You're so tight," Kit groaned, seemingly unable to stop himself from speaking. "Rachel, you feel—"

"I said shut up!"

She rode him harder, anger and arousal mixing into something overwhelming. Her breasts bounced with each drop. Kit couldn't stop staring at them. When she leaned forward to brace herself on his chest, the angle changed, and suddenly every thrust was hitting that perfect spot inside her.

"Oh god," Rachel whimpered, hating herself for it. "Oh fuck, oh fuck—"

"You're gonna cum," Kit said, awe in his voice.

"No, I'm—fuck—not—"

But she was. The orgasm crashed through her like a freight train, her pussy clenching around Kit's cock as she came harder than she ever had in her life. The sensation pushed Kit over the edge, and he grabbed her hips, slamming her down onto him as he filled her with his release.

Rachel collapsed onto his chest, gasping, his cock still twitching inside her. For a moment, neither moved, just breathing together in the aftermath. Then Rachel remembered the game.

"Cup," she barked, lifting off him.

Kit scrambled for it, positioning it beneath her as she squatted. His cum dripped out slowly, and Rachel bore down, pushing every drop into the cup. Eighteen millilitres.

"Fuck yes," she breathed.

The timer chimed. Final count: White team 20ml. Black team 17ml. The White Realm gains 5 jewels, the Black Realm gains 1 jewel.

Faith stared at the cups, then at Rachel, who was still catching her breath.

"Well played," Faith said finally.

Rachel just nodded, unable to form words.

The PA crackled. "Black team loses. Faith must now consume both cups."

Faith picked up both glasses, swirling the contents together. Forty-seven millilitres of cum, thick and viscous. She looked at Eugene, who gave her an encouraging nod, then tilted her head back.

She poured it down like a shot, throat working as she swallowed. The entire contents disappeared rapidly. When she lowered the glass, it was empty.

"Fuck me," Rachel whispered, almost impressed.

Faith wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. "Done."


10: Feud IX

When Eugene returned with Rachel, he found that the Pink team had won their competition. Apparently, it involved stripping in front of the VIPs to earn money. Pink team gained four jewels, Blue gained two, and Green gained zero.

"Damn Rachel." Quinton laughed, "You fucked your bro real good."

Rachel stayed silent.

Ami put a hand on Rachel's shoulder, "It's all a game anyway, it's all just a dumb game, soon we will wake up and it will all be over."

Eugene couldn't tell if Ami's words were comforting or disturbing. Ami might have finally lost it.

The trumpets sounded as the new event appeared.

"Rebellion: Everyone simultaneously votes on who will be their Realm's lord. It can be the current lord. On a tie, the current lord wins. The vote starts in 10 minutes. No parleying will be allowed this round."

"Oh damn, they are really changing it up aren't they?" Quinton grinned, "How about we vote for good old Lord Quinton?"

"Not a chance," Rachel said coldly.

"Nope." Ami agreed.

"No way in hell." Eugene topped it off.

"Lame." Quinton went back to his corner.

"I'm happy with Eugene for now," Rachel admitted.

"I honestly don't care all that much, but I know Quinton is the worst choice here." Ami shrugged.

The ten minutes passed, and the vote was three to one. Eugene three, Quinton one. The only vote for Quinton came from himself.

The other teams were not so lucky as to avoid rebellion. The screen showed that in the Blue team, Devi deposed Fredrick, but that was a small change all in all. One of the concerns was on the Black team. Mason deposed Faith. Fuck. Eugene's girlfriend was now at the whims of that bastard…

The standings for round four appeared:

TEAM WHITE - Lord: Eugene - Knights: Quinton, Ami, Rachel - 10 Jewels.

TEAM PINK - Lord: Betty - Knights: Yuto, Thomas, Brianna - 9 Jewels.

TEAM GREEN - Lord: Juan - Knights: Declan, Mrs Chambers, Hannah - 7 Jewels.

TEAM BLACK - Lord: Mason - Knights: Sally, Kit, Gregory, Faith - 6 Jewels.

TEAM BLUE - Lord: Devi - Knights: Hugo, Fredrick, Naia - 5 Jewels.

Their team was on top, but Faith and Devi's teams were dangerously low. Eugene thought that a loss of any of the groups would be a huge blow, but there was very little time to think through it as the next competition was announced.

"TEMPTATION - Individual Realms - 1 Male Knight and 1 Female Knight."

"What the hell does 'individual realms' mean?" Rachel asked.

"Maybe we are playing solo?" Eugene thought that was the most probable answer.

"So who is going then?" Ami asked.

"I am, gotta be a male knight," Quinton added.

"I'd rather stay home on this one." Rachel said, "Last round was fucked, and I still haven't quite recovered from it."

"Ami and Quinton, it is then."

The pair left, and a few minutes later, they appeared on the screen. They were in a small black room, perhaps a janitor's closet, with a single light illuminating them as they stood facing each other.

"Temptation - Individual Realms - 30 minutes." The PA at this point was familiar. "Each participant will choose to either gain 10 jewels for their Realm or remove all of their strikes. If either participant chooses to remove strikes, the pair must fuck for 30 minutes. If both participants choose to gain jewels, an extra 5 jewels will be added to the Realm. To choose, either remove your clothing to remove your strikes, or keep your clothing on to gain the jewels. You have thirty seconds to decide."

"Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck." Eugene slapped his forehead.

"They are both going to remove the strikes, aren't they?" Rachel said.

"They are both going to remove the strikes…" Eugene slouched into his chair.

Quinton's clothing hit the floor without hesitation, his cocky grin spreading as he stood naked. "Come on, Ami. We both know you're gonna—"

Ami remained fully clothed, arms crossed.

"What?" Quinton's expression faltered. "Are you serious?"

"Ten jewels is ten jewels." Her voice stayed level, emotionless. "Our team needs them more than I need my strikes removed."

"You dumb broad, I—"

"The choices have been made." The PA cut through his protest. "One participant chose strike removal. The thirty-minute timer begins now."

Quinton grabbed Ami's shoulders, spinning her round and bending her against the wall. He yanked her skirt up, exposing her ass and pussy.

"Guess you're getting fucked anyway." He lined himself up, thrusting inside without ceremony.

Ami gasped but said nothing, bracing herself against the wall as Quinton pounded into her from behind.

Rachel shifted in her seat beside Eugene, stealing a glance at him. Her eyes dropped to his lap, lingering on the prominent bulge straining against his trousers.

"Really?" She arched an eyebrow.

Eugene's face flushed. "I'm not— it's just—"

"Save it." Rachel stood, moving between Eugene and the screen. She dropped to her knees, fingers working at his belt. "I get it. Watching people fuck does things. This whole game does things."

"Rachel, what are you—"

"I want to." She freed his cock, wrapping her fingers around the shaft. "Besides, I still have his taste in my mouth." Her nose wrinkled. "My own stepbrother. Fucking disgusting."

She took Eugene into her mouth, tongue swirling around his tip as her hand stroked the base. Her technique was efficient.

On screen, Quinton flipped Ami onto her back, hiking her legs over his shoulders as he folded her against the wall. Ami's face remained impassive despite the relentless pace.

Rachel worked Eugene faster. She hummed as she took him deeper. Her free hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently whilst her mouth moved up and down his length.

"Fuck," Eugene muttered, one hand tangling in Rachel's curly blonde hair.

Quinton's thrusts grew erratic on screen, his fingers digging into Ami's thighs. "Gonna cum inside you, you stuck-up—"

"Do what you want." Ami's voice stayed flat.

Rachel pulled back, stroking Eugene with both hands. "Just replace the taste. That's all I want."

Eugene's hips bucked as she took him back into her mouth, her tongue working the underside of his shaft whilst she bobbed faster. The wet sounds mixed with Quinton's grunting from the speakers.

"Close," Eugene warned.

Rachel doubled her effort, one hand pumping whilst her mouth focused on his sensitive head. Her tongue traced patterns on Eugene's leg that had him tensing.

He came hard, Rachel swallowing everything he gave whilst maintaining eye contact. She pulled off slowly, licking her lips.

"Much better."

An hour later, after Quinton and Ami had returned, the results of each match were televised. On the Pink team, Yuto and Brianna, despite both having two strikes, took the jewels. On the Black team, Faith and Gregory did the same. On the Blue team, Fredrick and Naia, Fredrick's absence was surprising to Naia. Hannah and Declan from the Green team both chose to remove their strikes. A montage of Hannah being pinned against he wall played, her eyes looked tired as Declan used her pussy and mouth, the montage ended with Declan spurting all over Hannah's tits.

'Poor Hannah…' Eugene thought to himself, he had failed her.

"The investments will now be checked." The PA announced the investments from two events ago. "The one jewel invested by the Blue Realm has been lost."

That was tough luck for Devi and her crew.

"The three jewels invested by the White Realm have been doubled."

"Hell yeah!" Quinton pumped his fist. "Told ya."

Eugene had never been happier that Quinton had been right about something.

"The eight jewels invested by the Green Realm have been tripled."

"Fucking lucky son of a bitch." Quinton sighed.

"No kidding." Eugene agreed. Juan being lucky was becoming a damn theme of this game.

The new standings after the investment event appeared:

TEAM PINK - Lord: Betty - Knights: Yuto, Thomas, Brianna - 34 Jewels.

TEAM GREEN - Lord: Juan - Knights: Declan, Mrs. Chambers, Hannah - 31 Jewels.

TEAM BLUE - Lord: Devi - Knights: Hugo, Fredrick, Naia - 30 Jewels.

TEAM BLACK - Lord: Mason - Knights: Sally, Kit, Gregory, Faith - 30 Jewels.

TEAM WHITE - Lord: Eugene - Knights: Quinton, Ami, Rachel - 26 Jewels.

From first to last, just like that.


11: Feud X

Round 5. The penultimate round. Eugene found himself in a team that was coming last, and without people whom he really liked. He contemplated how easy it would be for him to throw the next two matches. At least then Faith would get through.

"Special event! Secret meeting," the event trumpets blared. "Your team will be connected to another team for a special parley session. During this session, any number of trades may be made and chits may be exchanged."

Eugene was connected to the Black team.

"Hey, asshole," Mason smirked. "How much are you going to pay me for your little slut?"

"Mason…" Eugene held down his anger.

"Just saying, if chits are on the table, you'd best give them to me if you want to have your girlfriend on your team. Hell, I'll send the stuck-up asshole back to you, too." Mason pointed to Gregory.

"What do you want?"

"500 chits and 5 jewels," Mason smirked. "Don't try to haggle with me or the price goes up."

"And I get Gregory too?"

"What? Yeah, sure, whatever, send over Quinton and one of your girls, I don't care who."

"Send me over…" Rachel sighed, "If Kit is all by himself there, he is going to get himself expelled." She blushed, the memories of Kit's cock still fresh in her mind.

"Fine, 500 chits, I will send it over with the others."

"I'll pay half." Faith spoke up.

"Damn, your bitch pays out too? Maybe I should keep her." Mason laughed. "Actually, been meaning to fuck Rachel's mouth again; I want her to promise to suck me off for the rest of the game."

"Rachel…" Eugene looked over to her. She nodded nervously.

"Fuck yeah, got the real noble life going on now."

"Confirm the trade?" Eugene asked.

"Yeah, confirmed."

Rachel and Quinton began to leave.

"I'd say it has been fun… but it really hasn't." Quinton flipped off Eugene as he left.

Minutes later, Faith rushed in and buried herself in Eugene's arms; they were finally together.

"Oh, thank god…" Faith smiled.

"Can't say I am sad to be back," Gregory added. "Black team was fine when Faith was running it, but I wouldn't trust Mason with a five-dollar bill, let alone my safety."

"Glad to have you both back."

The following competitions were announced shortly after:

PEASANTRY - White vs Black vs Blue - 2 Males and 2 Females

NOBILITY - Green vs Pink - 2 Males and 2 Females

"Right, let's kick some ass." Faith bounced, her breasts jiggling with after waves.

"Let's do this shit." Eugene agreed.

Eugene's entire team made their way to the gym, and when they got there, it was completely transformed. The hall was split into five delineated zones. The first zone looked like a cornfield, the second a small shack, the third a bordello, the fourth a castle, and the final zone was a battlefield. They all looked like hastily constructed stage props as opposed to proper buildings. The other teams arrived after Eugene. Mason, Quinton, Rachel and Sally from the Black team. Devi, Fredrick, Hugo, and Naia from the Blue.

"Peasantry - White vs Black vs Blue - 100 minutes. This game will be played in five rounds lasting 20 minutes each. The objective of this contrast is for your Realm to earn the most favour from the VIP nobles. Each round, each participant must use their implanted HUD to choose to go to either the field, inn, bordello, citadel, or war zone. If a participant goes to the field to work," A spotlight was shone on the cornfield, "they will roll a six-sided die and gain that much favour. However, if they roll a 1 they will fall sick and will be unable to act in the following round."

This reminded Eugene of a worker placement game…

"If a participant go to the inn to work" the shack was spotlighted, "they will roll two six-sided dice and gain that much favour, however if they roll doubles, they will have to entertain the visiting VIP noble at the inn for the next two rounds."

More risk, more reward.

"Next, the Bordello. If a female participant goes to the Bordello, they will presented with a line-up of cocks in gloryholes, these are noble VIP customers, the participant will roll one four-sided die of favour for each customer they are able to make cum. There will only be ten customers each round. If a male participant goes to the Bordello, they will be added to the customer line-up. If they avoid cumming for the whole time, they will roll three six-sided die and gain that much favour."

Twenty minutes was a long time not to cum, but it was certainly doable.

"Next, a participant who has individually gained their team ten or more favour may go to the citadel," the spotlight moved to the mock castle, "there they can take a personal request from a noble VIP If they complete the request, they will roll three ten-sided dice and gain that much favour. If they fail to complete the task, they will lose one ten-sided die worth of favour instead."

Not a lot of room for conflict.

"Finally the War Zone, each round a pool favour will be added here depending on the round. One twelve-sided die worth of favour will be added on round one, two twelve-sided dice worth will be added in round two, three twelve-sided dice worth will be added in round three, and so on. This favour stays until someone takes it. A participant going here gains half of the favour stored here, or if it is the last round, they will take all of the favour here. If there are multiple participants, they each gain an equal share of the favour distributed."

The War Zone was the most complicated, but it seemed like it could pay out big.

"Each participant in the War Zone can choose to challenge only one participant of an opposing team. If they do, they will both roll a twenty-sided die. The participant with the lowest number is defeated and forfeit their share of the favour, if their opponent was of the opposite gender, they must also do whatever sexual favours the winner requests until the end of the round. If there is a tie, nothing happens, and both participants get their share. You can be challenged multiple times if multiple people choose to challenge you."

The rules were almost done.

"At the end of the five rounds, your Realm will lose one six-sided die worth of favour for any participants sick, defeated, or taken by VIPs. Each Realm's favour will be announced at the end of each round. The winning Realm is the one with the most favour at the end of the fifth round. First place will gain ten jewels, second place will gain five jewels, and last place will gain zero jewels."

"Damn, that's complicated…" Devi pondered out loud.

"No kidding, there are so many moving parts and so much randomness." Eugene wasn't sure what the best strategy to use here would be.

"Think they play test these things?" Devi chuckled.

"Not sure who would be lining up to test this." Gregory furrowed her brow.

"The game will start in five minutes." The PA played some smooth jazz as a timer appeared above the gym's stage.

"Alright, team huddle time." Eugene pulled Faith, Gregory, and Ami to the side. "I am open to suggestions here."

"I'm happy to go to the Bordello, at this point, what's another few dicks?" Ami suggested.

"Not sure if the Bordello will be the best option though," Gregory explained. "Each cumshot will only gain you an average of 2.5 favour. Sure, if you get all 10 guys to cum, that's 25 favour, but you only have twenty minutes…"

"Plus you probably won't be the only one whoring out there," Faith added "only ten dicks for all of the girls there."

"Having guys go there would be pretty risky. Might get no favour at all." Eugene agreed that it's probably best to avoid the Bordello for now.

"The War Zone could be worth it, but it would be better to go there on their own in later rounds when there is more favour up for grabs." Gregory pointed over to the Citadel, "That's the real unknown in this game, high points, but…"

"We have no idea what those perverted VIPs will ask us to do." Faith finished off Gregory's train of thought.

"I've got some idea," Ami smirked.

"The field is a bust, low risk, but no way we will pull ahead with it," Eugene said.

"Average of only 3 favour." Faith nodded.

"Actually, 3.5 favour, because of how dice averages work." Gregory corrected.

"Right." Faith shrugged.

"Ok, so we stay at the Inn until we gain enough favour to go to the Citadel." Eugene suggested.

"Seems good, we can play it by ear on when to shift to the War Zone or the Bordello." Gregory pushed up his glasses.

They came up with their plan just in time. The smooth jazz stopped, and the game's starting bell rang. Five options appeared in Eugene's vision: 'choose by staring directly at the option,' the heads-up display said, ten seconds later.

"Wait, I think I know how we can score the most points in round one!" Eugene turned to his girlfriend, held her by the shoulders and looked into her eyes. "Faith, choose the Bordello."


12: Feud XI

Faith had done as Eugene had requested. She had chosen the Bordello. Eugene had done the same. Now Faith found herself kneeling in a room with ten waist-high round holes, each with a different cock poking through. Nine of them Faith didn't recognise, one she certainly recognised. Well, actually, three others were somewhat familiar, but she couldn't place them. They probably belonged to someone she knew…

Eugene had very little time to explain his plan to Faith, but basically, it boiled down to the other two teams. Devi was smart; she knew that sending girls to the Bordello would not be ideal if multiple women went. Mason, on the other hand, was horny and warlike; he would go to the Bordello to get his dick sucked and would send the girls to war. If Eugene was right, Faith would be the only one at the Bordello in round one, and knowing her skills at giving head, she would be able to rack up the points whilst avoiding Eugene's dick.

When the choices were made, the lights turned off, and it seemed like everyone was teleported to where they had chosen. How that was possible was beyond Eugene's comprehension; all he knew was that now his dick was poking out of a gloryhole. Considering they were able to directly interface with his field of view, Eugene suspected that they were altering his senses somehow. Whatever the case, Eugene's gamble paid off, and Faith found herself as the only girl at the Bordello with plenty of dick to suck through.

Faith cracked her knuckles and surveyed the line of cocks protruding through the gloryholes. Ten dicks, twenty minutes. She could do this.

She started on the left, wrapping her fingers around the first shaft. Average length, good girth. Fortunately, she was provided with lubrication. A bottle of oil is attached to the wall. Her oil-slick hands glided up the length as her mouth sealed over the tip. Two minutes of focused attention had the cock twitching, spurting into her waiting mouth. She swallowed and moved on.

The second was thicker, cut, with a slight curve. Faith adjusted her angle, tongue working the underside whilst her hand twisted at the base. The owner groaned from beyond the wall. Another load down her throat.

Number three was familiar somehow. The girth, the length, the way it pulsed under her touch. Faith paused, then committed. Her mouth engulfed him, throat opening to take him deeper. She recognised his taste, the way it felt inside her mouth. Hugo. The tattooed prick came with a grunt that confirmed it.

Faith wiped her mouth and moved to the fourth. Long and thin, she could take it all the way down without effort. Her nose pressed against the wooden partition as she deepthroated him. Quick, efficient. He painted her throat.

The fifth cock made her pause. Massive. Thick as her wrist and still growing. Quinton. Had to be. Faith spat into her palm and wrapped both hands around him, barely covering half the length. She focused on the head, tongue circling whilst her hands pumped in tandem. Faith increased her pace, thumbs pressing beneath the tip as she licked and sucked the tip. Quinton's surrender came thick and fast.

Halfway through. Ten minutes remained.

The sixth was average, unremarkable. Faith made short work of it with efficiency. Suck, stroke, swallow. Next.

Number seven caught her off guard. The moment her fingers wrapped around the shaft, she knew. Mason. Another arrogant prick. Faith's jaw clenched before she forced herself to relax. She took him deep, showing off to herself, proving she could handle him. Her throat worked around him. She hummed, adding vibration to the motion. Mason lasted less than two minutes before coating her tonsils.

Eight was eager, bucking through the hole before she'd even touched it. Faith grabbed it firmly, asserting control. Her mouth sealed over the tip whilst she jerked the base with wet, brutal strokes. The owner whimpered. Another load swallowed.

Nine was the ninth cock she'd sucked through a gloryhole in fifteen minutes. Faith's jaw ached, but she pressed on. This one needed gentle coaxing, responding better to soft licks than aggressive sucking. She rolled her tongue like a wave against his length until he finally released.

Ten. The final customer. Faith stared at it, knowing whose it was immediately. Eugene's cock stood at attention, familiar and beloved. She glanced at the timer. Three minutes remained. More than enough time to drain him dry.

But if she did, their team would lose favour. The rules were clear.

"Sorry, baby," Faith whispered to Eugene's cock, leaning forward to press a tender kiss against the tip. "I can't touch you right now or we'll both lose."

Eugene's cock twitched at the contact of her lips, a bead of precum forming. Faith wanted nothing more than to take him in her mouth, to taste him, to make him cum like she had the other nine. But strategy won out.

"I'll make it up to you later," she promised quietly, giving his length one more soft kiss before stepping back. "I promise."

The timer hit zero.

"Round one complete."

Eugene saw 3d6 appear in his vision and began to roll. When they stopped, they landed on 5, 6, and 6. Fuck yes, 17 favour right off the bat.

Eugene started to feel weird. Not physically—his body seemed fine despite everything it had been subjected to over the past who-knows-how-long. No, this was something deeper, something psychological that unsettled him in a way the physical violations couldn't.

