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SPLAT!

'Oh-ow-yeow!' Feely yelped and swivelled her hips, lifting her bare bottom at the hot bite of the rubber-soled gym slipper that had been brought smartly into contact with it. 'Oh, miss, please! It - it hurts! Please, miss!' Her voice rose sharply, in a squeal that was only partly assumed, for her bum really was throbbing now, and glowing red at the rapid tattoo of stinging slaps which had been delivered. A hint of tears trembled beneath her pleading tones. Miss Liverton - 'Liverlips' to generations of schoolgirls - liked to be reassured that her beatings were more than mere love taps. Well, she needn't worry on that score! Feely thought, as she squirmed in real pain at the crack that heralded the final blow.

But it was almost a feeling of nostalgia that brought a real threat of tears when Feely slowly straightened from the large desk she had been bending over. Gingerly, she massaged the warm curves, the hem of the black gymslip tumbling over her wrists, and falling at the front to hide the little dark patch of pubis, thus restoring her to near decency. The last time Liverlips would ever spank her, Feely reflected, seeing the gleam in the pale blue eyes, magnified by the severe spectacle frames, the rosy tint in the handsome features. And the last time her faithful acolyte, the Deputy Head, Miss Dyer, would hover at her elbow, ready to lend a restraining hand should the victim prove reluctant or obstreperous.

It was the Deputy who now picked up the dainty white silk panties, with their ruffled edging of fine lace, which had been the official cause of the beating, and handed them back to Feely.

'Rebellious to the last, Felicity,' Miss Liverton chided, but her deep voice was warm with affection. Feely was conscious of their gaze on her as she bent and, stumbling slightly, hauled the delicate garment over the solid black shoes, and the black woollen stockings hanging in ugly folds about her ankles.

'Yes, miss,' she murmured, with a penitent little grimace. She pulled the knickers up, then took the other item Miss Dyer passed over to her. The white elasticated step-ins were dragged up her long limbs, fitted around her middle, then she stooped again and drew up the stockings, smoothing them up her shapely limbs before she clipped them onto the thin ribbons of the suspender straps. She shook out the short skirt of her tunic and it fell into place about her firm thighs.

'You know, your slips are far too short for you gels to wear those disgusting frillies. Why on earth don't you wear your tights?'

'Oh, miss,' Feely protested strongly. The 'tights' were the voluminous navy blue drawers, elasticated both at waist and leg, which were supposed to be worn under the gymslip and stretched down to cover the tops of the gartered stockings. 'The senior girls all hate them. They're so hideous.'

'So you'd rather go round showing off your naked thighs and those disgusting things you call underwear?' But Miss Liverton's tone still carried that note of gentle fondness that belied the throbbing red cheeks now decently hidden from sight. 'You're eighteen now. Young ladies. You're not children any more. And ladies, especially from The Medes, do not go about displaying their nakedness.'

Don't they? Feely thought wryly, but held her peace. She knew very well that the Headmistress had sprung the 'knicker inspection' with the sole purpose of securing an excuse to smack the delectable bottoms of Feely and her two bosom chums, before they passed forever beyond her jurisdiction, and the portals of the exclusive boarding school of The Medes. The ménage à trois, the staff had jokingly dubbed them almost from the time all three had joined The Medes five long years before, for during term times, and a large part of the hols as well, they had indeed been inseparable.

But even that seemed about to change, in a world which, over the past weeks, had taken on a frighteningly unknown aspect in so many ways. Witness the sudden frantic efforts to move the entire school away from the familiar Surrey countryside down to the faraway reaches of North Wales. Adolf Hitler, at whose antics the girls used to shriek with laughter during the news reels which were shown in the gym on Saturday nights, was all at once having a very serious impact on everyone's existence, including the trio whose lives had been so pleasantly interwoven throughout their privileged adolescence. Until a few months ago they had expected their intimate lifestyle to continue, in the exciting surroundings of The Goldborough Academy for Young Ladies, on the shores of Lake Geneva, near Montreux. Now, all that was in abeyance, in spite of her father's desire that the plan should go ahead.

'Be quite safe in a neutral zone,' daddy had declared. Also looming large in his mind, and in those of her chums' folks, was the disturbing thought that young ladies, even of their background, might very well be conscripted in the coming hostilities.

