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Sitting at her desk, the headmistress of Bellend Independent Boarding School for Girls looked up, gazing at a slim woman wearing a grey woollen skirt and cardigan as she entered the study. "Ah, Miss Frigidus!" she greeted the Latin mistress. "I trust you enjoyed the Easter break?"

"Yes thank you, Miss Gussetpiece," the nervous woman replied, wringing her hands as she stood before the antique mahogany desk. "Headmistress, I'll be taking this year's sixth-formers for their last term of Latin, and I'm rather anxious because..."

"Anxious?" Miss Gussetpiece echoed, patting down her blue-rinsed, curly-grey hair. "Why are you anxious? Does anxiety run in your family?"

"I think it must, Headmistress. You see..."

"Fear not, Miss Frigidus! I'm sure you'll cope admirably with the girls who have risen through the ranks to the final term of the sixth-form."

"But... but I'll be teaching Maxine Mayhem and her friends - those horrifying girls, the Bellend Rebels! Now that Maxine's nearing the end of the sixth..."

Miss Gussetpiece sighed, holding her head in her hands at the mention of Maxine's name. The girl had wreaked havoc during her five years at Bellend, driving two teachers to a mental home and another to attempting to fling herself off Beachy Head. The headmistress knew only too well that no one could cope with Maxine Mayhem - least of all, Miss Timidus Frigidus! Rising and moving to the leaded light window, she swung round on her heels to face the distraught teacher.

"God moves in mysterious ways, Miss Frigidus. Look upon Maxine as a test, sent by God to try you."

"Sent by Satan, don't you mean?"

"Satan? Goodness me! I thought you'd had a decent Catholic upbringing?"

"Oh, I have, Headmistress!"

"In that case, don't mention Satan - you'll be struck down! Cast into the internal fires of hell!"

"Eternal, Headmistress."

"Internal, eternal - you'll be struck down, all the same!"

"Oh, dear!"

"Look, I realize that Maxine can be difficult at times, but she..."

"But Miss Gussetpiece, I can't face it! Please, I'm in no fit mental state to cope with Maxine Mayhem any more! Look at my hair! It used to be a lovely chestnut colour, and now it's turning grey!" Sobbing uncontrollably, the woman pulled a handkerchief from her cardigan sleeve. "Because of that dreadful girl, I've become addicted to Valium! I'm non compos mentis!"

"Take control of yourself, woman! Maxine does tend to drive people to drink and drugs, I agree. But you must calm yourself, Miss Frigidus! Have a triple vodka, it'll steady your nerves," the Head recommended, opening a cabinet and pouring a liberal drink.

"But it's eight o'clock in the morning, Headmistress! I can't drink vodka at eight o'clock ante meridiem!"

"Have a large gin, then. A nice drop of mother's..."

"I never drink alcohol, no matter what the time of day!"

The portly principal took a swig from the vodka bottle. "Over the years, I've discovered that downing a few stiff drinks is the best way to begin the day!" she retorted. "Here, get this down you, and you'll be able to cope with anything. Well, almost anything!"

Knocking the neat vodka back, Miss Frigidus gasped. "Oh, my goodness! It's like drinking petrol!"

"It'll do you good!" Miss Gussetpiece assured the frail woman.

"It's burning my stomach!"

"Take a grip on yourself, Miss Frigidus!"

"But I already have terrible womb ache, my ovaries are playing up again, my Fallopian tubes are inflamed, my nipples are cracked and dry - and it's all down to that awful girl! I'm falling to pieces, Headmistress!"

"It's psychosomatic! Pop a couple of Valium and have another drink and you'll be as right as rain within half-an-hour. Ah, here comes the first wave of girls!" Miss Gussetpiece declared, snatching another swig from the bottle as several cars pulled up outside the study window. "Go, Miss Frigidus!" she ordered, gulping from the bottle again. "Man your post! Or, I should say, woman your post - there's work to be done!"

––––––––

[image: ]


PLACING HER NEATLY folded netball skirt and hockey kit in her locker, Hilda Hillock jumped as Maxine Mayhem crept up behind her and jabbed her sides with her rigid fingers. "If it's not little Miss Hilda Hillock!" Maxine sneered, staring into the terrified girl's blue eyes. "And what's Miss fucking pillock doing all alone in the locker room wearing nothing but her knickers and bra? Checking to see whether your pussy's sprouted any pubes yet, were you?"

"Jolly well leave me alone!" Hilda cried, desperately trying to turn away as Maxine grabbed her shoulders and swung her round. "I'll report you to Miss..."