He thought back to the beginning of all this. If someone had told him then that Faith would be kneeling in a room, methodically sucking off nine different men through gloryholes just to win some favour in a game, he would have lost his mind. Would have burned the whole place down trying to stop it. Would have chosen death over allowing that scenario to unfold.

Yet here he sat, cock still hard from being ignored, mentally tallying their team's strategic advantage from Faith's oral skills like it was a normal Tuesday evening activity.

'When did this become normal?'

The realisation hit him like cold water. Somewhere between the stripping games and the card tournaments, between watching Faith sucking off Juan on a beach and seeing her take two cocks simultaneously, his baseline for acceptable had shifted. Warped. Mutated into something unrecognisable.

He'd just strategised having his girlfriend blow nine strangers. Encouraged it, even. Calculated the optimal dick-sucking approach like he was planning a chess opening.

What the fuck was wrong with him?

Eugene stared at the wall, trying to pinpoint exactly when he'd crossed that invisible line from protective boyfriend to... whatever this was. Some kind of twisted game theorist who traded his girlfriend's dignity for mathematical advantage.

The worst part? It had felt natural. Obvious, even. Send Faith to the Bordello alone, maximise efficiency, avoid the Eugene-dick penalty. Simple risk-reward analysis.

He'd become the kind of person he would have hated mere hours ago.

'No.' Eugene's jaw clenched. 'Not hours. Days? How long have we even been here?'

Time had stopped meaning anything. The games blurred together into one continuous nightmare of flesh and strategy, points and penalties, cocks and consequences.

And he'd adapted. They all had.

That was perhaps the most disturbing revelation… how quickly humans could normalise the abnormal when survival demanded it.

The lights went out, and Eugene found himself next to his teammates, next to Faith. Faith, who, according to the scoreboard, had gained 22 favour for her efforts. Gregory had gained 11, Ami 6. Neither of them rolled doubles. Both were safe. A total of 56 favour. Eugene asked what happened at the Inn, but they said they don't remember; they had slept through most of it.

The full scoreboard revealed how the round went:

"ROUND 1: White 56, Blue 16, Black 10.

Eugene +17 (Bordello), Faith +22 (Bordello), Gregory +11 (Inn), Ami +6 (Inn).

Devi +7 (Inn), Fredrick +2 (Inn), Naia +7 (Inn), Hugo +0 (Bordello).

Mason +0 (Bordello), Sally +4 (War), Quinton +0 (Bordello), Rachel +6 (Field).

The War Zone has 3 favour stored.

Fredrick rolled doubles and will now be taken to the VIP area in the Citadel for the next two rounds."

"Oh, poor Fredrick." Faith covered her mouth.

"We have a substantial lead now," Gregory pushed up his glasses, "your last-second plan worked flawlessly. I'm impressed."

Eugene felt the pit in his stomach grow as he looked over to Faith. She was stunning, she was beautiful, she was still his girlfriend. His pity would have to wait.

"We can't rest on our laurels, let's talk about the next round."


13: Feud XII

Eugene and Faith stood in front of the gates of the Citadel. The mock portcullis raised and let them inside. Gregory had wanted to come as well, but there were too many unknowns to risk three-quarters of the team. As they walked in, Fredrick was on clear display, naked and trapped under a rather heavy-set black woman wearing a mask; she looked much older, perhaps in her late 40s. Her tits bounced with slaps as she bounced on his dick. He just laid there a completely blank look on his face, as if he was somewhere else.

The pair were directed by the HUD into a room with a beer-bellied owl-masked man. He did not speak, but the task appeared clearly on Eugene's HUD. "Lover's embrace - Hold Faith up in the air as the VIP fucks her, you must hold her for a 15-minute duration."

"Does your task say to hold me up?" Faith asked nervously.

"Yeah…"

"We don't have to do this hon. We are so far ahead that we can afford to lose some points."

Eugene shook his head, repeating the words like a mantra in his mind. 'This will all be worth it in the end. This will all be worth it in the end.'

"No, we need to come first," he said firmly, meeting Faith's eyes. "We can't risk getting complacent."

Faith studied his face, searching for something. Whatever she found made her shoulders drop in acceptance. "Alright. If you're sure."

"I'm sure." Eugene wasn't sure at all, but he needed Faith to believe he was.

Faith stripped methodically, her movements lacking their usual confidence. The uniform discarded at her feet, she stood naked before them both. Eugene positioned himself behind her, sliding his arms under her thighs and hooking them over his forearms. He interlocked his fingers behind her neck, pulling her into a full nelson hold that spread her legs wide and exposed her completely but allowed for a lot of leverage.

The masked VIP approached, his belly preceding him. He freed his cock from his robe, thick and veiny, already half-hard. Faith's breath quickened as he positioned himself at her entrance.

"Ready?" Eugene whispered against Faith's ear.

"No."

The VIP pushed inside in one slow thrust. Faith's gasp cut through the room as she was filled. Eugene held her steady, arms locked, supporting her weight whilst the stranger began to fuck her.

But something wasn't right.

Faith's body jerked with the first thrust, her head falling back against Eugene's shoulder. "Oh fuck," she breathed, voice already trembling.

The VIP established a rhythm, hips rolling as he drove into her repeatedly. Faith's thighs quivered in Eugene's grip, her breathing turning ragged faster than it should.

"Hon, something's—" Faith couldn't finish the sentence, another moan cutting her off.

Every thrust from the VIP sent shocks through her body that felt amplified, electric. Like someone had turned up the sensitivity on every nerve ending. Faith's pussy clenched involuntarily around the stranger's cock, pleasure building at an unnatural rate.

"The implant," Eugene realised, his arms straining to hold her steady as her body bucked. "They're doing something through the implant."

Faith came hard, barely three minutes in. Her cry echoed off the stone walls, her pussy spasming around the VIP's cock. Eugene held her through it, feeling her shake in his arms.

But the VIP didn't stop. He continued his methodical thrusting, and Faith's overstimulated body responded immediately. Another orgasm crashed through her within minutes, then another. She lost count, each climax bleeding into the next until she existed in a continuous state of pleasure.

"Can't… too much…" Faith panted, drool escaping the corner of her mouth.

Eugene's arms trembled from the exertion of holding her up. His muscles screamed as ten minutes passed, then twelve. Faith had cum so many times her voice was hoarse, her body limp in his grip.

"Nearly there," Eugene grunted, legs burning.

Faith's eyes rolled back as another orgasm ripped through her. The VIP's pace never faltered, mechanical in its consistency.

Eugene's strength gave out. His legs buckled, and he collapsed backwards onto the floor, Faith still locked in his arms. The position changed everything. Now Faith lay atop Eugene, her back pressed against his chest, whilst the VIP loomed over them both.

The stranger didn't miss a beat. He grabbed Faith's ankles, spreading her wider as he continued to fuck her. Eugene held on whilst the VIP pounded into her from above.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck—" Faith chanted, another climax approaching.

The VIP pulled out suddenly, his cock glistening. He positioned himself at Faith's mouth. She opened without being asked, taking him between her lips. Eugene watched from beneath as Faith joyfully and sloppily sucked the cock that had just been inside her pussy.

The masked man fucked Faith's mouth with the same methodical pace he'd used on her pussy. Faith gagged but didn't pull away, her tongue working automatically despite her exhausted state.

One minute remained.

The VIP pulled out, stroking himself rapidly. His release painted Faith's face and breasts, thick ropes covering her flushed skin. Faith swallowed what had made it into her mouth, her body still trembling from the overstimulation.

"Tastes just like candy," Faith mumbled to herself.

The timer chimed.

"Task complete."

The 3d10s appeared in Eugene's vision and rolled a 3, 3, and a 2. Fuck. After all of that, only 8 points for him. Everything went black, and then Eugene was with his team… almost all of his team, Ami was nowhere to be seen.

"Rolled doubles…" Gregory sighed as the results of the round came up.

'At least she went out on double sixes.' Eugene thought.

"ROUND 2: White 107, Black 47, Blue 31.

Eugene +8 (Citadel), Faith +24 (Citadel), Gregory +7 (Inn), Ami +12 (Inn).

Devi +0 (War), Fredrick +0 (VIP), Naia +7 (Inn), Hugo +8 (Bordello).

Mason +12 (War), Sally +6 (Bordello), Quinton +9 (Bordello), Rachel +10 (Bordello).

The War Zone has 12 favour stored.

Ami rolled doubles and will now be taken to the VIP area in the Citadel for the next two rounds."

Two images played across Eugene's vision. The first was of Rachel and Sally working together on their knees to service a cock that seemed to be stubbornly holding out its load. The next was Devi being pinned down in the War Zone by Mason, who was using her like a sex doll; by Devi's facial expressions, she might as well have been.

"So how was the Citadel?" Gregory asked.

"Completely…" Faith was still regaining her breath. "Fucked… I don't think I can go back there… My mind won't take it."

"We could play it safe this round," Gregory suggested.

"No fuck that, Faith and I are going to war." Eugene narrowed his eyes.


14: Feud XIII

Eugene and Faith found themselves in the War Zone, it was all dirt and burned-out vehicles. Eugene wasn't exactly sure how they managed to get the tank in here, but honestly, if someone told him they used a sled team of women getting actively fucked by billionaire CEOs to pull the tank through a portal to the underworld, Eugene wouldn't have batted an eye.

Quinton from the Black team and Naia from Blue were there with them. A counter in the middle of the zone showed that a whopping 34 favour was added this round, with the 12 from last round that made 46 favour up for grabs, or rather half of that: 23.

"We each get to challenge one person." Naia purred. She stalked forward towards Eugene like a hyena. "But if you just fuck me, master, I will share the pot with you."

"Back off, my man bitch." Faith stood between them.

"Oh, he's still your man? I thought you were the whole world's woman? You sure do act like it." Naia chuckled.

"Stand aside, Faith." Eugene pushed Faith out of the way before she slapped a bitch. "I'm challenging her, and if I win, she can suffer in the corner for the rest of the 20 minutes."

"Ok, master, let's do this, challenge me."

Eugene picked the challenge option from his HUD and selected Naia. Eugene rolled… it rolled for what seemed like forever before landing on… 1. Naia got a 19.

"Yay, now fuck me in front of your whore girlfriend master~" Naia purred.

"You piece of trash." Eugene gritted his teeth but started to comply.

"Hahahaha!" Quinton raised his hands in victory in the air. "18 to your 15, Faith, your pussy is mine for the next 17 minutes."

Eugene's cock slid into Naia, her pussy already dripping in anticipation. She arched against the charred hull of a burnt-out jeep, legs spreading wider to accommodate him.

"Yes, master," Naia moaned, her hazel eyes locked onto Faith's furious expression. "Fill me just like you did before."

Eugene gripped Naia's hips and thrust deep. The implant had him hard despite everything, despite wanting to be anywhere else. Naia's moans grew louder and louder.

"Harder," she demanded. "Show your girlfriend how good you fuck other women."

Eugene complied, slamming into her with force that made her gasp. Her small breasts bounced with each impact, nipples hard. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper.

Meanwhile, Quinton had pushed Faith against the tank's rusted treads, yanking her skirt up around her waist. He palmed her ass roughly, spreading her cheeks as he positioned himself.

"Been wanting another crack at this," Quinton muttered, his cock pressing against Faith's entrance.

"Just get it over with," Faith snapped, glancing at Eugene whilst Naia rode his cock.

Quinton thrust inside, making Faith gasp despite herself. He established a punishing rhythm immediately, one hand tangling in her red hair whilst the other squeezed her breast through her blouse.

"Fuck, still way tighter than expected considering all the cock you've taken," Quinton groaned.

Naia increased her pace on Eugene, grinding her hips in circles that made his cock throb. "Look at your girlfriend taking that cock," she purred. "She's such a good little slut for the game, isn't she, master?"

Eugene's response was to fuck Naia harder, channelling his frustration into brutal thrusts. She loved it.

Across the zone, Quinton had Faith bent nearly in half, her flexibility tested as he drove deep into her. He kneaded her breasts aggressively, thumbs brushing her nipples.

"These tits are fucking perfect," Quinton grunted. "No wonder Juan couldn't keep his hands off them."

Faith's face flushed, arousal mixing with humiliation as her body responded. Quinton's cock hit spots inside her that made her involuntarily gasp, and when his fingers found her clit she couldn't suppress the moan.

Naia came first, her pussy clamping around Eugene's shaft as she shuddered. "Yes, master, yes!"

Eugene followed shortly after, filling Naia whilst watching Quinton pound his girlfriend. The sight pushed him over despite wanting to resist. Naia collapsed against him, satisfied.

Minutes crawled. Quinton switched positions, pulling Faith's hair as he fucked her from behind. She braced against the tank, ass bouncing with each impact. Her moans mixed with Quinton's grunts, creating a soundtrack Eugene wished he couldn't hear.

Faith came twice before, her pussy dripping.

"Challenge Quinton!" Naia commanded, her voice sharp.

Quinton's smirk faltered as he came inside Faith's quivering pussy. The dice rolled. Quinton got a 3. Naia got a 13.

"What!?" Quinton's face went white. Naia had taken it all.

Everything went black, and then Eugene's team was back together.

"ROUND 3: White 110, Black 79, Blue 75.

Eugene +0 (War), Faith +0 (War), Gregory +3 (Inn), Ami +0 (VIP).

Devi +9 (Bordello), Fredrick +0 (VIP), Naia +23 (War), Hugo +12 (Bordello).

Mason +7 (Bordello), Sally +20 (Citadel), Quinton +0 (War), Rachel +5 (Field).

The War Zone has 23 favour stored.

Fredrick has now been returned to the Blue team."

More images flashed through Eugene's mind. Devi in the Bordello, draining cock after cock, Sally in the Citadel, being fucked by someone with their mask off that she seemed to recognise, Eugene thought he looked familiar, wait, was it Sally's adoptive father? That was fucked up.

Eugene looked over to Sally, who was with her team; she looked distraught. Meanwhile Fredrick was acting like nothing had happened, what had happened to him? It didn't matter. They were still in the lead, but how long would that last?

"I'll…" Faith said in almost as quiet a voice as a mouse. "I'll go back to the Citadel."


15: Feud XIV

Eugene followed Faith to the Citadel; there were three others there this round. Devi, Fredrick, and Rachel. Ami was on full display as she was getting railed from behind, the same blank, unaware look as Fredrick had. Unlike last time, Eugene was directed to a different room, where a woman in an owl mask stood naked. Her pointy, perky breasts were covered in freckles. Eugene was told to sit in a chair in the middle of the dim room. The task appeared in his vision.

"Lover's chair - Watch Faith get fucked whilst the VIP sucks your dick. You must cum at least once."

The owl-masked woman dropped to her knees between Eugene's legs without ceremony. Her hands worked his belt, fingers deft and efficient. Eugene's cock sprang free, already half-hard from anticipation and dread mixing into something he couldn't name.

Then his vision exploded.

The HUD took over completely, flooding his senses with images that weren't in front of him. Faith filled his entire field of view, so real he could almost touch her. She stood in what looked like an old gymnasium storage room, the kind with faded lines on hardwood floors and motivational posters peeling off.

A man entered the frame. Tall, muscular, dark-skinned. Middle-aged but fit, the kind of fitness that came from dedication rather than genetics. He wore a tracksuit with 'COACH' emblazoned across the chest.

"Faith," the man's voice carried authority mixed with something darker. "You're late for gym class again."

Faith's voice came through, tinged with nervousness. "Sorry, Mr Arbic. It won't happen again."

Eugene's cock twitched in the owl-woman's mouth. Mr. Arbic. Their old gym teacher. The pieces clicked into place with sickening clarity.

"That's what you said last week." Mr Arbic circled Faith slowly, inspecting. "I think we need to review your commitment to physical education."

Faith stood in a modified gym uniform, the shorts cut high on her thighs, the shirt tied beneath her breasts. She looked every bit the fantasy schoolgirl, and Eugene hated how perfectly she played the role.

Meanwhile, in the real room, the owl-woman's mouth worked his shaft with mechanical precision. Warm wetness enveloped him, tongue swirling, but Eugene barely registered it. His brain was locked onto the feed, consuming every detail of Faith's performance.

"Twenty push-ups," Mr Arbic commanded. "Now."

Faith dropped, palms flat, back straight. She lowered herself, breasts pressing against the floor before pushing back up. Mr Arbic walked around her, watching.

"Slower," he said. "I want to see proper technique."

Faith complied, movements deliberate. Her breasts swayed with each repetition, threatening to spill from the cropped shirt. Mr. Arbic stopped behind her, his gaze fixed on her ass as it rose and fell.

"Your form's improving," he commented. "But I think you need hands-on instruction."

He dropped to his knees behind her, hands gripping her hips. Faith's arms trembled as she held position, halfway through a push-up.

"Like this," Mr Arbic said, pulling her hips back against his crotch. Eugene could see the bulge in the tracksuit's bottom pressing against Faith's ass. "Feel that?"

"Yes, sir," Faith breathed.

The owl-woman took Eugene deeper, throat opening to accommodate him. He groaned despite himself, the dual sensations overwhelming. Her hands cupped his balls, massaging gently whilst her mouth worked.

Mr Arbic guided Faith through five more push-ups, his hips grinding against her ass with each repetition. When she finished, he helped her stand, hands lingering on her waist.

"Next exercise," he said. "Stretches."

Faith bent at the waist, fingertips touching the floor. Her shorts rode up, exposing the curve of her ass. Mr Arbic stepped behind her, pressing his body against hers as he "assisted" her stretch. His hands slid down her thighs, spreading them wider.

"Flexibility is crucial," he murmured.

The owl-woman pulled off Eugene's cock, replacing her mouth with her hand. She stroked him slowly, keeping him engaged without pushing him over.

On the feed, Mr Arbic had Faith against the wall now. "Leg lifts," he commanded. "Hold your ankle."

Faith obeyed, pulling her right leg up and back. The position spread her wide. Mr Arbic moved in front of her, his hands steadying her hips. His tracksuit bottoms tented.

"I think you are still going to fail," he said, voice dropping an octave.

Faith's roleplay cracked slightly. "Please, Mr Arbic, I need to pass gym class."

"Then you'll do exactly as I say."

He freed his cock, thick and heavy, already dripping. Faith's eyes widened, but she maintained her character, biting her lip nervously. Mr Arbic lined himself up, cleared a path by ripping clothes, and then pushed inside her in one brutal thrust.

"Fuck!" Faith's cry echoed through the gymnasium.

Eugene's hips jerked in the chair. The owl-woman responded immediately, taking him back into her mouth and bobbing faster.

Mr Arbic controlled all of Faith, one hand holding her raised leg whilst the other gripped her throat. She was pinned, completely at his mercy as he fucked her against the wall. Her breasts bounced with each impact, the cropped shirt riding up to expose them completely.

"That's it," Mr Arbic grunted. "Take your teacher's cock like a good student."

Faith's moans grew louder, genuine pleasure mixing with her performance. Eugene watched her face contort, watched her eyes roll back when Mr Arbic hit just the right angle.

'Fuck, she's gorgeous,' Eugene thought, cock throbbing in the owl-woman's skilled mouth. 'She'd make such a good pornstar now. The camera loves her. She's a natural.'

The realisation disturbed him less than it should have.

Mr Arbic pulled out suddenly, manhandling Faith onto the floor. She landed on her hands and knees, ass raised invitingly. He mounted her from behind, hands gripping her hips as he slammed back inside.

"Count them," he demanded.

"One—" Faith gasped as he thrust. "Two—oh fuck—three—"

Mr Arbic fucked Faith through fifty brutal thrusts before flipping her onto her back. He pushed her knees to her chest as he drove down into her. The new angle made Faith cry out, her hands scrabbling at the gym floor.

"Please," she moaned. "Too deep, you're too… fuuuck!"

Eugene's balls tightened. Faith looked incredible, flushed and sweaty, taking cock like it was her profession. Her acting was flawless, every gasp and whimper perfectly timed, every expression genuine despite the performative nature.

'She's really good at this,' Eugene thought distantly. 'She always commits hard to roleplaying...'

Mr Arbic picked up speed, the slap of flesh on flesh echoing through the gymnasium. Faith's breasts bounced with each impact, her eyes locked on some point beyond the camera. She came hard, the thick cock stretching her as she did.

The owl-woman sensed Eugene's approaching climax and doubled her efforts, sucking and swirling whilst her hand pumped.

On the feed, Mr Arbic pulled out and flipped Faith onto her stomach. He straddled her thighs, his cock sliding between her ass cheeks. Faith's hands clawed at the floor as he ground against her, not penetrating but fucking the cleft of her ass with deliberate strokes.

"Such a bad student," he growled. "Need to learn your lesson properly."

He reached beneath her, fingers finding her clit. Faith's hips bucked involuntarily as he rubbed circles, his cock still sliding between her cheeks. The dual stimulation had her moaning into the floor. He was in Faith's ass.

Eugene couldn't hold back anymore. The combination of Faith's debauched performance and the skilled mouth working him pushed him over the edge. He came hard, cock pulsing as thick ropes filled the owl-woman's mouth. She swallowed dutifully, continuing to suck him through the aftershocks.

But the feed didn't stop. Mr Arbic positioned himself at Faith's back entrance again, thrusting inside from above whilst keeping his fingers on her clit. Faith screamed into the hardwood, her whole body shaking as another orgasm tore through her.

"That's number three," Mr Arbic counted. "Let's see how many more we can get before the end of class."

Eugene's vision finally cleared as the task came to an end. The owl-woman pulled off his cock, opening her mouth as she stood. Eugene's release, dripping and painting her freckled breasts and stomach. She didn't wipe it away. Instead, her hands traced through the mess, spreading it across her skin deliberately.