Her friends were waiting for her in the cosily cramped room on the top floor which, as members of the Senior Sixth, they'd had to themselves for the past year. Their faces were flushed, and Feely could tell they had only just sprung apart at the sound of her approaching footsteps. She glanced at the ruffled covers of one of the beds, still clearly indented with the shape of their intertwined bodies, and their hastily donned towels, which were all that concealed their nakedness. 'My God!' she exclaimed, in mock disgust. 'We might be bombed to bits any second but you two still go at it like nymphos at an orgy!'

The girls flung their towels aside and fell back onto the bed, once again wrapped around each other. 'That's precisely why, you idiot,' Possy said. Her angelic face, crowned with its tight-knit cluster of dark gold curls, beamed up at her. 'Come and get your kit off and join us. How's your bum? Rosy cheeked maidens all!' Giggling, they moved in unison, rolling over to kneel and thrust their behinds uplifted in Feely's direction. Each tight little curve had a distinct red patch at its centre.

This arresting sight reminded Feely of how Possy had come to be given her nickname, that distant day when the trio had first met. The harassed duty mistress was calling from the list of new arrivals. 'B. Hind?' she announced, and looked bewildered at the storm of laughter which greeted the words.

The blonde holder of the name looked almost as puzzled as the teacher at first, then she reddened and her face split in a sheepish grin. 'I've never noticed before,' she confessed. 'My name's Brenda. And I'll kill my folks next time I see them!'

But her name was to be Brenda no longer. Not as long as she was in the company of her two new chums. 'We dub thee Posterior. But as we're going to be such good friends, we'll call you Possy for short.'

The dark-haired one, Felicity Keynes, swiftly became Feely, a vaguely pornographic epithet which she soon resigned herself to, until her proper name almost made her snigger with its unfamiliar pomposity. And the third member of the triumvirate, a figure of ethereal beauty and of delicately elfin features and proportions, of freckled, translucent skin and crowned by a mane of rich, fiery chestnut hair, whose name was Olivia Bowe-Wyndham, acquired the unromantic sobriquet of Olly.

That rich redness was displayed now on another part of her anatomy as Olly turned onto her back once more and carelessly allowed her knees to fall apart. 'Why not come and join us?' she invited, in that slightly breathless, catchy voice that Feely found by turns both irritating and immensely attractive.

'Don't be disgusting!' she answered primly. 'Cover yourselves up! Don't you know there's a war on?' She turned away towards her own bed, and three seconds later was squealing in muffled objection at the two figures who had launched themselves at her with lightning speed and now held her pinned face down across her patterned counterpane. 'Get off me, you wretches! I'm not - oh - I - oh!'

Her cries ceased abruptly as, with practised skill, her opponents' hands swept up her stockinged limbs and dragged down, in one glorious tangle, the narrow band of the step-ins and the silk panties. The stocking tops, still attached to the suspender straps, were hauled down with them until the whole mess clung about Feely's knees like bonds and her shoes waved helplessly in the air. In the meanwhile, cool hands were exploring at leisure the still tender curves of her bottom, followed by two pairs of moist lips bestowing tender kisses on the crimson patches.

'Dere dere, diddums. Mumsie kiss it better.'

'Cut it out, chaps,' Feely protested, but her voice had sunk to a sighing whisper, and her objections lacked authenticity. In fact, physically, her resistance had fled, as the naked pair eased down the entangled garments, untied and removed her shoes before slipping the whole lot clear of her stirring feet. Gymslip bunched around her waist, below which she was now as nude as her aggressors, she lay between them, biting at her lip and sighing even more noisily as Olly's delicate hands slid round from their caressing of her backside. The slender fingers played in the tight black tendrils of her pubic hair, before sliding lower to the moist fissure whose fleshy lips seemed to part in dampening welcome. Expertly, a finger-pad delved into the uppermost folds, sought out the tiny beating trigger of desire until soon the entire cleft blossomed, aswamp with the pulses of excitement flowing more and more strongly through it.