"Report me?" Maxine laughed, yanking the girl's bra up and exposing her firm breasts. "Oh, look at your little titties!" she giggled, pinching her nipples. "I'll bet you've never had your teats sucked!"

"Get off me, you hateful beast!" Hilda protested, struggling to pull away as Maxine squeezed her nipples harder.

"So, what did you get up to during the Easter hols? I suppose you spent all your time swotting? Well, I'll tell you what I did, Miss pillock! I starred in a blue movie!"

"What's going on in here?" Braying like a rampant donkey, Jo Blob, the geography mistress, strode across the locker room in her long tweed skirt and ballooning blouse. Eyeing Hilda's pert breasts, her erect, brown milk buds, she frowned. "What are you doing girl?" she demanded.

"Hilda was trying to make me touch her, Miss Blob!" Maxine sobbed, rubbing her eyes woefully with her fists, her curtain of long black hair concealing her wicked grin as she hung her head. "It was absolutely awful!"

"Is that true, Hilda?" the butch woman asked angrily as the girl slipped her rounded breasts into her tight bra. "I've never known such wicked behaviour! You were in line to be Head Girl this year, but when Miss Gussetpiece hears about this, no doubt she'll have second thoughts! Put your uniform on, girl! You'll report to my study immediately after assembly!"

Giggling as Miss Blob left the locker room, Maxine yanked the front of Hilda's navy-blue knickers down. "Oh, look at your pussy-slit! Been frigging your clitty, have you?" she taunted. "And your knickers are stained with cunt juice! Been having naughty thoughts about sucking boys' knobs, have you?"

"Leave me alone!" Hilda cried, pulling her knickers up and concealing her tightly closed vaginal crack. "You're a horrid girl!"

"Well, not a very good start to the term, is it? You're in trouble already! You know the rules, don't you? No fiddling with each other! No masturbating! No screwing the boys from the Uni'! What an awful beginning to a new term! Show me your cunt!"

"No! Go away, you unbearable creature!"

"Show me your cunt or I'll set fire to the contents of your locker!" Maxine threatened, taking a lighter from her breast pocket.

"Maxine, please, I... I don't want to show you my mini!"

"Your mini? Is that what you call it? Mini!"

"Yes, what's wrong with that?"

"Is that what your mummy calls it?"

"When I was a child, she did, yes."

"Well, you'll show me your mini, pillock, or I'll set fire to your things!"

Tentatively slipping her knickers down, Hilda knew that she had no choice. Maxine was an infamous pyromaniac, and she knew she'd have no hesitation in torching her precious books and sports kit. "Come on, pillock - pull them down further!" Maxine taunted. Her sparse blonde pubes barely concealing her tightly closed, pinken slit, Hilda's face flushed as her tormentor dropped to her knees. "Open your cunt with your fingers and show me your clitty!" she ordered.

"Maxine, I..."

"Do it!" Maxine bellowed, igniting her lighter.

Peeling her vaginal lips apart, Hilda exposed her moist inner flesh, her clitoris, to Maxine's wide eyes.

"I like your cunt!" Maxine giggled. "Do you frig yourself off?"

"No, never!" Hilda sobbed.

"I'll bet you do! I'll bet you finger your cunt and frig your clitty! Would you like me to push my finger up your bum?"

"Miss Blob knows all about you, Maxine Mayhem! She knows what you get up to!" Hilda retaliated as she tugged her knickers up and grabbed her gymslip.

"Does she, now?" Maxine hissed through gritted teeth as the blonde girl pulled her gymslip over her head, tugging the garment down to conceal her shapely body. "In that case, you must have fucking well told her!" she growled as she rose to her feet. "Well, I'll tell you something, Hilda pillock - you're going to suffer for your sins! This term, you and your Jolly Hockey Sticks Club are going to go through sheer hell! My Bellend Rebels will ensure that you and your pack of fucking little goodie-girlies are expelled!"

"I'll see to it that you're jolly well expelled, Maxine Mayhem!" Hilda snorted.

"Will you now? Well, may the best girl win! And that'll be me!"

Wiping a tear from her eye as Maxine flounced out of the room, Hilda closed her locker and grabbed her school bag. Maxine had meant every word she'd said, she reflected as she hooked her bag over her shoulder and walked down the corridor. The girl had been the bane of her life at Bellend School for almost six years, the passing of time only exacerbating her mutinous behaviour.

"Hi, Hilly!" another pretty blonde trilled.