"Thank you," she whispered, voice muffled behind the mask.

Eugene stared, transfixed despite his spent state. The owl-woman's hands continued their journey, rubbing his cum into every inch of exposed skin until she shimmered in the dim light.

Everything faded to black, and then he was back with the others. Visions of others flashed. Fredrick was being stroked by an older woman whilst Devi was being spit roasted in front of him, her small body being fully lifted in the air as he shot his load over her whilst watching. Rachel is getting gangbanged, not by men in owl masks but by men in masks that look like Kit's face. Naia is demolishing cocks at the Bordello, including Mason's. The scores appeared.

"ROUND 4: Black 133, White 129, Blue 99.

Eugene +10 (Citadel), Faith +6 (Citadel), Gregory +3 (Inn), Ami +0 (VIP).

Devi +22 (Citadel), Fredrick +15 (Citadel), Naia +12 (Bordello), Hugo +18 (Bordello).

Mason +0 (Bordello), Sally +6 (Field), Quinton +9 (Bordello), Rachel +27 (Citadel).

The War Zone has 48 favour stored.

Ami has now been returned to White team."

'Damn it, Black inched ahead… I can't believe the Citadel paid out so low.' Eugene was pissed.

"What happened…" Ami seemed in a daze. I don't remember anything.

"You got taken from the Inn," Gregory informed her.

"Are you ok, Faith?" Eugene asked, tossing up on if he would tell her that he saw her task in the Citadel.

"Yeah." Faith half-smiled. "It wasn't too bad this time. Just uh… odd."

"Wait!" Gregory interrupted before Faith could go into more details. "No one went to the War Zone. Next round it's going to have an insane payout."

"We should all go there then." Faith suggested.

"Someone should still block at the Bordello…" Eugene suggested.

"Not me, I am still trying to work out what the fuck just happened." Ami rubbed her eyes.

"Faith… Gregory… you should both go there. I'll take Ami with me. We just need to hold on here."

Faith saluted. "I won't let you down hon!" Unfortunately, not letting Eugene down in this instance required her to suck a lot more cock.


16: Feud XV

It didn't surprise Eugene that there were more people in the War Zone this round; there was a good reason. ALL of the favour here was up for grabs in this final round. With the amount added, that was 83 favour in total, enough to make any of the teams win. Next to Eugene was Ami, who was still a bit out of it. Blue team had sent Devi and… Naia. Eugene was looking forward to getting his revenge on her for the last time they were here. Black had Mason and Sally.

"I have a proposition for you," Devi whispered into Eugene's ear. It was somewhat sexual in tone, but knowing Devi, it was much more likely a tactical request. "If we gang up on Black, we can split the favour between us fifty-fifty."

"Seems reasonable enough." Eugene agreed.

"You guys take out Mason, we will take out Sally," Devi suggested.

"Alright, Ami will take on Mason to start." Eugene looked over and gave Ami a knowing nod.

"What are you losers whispering about?" Mason approached. "We here to fight or what?"

"Fight. Now Naia!" Devi shouted as Naia immediately challenged Sally. Ami did the same against Mason.

Naia rolled a 14 to Sally's 13… So far so good.

Ami rolled a 15 to Mason's 16… Fuck. Both rolls had been so close.

Mason claimed Ami immediately, shoving her roughly against the burnt-out hull of an armoured vehicle. The metal creaked under their combined weight as he yanked her skirt up around her waist.

"Nice sneak attack," Mason grinned, already freeing his cock. "But I'm just too lucky."

Ami's eyes went wide as Mason positioned himself at her entrance, no preamble, no gentleness. He thrust inside with a grunt that echoed across the battlefield zone.

"Fuck—" Ami gasped, her hands scrabbling against the rusted metal for purchase.

Mason tangled his hand in Ami's long black hair and pulled her head back.

"That's it," he growled. "Take it like the good little cheating slut you are."

Eugene watched from where he stood, unable to look away. Ami's face twisted between pain and unwanted pleasure as Mason used her. Meanwhile, Naia had stripped Sally naked and pushed her to her hands and knees.

"Crawl," Naia commanded coldly, pointing towards Eugene. "Crawl over to my master."

Sally's face flushed crimson. "I'm not—"

"Now." Naia's voice cracked like a whip.

Sally began crawling, her movements hesitant and humiliated. She reached Eugene and knelt before him, eyes downcast.

"Suck his cock," Naia ordered. "Then let him fuck you."

"No," Eugene said firmly. "I'm not doing this."

Sally's body convulsed immediately, electricity arcing through her as she screamed, muscles seizing as the punishment coursed through her.

"Stop!" Eugene shouted. It looked like the punishment device was still recognising it as disobedience "I'll do it, just stop hurting her!"

The shocks ceased. Sally collapsed onto all fours, gasping.

"If you don't fuck her," Naia explained with clinical detachment, "she'll be in constant pain for the rest of the round for disobeying orders."

Eugene's hands clenched into fists. "You're a fucking psychopath."

"And you're wasting time." Naia circled them like a shark. "Your girlfriend's probably getting her face fucked at the Bordello right now whilst you stand here being precious."

Sally looked up at Eugene. She opened her mouth wide.

"Please," Sally asked. "Just... just do it. I can't take more punishment."

Eugene freed his cock, already hard despite his revulsion at the situation. Sally crawled closer, her mouth opening obediently. Eugene guided himself between her lips, hating himself with each passing second.

Sally's technique was competent, her head bobbing whilst her hands braced on his thighs. Eugene stared at the ceiling, trying to divorce himself from the act.

"That's it," Naia purred from behind Sally. "Get him nice and hard."

After several minutes, Naia pulled Sally off Eugene's cock. "On your back," she commanded.

Sally lay down on the dirt-covered floor, spreading her legs automatically. Eugene positioned himself above her, cock pressing against her entrance.

"I'm sorry," he muttered.

"Just fuck me," Sally whispered back.

Eugene pushed inside, Sally's pussy gripping him immediately. Sally's pussy felt magical, impossibly tight and wet, contracting around him in waves.

Naia dropped to her knees beside them, one hand pressing down on Sally's stomach whilst the other guided Eugene's hips.

"Deeper," Naia instructed. "She can take it."

Eugene thrust harder, and Sally grasped at the ground.

"That's it, master," Naia breathed in his ear. "Use her pussy. Make her cum on your cock, all these sluts should be yours to fuck."

Sally's voice broke as her first orgasm hit, her pussy spasming around Eugene. The sensation was intense, otherworldly even. Eugene's control wavered.

"Don't you dare cum yet," Naia warned, her hand squeezing Eugene's balls. "Not until I say so."

Eugene gritted his teeth, holding back whilst Sally's body continued to convulse beneath him. Her second orgasm followed quickly, the magical quality of her pussy milking him desperately.

Across the zone, Mason had Ami bent over a rusted barrel now, her breasts pressed against the corroded metal as he fucked her from behind. His pace was brutal, each thrust making Ami cry out despite her attempts to stay quiet.

"Fucking Declan's girl," Mason laughed. "Bet he wishes he was here instead."

"Shut... up..." Ami managed between gasps.

Naia's hand slid down Sally's body, fingers finding her clit. She rubbed circles whilst Eugene continued thrusting, the dual stimulation pushing Sally into another intense orgasm.

"Now master," Naia commanded. "Fill her up."

Eugene couldn't hold back anymore. He slammed deep, his release flooding Sally's pussy. They both shuddered through the shared climax. When Eugene pulled out, Naia immediately positioned herself between Sally's legs.

"Can't waste master's seed," she purred, her tongue lapping at Sally's dripping pussy.

Eugene stumbled backwards, cock still twitching, watching Naia enthusiastically eat his cum from Sally's well-fucked hole. Sally laid there trembling, eyes unfocused, thoroughly wrecked.

Mason pulled out of Ami with a satisfied grunt, painting her back with thick ropes. "There we go," he smirked. "All done."

Ami collapsed onto the barrel, breathing hard.

The timer showed ten minutes remaining. Mason strutted towards Naia and Sally.

"My turn to challenge someone," Mason announced. "I pick Naia."

The dice rolled. Mason got a 17. Naia got a 9.

"Fuck yes!" Mason pumped his fist. "Get over here, freak."

Naia stood gracefully, still licking her lips from eating Eugene's cum. She approached Mason without fear, even as he grabbed her roughly and bent her over the same barrel he'd used for Ami.

"Always wanted to fuck the crazy bitch," Mason muttered, thrusting inside her without preparation. Eugene couldn't help but feel like Naia was getting the karma she deserved. After a few minutes, Mason pulled out.

"You too," he demanded. "Both of you sluts suck me off."

Ami dropped to her knees beside Naia. Naia immediately took his cock in her mouth, sucking sloppily whilst Ami licked his balls. They worked in tandem, alternating between deepthroating him and sharing his shaft between their tongues. Soon Sally joined them, Mason having ordered Naia to make her. Mason's cock had three sets of lips servicing him.

Mason's head fell back. "Fuck yeah, this is what I'm talking about." Mason announced. "Gonna have a whole harem of sluts serving me!" Mason looked over to Devi, "Come on and challenge me. I could use another mouth on my dick."

"That won't be necessary." Eugene saw his chance. He rushed forward, selecting the challenge option in his HUD. "I challenge Mason!"

The dice appeared. Eugene's heart pounded as they rolled.

Eugene: 18

Mason: 12

"What?!" Mason's smug expression crumbled. "No fucking way!"

"Looks like luck's on my side this time," Eugene said coldly. White and Blue would be sharing the spoils. But just when Eugene thought the plan had worked out perfectly, a notification appeared in his vision.

"Devi challenges Eugene!"

The dice rolled before he could process what was happening.

Devi: 16

Eugene: 11

"No..." Eugene whispered as the reality hit. Devi stood before him, genuine regret on her face.

"I'm so sorry," Devi said, her usual cheerful demeanour cracking. "Blue really needs this win. We can't afford to get any strikes and..."

She trailed off as Eugene's shoulders slumped.

"It's just a game," Devi continued, more to herself than him. "It's all just a stupid game."

She guided Eugene to the ground, her movements gentle despite the situation. Eugene lay back, staring at the gym ceiling above the War Zone as Devi straddled his hips.

"I'm sorry," she repeated. "I'm really sorry."

Eugene said nothing as Devi positioned herself above him. She sank down slowly, taking him inside her tight warmth. Her pussy gripped him perfectly—not magical like Sally's, but familiar and friendly.

"I'm sorry," Devi breathed as she began to ride him, her movements slow and almost apologetic. "I'm so sorry." Devi picked up speed, her small breasts bouncing as she rode him harder. "Forgive me," she gasped. "Please forgive me."

Eugene's hands found her hips automatically, guiding her movements despite his resentment. Devi felt incredible, her pussy working his cock nicely.

"I had to," Devi moaned, her head falling back. "Had to win. I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I hope my pussy is payment enough for my transgression."

She came first, her body shuddering as her pussy spasmed around him. The sensation triggered Eugene's own climax, and he filled her with his release whilst everyone watched.

Devi collapsed onto his chest, still apologising between gasps.

Eugene was not mad… he was just disappointed. At Devi sure, but more at himself for trusting her.

When all the teams reassembled, the final scores were tallied. Visions of Faith and Rachel racing for cocks in the Bordello flashed across his vision, as well as Fredrick's face being smothered in a masked woman's pussy at the Citadel.

"ROUND 5: Blue 205, White 155, Black 137.

Eugene +0 (War), Faith +15 (Bordello), Gregory +11 (Bordello), Ami +0 (War).

Devi +83 (War), Fredrick +23 (Citadel), Naia +0 (War), Hugo +0 (Bordello).

Mason +0 (War), Sally +0 (War), Quinton +0 (Bordello), Rachel +4 (Bordello).

The Blue Realm has the most favour and gains 10 jewels. The White Realm has the second most favour and gains 5 jewels. The Black Realm had the least favour and gained 0 jewels.

The walk back to the Realm's room was a quiet one. When they got back, they saw the results from Green and Pink's matchup. It looked like they played a very similar game, but with a royalty slant. Green had won, but only barely. They gained 9 jewels to Pink's 6.

The scores going into the last round, round 6, were displayed on the board:

TEAM GREEN - Lord: Juan - Knights: Declan, Mrs Chambers, Hannah - 40 Jewels.

TEAM BLUE - Lord: Devi - Knights: Hugo, Fredrick, Naia - 40 Jewels.

TEAM PINK - Lord: Betty - Knights: Yuto, Thomas, Brianna - 40 Jewels.

TEAM WHITE - Lord: Eugene - Knights: Gregory, Ami, Faith - 31 Jewels.

TEAM BLACK - Lord: Mason - Knights: Sally, Kit, Quinton, Rachel - 30 Jewels.

They weren't at the bottom of the board, but they were not far from it.

"We might be fucked…" Ami had started to laugh manically. "We are so fucked… Ha ha ha ha!"


17: Feud XVI

No one contacted White team during this parley phase. Eugene didn't contact anyone. There was no trust anymore. The only people he cared for on the other teams were not their lords. Words were meaningless.

"Event alert!" The PA announced over the sound of a trumpeting horn. The event appeared on the screen. "Final Orgy: The lord of each Realm can take any of their members to the orgy room to partake in a final orgy before the game. The orgy will last three hours."

It was not an event that Eugene was going to partake in. But it was one that they were forced to watch.

The screen shifted to the orgy room. Eugene's stomach tightened as the feed came into focus.

A lavish chamber sprawled before him—silk cushions scattered across plush carpet, golden light filtering through gauze curtains that did nothing to hide the debauchery unfolding within. The architecture suggested Ottoman opulence, all arches and mosaics, but the inhabitants were decidedly modern in their depravity.

Juan, Declan, Mason, Quinton, and Thomas occupied the space like conquering warlords, their bodies already glistening with sweat and other fluids. Mrs Chambers, Hannah, Betty, Brianna, Sally, and Rachel moved between them in various states of undress and use.

Juan had claimed a pile of cushions as his throne, sprawled back whilst Hannah rode him reverse cowgirl. Her head lolled back, breasts bouncing with each drop onto his massive shaft. The prim, martial-artist Eugene knew was somewhere else, replaced by someone who actively ground down, chasing her own pleasure.

"That's it," Juan encouraged, hands gripping her hips. "You've learned so well."

Hannah's moans filled the chamber, uninhibited and eager. When Juan rubbed her clit, she cried out, her body seizing as climax ripped through her. Juan didn't stop, continuing to thrust upward as she trembled above him.

"Again," he demanded. "Cum on my cock again."

And she did, barely a minute later, her pussy spasming around him whilst she sobbed with oversensitivity and pleasure mixing into incoherence.

Across the room, Declan had Betty bent over a low table, pounding into her from behind whilst she sucked Mason's cock. Betty's muffled moans vibrated around Mason's shaft as Declan's hands kneaded her ass, spreading her wide for deeper penetration.

"Fuck, you take it so good," Declan grunted, sweat dripping from his brow.

Ami's eyes were full of rage as she threw a chair at the screen, but it landed short.

Mason gripped Betty's blonde pigtails like reins, fucking her throat. Betty's eyes watered, but she didn't resist, taking him to the base with each thrust.

Mrs Chambers found herself sandwiched between Thomas and Quinton. Thomas filled her pussy from below whilst Quinton pressed against her back entrance, both men working in tandem to stretch her impossibly full.

"Such a dirty teacher," Quinton growled in her ear. "Taking two cocks at once."

Mrs Chambers' usual composure was shattered. Her face twisted in pleasure, nails raking down Thomas's chest as they used her. When she came, it was with a scream that echoed through the chamber. Gregory turned away from the screen.

Eugene's cock throbbed in his trousers as he watched. He hated himself for the arousal, for the way his body responded to seeing these women—women he knew, women he'd defended—getting thoroughly fucked.

Sally knelt on all fours, Mason behind her now after switching with Quinton. He drove into her tight pussy whilst she serviced Thomas, who sat before her with his cock down her throat.

"Magical," Mason groaned, feeling Sally's walls grip him. "How's your pussy this good?"

Sally couldn't answer, her mouth full of Thomas's considerable length. Tears streamed down her cheeks as both men used her holes simultaneously.

Later, Brianna bounced enthusiastically on Quinton's lap, her dark skin glistening. She rode him with abandon as she impaled herself repeatedly.

"Yes, yes, yes!" Brianna chanted, clearly enjoying herself despite the circumstances.

Rachel had Juan now, after he'd finished with Hannah. She straddled his hips, her curly blonde hair plastered to her sweaty face as she rode him. Despite her earlier protestations about being used, her body moved with desperate need.

"Fuck me harder," Rachel demanded, her voice breaking. "Make me forget everything."

Juan complied, gripping her hips and slamming upward. Rachel's pear-shaped body jiggled with each impact, her breasts swaying as she bounced.

The camera panned across the room. Hannah had moved to Declan now, on her hands and knees, whilst he fucked her from behind. Her face was pressed into the cushions, muffling her constant moans.

Betty then positioned herself between two cocks, stroking both Thomas and Mason simultaneously whilst Quinton fucked her from behind. She was good, and she was enjoying herself. Their cocks pulsing in her skilled hands.

"Gonna paint your tits," Thomas warned.

"Do it," Betty grinned, releasing him just as thick ropes erupted, coating her breasts.

Mrs Chambers rode Quinton solo now, her generous curves on full display as she bounced on his lap. Her eyes were closed, lost in sensation as another orgasm approached.

The orgy continued. Women were passed between men like party favours. Hannah found herself under Mason, her legs hooked over his shoulders as he drove deep. She'd become addicted to the pleasure, chasing each orgasm with shameless desperation.

"Please," Hannah begged. "Please don't stop."

Mason grinned, fucking her harder. "Listen to her begging. The stuck-up prude wants more cock."

Eugene watched Hannah's transformation with horrified fascination. The woman who'd been so reluctant, so ashamed, was spreading her legs eagerly. The games had broken something fundamental in her.

Rachel and Brianna were bent over the table together now, Declan and Quinton standing behind them. The men fucked them side-by-side, occasionally reaching over to squeeze the other's conquest.

Betty rode Thomas' face whilst sucking Juan's cock, her body a perfect bridge between them. She came hard, grinding down on Thomas' tongue whilst swallowing Juan's release. Back to Mrs Chambers, Mason and Quinton both pushed between her lips. She alternated between them, sucking one whilst stroking the other.

The camera captured every detail. Cum dripping from used pussies. Breasts marked with handprints and bite marks. Faces painted white. Bodies writhing together in endless combinations.

Hannah screamed through her eighth orgasm, or maybe her tenth. Eugene had lost count. Juan's cum leaked from her pussy as Declan decided to give her ass a try. She took him eagerly but painfully, pushing back against each thrust and grunting against the pain.

Three hours of relentless fucking. Eugene watched until the feed finally cut to black. The final competition for round 6 was about to begin.

ESCAPE - All Realms - Lords Only

"Escape?" Eugene couldn't believe the name of the game.

"I don't think it is literal." Faith shook her head. "But if it is, you should take it. I can't stand the pain you are going through here…" Faith buried herself as tears streamed down her face. "I'm damaged goods anyway, just leave me."

Eugene pulled Faith away and stared into her wet eyes. "Don't you dare say that. I would never abandon you. I don't care how fucked up this game gets, remember what we said on the beach, 'we will still love each other at the end of all this'. No matter what."

"No matter what." Faith sniffed as she kissed her boyfriend.

"Now hear this, all of you." Eugene stepped back. "I am not giving up on this team. I am going to do everything I can to get you all out of this game, even if it means sacrificing myself."

"You're a good man, Eugene." Gregory placed his hand on Eugene's shoulder. "Good luck."

"I don't know if I believe you, but I hope you can pull this off." Ami blinked blankly.

Eugene gave Faith a final kiss, as he stepped out the door, he looked back at his team. This was it.


18: Feud XVII

Eugene, Juan, Devi, Betty, and Mason sat around a grand marble table, their respective jewels represented by actual red garnets in front of them. Juan and Mason looked supremely satisfied, having been in a state of bliss. Betty looked hungry for more. Devi? She looked depressed. No pleasantries were shared as the game was announced.

"Escape - All Realms - 10 minutes."

'Only ten minutes? What the hell was going on?'

"Lords will be able to spend their jewels and gain more jewels through the following actions. You can choose each of these actions up to once. These actions will be kept secret until revealed at the end of the game. These actions will resolve in order.

Immunity - Spend 10 jewels to gain an immunity token.

Punish - Move your strikes to any of your knights.

Purchase - Spend 100 of your personal chits to gain 10 jewels.

Escape - Spend 30 jewels to leave the reunion with your winnings.

Steal - Take 5 jewels from another Realm.

You have 10 minutes to choose in your HUD what you would like to do."

"Holy fucking shit, we can get out of here." Mason cheered. "See ya bitches."

"But if you leave, you are guaranteeing your teammates get expelled…" Devi said.

"Who the fuck cares, I have 735 chits, that's $735,000 baby." Mason leaned back.

"It is tempting…" Juan pondered. "But if we leave now, we are never gonna get as much pussy as we are right now."

"Or cock." Betty smiled. "But I have a suspicion that the last game is going to be extremely lucrative. I could be set for life."

"Or turned into a sex sleeve for old fuckers." Mason laughed.

Eugene looked around at the people at the table. He had already decided what he was going to do. He looked over to Devi, his eyes saying that if she wanted to redeem herself… He directed her gaze to Betty… Originally, he thought he would target Juan, but both Mrs Chambers and Hannah were on Juan's team. The ten minutes passed quietly from then onwards. Eugene input his actions.