'Please,' Feely begged, but whether the plea was for a cessation or for a greater effort towards fulfilment even she no longer knew. Dimly, she was aware of being pulled and rolled back and forth, of the gymslip and tie and blouse, and the vest and brassiere (bosom supporter, in the antiquated language of the school laundry list) being stripped from her. Olly's finger had never ceased the stroking circular motions, squelching away at the centre of her now frantic sexual arousal. When Possy's lips closed over the hard little teat of her right nipple, the excitement exploded into the mindless bliss of climax. She seized Olly's wrist and savagely jerked the hand deeper into her spasming sex, heaving her belly up from the bed in order to impale herself further, her pale body arched and racked with the splendour of the orgasm tearing through her.

She was unaware of the cataract of weeping until long minutes later, and acknowledged her friends' loving with a shamed, sniffling smile. 'God, I'll miss you two,' she groaned, and the three nude figures lay in interlocked harmony until the mellow September light began to fade, and sounds of distant activity made them reach for their dressing gowns.

In the spartan surroundings of the Seniors bathroom, they sat in adjoining tubs of tepid water while they discussed the subject never far from the forefront of their minds - their uncertain future.

'We could always stay on here for another term or two,' Olly began hesitantly. 'I mean, go down to Wales with the school. Liverlips would be delighted to keep us on. She said so.'

'No,' Feely stated emphatically, and the other two waited for her to go on. She was really the acknowledged instigator and leading thinker of the group. Though athletically the curly-haired Possy was foremost, both she and the easy going Olly looked to Feely for guidance when it came to decisions or new ideas. She was very much aware of this as she spoke now. 'She's smacked my arse for the last time, poor old cow. Time for pastures new, I reckon. For all of us.'

'Daddy said we might still be able to go to Switzerland,' put in Olly tentatively.

'What? Bury ourselves away when all hell is about to break out all around us? I don't think so!' Feely leaned back, lifted one shapely leg out of the water and held it out, studying it critically. Her toes waggled in the steamy chill of the air. 'We're big girls now. I reckon we've had enough of school, don't you? Whatever happens, we're going to get mixed up in this war madness, willy-nilly. They'll be dishing out these call-up papers soon, and even your illustrious pa mightn't be able to pull strings,' she said accusingly, staring across at Olly, whose already pink features deepened a little. Her father, Lord Crossway, had influential fingers in a good many impressive pies.

'Why don't we jump the gun and make sure we all stick together, eh?' Feely continued. 'Let's use our influence in the right direction and get ourselves into the war effort in some outfit where we can all stay united? What do you say, chaps? All agreed?'

––––––––
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'FIRST THING YOU HAVE to learn in the army is discipline, my girl. Understand?' The thick voice sounded as though its owner was being throttled, an impression fortified by the spectacle of the fleshy, empurpled features, and the bug eyes.

'Yuh - yes, sir!' Olly gasped, twisting round and squinting up through tear-filled eyes and the clouds of her dishevelled red hair, from her position across the corpulent brigadier's knee. Her satin knickers were wrapped around her ankles. Her shoes had long gone, flying off when she began the restrained little kicking movements she knew would rouse the fat old pig even more. It had worked, too, as she could tell from the hard protuberance she could feel thrusting up through their clothing against the pit of her belly. She could feel the drag of her suspenders, the tight band of her step-ins biting into the taut curves of her behind where he had thrust them up to bare her buttocks for the onslaught she was tensed to receive. The silk stockings were still in place, and rasped softly now as she strove to keep her legs together when she kicked out. 'Please don't hurt me, sir,' she bleated, and felt a bitter sense of triumph as she felt that throbbing penis leap at her belly.

Smack! His hand, which had felt so soft and squidgy when she pressed it at their first meeting, was now like a paddle as the open palm slapped at her clenched bottom. The hot glow spread, and was soon overlaid with another as the hand descended once more.

Smack! Smack!

She yelped, scissored harder at the throbbing pain. Her silk-shod foot slipped out of a knicker leg. The dainty panties swung from one ankle then flew free, to flutter like a falling leaf to the carpet.

Smack! Smack!

She was wriggling violently now, no longer deliberately trying to intensify his priapic excitement, but reacting to the hot stinging which made her tears stream faster. 'Please stuh - stop!' she sobbed. 'You're hurting me! Oh - oww!'

When at last he did, she slid from his knee to sprawl undignified on the floor, clutching at her scalded bum, rubbing vigorously, unaware of the entrancing spectacle she afforded. She scrambled up, felt the suspenders chafing her hot flesh, could not pull her massaging hands away, though at least her skirt now hid her nakedness at the front.

Let him stare pop-eyed at her legs, the dirty old sod, she mused. As long as that was all he did. Shame stained her upper cheeks almost as hotly as those she was still tenderly stroking as she recalled the sensation of his rising prick pressing against her. Just how much did Feely and Possy expect her to sacrifice for the general good? She'd already surrendered more than enough, she reckoned. She was not going to yield her precious virginity to this decrepit old relic from the War Office, not even for the sake of their carefully contrived plans to fight the war together.

In the event, she was not called upon to do so. Unknown to her, the brigadier's crisis had come, all too stickily abundantly, and it was he now who was the more afraid, when he thought of what Lord Crossway's youngest daughter might do for his revived career if she should talk of his little weakness. He was ready to grant her anything, within reason, to ensure she would not do so.

––––––––
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A DAY LATER, OLLY FACED her chums in the privacy of the luxurious bedroom of her family's Mayfair apartment. 'We're in!' she told them exultantly. 'We're to join something called the ATS. Army Transport Service. We'll be taught to drive, then we'll be assigned to some Brigade HQ. We could be in France for the spring!' She pouted fetchingly. 'And don't think it was a doddle. Look.' Solemnly she turned her back, bent at the waist and raised her skirt. She flipped down her knickers clear of her behind, and they stared appreciatively at the darkening bruises. 'I thought old Liverlips and the rest at The Medes were kinky enough. Now it seems senior officers are just as bad!'

Feely's dark eyes danced as she advanced towards her. 'Poor little Olly! Kiss better?' she asked, nodding at Possy, who moved with her.

Olly gave a little shimmy and the knickers fluttered to the floor. She stepped out of them. 'Yes, please,' she breathed enthusiastically.
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A GLOB OF THICK BLACK engine oil dripped onto Feely's brow, and she stared in hatred at the filthily congealed mess of metal and pipes a few inches above her nose. She longed to reach up and tuck the stray hairs about her grimy face more securely into the tight-fitting cap, but she scarcely had room to wield the big spanner that was locked onto the obstinately unyielding nut of the sump drain. She was lying on her back on a thin wooden trolley under a military truck. She was filthy, her hands coated with grease and oil, her face hardly less so. The baggy overalls were liberally besmirched, and even the old khaki cap was stained. The cold from the concrete floor beat up through the thin layer of wood so that every bone and muscle ached, in spite of the ugly, thick, scratchy flannel underwear. This was the severest winter in years. Several times the water pipes in the camp had been frozen solid, and she thought now with tears stinging in her eyes of the luxurious bathroom at home, the limitless hot water; Sarah, the maid, standing by with fluffy towels fresh from the radiator to envelop her when she rose from a leisurely soak in a miniature snowstorm of fragrant lather.

The ablutions here were even more primitive than at The Medes. Tin baths in a row, to be shared by more than twenty girls. It wasn't the lack of privacy that bothered her; she was used to that after The Medes - in fact, some of the girls from less privileged backgrounds made far more fuss over having to be seen naked by their colleagues. But it was the lack of comfort; the bareness of their surroundings, the scummy grey water you had to leap in and out of, unless lucky enough to catch the first bath.

The unremitting coarseness of their contemporaries was appalling, too. God knows, the ménage were aware of their sexuality, but these working-class girls were so drearily obsessed - and so unoriginal, so crude and limited.

Another blob of oil dripped onto her. 'Fuck,' Feely muttered softly, then felt herself blushing. She was becoming as gross as her fellow Amazons. She had known of the word's existence, of course, but until coming here she would never have dreamt of using it, could not conceive of its ever passing a female's lips.

This wasn't what they had envisaged at all, Feely acknowledged grimly. They had thought in terms of smartly tailored uniforms, officer status. Somehow, it had never occurred to them that they would be expected to endure the unappetising life of the OR's. Other Ranks, as the army termed them. They had visualised themselves sitting behind the wheels of staff cars, whisking officers back and forth, wining and dining with the handsome younger staff officers, dancing at the Ritz and smart clubs up in town, then across in Paris for more of the same. And maybe other, more interesting and private assignations, in comfortable hotel bedrooms. All of the trio were virgins, though technically, Feely sometimes wondered uncomfortably if they still qualified to use the term 'intacta', given the freedom with which they had explored one another's acquiescent bodies. But all three dreamed eagerly of surrendering their maidenhood, under the romantically right circumstances, and partner.