"The time has elapsed, results will now be shown in this order Green, Blue, Pink, White, Black." The PA announced. "Juan has chosen Immunity, Punish, and to Steal. Juan has received an immunity token. One strike had been moved from Juan to Mrs Chambers. One strike has been moved from Juan to Declan. Five jewels have been stolen from Blue." The jewels on the table moved around on their own. The spent ones vanished into thin air.

That surprised Eugene; he expected Juan to steal from his team… but he guessed that Faith might have been expelled.

"Devi has chosen Purchase and Steal. Ten jewels have been added to Blue. Five jewels have been stolen from Pink."

No real surprises there for Eugene, despite her earlier betrayal. He still believed Devi was a good person.

"Betty has chosen Immunity, Punish, Purchase, and Steal. Betty has received an immunity token. One strike has been moved from Betty to Brianna. One strike has been moved from Betty to Yuto. Yuto and Brianna have been expelled. Their chits will be distributed at the end of the match."

"What the actual fuck!" Eugene slammed on the table. "You fucking bitch!"

"More money for the rest of us." Betty shrugged.

'No… not Yuto… Fuck' Betty had just made Eugene's shit-list. If nothing else, he would make sure that Betty wasn't getting out of this reunion unscathed.

"Five jewels," the PA continued, "have been stolen from Blue."

"I'm coming for you, Betty. I'm going to fucking destroy you for expelling Yuto." Eugene barked.

"Oh, down boy, no need to get mad, I didn't steal from you, did I? I only hurt my own team… and Blue. I am on your side. I want Faith to get out of this." Betty smiled sinisterly.

"Eugene has chosen Purchase and Steal." The PA announced what Eugene already knew. "Ten jewels have been added to White. Five jewels have been stolen from Pink."

'Pink is now at the bottom of the leaderboard, with any luck…'

"Mason has chosen Escape. Mason will now leave the room with his chits."

"Welp, it's been fun, really." Mason stood up. "Nah, just kidding, fuck all of you." Mason raised both middle fingers as he backed out of the room. He had sold his team out.

"The final leaderboard will now be shown." The results appeared on everyone's HUD.

TEAM BLUE - Lord: Devi - Knights: Hugo, Fredrick, Naia - 50 Jewels.

TEAM WHITE - Lord: Eugene - Knights: Gregory, Ami, Faith - 46 Jewels.

TEAM GREEN - Lord: Juan - Knights: Declan, Mrs Chambers, Hannah - 35 Jewels.

TEAM PINK - Lord: Betty - Knights: Yuto, Thomas, Brianna - 25 Jewels.

TEAM BLACK - Lord: Mason - Knights: Sally, Kit, Quinton, Rachel - 0 Jewels.

"Feuding Realms is now over. As the winning Realm, Blue will split 4000 chits between themselves."

That was 1000 chits between them. 1 million dollars each…

"As the Realm with the second most jewels, White will split 1000 chits between them."

$250,000 each…

"The Green Realm gains no chits for coming third. The Pink Realm must now distribute three strikes."

"Oh damn. Luckily, I moved them off me then. I guess it wouldn't have mattered either way." Betty shrugged. "Two to me, one to Thomas… bye bye Thomas, will miss your big black dick."

"Thomas has been eliminated. In addition, as they finished last, Black Realm has been expelled. Sally, Kit, Quinton, Rachel, and Mason."

"And Mason?" Juan asked confused.

"Escaping does not save you from being expelled at the end of a match. Mason has been expelled, and his chits will be redistributed. Had his team survived the match, he would have been free to go."

"Karma is a fucking bitch." Eugene leaned back into his chair.

"Can't say I will miss him," Devi added. "The others though…"

"In order of chits remaining the following students have been expelled: Mason with 735 chits, Quinton with 263 chits, Yuto with 252 chits, Rachel with 251 chits, Thomas with 230 chits, Sally with 206 chits, Brianna with 76 chits, Kit with 35 chits. 2048 chits will be redistributed between the remaining 14 participants. 146 chits each. The leftover 4 chits will be donated to charity in the expelled participant's name.

"We are rich baby!" Betty showed no remorse for massacring her team.

"Dude, so fucking rich." Juan agreed.

"Fuck the punishment." Eugene stood up from his chair, ready for battle, but smelt the familiar sickly sweet smell bringing him to sleep.

Leaderboard:

Fredrick 1506 (XX), Hugo 1475 (X), Naia 1379 (XX), Devi 1377 (XX), Faith 780 (X), Gregory 662 (XX), Eugene 616 (X), Ami 560 (X), Betty 501 (XX) (I), Juan 497 (I), Hannah 490 (X), Mrs. Chambers 471 (XX), Declan 263 (XX), Dorothy 178 (XX).


19: Fates

"Well, ladies and gentlemen."

Eugene thought the voice was a dream. Everything was still pitch black.

"What a spectacular display. How about we give it up for Betty? Viciously eliminating her teammates with glee. It was delectable, even if it proved to be unnecessary. Shall we check out how our newly expelled participants are faring now?" Mr N sounded almost giddy.

Eugene's vision changed to see Thomas, Mason, and Quinton dressed in tuxedo bowties and nothing else. They were passing drinks at a bar full of older women. Every few moments, they were being stopped and used by the women.

"Thomas, Mason, and Quinton will surely enjoy their time as permanent servants at our ladies' VIP bar. Go and get those ladies, try them out for yourselves."

Eugene's vision changed to a new sight. Rachel and Kit. Rachel's curly blonde hair was styled differently now, swept back with clips that exposed her sharp features and blue eyes. She knelt on a pristine white bed, positioned on all fours whilst Kit's massive cock pushed into her from behind. A camera on a tripod captured every detail, the red recording light blinking steadily.

"That's it, sis," Kit panted, his chubby frame already glistening with sweat. "Just like that."

Rachel's face twisted, caught between genuine pleasure and performative moaning. Her voice came out practiced, theatrical. "Oh god, step-bro, your cock's so big. You're stretching me so wide."

The words were clearly scripted, delivered with the enthusiasm of someone reading from a teleprompter. Yet her body responded genuinely, pussy clenching around Kit's girth as he established his rhythm.

"Louder," a voice commanded from off-camera. "The clients want to hear you beg for it."

Rachel's moans increased in volume, her pear-shaped body rocking with each thrust. "Please, give me more. I need my stepbrother's huge cock deep inside me."

Kit gripped her hips harder, his movements becoming more confident as the camera captured their coupling from multiple angles. His cock disappeared into Rachel's pussy repeatedly, the wet sounds mixing with her exaggerated cries.

"Such devoted siblings," Mr N's commentary continued with sick pleasure. "Rachel and Kit will be producing quality content for our VIP streaming service. Incest films are quite popular amongst certain demographics, and these two will be a hit."

The scene shifted. Rachel now rode Kit reverse cowgirl, her hands braced on his thick thighs whilst she bounced. Her body moved with surprising grace, breasts swaying as she impaled herself repeatedly on his massive shaft.

"Tell the camera how much you love your stepbrother's cock," the off-screen director prompted.

Rachel turned her head, making eye contact with the lens. "I love my stepbrother's huge fucking cock," she delivered with conviction. "Nobody fucks me like Kit does. His cock's ruined me for anyone else."

Kit's hands found Rachel's breasts, squeezing and kneading whilst his hips thrust upward. Rachel's performance faltered as genuine pleasure overtook her, her moans becoming less theatrical and more authentic.

"That's it," the director encouraged. "Give us the real reaction."

Rachel's body seized as orgasm crashed through her. She ground down on Kit's shaft, chasing every wave of pleasure whilst the cameras captured her climax from three different angles.

"Beautiful," Mr N purred. "Kit will be impregnating Rachel any day now. Our medical staff assures us the timing is perfect. Won't that make for compelling content? The stepbrother breeding series practically writes itself."

The vision shifted to sterile white. Clinical lighting washed over Sally as she lay strapped to an examination table, her legs held wide in padded stirrups. White-coated figures moved around her with methodical precision, their movements captured by mounted cameras positioned at strategic angles.

"Subject exhibits extraordinary vaginal contractile properties," a female scientist announced into a recorder, her owl mask gleaming under the fluorescent lights. "Initiating comprehensive analysis."

A gloved hand pressed between Sally's thighs, fingers probing whilst another scientist monitored readings on a tablet. Sally's face flushed, her breathing quickening despite the clinical atmosphere.

"Measuring baseline response," the first scientist continued. A male colleague positioned himself between Sally's legs, his cock already hard beneath his lab coat. "Doctor, please proceed with insertion."

The doctor pushed inside Sally's pussy. His eyes widened. "Remarkable," he breathed. "The tightness is—"

"Maintain objectivity, Doctor." The female scientist circled them, making notes. "Begin standard testing protocol."

The doctor established a steady rhythm, his cock sliding in and out whilst the female scientist monitored Sally's reactions. "Subject's walls demonstrate unprecedented muscular control," she observed. "Note the rhythmic contractions."

Sally's body responded involuntarily, her magical pussy gripping the doctor's shaft with waves of pressure. He grunted despite his professional demeanour, his thrusts becoming less measured.

"Approaching climax at four minutes thirty seconds," the female scientist noted. "Faster than baseline."

The doctor pulled out, stroking himself rapidly. His release painted Sally's stomach whilst the cameras captured every detail. The female scientist collected samples immediately, sealing them in vials.

"Subject induces orgasm forty per cent faster than the control group," she announced triumphantly.

Another scientist stepped forward, his cock already exposed. "My turn for data collection."

"Our research team is studying what makes Sally's pussy perfect!" Mr N narrated as more doctors took turns on her. "With any luck, we will be able to develop a method to share this research with our female VIPs. A magical pussy in a pill! What can't science achieve?"

The vision shifted one final time. Yuto and Brianna lay side by side on identical medical beds, their wrists and ankles secured with soft restraints. White-coated technicians moved around them, tablets in hand, monitoring feeds that Eugene couldn't see.

"Subject Y-117 prepared," a male voice announced clinically. "Subject B-221 ready for integration."

A female technician approached Yuto, holding what looked like a smooth black disc the size of a coin. She pressed it against his temple. It adhered with a soft click, edges blurring into his skin until it seemed part of him.

"Sex doll protocol activated," she said, tapping her tablet. "Running diagnostic."

Yuto's body stiffened. His eyes glazed over, pupils dilating as his expression went slack. The technician nodded with satisfaction.

"Response time optimal. Initialising first command sequence."

An older woman entered the frame, her owl mask pristine and unblemished. She wore nothing beneath her open lab coat, breasts sagging slightly with age. She climbed onto Yuto's bed, straddling his hips.

"Fuck me," she commanded.

Yuto's body obeyed instantly, movements smooth and mechanical.

"More beautiful scientific advancements," Mr N's voice crooned. "Our VIPs can programme them to perform any scenario their hearts desire."

On the adjacent bed, Brianna's device activated. A younger male VIP approached, already stroking himself.

"Crawl to me," he ordered.

Brianna's body responded, dropping to all fours and approaching with mechanical grace. Her dreadlocks swayed as she moved, dark skin gleaming under the lights.

"Suck my cock whilst fingering yourself."

Brianna knelt before him, taking his length into her mouth whilst her hand slipped between her legs. Her movements were efficient, practised, as if she'd done this a thousand times. The device ensured perfect compliance.

Brianna spread her legs for masked figures, her pussy accepting cock after cock whilst her mouth worked others. She rode one VIP whilst sucking another, her body moving with programmed precision. When commanded to orgasm, she did, her moans perfectly timed.

Side by side they performed, two perfect dolls for the VIPs' pleasure. The devices ensured they felt everything whilst removing all agency.

"Such devoted subjects," Mr. N purred. "No resistance, no complaints. Just pure, programmable pleasure for our valued clientele."

The feed cut to black.

Eugene's vision returned to reality. He sat alone in darkness once more, Mr N's voice still echoing through speakers he couldn't locate.

"Only one game remains, my treasured students. One final test before freedom... or slavery."


20: Royale

Eugene found himself in a classroom once again. The rules for the final game are on the screen.

"School Royale

Free-for-all Game

Maximum Prize Pool: All remaining chits.

Students will engage in a weapon-based elimination match throughout the entire school complex. Each student begins with a number of lives determined by their current strikes. When a student loses all their lives, they become the Servant of the student who took their final life. Students' starting equipment will also be determined by their chit ranking.

Starting Lives:

- Students with 0 strikes start with 3 lives.

- Students with 1 strike start with 2 lives.

- Students with 2 strikes start with 1 life.

Starting Equipment:

- Students ranked 1-3 will receive a foam longsword and shield, which can block hits.

- Students ranked 4-7 will receive a foam longsword.

- Students ranked 8-11 will receive a foam short sword.

- Students ranked 12-14 will receive a foam dagger.

- All immunity tokens will be immediately turned in for a super weapon: a foam dart revolver with six bullets.

Losing Lives:

- When hit by any weapon, a student loses one life. Their reprimand device will vibrate to confirm the loss.

- When a student loses their final life, they immediately become the Servant of the student who dealt the final blow.

- When a Master gains a new Master (by losing all their lives), all of their Servants transfer to the new Master as well.

- If a Servant is hit by a different student whilst already serving a Master, they immediately transfer to become the new student's Servant instead. They will be incapacitated and immune to hits for 1 hour.

Servant Rules:

- A Servant's current Master will be displayed above their head using the HUD system.

- Servants must follow all orders given by their Master.

- Servants cannot gain their own Servants. If a Servant deals a finishing blow, their victim becomes the Servant of the Servant's Master instead.

- A Master may expel their Servant at any time by hitting them with a weapon. The expelled Servant's chits are immediately transferred to the Master as a bounty before the Servant is expelled.

Victory Conditions:

- The game continues until only one student remains who is not a Servant.

- That final student is declared the Winner and may immediately choose one other participant to escape the reunion with them. Both will leave with all their chits.

- The remaining students will participate in a lottery draw to determine who else escapes.

- Each student's chits will count as tickets in the lottery. Two winners will be drawn. They will escape with their chits.

- All students not chosen to escape will be expelled and subjected to the detention facility.

Additional Rules:

- Additional weapons are hidden throughout the school complex. These may have different properties.

- There is no time limit to this activity. The game will continue until a winner emerges.

- All standard reunion rules still apply: no unauthorised violence means you cannot harm students except with approved weapons during this game.

The foam longsword erupted from the classroom floor with theatrical grandeur. The floorboards parted like water, steam hissing dramatically from the widening crack as orchestral music swelled through the PA system. Light blazed upward in a shaft of pure gold, illuminating the blade as it rose inch by inch on a pneumatic platform. When it reached full height, the music crescendoed with trumpets and drums that made Eugene's teeth rattle.

"Bloody hell," he muttered, reaching for the grip.

The foam felt surprisingly substantial in his palm, weighted perfectly despite its harmless material.

Eugene tested the sword's balance with a few experimental swings. Light. Fast. He could work with this.

His mind churned through priorities. Find Faith first. Make sure she has equipment, keep her close, watch her back. Then, if luck favoured him, track down Betty. That blonde bitch had earned every ounce of rage building in his chest. Expelling Yuto like he meant nothing, just another chess piece sacrificed for her own greed. Maybe Juan would also get what was coming to him.

The starting trumpet blasted through the speakers, sharp and immediate.

Eugene bolted for the door, sword gripped tight. The metal door swung wide without resistance. His footsteps echoed down the empty corridor as he sprinted forward, every muscle coiled for violence.

'Time to hunt.'


21: Battle I

Eugene had been searching the school hallways for a few minutes without coming across anyone. It was quiet. He couldn't get the feeling out of his head that he was being watched. I mean, he knew he was being watched but Mr N and the VIPs, but this was different. Something felt much closer, and much more sinister.

Footsteps.

Eugene spun at the last second, muscle memory from years of avoiding bullies in these hallways kicking in. The foam blade whistled past his ear and crashed into the lockers with a soft clank. He stumbled sideways, shoulder hitting steel, breath knocked from his lungs.

Naia stood there, longsword and shield in hand, black hair wild around her face. Those crazy eyes of hers locked onto him with predatory focus.

"You're quick," she breathed, already advancing. "That's part of why I want you. You should surrender, Master. We can escape together. I'll choose you when I win."

Eugene steadied himself, raising his own longsword. "There is no conceivable world in which we leave this game together, you crazy bitch."

"Then I'll make you my Servant." Naia lunged, her blade arcing towards his shoulder. Eugene parried, foam meeting foam.

They circled each other. Eugene studied her stance, noting how she held the shield protectively whilst the sword probed for openings. She had a slight reach on him with the shield and could deflect whilst striking. He needed to be smarter.

Naia struck high. Eugene ducked, sweeping his blade low towards her exposed ribs. She blocked with the shield, its rim catching foam with a dull crack. Her counter came fast, aimed at his head. Eugene rolled backwards and came up swinging.

Their weapons clashed again. Eugene feinted left, then drove right. Naia's shield moved to intercept, but Eugene's blade found the gap, striking her shoulder clean.

Naia's device vibrated. Final life lost.

Naia's shoulders slumped. The shield clattered to the floor. "Oh no," she said, though her lips curved upward. "I guess you really are my Master now. How about you take your spoils of war?" She pressed against him, hands sliding down his chest.

Eugene stepped back. "Sure."

Naia's eyes lit up with triumph.

Eugene bent down and claimed her shield from the floor, strapping it to his free arm. "Now follow me and keep me from harm," he commanded, testing the Servant rules.

Naia's expression shifted from victorious to confused. "You... you're not going to fuck me?"

"No."

"But I'm your Servant. You could do anything you want."

"Yeah." Eugene tested the shield's weight. Solid. This would help. "And what I want is for you to follow and protect me."

Her face darkened, "You can't just—"

"I can." Eugene started walking. "Come on."

Naia followed behind him, seething silently, the words 'MASTER: EUGENE' floating above her head in translucent letters visible only through the HUD.

'I've got to find Faith. I've got to find Faith.'

Eugene tried to think about where Faith would go. This whole thing felt like it was straight out of a Kinji Fukasaku film. In hindsight, he should have expected a game like this to happen; they should have chosen a meetup point. Wait. Maybe they did. There was a tree in the inner courtyard. It was where Eugene had finally mustered up the courage to ask Faith out. It was where she said yes. It was where they had their first kiss.

Eugene's chest loosened as the courtyard came into view through the archway. Faith stood beneath their tree, back turned, her red hair catching what passed for sunlight in this artificial hell. Relief flooded through him.

"Faith!" he called out.

She spun, face breaking into pure joy. "I knew you'd find me here!" She started running toward him, arms already reaching.

A figure stepped out from behind the tree trunk.

Juan.

His foam dart revolver rose.

Two soft pops.

Faith's body jerked. Once. Twice. The darts stuck to her back like insect stingers. Her device vibrated. She stumbled mid-stride, confusion flooding her features before realisation hit.

"No…" Faith's voice broke.

The words 'MASTER: JUAN' materialised above her head in cruel green letters.

"Sorry, dude." Juan's grin was shark-wide as he tucked the revolver back into his waistband. "Faith, strip down and get on your knees. Need to feel your mouth around my cock again, it's like beyond belief how good you are at giving head."

"You fucking—" Eugene surged forward. Naia's hand clamped on his shoulder, yanking him back with surprising strength.

"Master, no! He's got range!" Naia shouted. "Four bullets left minimum. We can't rush him. Not like this."

Faith's hands moved to her blouse, fingers trembling as she unbuttoned. Her bra followed, then her skirt pooled at her feet.

"That's it," Juan encouraged, already freeing his massive cock from his trousers. "Wait, didn't you ask her out here, Eugene? Faith, how about you show him what we used to do under this tree?"

Faith dropped to her knees, naked and shaking. Juan's shaft bobbed before her face.

"Open wide, babe." Juan gripped her hair, guiding her forward.

Faith's lips parted. She took him inside her mouth, eyes squeezing shut.

Eugene strained against Naia's grip, every muscle screaming to intervene. But she was right. Four bullets. At this range, Juan could take them both down even if he was distracted.

"Easy now," Juan groaned as Faith's mouth worked his length. "That's my good girl. Fuck, so good."

Faith's head bobbed, mechanically at first, then with more enthusiasm that made Eugene's stomach twist. Juan pulled her deeper, making her gag before allowing her to breathe.

"Don't worry, Eugene dude, I'll take good care of her." Juan's voice carried across the courtyard. "I'll even escape with her when I win. Trust me dude."

Faith pulled off his cock with a wet gasp. "Eugene—" Her voice cracked. "Run. Get out of here. Save yourself. Please—"

Juan yanked her back onto his shaft, muffling her words. His other hand moved to his revolver, fingers drumming the grip in warning.

Faith looked at Eugene as she took Juan's cock deep into her throat, silently begging him to go whilst Juan fucked her mouth with increasing enthusiasm.

"Master," Naia whispered urgently. "We need to leave. Now."

Eugene's legs refused to move. Faith gagged around Juan's thickness, drool running down her chin. Juan's fingers tightened in her hair as he thrust deeper.

"Run!" Faith managed to gasp between strokes. "Don't throw your life away!"

The words hit harder than any weapon. Eugene's feet finally obeyed, stumbling backwards toward the archway. Naia pulled him through, and they disappeared into the corridor's shadows.

Behind them, Juan's laughter echoed across the courtyard, mixing with the wet sounds of Faith servicing his cock.

"That's it, Faith. We're gonna have so much fun together."

Eugene and Naia rushed to the second floor, through to the cafeteria and onto the veranda that looked down into the courtyard. It was high enough that the foam bullets wouldn't reach up here.

Eugene's hand gripped the cold railing, knuckles white as he stared down into the courtyard below. The second-story cafeteria veranda offered an unobstructed view.