The realities of Wallington Camp were depressingly different. 'Did I let that drooling letch of a brigadier smack my botty for this?' Olly had declaimed tragically that first night in their new abode.

'As long as that's all you let him do,' Feely muttered dryly, and Olly squealed in righteous indignation.

'How dare you? My virtue's still intact—'

'If not your cherry,' Possy cut in, and all three sniggered.

But life was grim and laughs were few, Feely conceded, as she lay beneath the three-ton truck. Far from the apocalypse everyone had imagined, the war was a distant stalemate as they moved into 1940, and the worst enemy was the atrocious weather. It wasn't as if they could seek the private consolations the trio had habitually shared, for their existence was so public. A barrack room full of narrow creaking metal beds, and shared ablutions. Even the lavatories had double half-doors like stable stalls, so that knicker-wrapped ankles were on view and anyone with a mind to could peep over the top and watch you wipe your bum!

Then there was the work itself. Why on earth did they need to learn to march in step, to swing their arms and stick their chests out, and execute all the other endless drills in the mind-numbing cold, in order to drive dishy officers about in smart limousines? And to learn all about the workings of these disgustingly filthy, smelly vehicles and their unfathomable mechanical mysteries, until their fingernails were broken and blackened, and their hands and faces were black as coal and they stank like grease monkeys? It was only pride, the pride of Old Medians, that kept them at it. That, and the fact that if they quit they might well end up in a military prison which would be worse even than Wallington Camp. They prayed fervently each night for the next twelve weeks to pass quickly, and to succeed in the passing-out exams that came at the end of the course.

Feely's gloomy thoughts were interrupted suddenly by a violent tugging at her heavy boots, which were sticking out from the underside of the truck. The suddenness of this event caused her to jerk reflexively, and she smacked her forehead painfully against the metal inches above. 'Hell, Possy! Is that you, you clot? What—'

She tried to slide the trolley and propel herself out from under the vehicle, but another pair of solid boots prevented her from doing so. She squinted down her body to the narrow slot of daylight, saw the gleaming objects which were impeding her progress, and the stiff gaiters with the gleaming brass buckles. They were standing on her insteps, causing her feet to turn outward in a quarter-to-three stance that was grotesquely reminiscent of Charlie Chaplin. 'Sergeant Cameron,' she squeaked indignantly.

The gruff, disembodied northern voice drifted down to her. 'Bloody 'ell, Keynes! 'Aven't you got that sump drained yet, you idle little slut?'

'You've no right to talk to me like that, sergeant,' she answered, but her tone was weak and quavering. More like the lip-quivering little girl she felt like inside when faced with her instructor's blunt, aggressive masculinity. She squirmed, tried to move, felt the strain on her limbs as he easily held her feet trapped beneath his.

'I'll talk to you any fuckin' way I want, slag! I don't know if you realise it, Keynes, you snotty little cow, but you're within an ace of bein' thrown off this course altogether. You're fuckin' hopeless, you know that? And if you get kicked out, you know where you'll go? Not back to mummy and daddy, you stuck up bitch, but to the cookery course at Caterham. Where you'll scrub pots and pans and peel spuds for the rest of this fuckin' war, my girl!' There was a grunt, and his ruddy face appeared in the narrow gap of daylight as he crouched low and peered in at her. Though his feet had moved, she felt his heavy hand pressing firmly on the baggy overalls, just above her right knee.

'Just checking. I thought you 'ad one of your la-di-da lesbian mates under there with you.' He laughed coarsely.

'Would you take your hand off my knee, please, sergeant?' Feely said. She strove to be icily calm, but her voice trembled even more. Instead, the hand slid up her leg, almost to the top of her thigh, and she stiffened in shock. She gave a little gasp.

His voice dropped in volume, thickened in heavy lechery. 'Listen, you stupid cunt. I can make or break you. Haven't you twigged that yet? It's up to me whether you get through the course or not. They all take note of my say-so, even Major Phillips. You play along with me, Keynes, and you're through, no worries. I guarantee it. What do you say, slag?'