Faith's body pressed against the tree trunk, their tree, her pale skin stark against the dark bark. Juan stood behind her, hands gripping her hips as he thrust into her from behind. The angle made Faith's breasts smash against the tree with each impact, her head thrown back in genuine pleasure.

"Fuck yes," Juan's voice drifted up. "Still the best pussy I've ever had."

Faith moaned as Juan's hips slapped into her. Juan increased his pace. The artificial afternoon light caught the sheen of sweat on her body, highlighting every curve as she took his massive cock.

Eugene's own cock strained painfully against his trousers. He hated the arousal flooding through him, hated how his body responded to seeing Faith so thoroughly used. But he couldn't look away.

Juan pulled out suddenly, spinning Faith around. She dropped to her knees without being told, mouth opening as he stroked himself rapidly above her face. Thick ropes painted her features, coating her lips and chin, whilst she stuck her tongue out to catch every drop.

"Swallow," Juan commanded.

Faith obeyed, gulping down his release whilst maintaining eye contact with him. Juan's satisfaction was evident as he pulled Faith back to her feet.

Warmth enveloped Eugene's cock. His eyes widened as he glanced down to find Naia on her knees before him, his trousers already pulled down around his thighs.

"What are you—"

"Don't think about your girlfriend now," Naia interrupted, her tongue swirling around his tip. "If we're going to win this, you need your head clear. Let me help with that."

Her mouth sealed over him, throat opening to take him deeper. Eugene's hands found the railing again, gripping tighter as pleasure spiked through him. Naia's movements were designed to drain him quickly.

Down below, Juan had Faith bent over again, his cock pushing back inside her pussy. Faith's cries of pleasure echoed through the courtyard as he fucked her harder, deeper, his fingers finding her clit.

"Whose cock do you like better?" Juan demanded.

Faith's response was muffled as her face pressed against the tree.

"Say it louder," Juan insisted, slapping her ass. "Let your boyfriend hear."

Naia's mouth worked Eugene's shaft with increasing intensity, her hands cupping his balls whilst her throat massaged his tip. The dual sensations overwhelmed him, watching Faith getting pounded whilst receiving his own pleasure.

"Scream to the world that my cock is the best one you've ever had," Juan commanded, his voice carrying with authority.

Faith's body trembled, another orgasm approaching. The Servant's rules left her no choice. Her voice rang out clear and desperate across the courtyard.

"Juan's cock is the best!" Faith screamed, her words breaking on a moan. "Better than anyone's! Better than Eugene's!"

The words punched through Eugene's chest. His cock pulsed in Naia's mouth as his release erupted, thick and hot, down her throat. Naia swallowed eagerly, her hands milking every drop whilst Eugene's vision blurred with conflicted emotion.

Below, Faith came hard on Juan's shaft, her scream echoing off the courtyard walls. Juan followed moments later, pulling out to paint her ass and lower back with his finish.

Eugene sagged against the railing, spent and hollow. Naia pulled off his cock, licking her lips with satisfaction.

"Feel better, Master?" she purred.

Eugene said nothing, watching Juan wipe his cock clean on Faith's thigh whilst she collapsed against the tree, thoroughly fucked and covered in his release.

"Oh, good. You're here." A familiar voice. Devi. Eugene turned around, ready for a fight.


22: Battle II

"Whoa. Hold on. I come in peace." Devi raised his hands up Fredrick stood next to her and followed suit. She still had her longsword in her hand, and Fredrick also had a shield.

"You know I can't trust you," Eugene said, pulling up his pants whilst pointing his sword towards them.

"Yeah. I'm sorry. I did what I had to do; I wasn't just playing for myself. I was playing to save my whole team. To save Fredrick. To save Naia. To save… well, I didn't actually want to save Hugo, but he was on my team."

"Urgh." Eugene lowered his sword. "Don't make me regret this."

"Thank you." Devi lowered her arms. Fredrick followed suit.

"You won't regret this," Fredrick assured.

"We'll see."

"As part of our peace offering, have this." Devi chucked over two things, one looked like a throwable foam axe, the other, a small monitor. "We found these in the AV room."

Eugene picked up the two items. "Well, I get the javelin, but what's with this?" Eugene rotated around the monitor, trying to find some clue about what it did.

"Surveillance device. Let's you choose a player and see them using the cameras they have installed throughout the school. Check it out, it is tuned to Dorothy right now."

Eugene flicked on the monitor, and the screen bloomed to life.

Dorothy straddled Hugo in the men's locker room, her thick thighs spread wide as she bounced on his cock. The harsh fluorescent lighting did nothing to hide the enthusiasm on her flushed face, her thick glasses sliding down her nose with each drop onto his shaft. The

"Fuck yes," Hugo grunted, hands gripping her generous hips. "Just like that."

Dorothy's breasts swayed heavily with her movements, her whole body jiggling as she rode him. She wasn't the timid anime club girl Eugene remembered from school. This version of Dorothy moved with confidence, rolling her hips in deliberate circles. The words 'MASTER: HUGO' floated above Dorothy's head.

"You've gotten so much better at this," Hugo managed between gasps. "Been practising?"

Dorothy leaned forward. "My time in the VIP room taught me many, many things." Her voice dripped with dark satisfaction. "They were very thorough educators." She increased her pace, pussy gripping Hugo's shaft with each bounce. "Those rich bastards knew exactly what they wanted," Dorothy continued, her words punctuated by the slap of flesh on flesh. "Made me do it over and over until I perfected every technique."

Hugo's fingers dug into her ass, spreading her wider as he thrust upward to meet her movements. "Fuck, I'm not complaining. Your pussy feels fucking incredible."

Dorothy's hand slid down between their bodies, rubbing her clit whilst she rode him. "They made me cum so many times I lost count," she gasped. "Different positions, different toys, different men. Sometimes women. Sometimes both." Her eyes rolled back, pleasure building. "They turned me into a perfect sex toy, just like the hentai I like, and Hugo. And now you get to reap the benefits."

"Goddamn," Hugo groaned, his cock throbbing inside her. "Gonna cum soon."

"Do it," Dorothy demanded, grinding down hard. "Fill your Servant's pussy with your Master cum."

Hugo's body tensed, his release flooding Dorothy's cunt as she continued riding him through it. She didn't slow, chasing her own orgasm, using his softening cock until her body seized and she screamed her satisfaction.

Dorothy collapsed onto Hugo's chest, both breathing hard.

"Now," Dorothy purred, "let's find more players to add to your collection, we need to make everyone as broken as I am."

Eugene clicked off the monitor, his expression dark.

"Dorothy's mind-fucked then…" Eugene grimaced.

"As broken as the global economy." Devi nodded. "Can't blame her. There is something deep-seated that makes me want to just give in and become some sort of free-use puppet."

"Devi…" Fredrick's eyes widened.

"Just kidding... Mostly." Devi slapped Fredrick's arm playfully.

"So what's the play here?" Eugene asked.

"Anyway. I think we need to stay as a group. Just like we did in prison. There is strength in numbers in this game. More people equals more power." Devi suggested.

"But what happens when we are the only ones left?" Eugene asked.

"We turn on each other." Naia laughed.

"We cross that bridge when we get there," Devi assured.

"The main issue we have is that only four of us are getting out of here," Fredrick said. "Ten people are getting expelled no matter what we do."

"Best thing we can do is stack the odds in our favour." Devi continued. "By gaining more chits."

"By culling people…" Eugene stated what Devi really meant. "You want us to go around eliminating others instead of just taking them as Servants?"

"It does sound like a good plan." Naia agreed.

"If we do this…" Eugene thought about Yuto… "We are no better than the people who have put us in this game; we are no better than Betty, who sold out her team for a few bucks."

"Do you want to get out of here with Faith?" Devi stepped closer, her voice now deadly serious.

"What?"

"Do you want to get out of here with your girlfriend?"

"Of course I do."

"Then you need to stop thinking like a victim and start thinking like a killer." Devi placed her hand on Eugene's chest. "Look, Eugene, you are a good guy, deep down, you care for other people. But that isn't going to save Faith. If you don't get your shit together, Faith is going to be relegated to being Juan's personal bitch, and you get sent away to the VIP rooms."

"You… you're fucking…." Eugene screamed into his shoulder, then looked back to Devi, "You're fucking right." Eugene needed to save Faith. There was no point being a good guy about it.

"So we're going to go murdering?" Naia's eyes practically glowed with excitement.

"No, not indiscriminately," Devi said, much to Naia's disappointment. "We are just going to take out the people that we don't want to have a chance of survival."

"We'll make a hit list," Fredrick said.

"Juan, Hugo, Betty, Declan," Eugene mumbled his list out.

"Ami and Dorothy," Devi added. "Dorothy should have already been expelled, if not for some VIP bullshit deus-ex-machina. Ami… she won't be happy we are going for Declan, even if she seems to hate him right now.

"Alright." Eugene agreed, and he also added Naia to his personal list, but for now, she was useful enough to keep around. "We shouldn't go straight after them though. We need to scour the school, build up our arsenal. Then we are going to save Faith first."

"Sounds good to me." Devi agreed. "With the monitor tracking down the enemy, it should be easy enough."

"Gregory and Mrs Chambers are likely to be allies, too." Eugene suggested. "Well, Gregory should be at the very least."

"Let's not waste time then," Fredrick said as he turned around and headed back into the cafeteria.

Eugene followed, doing his best not to flick on the monitor and tuning it to Faith. He didn't need to see that right now. He needed to get ready for war.

The group moved through the school with purpose, weapons at the ready. Eugene led with sword and shield, Fredrick flanked with the same loadout, whilst Naia trailed behind. Devi held her longsword loosely, eyes scanning every shadow.

They moved to the science labs, pushing through double doors into the  scent of chemicals.

"There." Fredrick pointed to a cabinet in the corner.

Inside lay a foam mace and what looked to be a foam grenade. Eugene passed the mace to Naia, keeping the grenade to himself. The instructions on the side of the grenade told Eugene to pull the pin and throw it for a big boom. How big? That was anyone's guess.

"Drama rooms next," Devi suggested. "Lots of props there. Might find more gear."

They navigated the corridors in formation, weapons at the ready. The drama storage yielded a foam staff. Devi claimed it, spinning it experimentally.

"Not bad balance, good reach too," she commented.

The art rooms produced foam nunchucks that Fredrick immediately rejected. "More likely to hit myself than anyone else."

Two hours passed. The music rooms are empty. The staff lounge, nothing. The gymnasium equipment shed proved more fruitful. Several throwing stars joined their growing arsenal.

Eugene checked the monitor periodically. Faith remained with Juan. They were moving through the school themselves, though thankfully, Juan seemed content to just fondle her breasts and ass rather than fuck her again. For now.

"We need a base," Gregory's voice came from behind them.

Eugene spun, sword raised. The rest followed. Gregory stood in the corridor with Mrs Chambers beside him. Gregory held his longsword, Mrs. Chambers a short sword and dagger.

"Easy," Gregory raised his free hand. "We're not here to fight."

"Are you sure about that?" Fredrick kept his weapon up.

"We can trust Gregory," Eugene said.

"If we wanted you dead, we'd have already struck." Mrs Chambers stepped forward calmly.

"But we won't," Gregory added. "I trust Eugene, and we have strength in numbers."

Devi nodded. "Makes sense. Actually, we were thinking the same thing."

"Seen any of the others? Hannah?" Eugene asked. He knew he could check the monitor, but this was a good way of checking if Gregory was willing to share information.

Gregory's face darkened. "Betty got her. Revolver. Three shots, two hit, one missed. Hannah's serving her now. We didn't stick around to join her." He paused. "Betty made her masturbate. Right there in the hallway. She was in hysterics."

"Fucking bitch," Eugene growled.

"Agreed." Gregory's jaw clenched. "I vote we make her our first target."

"Second," Eugene corrected. "Juan first. We need to save Faith."

Mrs Chambers placed a hand on Gregory's shoulder. "We find a defensible location first. Then we plan the attack."

"The library," Devi suggested. "Only one entrance, lots of room to move. We can see anyone coming."

The expanded group made their way through corridors, weapons ready. They passed the commerce rooms, turned left past the language labs, and climbed the stairs down to the first floor, where the library waited.

The inside had been restocked with shelves and books since they were here last. They arranged desks into a makeshift barricade near the entrance. Weapons were laid out, and inventory taken.

"Right then." Eugene laid out the monitor on a cleared desk. "Let's work out what everyone else is up to."


23: Battle III

Eugene tuned the monitor to Faith. She was with Juan. A dark room of some sort. A closet perhaps?

Eugene's stomach knotted as the monitor's screen flickered into focus. Faith's body filled the frame in the dim storage room. She straddled Juan's lap, his massive cock buried deep inside her pussy as she rode him with increasing abandon.

"Fuck yes," Juan groaned beneath her, hands gripping her bouncing ass. "Knew you missed this dick."

Faith's breasts swayed hypnotically with each drop onto his shaft. Gone was the mechanical compliance Eugene had witnessed earlier. This was different. Faith moved like she wanted this, like she needed it.

"So big," Faith gasped, grinding her hips in tight circles. "Stretching me so good."

Juan's hands slid up her body, cupping her breasts and rolling her nipples between his fingers. Faith leaned forward, capturing his mouth in a deep, passionate kiss. Their tongues danced whilst she continued riding him, her moans swallowed by his mouth.

Eugene's chest tightened. She was kissing him. Actually kissing him. Not just fucking because the Servant rules demanded it, but making out with genuine desire.

"Where the bloody hell are they hiding?" Devi squinted at the monitor over Eugene's shoulder. "That could be any storage cupboard in the school."

"Science labs maybe?" Fredrick suggested. "Those supply closets are bigger."

"Could be drama storage," Mrs Chambers added. "They're soundproofed too."

Faith pulled back from the kiss, her lips swollen and glistening. "Please don't tell Eugene that I'm making out with you," she breathed, her hips never stopping their rhythm.

Juan's grin widened. "Swallow my load again and I'll think about it."

"Deal," Faith agreed immediately, her pussy clenching around him as another orgasm approached.

"Check how the others are doing," Devi suggested quietly, her hand resting on Eugene's shoulder with unexpected gentleness. "We need intel on everyone's positions."

Eugene's fingers trembled as he reached for the monitor's controls, forcing himself to look away from Faith's flushed face as she rode her ex-lover with increasing desperation. Static briefly washed across the screen before resolving into a new image.

Betty.

The monitor showed Betty sprawled on a chair in what looked like a classroom, a foam revolver resting casually in her lap. Hannah stood before her, fidgeting with the hem of her skirt.

"I can't do this," Hannah whispered.

"Yes, you can." Betty's voice carried cruel certainty. "You're my Servant, remember? Besides, you've fucked him before anyway. Remember?"

Hannah's face flushed. "That was different. I had to."

"And now you have to again." Betty leaned forward, revolver tapping against her thigh. "Declan is right outside. Seduce him. Keep him busy."

"Why?"

"Because I said so." Betty's grin widened. "Don't worry, you'll enjoy it. You always do."

Hannah's shoulders slumped in defeat as she turned and left the frame.

Eugene switched the monitor and followed Hannah's progress. She found Declan in the nearby weight room, foam mace in hand, inspecting exercise equipment like it held tactical value.

"Declan?" Hannah's voice came soft, uncertain.

He spun, weapon raised. "Hannah? The fuck are you doing here?"

"I..." Hannah stepped closer, hands smoothing down her uniform. "I wanted to see you."

Declan lowered his mace slightly, suspicion warring with interest. "Bullshit. You're Betty's Servant. She sent you."

"She did," Hannah admitted, moving closer still. Her fingers found the buttons of her blouse. "But that doesn't mean I didn't want to come."

The blouse opened, revealing her bra. Declan's eyes dropped to her modest chest.

"Hannah, what're you—"

She closed the distance; she was unarmed, which is why Declan allowed her to press against him. Her hand found his crotch, rubbing through his trousers. "I haven't stopped thinking about you," she breathed. "How you felt inside me."

"You're fucking with me."

"I'm not." Hannah guided his free hand to her breast. "Touch me. Please."

Declan's resistance crumbled. He dropped the mace with a soft clatter, both hands immediately claiming Hannah's body. He yanked her bra down, freeing her breasts as his mouth sealed over a nipple.

"Fuck," Hannah gasped, the sound genuine. Her hands freed his cock. "I need you inside me again."

Declan lifted her onto a weight bench, spreading her thighs wide. Hannah's panties were yanked aside as he positioned himself at her entrance.

"Beg for it," Declan demanded.

"Please." Hannah's eyes locked onto his. "Fuck me. Use me. I need your cock so badly."

He thrust inside. Hannah's cry echoed through the weight room, her back arching as she took him fully. Declan fucked her like he was performing reps, hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise.

"That's it," Hannah moaned, wrapping her legs around his waist. "Harder. Don't stop."

Declan fucked her against the bench, the equipment rattling with each impact. Hannah's nails raked down his back through his shirt, her voice climbing higher as pleasure built.

"So tight," Declan grunted. "Tighter than Ami, that's for sure."

"I want you more than she does," Hannah gasped. "Want your cock filling me."

Minutes passed. Declan pulled out, flipping Hannah onto her stomach. She presented her ass immediately, spreading her cheeks in invitation. He drove back inside, fucking her prone bone on the bench padding.

"Yes!" Hannah screamed. "Right there!"

Her body seized, orgasm crashing through her. Declan didn't slow, continuing to hammer into her spasming pussy. He pulled her hair, yanking her head back as his own release approached.

Footsteps echoed from the shadows. Betty. Foam revolver and short sword in hand. One stab into Declan's back. The words 'MASTER: BETTY' materialised above Declan's head.

"No!" Declan tried to turn around. But it was too late.

"Perfect," Betty breathed, lowering the weapon. "Now give Hannah your mace"

Declan obeyed despite his furious expression. He tossed it to Hannah, who caught it whilst naked on the bench.

"Good. Now stay still. Sorry, Double Decker Declan, you're time's up." Betty stabbed him again.

Pop.

Declan's device vibrated differently this time, longer, more insistent. His eyes went wide.

"Wait—" he started. Declan's body went rigid. His eyes rolled back as consciousness fled.

"Good girl, Hannah. I knew it was a good idea to keep you around." Betty laughed. "Looks like I just gained 263 chits. Ca'ching!"

"That was brutal…" Devi said.

"Poor Ami," Fredrick added.

"We know where she is," Gregory suggested. "If we go now, we can end her once and for all. Betty has had this coming to her for a long time."

"Fine." Eugene agreed. "Juan is next, though."

The group rushed to Betty and Hannah's location. Stealth was not on their mind,s so Betty saw them coming.

"Oh, what do we have here?" Betty held out her revolver as the group approached them in the hallway. Eugene and Fredrick held their shields high in a defensive wall. "The lamest of the players joined together? So boring. Hannah shield me." Hannah stepped in front of Betty.

"Not here to talk Betty," Eugene said as they pushed forward.

Betty wrapped her arm around Hannah's neck and looked around for an exit as her revolver was pointed forward.

"Don't suppose you'd accept my surrender?" Betty giggled.

"Not this time." Gregory gritted his teeth. "We saw what you did, we know what you are."

"Ok, let's have blood then!" Betty shot all three of her remaining darts towards the group. The first one was deflected by Eugene's shield. He was glad that it worked. There was a chance that the shield didn't work against darts. The second dart flew too high and missed the group. The third one caught Fredrick in the head. The words 'MASTER: BETTY' materialised above Fredrick's head. "Fredrick, defeat all of them for me! Eliminate them! Hannah charged."

Fredrick swung around at Eugene, scoring a hit. He had one life left. His swing continued through to Mrs Chambers, but Gregory interposed himself, taking the hit. 'MASTER: BETTY' materialised above Gregory's head.

Naia threw her star at the approaching Hannah, knocking her to the ground. 'MASTER: EUGENE' materialised above Hannah's head. As per the rules, she would be unconscious for one hour after changing Masters.

"Don't let her escape Eugene!" Devi said as she parried one of Fredrick's attacks.

"Yeah, come get me cucky!" Betty laughed. "Gregy, it's time to take yourself out, you too, Fredrick."

Eugene sprinted after Betty as she disappeared down the corridor, her laughter echoing off the walls. Behind him came the sickening sounds of foam hitting flesh—Gregory and Fredrick carrying out their final orders, each driving their blades into the other in a mutual death strike.

"No!" Devi's scream cut through the hallway.

"Fuck!" Mrs Chambers' voice cracked with anguish.

Eugene didn't look back. Couldn't afford to. Betty's blonde pigtails bounced ahead of him as she ran, her short sword clutched in one hand whilst the other pumped at her sides. She was fast, surprisingly so, but Eugene's longer stride closed the gap.

She burst through the double doors. Eugene followed. The weight room. Equipment racks lined the walls, and benches were scattered across the rubber flooring. The same room where Hannah had seduced Declan mere hours ago. But Declan's body wasn't there anymore.

Betty spun, backing toward the corner, weapon raised. "Come on then, lover boy. Let's see what you've got."

Eugene's hand moved to his belt. The foam javelin hung there, its weight reassuring. He pulled it free, hefted it once to gauge the balance, then hurled it with all the force his lanky frame could muster.

The projectile sailed true.

Betty tried to dodge, twisting sideways, but the javelin caught her in the side of the tit with a solid thump. Her device vibrated. Final life lost.

The short sword clattered to the floor. Betty's eyes went wide, shock replacing her usual smugness. "Damn." She looked down at the foam weapon on the ground. "I was hoping to win this." Her lips curved into something that wasn't quite a smile. "But I guess being your Servant isn't too bad cucky."

'MASTER: EUGENE' materialised above Betty's head in glowing letters.

Eugene approached slowly, retrieving the javelin. Betty watched him with wary interest, hands raised in mock surrender.