Feely gasped again, jerked, and banged her head again. His hand had slid up to the conflux of her thighs and belly. It cupped the curve of her vulva. She felt its pressure through all the thick layers of clothing. The palm rubbed, pressed against the soft flesh, and to her horror she felt the electric thrill of arousal moistening her labial divide. His fingers were hard, rubbing the length of her narrow fissure, and she shivered, her thighs stirring, closing tight against his invading hand.

'Please, sergeant,' she whispered tearfully, hating herself for her feeble tone, and for the betrayal of her throbbing sex. 'Someone might come.'

The syrupy chuckle was like another of his obscene caresses, and she shuddered at its note of male triumph. The tears trickled down her dirty cheeks to lodge in the wisps of hair at her temples.

'You just lie still, my girl. Don't you worry your pretty little head about that. I've taken care of it.' When she felt his hands at her work-stained boots, she expected to feel herself hauled out from under the lorry, but to her astonishment he left her as she was, with her upper half still hidden under the vehicle. Without hurrying he untied her laces, eased off the great boots, then peeled off the grey service socks.

'Fuck me, how many bloody clothes you got on, then?' He had discovered that, under her army socks, she was wearing a pair of her own long woollen stockings, a relic of more innocent, happier days at The Medes.

He reached in towards her, and she felt his thick fingers fumbling with the buttons of her overalls, opening them up at her midriff. All the strength seemed to be draining from her. She no longer found any voice to protest, but lay limp, snivelling quietly like a child. The fingers had found a way in, now they plucked at the waistband of the khaki serge trousers, negotiated the fastening, parted them at her belly. Remorselessly he plodded on, like a surgeon cutting through the outer layers. The shirt was hauled up, then the flannel vest, out of the sturdy elastic of the knickers, also flannel, the army issue winter bloomers, passion killers as the girls rightly dubbed them.

Except that Sergeant Cameron's passion seemed immortal. Trembling from head to foot now, possessed by a sensation that was strangely, shockingly familiar, which seemed to spread from the damply beating core between her legs, she lay there, unresisting, as the sergeant headed determinedly for that very core, which throbbed evermore damply the nearer he approached his goal. Another gasp, and her warm belly spasmed against the cold touch of a hand on her bare skin. The hand slid down, fingers extended like the groping limbs of a spider, until he was rooting through the small patch of springy curls covering her mound. Teasingly, the fingers plucked at a few tendrils, stretching them, lifting the skin beneath, then the heel of the hand pressed heavily on the little swell of flesh. Involuntarily, she grunted, and her belly lifted in response to the pressure.

The fingers swept on, to the upper folds of the dewy cleft itself, played with the tight fold, parted it, splayed it open to slide into the slippery slopes thus exposed. She drew her knees up, moaned softly, her hips wriggling, entirely controlled by those wicked fingers. 'I - I'm a virgin,' she wept, moving rhythmically to his stimulation. 'I've never—'

'I bet you haven't,' he said roughly. 'You must've been missin' your lezzy chums then, eh? You're wetter than an Aldershot pisshouse on a Saturday night.'

'Please, sergeant,' she blubbered, squirming violently, her stockinged feet drumming on the damp, chilly floor.

'Please what?' he grunted, his own excitement achingly apparent, bulging out his trousers. His forefinger hooked, slid deeply through into the funnel of her vagina, whose muscles seized upon the intruder ecstatically. 'You're fuckin' tight, I'll give you that,' he breathed.

She hadn't answered his question. He watched her dainty stockinged feet scissoring back and forth, sliding about, her toes curling in the excesses of her passion, and he worked her quickly, his finger plunging in and out of her, feeling the running wetness, the gathering storm of her crisis, his prick bursting with his own tumescence. He flicked his thumb at the top of her vulva, and was rewarded by the wild spasm of her body, her shrill cries as he stirred the tiny nub of her clitoris. She cried out to the deity, her feet did their dance, her knees drummed against the rim of the lorry. She was racked by the force of the orgasm ripping through her, on and on, for an age until, with one last convulsive shudder, she collapsed, sobbing brokenly, her body quivering with the aftershocks of the violent release.

He withdrew his hand, wiped his fingers on her overalls, and she felt the cold on her bare tummy, the wetness at her loins.