"So what now, boss?" Betty's voice carried false sweetness. "Gonna make me suck your cock as revenge? Fuck my tits? I'm game for whatever."

"Strip," Eugene commanded coldly.

Betty's eyebrow raised. "Getting right to it then?" Her fingers found her blouse buttons. "Can't say I'm surprised after watching what Juan did to your girlfriend. I saw it all from the veranda."

Eugene grabbed Betty's wrist, yanking her toward the door. "Not here."

"Where then?" Betty stumbled after him, her half-unbuttoned blouse revealing her bra.

"Somewhere private." Eugene pulled her through the doorway, down a short hall, and into the attached changing rooms. The showers. Perfect.

Tiles gleamed white under fluorescent lighting. Shower heads lined one wall, and benches the other. Eugene shoved Betty against the cold ceramic wall, his hand wrapping around her throat. Not tight enough to restrict airflow. Just enough to assert dominance.

"You betrayed Yuto," Eugene growled into her face.

"I did." Betty's voice stayed level despite the pressure on her throat. "Smart play. Got me a fuck tonne of chits."

"He was my friend."

"And now he's probably getting his brain fucked out in some VIP room." Betty's lips curved. "Could be worse."

Eugene's free hand moved to her blouse, ripping it open completely. Buttons scattered across the tiles. Betty's breasts bounced free as he yanked her bra down, exposing her completely.

"That's it," Betty breathed. "Get angry. Show me what that rage feels like."

Eugene spun her around, pressing her face against the cold tiles. His hand found her skirt, shoving it up over her ass. Betty's panties followed, pulled down to her knees.

"Gonna fuck the bitch out of you," Eugene muttered, freeing his cock.

"Promises, promises," Betty taunted, looking back over her shoulder.

Eugene positioned himself at her entrance and slammed inside without warning. Betty's gasp echoed off the tiles as he filled her completely.

"Fuck!" Betty's palms slapped against the wall. "That's it! Harder!"

Eugene obliged, his hips pistoning forward with force that made Betty's whole body jolt. Her breasts mashed against the cold ceramic with each impact, nipples hardening from the contact and friction.

"You like that?" Eugene growled. "Like getting hate-fucked?"

"Love it," Betty managed between gasps. "Best kind of fucking."

Eugene's hands pulled Betty's ponytails like bike handles, yanking her head back whilst he continued his assault. Betty's pussy gripped him tight. She loved the rough treatment.

"Gonna cum on your cock," Betty moaned. "Can't help it. You're fucking me too good."

"Not yet," Eugene commanded, slowing his pace despite his own approaching edge. The command was binding.

"Please," Betty whimpered, the first genuine sound he'd heard from her. "Need to cum. Please."

Eugene pulled out completely. Betty whined at the loss, pussy clenching on nothing. He spun her around, lifting her and pinning her against the wall. Her legs wrapped around his waist automatically.

"Look at me," Eugene demanded.

Betty's eyes met his, filled with lust. Eugene thrust back inside. Betty's head fell back, bouncing against the tiles as he fucked her upright.

"Yes, yes, yes!" Betty chanted, "Right there! Don't stop!"

Eugene's pace increased, driven by rage and arousal mixing into something primal. Betty's tits bounced between them, her whole body jolting with each thrust.

"Eugene—" Betty's warning came breathless. "Gonna—"

"You can cum now."

Her body seized, pussy spasming around his cock as orgasm crashed through her. Eugene didn't slow, fucking her through it whilst her moans turned into screams.

"Again," Eugene commanded.

"Can't—too much—" Betty gasped, but her body betrayed her, building toward another peak.

Eugene adjusted the angle, hitting the spot that made Betty's eyes roll back. Her second orgasm followed fast, her whole body shaking as pleasure overwhelmed her.

Eugene pulled out, stroking himself rapidly. Thick ropes painted Betty's stomach and breasts, marking her thoroughly. She slumped against the wall, chest heaving, covered in his release.

"Fuck," Betty breathed, wiping cum from her breast with one finger before licking it clean. "That was quite nice, actually." She looked up at him through her lashes. "Maybe we can win this thing together, yeah? You and me. I'll even let you keep Faith when we get out."

Eugene's eyes stayed cold as ice. He retrieved his sword from where he'd discarded it.

Betty's expression shifted, confusion replacing satisfaction. "What are you—"

Eugene drove the foam blade into her stomach.

Pop.

Betty's device vibrated differently, longer, more final. A look of confusion. She just couldn't compute that she had lost. She crumpled to the shower floor, still covered in Eugene's cum.

"Fuck you, Betty," Eugene said quietly to her unconscious form. He picked up her revolver, empty, but potentially beneficial. It was best to keep it just in case.

Eugene's HUD informed him of the results of his cold-bloodedness:

"Betty has been eliminated. Her 764 chits are transferred to Eugene. Fredrick has been eliminated. His 1,506 chits are transferred to Eugene. Gregory has been eliminated. His 662 chits are transferred to Eugene."

Eugene's device displayed his new total: 3,548 chits.

Three and a half million dollars.


24: Battle IV

The aftermath was grim. Fredrick and Gregory were gone. Expelled. Mrs. Chambers had left after the battle without saying a word, her loyalty clearly not to the group but to the former class captain. Devi took the loss the hardest, though. She was curled up in a small, tight ball. Eugene had informed them that Betty was done for, but that didn't give the ones who remained much pleasure. Except for Naia, she fucking loved that shit.

They retreated back to the library. Hannah was carried by Eugene most of the way. Naia dragged Devi.

"Well, that could have gone better." Naia understated.

"No fucking shit Naia. No fucking shit." Eugene placed the monitor on the table, ready to conduct further reconnaissance.

"Wait Master," Naia whispered into Eugene's ear. "Now is your chance to take out Devi. One fell swoop whilst she is like this."

"No. She has suffered enough." Eugene stated.

"Fine. I'll do it for you."

"You are forbidden from attacking Devi," Eugene commanded. Naia stopped in her tracks.

"Ok, but I hope you don't regret that."

"Make yourself useful, go… check the books or something." Eugene sent Naia away.

Eugene switched the monitor over to Mrs Chambers and was surprised to see… Faith and Juan with her. She had become Juan's Servant in such a short amount of time.

Mrs Chambers straddled Juan on what looked like a cushioned bench in the staff lounge, her generous hips rolling as she took his massive cock deep inside her. The refined woman's breasts swayed with each bounce, she bit her lip as she road the stoner's cock.

"Fuck, teach," Juan groaned beneath her, hands gripping her tits. "You feel even better than I imagined."

Faith knelt beside them, naked, watching as her Master fucked their newest acquisition. The words 'MASTER: JUAN' floated above both women's heads.

"Right then," Mrs Chambers panted, grinding down hard. "Strategy time whilst I ride you."

Juan's laugh came breathless. "Multitasking. Nice."

"We need to ensure there are only four people left at the end," Mrs Chambers continued, her voice remarkably steady despite the cock pounding into her. "If everyone else is expelled, we all get out. One hundred per cent certainty."

Juan's hips bucked upward, making Mrs Chambers gasp mid-sentence. "Fuck yeah. Love how your brain works whilst you're bouncing on my dick."

"Pay attention," Mrs Chambers commanded, though her own concentration wavered. "If it goes to the lottery, we're gambling. This way we control our fate."

"Makes sense." Juan's fingers dug into her flesh. "Who are we adding to the harem then?" Juan looked at Faith. "Who would you most like to see me fuck?"

Faith's voice came quiet, distant. "Hannah."

Juan's eyebrow raised. "Nice."

"She deserves to survive." Faith's words carried hollow conviction. "She's been through enough. And she'd look... nice on your cock."

"Damn right she would." Juan's hips snapped upward harder. "That tight pussy of hers, fuck. Been thinking about it since the joust."

Mrs Chambers' body tensed, her pussy clenching around Juan's shaft as her orgasm approached. "Less talking, more planning after you finish."

"Gonna cum," Juan warned.

"Inside me," Mrs Chambers commanded, grinding down to take him to the base. "Fill your teacher up."

Juan groaned, releasing deep inside her whilst Faith watched with empty eyes.

"Clean up your teacher," Juan commanded Faith. She positioned herself under Mrs Chambers and started to slurp out the cum that had been deposited inside of her.

Eugene switched over to someone he had yet to check. Ami. She was in a very similar situation. Ami sat astride Hugo's lap on what looked like an abandoned classroom desk, her small breasts bouncing as she rode him with fierce determination. The words 'MASTER: HUGO' floated above her head in glowing letters. Dorothy stood beside them, one hand between her own legs,  masturbating to the scene.

"That's it," Hugo grunted, hands gripping Ami's slim hips. "Knew you wanted a real man's cock instead of that meathead's."

"So much better than Declan," Ami gasped, her voice carrying genuine conviction. "Your cock fits me perfectly."

"Fucking love this betrayal," Dorothy encouraged breathlessly, her fingers working faster between her thighs. "Give in to superior cock. Let him ruin you for that gym-rat fiancé."

Hugo's tattooed hands slid up Ami's body, cupping her modest breasts. Ami's reached down to Hugo's chest and enjoyed the feel of his body.

"If we get out of here," Ami panted, her hips rolling in tight circles, "I'm dumping Declan. I can be with you instead."

"Fuck yeah," Hugo growled, thrusting upward harder. "Tell me more."

"Your cock's so much nicer," Ami gasped, grinding down to take him deeper. "Perfect size. Perfect girth. I fucking love your tattoos."

Dorothy's own moans grew louder, her thick thighs trembling as she watched Ami bounce on Hugo's shaft with increasing abandon.

"Look at her," Dorothy breathed. "Complete betrayal. So fucking hot."

Ami's pussy clenched around Hugo's cock, her body building toward climax. "Please," she begged, "please fill me up."

Hugo obliged, slamming Ami down onto his shaft as he released deep inside her. Ami's body seized, her own orgasm crashing through her as she felt him pulse and flood her pussy.

Eugene clicked off the monitor. Ami had completely surrendered to Hugo, throwing away her engagement for cock that fit better. Would Faith do the same? Would Faith give in to Juan's cock and forsake their relationship?

"I think you need to believe in your girlfriend." Hannah seemed to read Eugene's mind. She was conscious again and looking a bit dazed.

"Trust?"

"I haven't known you both for very long," Hannah said shyly, "but one thing I have noticed is just how much you love each other. If you two can't make it, maybe no one should." Hannah gave Eugene a half grin.

"Maybe you're right." Eugene rested his head on the table.

"I know I am right, just as I know this is necessary." Hannah walked up to Devi, who was still in a ball on the floor. She took out her mace, and before Eugene knew what was happening, she bonked Devi on the head with it. She was not Eugene's Servant.

"Hannah!? Why?" Eugene stood up rapidly.

"Because she is useless as a ball on the floor." Hannah nodded. "I need to survive this, for my sister. I have enough money now, I just need to get out of here. If I don't, my sister is doomed." Hannah pointed to Devi, "command her to stand up and be useful."

"Stand up, Devi."

Devi stood, still distraught. Hannah moved over and embraced her. "We are getting out of here, Devi. Trust us."

Devi sniffed and then nodded.

"Hey Master!" The tension was cut by Naia running forward. "Look what I found." She stretched her hand out, a single foam dart in it.

"Good work Naia." Eugene praised her as he took the dart and loaded it into Betty's revolver. It fit perfectly. Naia's legs went a bit weak from Eugene's uncommon praise of her.

"We need a new strategy," Devi said almost under her breath.

"Go on." Eugene encouraged softly.

"There are a total of ten people left. We have the biggest team, but if we go against both of the other teams, either in sequence or simultaneously, we are going to have a hard time." Devi got louder, more confident. "However, if we can bring them all together in one place, have them fight each other, we can end this with your grenade."

"But how do we convince them to come together?" Naia asked.

"That's the risky part. Hannah and I are going to be bait." Devi's eyes gleamed with determination.


25: Battle V

Eugene watched from the monitor as Devi approached Hugo's group. She put on quite the show; she pretended to fight, but then was captured. She was now Hugo's Servant. She went unconscious. Similarly, Hannah did the same thing with Juan, pretending to fight and then falling. It was fine, it was all part of the plan. When they awoke, they were going to lead both groups to the school's pool. There, Naia and Eugene will be watching from the sidelines, and as they enter the room for the showdown, Eugene will grenade them and knock out Hugo's team and most of Juan's team. Then it would just be Juan standing.

Hugo will be Eugene's Servant, so he will order him to sacrifice himself to hold Juan. Eugene and Naia would then eliminate everyone on the list before finishing off Juan once and for all. It was risky, risky as hell.

Eugene managed to find a way to enable the monitor to display in split-screen mode. It showed both Devi and Hannah at the same time. They awoke exactly an hour after they were captured. However, they didn't get a chance to set the trap right away. Nope. They were both being used almost immediately.

On the left side of the monitor, Juan's cock drove into Faith's pussy from behind, as she pressed her mouth against Mrs Chambers' in a deep, hungry kiss. Their tongues danced whilst Juan's hips slapped against Faith's ass repeatedly.

"That's it," Juan groaned, pulling Faith's red hair back. "Show Megan how much you love kissing whilst getting fucked."

Faith moaned into Mrs Chambers' mouth, the sound muffled but desperate. Mrs Chambers' hands cupped Faith's swaying breasts, squeezing and kneading whilst Juan continued his pumping.

Juan pulled out, his cock glistening. "Hannah's turn."

Hannah immediately moved into position beside Faith, presenting her ass whilst Faith's mouth found hers. Juan positioned himself behind Hannah, his massive shaft pushing her open as he entered with a satisfied grunt.

"Fuck, still so tight," Juan breathed, one hand gripping Hannah's hip whilst the other reached forward to play with Faith's hanging breast.

Hannah whimpered into Faith's mouth as Juan established his rhythm, each thrust making her body jolt forward. Their kiss deepened, Faith's tongue exploring whilst Hannah's muffled cries of pleasure vibrated between their lips.

"Love watching you sluts make out," Juan encouraged, fucking Hannah harder. "Faith, get under Hannah, Megan, get under Faith. Want to see you both eat pussy whilst I use Hannah."

Mrs Chambers slid beneath Faith without hesitation, her mouth sealing over Faith's dripping folds. Faith's eyes rolled back as her former teacher's tongue worked her clit, licking and sucking whilst Juan's cock stretched Hannah's pussy mere inches away.

"Oh fuck!" Faith gasped into Hannah's pussy, grinding down onto Mrs. Chambers' face.

On the right side of the monitor, Devi struggled against the floor, her slim body pinned as Ami and Dorothy each held one of her arms. Hugo loomed above her, his tattooed chest glistening with sweat as he stroked his cock.

"Keep the little slut still," Hugo commanded, positioning himself between Devi's spread thighs.

"We got her," Dorothy assured him, her thick thighs pressing down on Devi's shoulder to maintain control.

Hugo drove inside without warning. Devi's moan echoed through the room as his cock stretched her impossibly wide. Her petite frame wasn't built for Hugo's girth, but her body adjusted as he began fucking her.

"Too big—" Devi gasped, her words cut off as Hugo's pace increased.

"You're taking it fine," Hugo growled, hands gripping her slim hips and breasts. "Gonna break this pussy in proper."

Ami leaned down, capturing Devi's mouth in a kiss to muffle her cries. Devi's muffled protests dissolved into moans as Hugo fucked her, each thrust making her whole body shake.

Dorothy's free hand moved between her own legs, rubbing her clit whilst she watched Hugo pound their captive. "Fuck her harder," Dorothy encouraged breathlessly. "Make her love it."

Hugo obliged, his hips snapping forward with increased force. Devi's legs trembled, toes curling as unwanted pleasure built inside her.

"Gonna fill this tight cunt," Hugo grunted, his pace becoming erratic.

Devi couldn't respond, her mouth still captured by Ami's kiss, whilst her body betrayed her. Her pussy clenched around Hugo's shaft as orgasm approached despite her resistance.

"She's close," Dorothy observed, her own fingers working faster. "Feel her shaking?"

Hugo began rubbing Devi's clit, her body seized, her scream swallowed by Ami's mouth as she came hard around Hugo's cock.

Back on the left side, Juan pulled out of Hannah, his massive shaft dripping. "Faith, your turn again."

Faith lifted her pussy from Mrs Chambers' eager mouth and moved into position beside Hannah. She glanced up at the ceiling, knowing that so many people were watching her be a slut. Juan's cock pushed inside Faith's welcoming heat. She moaned immediately, louder than before, her voice unrestrained as he filled her nicely.

"Good, yeah?" Juan teased, his hands spreading her wider.

"Yes," Faith admitted breathlessly, turning her head to kiss Hannah deeply. "So good."

Hannah's hands found Faith's swinging breasts, squeezing whilst their tongues tangled. Juan increased his pace, fucking Faith with long, powerful strokes.

Mrs Chambers positioned herself beneath Faith now, her tongue working her clit whilst Juan's balls slapped above her face.

"Fucking love this," Juan groaned. "Three beautiful sluts, all mine."

Faith pulled back from Hannah's kiss, gasping. "Please," she begged, her pussy clenching around Juan's shaft. "Let me cum. Please, Master."

"Not yet," Juan commanded, maintaining his pace. "Hold it."

Faith whimpered, her body trembling as she fought against her approaching orgasm. Beside her, Hannah's moans grew desperate as Mrs Chambers' skilled tongue pushed her toward the edge.

Back on the right side, Hugo pulled out, his cock twitching. "Dorothy, ride her face."

Dorothy released Devi's arm and straddled the trembling girl's face whilst Ami maintained her hold. "Lick," Dorothy commanded, grinding her pussy down onto Devi's mouth.

Devi's tongue obeyed. Dorothy's moans filled the room as Devi's tongue worked her folds.

Hugo positioned himself again, this time lifting Devi's hips off the ground. "Gonna fuck her stupid," he announced, slamming back inside.

Devi's muffled cries vibrated against Dorothy's pussy as Hugo pounded her from a new angle. Ami leaned down, sucking one of Devi's nipples whilst maintaining her grip.

"Such a good little fucktoy," Dorothy purred. "Taking it so well."

Hugo's pace turned savage, his cock sawing in and out of Dorothy, her slim frame shook, overwhelmed by sensation from all sides.

"Gonna flood this tight cunt," Hugo grunted. "Gonna make you my favourite Servant."

His release came thick and hot, filling Devi's pussy as she convulsed through another unwanted orgasm.

On the left side, almost an hour had passed. Juan's stamina seemed endless as he rotated between all three women, fucking each thoroughly before moving to the next. Currently, he pounded into Mrs Chambers whilst Faith and Hannah made out beside them, their hands roaming each other's bodies.

Right side, Hugo finally pulled out of Devi's well-used pussy, his cum leaking from her. "Alright, time to finish this game up."

Both girls said that Eugene was hiding in the pool room. The trap was set. The monitor showed both groups preparing to converge.


26: Battle VI

Eugene waited in the pool; the water had been emptied, and the natural curvature would hopefully protect him from any explosion. Naia, on the other hand, had found a nook in the corner of the room. Both groups arrived. Hugo with Dorothy, Ami, and Devi. Juan, with Hannah, Mrs Chambers, and most importantly, Faith.

Hugo glanced at Juan across the pool room, both groups eyeing each other warily. The tension stretched like a wire between them.

"We should work together," Hugo called out, his voice bouncing off the tiled walls. "Save each other if either of us wins. Bros before hoes."

Juan considered this, stroking his chin. "Makes sense, dude."

"Show of good faith?" Hugo suggested.

"Yeah, alright." Juan nodded. "Megan, suck off Hugo."

Mrs Chambers moved without protest, crossing the empty pool to kneel before Hugo. Her fingers freed his cock, already half-hard. She took him into her mouth with practised ease.

"Dorothy," Hugo commanded, "return the favour. Service Juan."

Dorothy adjusted her glasses and approached Juan eagerly. Her mouth opened wide to accommodate his massive shaft, tongue swirling as she took him deep.

The two Masters seemed satisfied with their arrangement. Hugo groaned as Mrs Chambers' skilled mouth worked him toward arousal whilst Dorothy enthusiastically serviced Juan's cock.

But they remained too far apart. Eugene's grenade had a limited range. He'd have to choose which group to target.

His mind raced through calculations. Hugo's group had three Servants. Juan's had three as well, including Faith. The grenade's blast radius was unknown, untested. Pain factor is also a mystery.

'Fuck it.'

Eugene made his choice. He wouldn't risk Faith getting caught in whatever explosion occurred. Hugo it was.

Eugene pulled the pin; the soft pop was barely audible over the wet sounds of the two blowjobs. He hurled the grenade with everything he had.

The foam sphere sailed through the air, landing dead centre amongst Hugo's group with a soft bounce.

"What the—" Hugo started.

BOOM.

A massive rush of compressed air mixed with a deep bass thump. Foam erupted outward in a pressurised wave, expanding like a fungal bloom before dissipating into harmless particles that rained down like snow.

Hugo, Mrs. Chambers, Ami, and Devi were all caught in the blast radius. Their devices vibrated in sequence—pop, pop, pop, pop. The three Servants fell to the ground unconscious.

'MASTER: EUGENE' materialised above all of their heads, most importantly, above Hugo's head.

"Hugo, charge Juan!" Eugene commanded immediately.

Hugo's body obeyed despite his confusion, legs pumping as he rushed across the pool toward Juan's group. Juan's eyes widened, his cock still buried in Dorothy's mouth as she knelt.

Juan yanked himself free, droplets spraying. Dorothy's unconscious body fell to the ground as 'MASTER: EUGENE' floated above Dorothy's head. His hand found the revolver at his waist. Two shots rang out in quick succession.

Pop. Pop.

The foam darts struck Hugo's chest. His device vibrated twice, once for each hit. Final life gone. Hugo collapsed mid-charge, unconscious before hitting the tiled floor.

"Hugo has been expelled," the PA announced clinically. "His 1,475 chits transfer to Juan."

Juan's smirk returned. "Nice try, bro." Juan's eyes scanned the room, weapon sweeping. "Where the fuck are you, Eugene?"

His gaze landed on the pool's deep end, where Eugene crouched. Their eyes met. Juan's revolver rose, aimed directly at Eugene's head.

Eugene had nowhere to run. The pool's curved walls trapped him. Two bullets are left in that chamber.

Juan's finger tightened on the trigger.

A blur of motion.

Naia launched herself from her hiding spot, body interposing between Eugene and the weapon. Two soft pops. Both darts struck her torso.

Pop. Pop.

Naia's device vibrated twice. Her eyes met Eugene's, hazel depths swimming with something that looked almost like peace. "For you, Master," she whispered.

Then consciousness left her. She collapsed into Eugene's arms, limp.

"Naia has been expelled," the PA announced. "Her 1,379 chits transfer to Juan."

Juan cursed, the revolver clicking empty as he pulled the trigger again uselessly. He threw the weapon aside with a clatter, backing away toward his group of Servants.

Hannah and Faith flanked him immediately, their naked bodies forming a protective barrier.

"Alright then," Juan called across the pool. "You want Faith back? Come and fucking get her."

Eugene laid Naia's unconscious form down gently. He stood, sword and shield in hand, staring across at Juan's position.

Faith met his gaze, the words 'MASTER: JUAN' floating above her head like a brand. Her expression was unreadable as they retreated from the room. Eugene was the only one left standing, all of his Servants unconscious or expelled.

"Thank you, Naia…" he heard himself whisper as he took a throwing star from her body. "You were a crazy bitch, but at least you were a crazy bitch who liked me." Eugene pulled himself up from the empty pool. He knew what needed to be done right now. There was only room for four people to escape.

He walked over to Dorothy. "Sorry, we didn't get to talk much, but I am sure you were a good person at one point." He tapped her with his sword. Expelled. 178 chits transferred.

He walked over to Mrs Chambers. "I know losing Gregory made you take desperate measures, but you were always out for yourself. So this needs to be done." He tapped her with his sword. Expelled. 471 chits transferred.

He walked over to Ami. "Fuck. This one doesn't feel right. Sorry Ami. There I go apologising again. But you are the one who said that none of this is my fault, and the sooner I accept that, the better I'll fare. Guess I have accepted that now." He tapped her with his sword. Expelled. 560 chits transferred.

Eugene's total was stratospheric. 4,757 chits. Almost five million dollars. The number seemed hollow. Eugene readied himself.

The final showdown was about to begin.


27: Battle VII

In the madness of the battle, Eugene had dropped the monitor. He searched for it but wasn't able to find it anywhere. It took Eugene almost an hour to find Juan. He should have known where they would be. Under the tree, their tree.

"Dude, it's nice that you could come." Juan smiled, his arms draping over Faith and Hannah's shoulders, grabbing their exposed breasts.

Eugene launched his javelin, not letting another word come from the asshole's mouth; it struck true. Juan had lost one of his three lives. Eugene charged forward.

"Uh uh uh!" Juan placed his sword near Faith's neck.

Eugene stopped in place.

"I get it, you're pissed off." Juan chuckled. "So I will let you get away with that one, I got two more lives left anyway."

"Let her go." Eugene gritted his teeth.

"Nah dude, can't do that. As I told you, I am getting out of here with Faith, if she isn't expelled because of what you do." Juan bent Faith over the bench that sat under the tree.

"Don't worry about me Eugene. Just kill this bastard." Faith pleaded.

"Damn Faith, that hurts. You were moaning my name earlier, and now you are all mean. Maybe I should take Hannah with me instead?"

"Once I take you out, this will be all over," Eugene muttered.

"How are you going to do that without Faith getting eliminated by me first?" Juan was now fingering Faith's pussy with one hand, his other hand still on his sword. Faith bit down on her lip. Pain? Pleasure? Both.

"Fucker." Eugene said.

"Oh I plan to fuck her good." Juan chuckled. "Anyway dude, I commanded Hannah to tell me your plans, it was a solid plan but it failed. Did you end up having the balls to eliminate Dorothy, Ami, and Megan?"

"They are expelled."

"Holy shit dude. That's cold-blooded. You are a cold-blooded motherfucker." Juan pushed his cock against Faith's pussy lips, slipping up and down. "I didn't think you had it in you dude." He entered.

"Fuuuck." Faith tried to stifle her moan.

"So that means there are five of us left, right? Me, you, Faith, Hannah, and Devi." Juan pondered as he started to piston into Faith, "How about you go take out Devi, and we can end this with a win for me? We all get out."

"I'm not betraying Devi." Eugene said.

"Alright dude, look, I will give you some time to think it over whilst I bottom out your bitch and make her mine. When you come to your senses, command Devi to take herself out."

Juan's cock drove deep into Faith's pussy, each thrust making her body jolt forward against the bench. Her breasts swayed beneath her, nipples brushing the worn wood with every impact. Eugene stood frozen, sword and shield useless in his trembling hands as he watched his girlfriend get thoroughly fucked by her ex.

"That's it," Juan groaned, one hand yanking Faith's red hair whilst the other gripped her hip. "Take it all, babe. Fuck, you're pussy is designed for my cock."

Faith's resistance crumbled fast. Her attempts to stay quiet dissolved into breathy gasps that grew louder with each thrust. "Oh god," she whimpered, her fingers clawing at the bench's edge.

"Louder," Juan commanded, his pace increasing. "Let Eugene hear how good this cock feels."

Faith's back arched, her pussy clenching around Juan's shaft as pleasure overwhelmed her attempts at restraint. "Fuck!" The word burst from her lips, raw and desperate. "Juan, please—"

"Please what?" Juan slapped her ass, the sound sharp in the courtyard. "Tell your boyfriend what you want."

"Want you deeper," Faith gasped, shame flooding her features even as her hips pushed back to meet his thrusts. "Want you harder. Want your massive cock ruining my pussy."

Eugene's knuckles went white around his sword grip. His cock strained despite every fibre of his being screaming that this was wrong, that he should feel nothing but rage.

"That's my girl." Juan's laugh came cruel and satisfied. He pulled out suddenly, his cock glistening with Faith's arousal. "On your knees."

Faith dropped immediately, her mouth opening before Juan's cock even reached her face. He guided himself between her lips, her throat opening to accommodate his considerable girth. Her moans vibrated around his shaft as he fucked her mouth.

"Still the best throat in the world," Juan groaned, hand gripping her hair now, using her mouth like a sleeve. "Remember when you used to sneak me into your room? Your parents thought you were such a good girl."

Faith's eyes watered as he thrust deeper, her hands bracing on his thighs whilst she took him to the base. Drool escaped the corners of her stretched lips, running down her chin as Juan used her.

"Eugene hon," Faith managed when Juan pulled out briefly, letting her breathe. "You should leave. Just go. I don't want you watching this."

"Not fucking happening." Eugene's voice came rough.

Juan's cock pushed back between Faith's lips, silencing her protests. "Your boyfriend's got a front row seat, babe. Might as well give him a show."

Faith's technique shifted, becoming more enthusiastic despite her earlier resistance. Her tongue swirled around Juan's tip, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked. One hand cupped his balls whilst the other stroked the base of his shaft.

"Fuck yes," Juan groaned. "Just like old times."

Eugene's stomach twisted as he watched Faith serviced Juan with clear expertise, with muscle memory that came from experience. She clearly knew exactly how to pleasure this particular cock.

Juan pulled out again, strings of saliva connecting Faith's lips to his tip. "Tell Eugene how much you're enjoying yourself."

Faith's face flushed deeper, her eyes finding Eugene's across the courtyard. "I'm... I'm enjoying it," she admitted quietly.

"Louder," Juan commanded, slapping his cock against her face. "Tell him properly."

"I'm enjoying sucking your cock!" Faith's voice broke slightly. "It feels amazing in my mouth. I've missed it. Missed how you taste."

Juan's grin widened. "What else?"

"Your cock's better than his," Faith continued, each word seeming to physically pain her even as her body betrayed the truth of them. "Bigger. Thicker. Better."

Eugene's teeth ached from how hard he was grinding them. His cock throbbed traitorously.

"Keep going," Juan encouraged, positioning himself at Faith's entrance again. He pushed inside from behind whilst she remained on all fours. "Tell him everything."

Faith's body jolted as Juan entered her fully, stretching her wide. "Juan fucks me better," she gasped out between thrusts. "His cock makes me cum harder. Makes me scream. Makes me forget everything except how good it feels."

Juan increased his pace, his hips slapping against Faith's rear. "More. Tell him you'll leave him for me."

"When this is done," Faith moaned, her voice climbing higher as pleasure built, "I'll go back to being Juan's little slut. All I'll think about is his cock. Dream about it. Touch myself thinking about it."

"You don't believe that," Juan laughed, pulling her hair harder.

"No," Faith admitted breathlessly, "But you're making me say it."

"Well, I am going to keep fucking you until you do believe it."

Juan's rhythm turned savage. Faith's moans became constant, her body shaking as orgasm approached. Eugene watched her face transform, watched pleasure overtake everything else.

"Gonna cum on your ex's cock?" Juan taunted. "While your boyfriend watches?"

"Yes!" Faith screamed. "Fuck, yes, gonna cum so hard—"

Her body seized, pussy clamping around Juan's shaft as climax crashed through her. Juan fucked her through it, prolonging her pleasure whilst Faith sobbed with oversensitivity and satisfaction mixing into incoherence.

"Good girl." Juan pulled out, stroking himself rapidly. Thick ropes painted Faith, marking her thoroughly. "Her pussy is really made for my cock dude, sorry."

Faith collapsed against the bench, chest heaving, covered in Juan's release. Her eyes found Eugene's across the courtyard.

"I'm sorry," she mouthed silently, though whether she was apologising for enjoying it or for the words she'd been forced to speak, Eugene couldn't tell.

Juan wasn't done. He was still hard. The implant must have been working overtime. Juan's cock buried back into Faith's dripping pussy, his hips starting up again. "Hannah, c'mere. Help hold her up."

Hannah moved without hesitation, positioning herself underneath Faith. She wrapped her arms around Faith's torso, supporting her weight as Juan continued his assault. Faith's breasts pressed against Hannah's, their nipples brushing with each thrust that rocked Faith's body forward.

"That's it," Juan encouraged, one hand leaving Faith's hip to grip Hannah's ass. "Perfect."

He pulled out of Faith suddenly, his cock glistening with her arousal. Faith whimpered at the loss, her pussy clenching on nothing. Juan positioned both women, their pussies aligned vertically.

"Stay just like that," Juan commanded, stepping back to admire his handiwork.

Faith and Hannah's bodies pressed together, breasts mashing, their lower halves spread and presented. Juan's cock throbbed as he positioned himself behind them both. He slid his shaft between their pussy lips simultaneously, the combined wetness coating him as he thrust between their folds without penetrating either.

"Oh fuck," Faith gasped, the friction against her clit overwhelming.

"Ahh," Hannah moaned, grinding back against the sensation.

Juan's hands gripped both their asses, spreading them wider as his cock glided between their combined heat. The position was obscene, their pussies kissing around his shaft as he fucked the space between them.

"Love this," Juan groaned. "Two tight cunts rubbing my cock at once."

Faith's body trembled, another orgasm approaching just from the external stimulation. Hannah's moans matched hers, both women grinding together to increase the friction.

Juan shifted suddenly, his tip catching Faith's entrance. He pushed inside, burying himself to the hilt in one stroke. Faith screamed, her pussy stretched wide around him.

"Fuck yes!" Faith's voice cracked. "So deep!"

Eugene forced himself to watch; there had to be an opening, but nothing yet. Juan kept a hand on his sword. So he just watched as Juan pounded his girlfriend whilst Hannah pressed against her.

"Tell Eugene again," Juan demanded between thrusts. "Tell him whose cock you like better."

"Yours!" Faith sobbed, shame and pleasure mixing. "Juan's cock is better! Makes me cum like Eugene never could!"

Juan pulled out, leaving Faith gasping. He immediately thrust into Hannah's waiting pussy. She cried out, her body jolting forward against Faith.

"Oh god!" Hannah's nails dug into Faith's shoulders as Juan fucked her deep.

Juan indulged in them, alternating between their pussies. Three thrusts in Faith, then three in Hannah, back and forth, whilst both women clung to each other for support. Their moans harmonised.

"Faith, kiss her," Juan commanded. "Show your boyfriend how much of a whore you've become."

Faith's mouth found Hannah's immediately, their tongues dancing whilst Juan continued switching between their holes. Faith moaned into Hannah's mouth as Juan filled her again, his cock stretching her perfect.

"That's it," Juan groaned. "My perfect little sluts."

Hannah broke the kiss, gasping. "Please," she begged, "I need to cum. Please…"

"Both of you hold it," Juan commanded, slamming into Hannah harder.

Faith whimpered as Juan pulled out of Hannah and drove back into her. The edging was torture, pleasure building impossibly high without release. Her thighs trembled, pussy clenching desperately around Juan's shaft.

"Can't—" Faith gasped. "Too much—"

"Hold it," Juan repeated, switching back to Hannah.

Three more rotations. Faith's body shook uncontrollably, tears streaming down her face as she fought her orgasm. Hannah fared no better, her whole body tensed like a wire about to snap.

"Now," Juan finally allowed. "Cum for me. Both of you."

The command unlocked something primal. Faith's orgasm crashed through her, her scream echoing across the courtyard as her pussy spasmed around nothing. Juan had pulled out to switch to Hannah in that exact moment, and Hannah's own climax followed immediately as his cock thrust deep. Her voice joined Faith's, both women crying out whilst their bodies convulsed together.

Juan thrust through Hannah's orgasm, then pulled out and positioned his cock between their grinding pussies again. He stroked himself rapidly, aimed carefully.

"Open your mouths," he commanded. "Both of you."

Faith and Hannah turned their heads, mouths opening obediently. Juan's release erupted, thick ropes painting up their fronts and to their faces, their tongues, coating their lips whilst they gasped. It was the biggest load that Eugene had ever witnessed.

"Swallow," Juan ordered.

Both women obeyed, gulping down what had landed in their mouths whilst Juan continued coating them. His balls emptied completely, marking them both as his.

"Eugene!" Juan called across the courtyard, his cock still twitching. "Your girl just came harder on my dick than she probably ever did on yours! And she fucking loved every second of it!"

Faith's face crumpled, shame flooding her features despite the obvious pleasure still written there. She looked at Eugene across the distance, cum dripping from her chin.

"I'm sorry," she mouthed again.

Juan wasn't finished. His cock remained hard, the implant ensuring his stamina never flagged. He positioned himself behind Faith again, thrusting inside her overstimulated pussy without warning.

"Round three," he announced, immediately starting again.

Faith moaned helplessly.

"Tell Eugene you want me to keep fucking you," Juan demanded.

"Please keep fucking me!" Faith's voice came automatically, broken by pleasure. "Your cock feels too good to stop!"

Juan pulled her upright by her hair, her back against his chest as he continued thrusting upward. One hand moved to her throat, the other still on his sword. Faith's eyes rolled back as he worked her toward another climax.

"Whose pussy is this?" Juan growled in her ear.

"Yours!" Faith screamed. "My pussy belongs to Juan's cock!"

Eugene's vision tunnelled, rage and arousal battling for dominance. His girlfriend was completely surrendering, giving herself over to her ex.

Juan's cock hammered upward. Faith's body seized, another orgasm ripping through her as she convulsed in his grip.

"Good girl, cum again for me," Juan counted smugly. "Let's see how many more we can get before Eugene grows some balls."

He shoved Faith forward and back onto Hannah, both women collapsing in a tangle of limbs. Juan, spread Hannah's legs wide before driving inside her. Hannah cried out as Juan fucked her. Faith's mouth found Hannah's breast, sucking and licking whilst Juan continued pounding.

"Faith, finger her," Juan commanded without breaking stride. "Make her cum whilst I fuck her."

Faith's hand moved between Hannah's legs, fingers finding her clit and rubbing with skilled precision. Hannah's back arched, trapped between Juan's cock and Faith's touch.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!" Hannah chanted, her voice climbing.

Faith leaned forward, capturing Hannah's mouth in a deep kiss whilst she worked her clit faster. Hannah's orgasm hit hard, her pussy clamping around Juan's shaft whilst her tongue tangled with Faith's.

He pulled out before finishing, flipping Hannah onto her stomach. "Stay like that," he commanded.

Juan moved back to Faith, who remained on all fours beside Hannah. He thrust inside Faith again, resuming his earlier pace. He reached over to spank Hannah's presented ass, making her gasp.

"Love having my harem," Juan groaned. "Two perfect pussies, all mine."

Faith's moans grew desperate, another orgasm building despite her spent state. Juan's cock hit every spot inside her that made her brain shut off.

"Gonna cum again," Faith warned.

"Do it," Juan allowed. "Show Eugene what a whore you are."

Faith's fourth orgasm crashed through her, her scream raw and unrestrained. Her whole body shook.

Juan finally pulled out, his own climax approaching. He positioned both women's faces side by side, their mouths opening automatically.

"Take it," he commanded, stroking himself above them.

His release erupted again, somehow still thick despite having cum twice already. Ropes painted both their faces, landing on outstretched tongues, coating lips and cheeks. Faith and Hannah stayed perfectly still, accepting all of Juan's love.

"Swallow," he ordered again.

Both women gulped down what they could whilst Juan's cock continued twitching, painting them with every last drop. When he finished, they looked like absolute messes, bodies glistening with sweat and release.

"Clean each other," Juan commanded, collapsing onto the bench to recover.

Faith and Hannah turned to each other, tongues beginning to lap at the cum covering each other's faces. They licked and kissed, swapping Juan's release between their mouths whilst he watched with satisfaction.

Eugene's legs gave out. He sank to his knees, still watching. He could do anything; it was painful, it was shameful.

He'd just watched his girlfriend get fucked to multiple orgasms, watched her proclaim Juan's superiority, watched her eagerly clean another woman's face of her ex's cum.

And he was hard as fucking diamond.

"Time to die fucker!" Devi's voice screamed out from behind Juan.

Devi's staff whistled through the air, striking Juan across his back with a resounding thwack. He lurched forward, sprawling face-first onto the grass.

But reflexes honed from years of getting into scraps kicked in. Juan twisted mid-fall, his hand finding his sword. He swung blindly, foam connecting with Devi's ribs as she overextended her attack.

Pop.

Her device vibrated. Final life gone. She crumpled, unconscious before hitting the ground.

"Fuck!" Eugene's roar tore from his throat.

Juan scrambled to his feet, but Eugene was already moving. All the weight of everything that had happened, every humiliation, every violation, every moment of Faith's pleasure on another man's cock, compressed into a single point of white-hot fury.

He pulled out Betty's revolver and shot at Juan. The dart hit him square between the eyes. But he didn't stop. Eugene's shoulder crashed into Juan like a battering ram.

The impact drove them both toward the tree trunk. Juan's back slammed against the gnarled bark with a sickening crack that was distinctly not foam-on-flesh. Real bone. Real pain. The sword fell from Juan's grip as Eugene's foam blade hammered down onto his chest.

Juan's eyes went wide, breath knocked from his lungs. His lives were gone.

'MASTER: EUGENE' materialised above Juan's head in glowing green letters. Juan's control over Faith and Hannah served as they became Eugene's instead. Both women collapsed immediately, unconscious.

Juan slumped against the tree, chest heaving, eyes unfocused. Still conscious but stripped of power. Eugene stood over him, sword raised.

"Wait—" Juan's voice came weak, pained. "Dude, the game's over. You won."

Eugene's blade hovered inches from Juan's face. His muscles trembled with the need to drive it home, to eliminate the fucker permanently.

"Please," Juan coughed, grimacing. "I was just playing. Just a game, bro. You don't need to expel me."

Eugene's mind caught up with his body. Juan was right. The rules were specific. The game was over. Eugene was technically the only active player left who wasn't serving someone else. He couldn't expel Juan even though he wanted to more than anything in the world. 

The game was over.

Eugene had won.

"Juan, Faith, and Hannah have become Eugene's Servants," the PA announced with clinical precision. "No active non-Servant players remain. Eugene is declared the Winner of School Royale."

The sword slipped from Eugene's numb fingers, clattering to the grass. His legs gave out and he dropped to his knees beside Faith's unconscious form. His hands trembled as he reached for her, pulling her into his lap with infinite gentleness that contrasted the violence seconds prior.

"I won," Eugene whispered to her unhearing ears. "Faith, I fucking won."


28: Aftermath

An hour later, Faith regained consciousness in Eugene's arms. Faith's eyes fluttered open, unfocused at first before finding Eugene's face above her. Recognition bloomed, followed immediately by horror as memory rushed back.

"Hon—" Her voice cracked. She pushed herself upright, hands flying to cover her nakedness despite everything that had already happened. "I didn't... those things I said... I didn't mean any of it."

Eugene pulled her close, feeling her trembling against him. "I know."

"Juan made me say it. The Servant rules, they—" Faith's words tumbled out in desperate explanation. "I love you more than anything. Only you. Juan's cock doesn't... I don't actually..."

"It doesn't matter now." Eugene's hand stroked through her hair, his voice steady despite the tremor in his chest. "We love each other at the end of this, yeah? No matter what. Remember?"

Faith buried her face against his shoulder, her body shaking with silent sobs. "I remember."

A slow clap echoed across the courtyard.

Both of them froze.