'Do yourself up,' he ordered coldly, his words like blows. 'And come to the sergeants' mess at twenty hundred tonight. That's eight o'clock to you, you ignorant slag. Wait outside. You owe me one, don't you, Keynes? Eh?' He stood, kicked her hard on the side of her thigh.

Her torso was still hidden under the lorry as she hastily fumbled her clothing into place. 'Yuh - yes, sir,' she sobbed.

'Don't worry,' he told her with rough reassurance. 'You do good tonight and you're through with flying colours. You and your toffee-nosed mates. You have my word on that.' He turned to leave, then bent, staring under the truck once more. 'Oh, and for fuck's sake wear a different pair of knicks, eh?'

––––––––
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SHE DID. WITH A RARE sense of noble sacrifice she put on a pair of her daintiest white silk panties, and her finest silk stockings under the ugly army skirt. Sadly, she was conscious of the fact that this would be just about the first sexual episode she would not share with her two chums. Though, one day she would perhaps tell them of the lengths she had gone to serve their common good.

But, in the biting cold dark outside the mess, she felt more like some Piccadilly tart as she waited discreetly for Cameron to appear. He was equally furtive, glancing all round before he led her into the accommodation block and up the stairs, along the bleak corridor to the spartan cell where he slept in solitary splendour.

Except for tonight.

She stood, shivering forlornly, genuinely frightened at this momentous event in her young life. Perhaps he understood something of her feelings, for he was almost gentle as he took her coat, smiled at her. Her brown eyes looked huge, and shone with tears. 'I really am a virgin, sarge,' she murmured. A vivid crimson tide swept up her face. 'I've fooled around with my chums. With Hind, and Bowe-Wyndham, I mean. But we - I - I've never done it - you know - had sex, with a boy - a man.'

'Don't worry, love. You'll take to it like a duck to water, believe me. If ever birds were meant for shaggin', you three were.' He reached out, drew down the zipper at her waist, and the thick skirt fell about her feet. Already he was undoing her tie, unbuttoning the khaki shirt and dragging it over her head. He studied her slim form in the matching, lace-trimmed bra and panties, the bare expanse of upper thighs bisected by the slender ribbons of the suspender belt. He hooked a finger in the elastic of the fine knickers and pulled her towards him. 'That's more like it,' he grinned approvingly.

She was oddly comforted when, instead of stripping her naked, he pulled her over his knee, slipped the silk panties off her bottom, and spanked her, playfully, but hard enough to sting, and to cause a pink glow to spread through the clenching rounds. But inevitably, the time came when she lay on his narrow bed, her legs immodestly spread, and stared with fear and a pulsing excitement at the rearing prick, with its gleaming helm, which pointed lance-like at her moist centre. 'Be gentle,' she begged, unable to prevent the tears from spilling over.

And he was.

He knelt between her thighs, let his fingers play in her slippery groove until she was sighing with impatience, allowed his prick to nuzzle almost tentatively into her cleft, before it slid deep inside to claim her virgin territory. It hurt, made her whimper and gasp with pain, but finally, in those frenetic moments when their bellies and their pubic bones clashed together in the last dash to culmination, her moans and grunts were as urgent as his.
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Chapter 3
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'WELL, WELL! PASSED with flying colours, eh? All three of you! And I wonder how the bloody hell you managed that?' The speaker was Madge Allcock, a hefty brunette from the north-east, whose sing-song accent they found hard to understand, but whose antipathy towards them had been apparent from the start. She was a barrack room bully, and most of the girls in the class were wary of her, if not downright scared. The trio had got on reasonably well with the majority of their colleagues, though they had made no real friends. After all, they were a self-contained unit, and besides, their background was so different. The class barrier was difficult to surmount. Feely, Possy, and Olly's speech marked them as 'real toffs'. The other recruits were in awe of them, and even the fearsome Madge's aggression had been somewhat tempered. At least until now. But on this last night, with the results posted and a passing-out party planned over in the NAAFI before the group's dispersal on the morrow, Madge's stored up resentment bubbled over as she saw her last chance of getting at the 'toffee-nosed gits'.

At her accusing words Feely felt the colour flood her cheeks, and hoped that her two companions wouldn't notice her guilt. She felt bad enough as it was, having kept silent about her momentous sacrifice, and even worse about how wickedly delightful the 'ordeal' had been. Now, Madge's broad face was transformed by an ugly sneer.
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