Footsteps approached with measured casualness. Eugene's muscles tensed, his hand instinctively reaching for the discarded sword.

Mr N emerged from the shadows, his purple owl mask gleaming in the artificial afternoon light. The black robes swirled around his frame as he moved closer with theatrical grace.

"Bravo!" Mr N's voice rang with genuine delight. "Oh, Eugene, what a performance! The determination, the strategy, the delicious moral conflict as you systematically eliminated your classmates like pieces off a chessboard. Magnificent!"

He circled them, hands clasped behind his back. "And Faith, my dear, your dedication to the role of Servant was absolutely transcendent. The way you surrendered to Juan's cock with such convincing enthusiasm whilst your boyfriend watched? Cinema!"

"Fuck you," Faith spat.

"Such fire! Even now!" Mr N laughed, the sound bouncing off the courtyard walls. "This reunion has been the best show we've had in years. Perhaps decades! The ratings have been absolutely stratospheric. Our VIPs are already requesting the footage for their private collections."

Juan stirred against the tree, groaning weakly. Mr N's masked face turned toward him.

"Ah, Juan. Valiant effort, truly. But in the end, love conquered all. How poetic."

"So what now?" Eugene demanded, his arm tightening protectively around Faith. "The game's over. I won."

"Indeed, you did." Mr N's masked head tilted, studying them. "Which brings us to the final formality." He gestured grandly, as if conducting an invisible orchestra. "Eugene, as our glorious victor, you may choose one person to escape with you. Who will it be?"

Eugene didn't hesitate. "Faith."

"Of course." Mr N nodded with satisfaction. "Young love. How delightfully predictable yet eternally satisfying. Eugene, you have accumulated 4,757 chits. Faith has 780. Together you'll be leaving with 5,537 chits."

The number hung in the air like a physical weight.

"Over five and a half million dollars," Mr N continued, his voice dropping to an intimate purr. "More money than most people see in their entire lives. All yours. Free and clear." He paused for dramatic effect. "Congratulations."

Faith's breath caught. Eugene felt her grip on him tighten, reality crashing through the haze of everything they'd endured.

"We're... we're really getting out?" Faith's voice was barely a whisper.

"You are," Mr N confirmed. He turned toward the other three bodies scattered across the courtyard. Juan slumped against the tree, still conscious but defeated. Hannah and Devi had only just woken up and stood quietly.

"As for you three..." Mr N's tone shifted, taking on the cadence of a game show host building suspense. "The random number generator will now decide which two of you join our lovers in freedom."

Juan's head lifted slightly, hope flickering across his features despite his earlier defeat.

"Each of your chits will count as entries in our lottery," Mr. N explained, pacing between the prone forms. "Juan, you've accumulated quite the fortune today. 3,351 chits. Three thousand, three hundred and fifty-one chances to hear your name called."

He moved to Hannah. "Our dear Hannah. So devoted to her sick sister. So willing to debase herself for family. You've earned 490 chits, my dear. Four hundred and ninety chances."

Finally, he stopped beside Devi. "And our tactical genius Devi, who played the game so brilliantly until sentiment got the better of her. 1,377 chits. One thousand, three hundred and seventy-seven chances at freedom."

The mask turned toward Eugene and Faith. "The drawing will now commence. I suggest you all say your prayers, make your peace, or simply hold your breath in anticipation."

Mr N clasped his hands together, the purple owl mask tilting upward as if consulting with the sky itself.

"Let the fates decide."

The artificial sky above the courtyard shifted to absolute black in an instant, as if someone had thrown a switch on the sun itself. Against that void of darkness, massive red letters materialised like blood in water, each character three storeys tall and pulsing with malevolent energy: LOTTERY.

Mr N's voice boomed from everywhere and nowhere. "First draw commencing."

The red letters spun, pixelating into a thousand fragments before coalescing into new words: DRAWING... The fragments scattered again, reforming letter by letter: H. A. N. N. A. H.

"Hannah!" Mr N's voice cracked with theatrical joy. "Congratulations, my dear! Your devotion to your sister has been rewarded. Delicious!"

Hannah's sob of relief cut through the courtyard. She collapsed to her knees, hands covering her face as her body shook.

Faith squeezed Eugene's hand tighter. One slot filled. One remained.

"Second draw," Mr N announced. "This one will be... interesting."

The letters scattered again, blood-red fragments dancing against the black void. Eugene forced himself to breathe as they reformed.

J. U. A. N.

"Juan!" Mr N's cry of delight echoed off the courtyard walls. "You've escaped the detention facility as well!"

Juan's laugh came weak but genuine as his head fell back against the tree.

"Fucking... lucky bastard..." Eugene was tempted to throw everything away and end Juan's life there and then.

Devi remained kneeling, her expression blank as the reality settled over her like a shroud. Her lips moved, forming a single word without sound.

"Fredrick..."

Then her eyes rolled back, and she lost consciousness. Her body crumpled sideways onto the grass, gone before she hit the ground.

"And that," Mr N's voice carried satisfaction deeper than any well, "is all, ladies and gentlemen."

The words hung in the air, final as a death knell. Eugene heard the phrase repeated through speakers he couldn't see, echoing to cameras filming from angles he'd never find. Mr N was addressing his invisible audience now, signing off on the greatest show they'd ever witnessed.

Everything went black.

Eugene's consciousness returned gradually, pulled from the void by familiar sensations. Worn upholstery beneath him. The smell of old fast food wrappers. Engine vibration thrumming through metal and plastic.

His car.

Eugene's eyes snapped open. The driver's seat cradled him, dashboard lights glowing their usual soft amber. Through the windscreen, the dilapidated school building loomed exactly as they'd left it hours—days?—ago. Barred windows. Crumbling facade. No signs of life.

Faith stirred in the passenger seat beside him, her hand finding his automatically.

"Eugene?" Her voice came small, uncertain.

"I'm here."

They sat in silence, hands clasped, both afraid to move. Afraid that movement would shatter whatever fragile reality they'd woken into.

Faith looked down at herself. Jeans. Her Death Jesters shirt. No marks. Not covered in cum. Like the reunion had never happened.

Except...

Movement outside Eugene's window. He turned his head slowly, dread pooling in his gut.

A suitcase sat on the dashboard of the car. Black leather. Expensive-looking. Open.

Stacks of cash filled it completely. Neat bundles wrapped in bank bands, arranged with military precision. Eugene's fingers were trembling as he lifted one bundle. The bills felt real. Crisp. New. The bank band read $10,000 in printed text.

He counted stacks with growing numbness. Over five and a half million dollars.

"We did it," Eugene's voice came hollow.

Faith's hand found his shoulder. "We did."

They stared at the money, neither quite believing it existed. All those games. All that degradation. All that fucking and sucking and surrendering. It had actually paid out.

The reunion had been real.

"Now let's get the fuck out of here," Faith said, her voice gaining strength.

Eugene slammed the case shut. Right. He threw it into the back as he looked at Faith beside him. The engine turned over on the third try, sputtering to life with its usual reluctant growl.

They didn't look back at the school as Eugene reversed, tyres crunching on gravel. Didn't watch it recede in the rear-view mirror as they pulled onto the empty road. Just drove, headlights cutting through the gathering dusk as the sun bled orange and red across the horizon.

Faith's hand found Eugene's on the gear stick. Their fingers interlaced, holding tight.

The sunset swallowed them whole as they drove into whatever came next, five and a half million dollars richer.

Behind them, the school building sat silent and empty, waiting for the next reunion to begin.


29: Epilogue

"Well, ladies and gentlemen at home, I am sure you want to know what happened to all those students eliminated in the final round. Because you are our very special VIP, I will show you." Mr N clicks his fingers, and the whole screen crackles.

The screen flickered to life, revealing a dimly lit room decorated with plush velvet furniture and rich mahogany panelling. Gold-trimmed mirrors lined the walls, reflecting the scene from multiple angles. A discrete plaque beside the entrance read "The Cuckold's Corner" in elegant script.

Three couples occupied the space, arranged on separate couches positioned to face each other in a triangle. The setup ensured each participant had an unobstructed view of the others.

Devi sat rigid on the edge of her couch, her olive skin flushed as her small frame was dwarfed by the plush cushions. Beside her, an older gentleman in an expensive suit ran his hand possessively along her thigh. His grey hair and distinguished features suggested wealth and power.

Across from them, Mrs Chambers reclined with practised grace, her mature beauty accentuated by the soft lighting. A younger VIP, perhaps in his twenties, leaned close to whisper something that made her eyes narrow.

In the third position, Ami sat perfectly still, her expression blank as a middle-aged businessman's fingers traced idle patterns on her shoulder.

On separate chairs positioned between the couches sat Fredrick, Gregory, and Declan. Leather restraints bound their wrists to the armrests, keeping them seated but not uncomfortable. Just... confined. Forced to watch.

"Welcome, gentlemen," Mr N's voice purred through hidden speakers. "To our most exclusive establishment. You three have been selected for a very particular programme."

The VIP beside Devi stood, guiding her to her feet. His hands moved to her blouse, unbuttoning sit lowly.

"Don't—" Fredrick strained against his restraints, his French accent thick with anger. "Devi, you don't have to—"

"She does, actually," Mr N interrupted cheerfully. "All three ladies signed contracts. Very generous contracts. They're quite motivated."

Devi's blouse fell open, exposing her modest breasts. She met Fredrick's eyes across the space, her expression conflicted.

"The dick's massive," Devi breathed as the VIP freed his cock. She wrapped both hands around his considerable girth, stroking experimentally. "Way bigger than yours, Fredrick."

"Devi..." Fredrick's voice broke.

"Sorry," she whispered, though whether to him or herself remained unclear. She sank to her knees, taking the stranger's cock between her lips.

Across the room, Mrs Chambers' VIP had already stripped her dress away. She straddled him on the couch, sinking onto his length with a gasp that filled the space.

"Watch, Gregory," the VIP commanded, hands gripping Mrs Chambers' hips. "Watch your teacher ride superior cock."

Gregory's jaw clenched, muscles straining as Mrs Chambers began bouncing. Her breasts swayed hypnotically.

"Feels so good," Mrs Chambers moaned, her words aimed at her captor ,but her eyes flicking to Gregory. "Stretching me just right."

Declan watched as Ami's VIP positioned himself behind her, bending her over the armrest. His cock pushed inside her tight pussy as Ami's fingers dug into the velvet.

"Tell him," the VIP commanded, thrusting deep.

"Your cock's incredible," Ami gasped, her voice carrying across to Declan. "So much better than my ex-fiancé's pathetic dick."

"Ami you bitch…" Declan's protest dissolved into anguish.

"It's true!" Ami's voice climbed higher as the VIP increased his pace. "Declan could never fuck me like this. Never made me this wet. His body was all show, no substance."

Devi pulled off her VIP's cock with a wet pop, stroking him whilst addressing Fredrick directly. "You were always too gentle," she panted. "Too worried about hurting me. This is what I actually needed."

Her mouth returned to work, moaning as she sucked enthusiastically.

Mrs Chambers' own moans grew desperate as she rode faster. "Gregory, you should see how deep he goes," she gasped between bounces. "How he fills every inch of me. You were adequate, but this... this is what real cock feels like."

"Megan, please—" Gregory's voice cracked completely.

"Don't 'please' me," Mrs Chambers snapped, her body seizing as orgasm approached. "I'm finally getting properly fucked for once!"

Her scream echoed as she came hard, pussy clamping around the VIP's shaft whilst Gregory watched helplessly.

Ami's VIP pulled her upright by her hair, one hand snaking around to rub her clit whilst maintaining his brutal pace. "Tell him you're mine now."

"I'm yours!" Ami screamed, her body jolting with each thrust. "Declan was nothing! Your cock owns me now!"

Her orgasm crashed through her, legs trembling as the VIP continued pounding through her climax.

Devi's VIP pulled her to her feet, bending her over the couch. He entered her from behind, making her cry out. Fredrick's view was perfect, watching as the stranger's cock disappeared into Devi repeatedly.

"Oh fuck!" Devi's hands grabbed at the cushions. "So deep! Fredrick, you never went this deep!"

"That's because you're finally with a real man," the VIP growled, spanking her ass.

The three bound men could only watch as the women they cared for surrendered completely to superior cock, their protests and pleas falling on deaf ears as moans of genuine pleasure filled the exclusive club.

The screen changed, static crackling before resolving into a new feed. A pharmaceutical laboratory, sterile white walls and gleaming equipment. Hugo stood shirtless in the centre, technicians in white coats surrounding him.

"Subject H-442 prepared for Protocol Omega," a female technician announced, holding up a syringe filled with iridescent pink fluid. "Full gender conversion serum, generation seven. Success rate ninety-eight per cent."

Hugo's tattooed arms flexed as restraints clicked around his wrists. "This won't fucking work."

"It will." The technician's voice carried clinical certainty. "You'll be Helga by tomorrow morning. Complete transformation. Chromosomal, hormonal, structural. Everything."

She pressed the needle into his arm. Hugo, soon-to-be Helga, grimaced as the plunger depressed, the shimmering liquid disappearing into his bloodstream.

"Burning like a motherfucker," he grunted.

"That's the reconstruction process beginning." The technician stepped back, tablet in hand. "Thirty seconds to full cascade."

Hugo's body convulsed. His muscles seemed to melt and reform beneath the skin, bones shifting with audible pops. The tattoos warped, stretched, and redistributed across changing topography. His chest swelled outward, breast tissue blooming like flowers in time-lapse. Hips widened. Waist narrowed. Face softened, jawline losing its masculine edge.

Where Hugo had stood moments before, Helga now gasped for breath. Her chest heaved, full breasts rising and falling. Slim waist curved into generous hips. The tattoos looked different now, feminine somehow, despite being the same designs.

"Success!" The technician clapped once.

Helga stared down at her new body, hands trembling as they cupped her breasts experimentally. "Holy shit..."

The screen shifted.

Three walls stood in a dark room, each with strategically placed holes at varying heights. Through them protruded mouths, pussies, and asses, disembodied and anonymous.

Betty occupied the first wall, her blonde pigtails visible through the hole framing her face. A cock pushed between her lips, fucking her throat. She sucked enthusiastically, moaning around the shaft whilst another cock entered her pussy from behind.

Naia's mouth appeared in the second wall's upper opening, and a VIP used her throat. Below, her pussy stretched around another cock whilst a third pressed insistently against her ass.

The third wall held Dorothy. Her thick glasses had been removed, leaving her squinting as cocks filled her from all sides. One in her mouth, stretching her lips wide. Another in her pussy, making her walls clench. The third in her ass. They were now just holes to be filled.

Betty pulled off the cock in her mouth long enough to gasp, "Fuck yes, use me!" before it thrust back inside, muffling her words. Her pussy clamped around the shaft, pounding into her, orgasm approaching rapidly.

Naia's body jolted as the cock in her ass drove deeper. Her muffled moans vibrated around the shaft in her throat whilst her pussy dripped around the cock, stretching it.

Dorothy came hard, her body seizing as all three holes clenched simultaneously around their invaders. The VIPs didn't slow, continuing to use her through the orgasm whilst she screamed into the cock muffling her.

"Free use at its finest," Mr N's voice purred. "Three willing participants, available twenty-four hours. Our VIPs are quite satisfied with this arrangement."

Betty's pussy spasmed as climax crashed through her. The cock in her mouth pulled out, painting her face whilst the one in her pussy flooded her with thick release. She swallowed what reached her tongue, moaning shamelessly.

Naia's own orgasm followed, her body trembling as cocks pulsed in all her holes simultaneously. Hot cum filled her whilst she gargled around the shaft in her throat.

The screen held on the three women getting thoroughly used and fucked, their bodies existing purely for VIP pleasure. Then it faded to black.

Mr N's voice returned, smooth as silk. "Ah, but all good things must end. Or must they?" His laugh carried knowing cruelty. "Perhaps we'll meet again one day. Perhaps you or someone you love will receive their own invitations. Who knows what the future holds?"

The purple owl mask materialised from darkness, tilting toward an unseen camera.

"But before I bid you farewell..." Mr. N's tone shifted, taking on honeyed sweetness. "I think you'd quite enjoy seeing what our champions Eugene and Faith are up to now. Shall we peek?"

The screen crackled, static washing across like television snow before resolving into crisp focus.

Text appeared in elegant script:

ONE YEAR LATER

Eugene's cock slipped from Faith's pussy with a wet sound, both their bodies slick with sweat and satisfaction. She rolled off him, collapsing onto Egyptian cotton sheets that probably cost more than their old monthly rent. The bedroom stretched around them like a cathedral: vaulted ceilings, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the Pacific, artwork that belonged in museums.

"Fuck," Faith breathed, chest heaving as she stared at the ceiling. "Still can't believe this is real."

Eugene propped himself on one elbow, taking in her flushed face and the marks he'd left on her neck. "The mansion or the orgasm?"

"Both." Faith's laugh came breathy. She turned her head, meeting his eyes. "You up for playing a bit today?"

Eugene's eyebrow raised. He knew that particular tone. "Yes, I'm up for a little play."

"I thought you might be." Faith's grin turned wicked as she reached for her phone on the nightstand. Her fingers tapped out a quick message whilst Eugene watched with growing intrigue.

The bedroom door swung open moments later.

Hannah entered first, completely naked, her body toned and confident. Behind her walked a younger woman with the same brown hair and the same features, but slimmer. Her sister. The one thing that all that money had saved.

"Hannah?" Eugene sat up properly, his spent cock already showing interest. "And..."

"Sarah," Hannah's sister supplied with a shy smile. "My sister's told me so much about you both."

"You helped save her life," Hannah added, moving to the bed with fluid grace. "Experimental treatment costs a fortune. We figured the least we could do was... share the gratitude."

Sarah followed, less confident but willing to do so. Both women climbed onto the California King, their hands immediately finding Eugene's body.

"You girls are too good to us," Faith purred, stretching like a satisfied cat before sitting up. She pressed a button on an intercom panel built into the headboard. "Send them in."

The bedroom doors opened wider. Three men entered, all built like athletes, all naked and already at attention. Eugene recognised one immediately.

Juan.

"Sup, bro." Juan's familiar smirk appeared as he approached the bed. "How you been, dude?"

Eugene gave him a nod. He had hired all three men specifically for Faith's pleasure.

"Thought we'd make it interesting," Faith explained, her hand trailing down Eugene's chest. "You fuck Hannah and Sarah. I'll handle my bulls." She glanced at the men, licking her lips. "Been too long since I had a proper dick besides yours, hon."

"Have fun," he laughed.

Hannah's mouth sealed over Eugene's cock whilst Sarah's lips found his neck. Their coordinated assault had him hardening rapidly despite his recent release.

Across the bed, Faith positioned herself on all fours. Juan moved behind her immediately, his massive shaft pressing against her entrance. The first of the hired bulls positioned himself at her mouth.

"Ready, shorty?" Juan asked, hands gripping Faith's hips.

"Always," Faith breathed before her mouth was filled.

Juan thrust inside Faith's pussy, burying himself completely. Her moan vibrated around the cock in her mouth whilst her whole body rocked between the two men.

"Fuck, still perfect," Juan groaned, establishing his rhythm.

Hannah pulled off Eugene's length, stroking him whilst Sarah moved lower to suck his balls. "Watch your girlfriend," Hannah whispered. "She loves performing for you."

Eugene couldn't look away. Faith's breasts swayed beneath her as Juan pounded her from behind, her throat working around the bull's shaft with ease. She pulled off long enough to gasp before the third man positioned himself beneath her.

"That's it," Faith moaned as the new cock pushed inside her ass alongside Juan's. Double-penetrated whilst still servicing the third with her mouth.

Hannah straddled Eugene's face whilst Sarah rode his cock, both sisters working in tandem. Eugene's tongue found Hannah's clit, but his eyes stayed locked on Faith.

She looked gorgeous. Completely filled. Three cocks were used on her simultaneously whilst she moaned with genuine pleasure. Her body rocked between them, taking everything they gave.

"Gonna cum," one of the bulls warned.

"Fill me up," Faith demanded breathlessly. "All of you. Cover me."

The coordinated release came moments later. Juan flooded her pussy whilst the second bull painted her face and breasts. The third pulled out just in time to add his own load across her back.

Eugene's own orgasm crashed through him as Sarah's tight pussy clenched. Hannah came on his tongue seconds later, her thighs trembling.

"Fuck!" Faith's scream echoed through the bedroom as her own climax hit, her body shaking between the three men still using her.

They collapsed together, the massive bed accommodating all seven bodies comfortably.

"We're going to miss it if we're not careful," Faith warned breathlessly, wiping cum from her face.

Eugene glanced at the clock. "Shit, you're right."

They disentangled reluctantly, bodies still trembling from exertion. The group moved to the adjacent media room, another cavernous space dominated by a screen that covered an entire wall.

Eugene grabbed the remote whilst everyone found seats on the sectional couch. Hannah and Sarah cuddled together on one end. The bulls lounged naked and satisfied in the middle. Faith pressed against Eugene's side, his arm around her shoulders, whilst Juan sprawled on the other side of her.

The massive screen flickered to life.

Black background. Purple text materialising like a brand:

LUST REUNION VIP SHOWING

"Here we go," Faith breathed, her hand finding Eugene's.

The opening credits rolled, listing producers Eugene had never heard of, investors whose names carried weight in circles he'd never move in. Then familiar footage began.

An unsuspecting couple approached their old school. Eugene and Faith settled deeper into the couch, their bodies pressed together, whilst on screen a whole new game played out. Faith's fingers laced through Eugene's.

Eugene pulled Faith closer, pressing a kiss to her temple.

It would be interesting to see who emerges from this new reunion with the prize money.

After all…

They'd made it out together.

And that was all that mattered.
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