"Hi, Candida!" Hilda smiled, pushing the degrading act she'd been forced to commit from her mind as she turned to face her friend. "How were the hols?"

"Jolly good fun! Good old daddy took me to Paris and bought me a complete new wardrobe! And a new stereo!"

"I say, Candida, you are an awfully lucky thing!" Hilda sighed as they entered their classroom.

"What did you do during the hols, Hilly?"

"I spent my time brushing up on my Latin, Greek and German. By the way, that horrid Maxine Mayhem's started her tricks. She forced me to..."

"Forced you to what? Gosh, she didn't make you do something terribly rude, did she?"

"She made me... Never mind. Anyway, we'll have to sort her out this term!"

"She is a jolly nuisance!" the girl complained. "But there's nothing we can do, Hilly!"

"Hi, you two!" Breezing into the classroom, a petite girl with flowing auburn tresses greeted her friends excitedly, her white blouse straining to contain her ample breasts as she bounced onto her desk.

"Hi, Patsy! Did you print the Jolly Hockey Sticks Club membership cards and rule books?" Candida asked excitedly.

"Yes, daddy bought me a spiffing new computer and a laser colour printer. I've designed and printed a club ensign, the name of the club encircling two hockey sticks and a ball. I'll show you later."

"Gosh, that sounds cracking! You are a clever old thing, Patsy!" Candida cried as the classroom filled with chattering sixth-formers. Taking their seats as their form mistress entered the room, the twittering evaporated.

"Good morning, girls," the middle-aged woman greeted as she stood behind her desk, her beady eyes peering over the top of her bifocals.

"Good morning, Miss Shaftgrinder!" the girls monotonised.

"Unfortunately, there'll be no assembly this morning. I've received word that Miss Gussetpiece has been taken ill, so..."

"She's probably pissed again!" Maxine giggled under her breath.

"Who said that?" Miss Shaftgrinder asked angrily.

"It was Hilda Hillock, Miss Shaftgrinder," Maxine lied.

"Hilda, you'll see me immediately after registration! Miss Blob has already spoken to me about your lewd behaviour in the locker room this morning. As there's no assembly, you'll report to her directly after seeing me!"

Cursing Maxine under her breath, Hilda bit her lip as Miss Shaftgrinder took registration. Seething with anger, she swore to put an end to the little fiend's perpetual trouble-making. Stealing a glance at Maxine from the corner of her eye, she nudged Candida. Turning her head to follow Hilda's gaze, the girl placed her hand over her mouth and gasped. Her gymslip pulled up, her hand down the front of her knickers, Maxine was vigorously rubbing herself, her dark eyes rolling, her face flushing as her ecstasy rose and shook her body.

"Crikey! One of these days that vile girl will be jolly well expelled!" Candida whispered angrily.

"Yes, and the sooner the better!" Hilda declared, staring in disgust as Maxine slipped her hand from her knickers and sucked her sticky fingers. "Gosh, she's insufferable, she really is!"

"Now, girls, you'll find the last term of the sixth-form a very different kettle of fish," Miss Shaftgrinder began, leaning on her desk, her beady eyes darting between her impossibly fresh-faced pupils. "For one thing, you'll have more freedom. But I'm warning you - do not abuse your freedom! You'll study at every opportunity. You'll cram your pretty little heads with knowledge during every waking moment. I want one success story after another this term! I want to see every one of you working hard and fulfilling your true potential! Now, as there's no assembly, you've a free half-hour before your first lesson. You may go to your dormitories and organize your belongings. And, please, go quietly!"

Remaining behind as the girls filtered out of the classroom, Hilda gingerly approached the teacher. "Please, Miss Shaftgrinder, it wasn't me," she pleaded sheepishly.

"I'm surprised at you, Hilda Hillock! From what Miss Blob told me, your behaviour in the locker room this morning was decadent! You, of all people, behaving like that!"

"But, Miss..."

"If this is the way you intend to behave this term, you'll find yourself in trouble, my girl! Perhaps it wasn't you who made the lewd remark in class, but what you did in the locker room was... You'd better report to Miss Blob. And if there's one more incident, you'll be up before Miss Gussetpiece!"

Wandering down the corridor, Hilda knocked on Miss Blob's door, determined to prove her innocence as the woman bid her enter. Closing the huge oak door behind her, Hilda tentatively walked across the parquet flooring, brushing her long blonde hair away from her delicate face as she stood trembling before the manly mistress's desk.

"Now then, Hilda - what, exactly, were you doing in the locker room this morning?" the grey, crop-headed woman asked sternly.

"Changing, Miss Blob - that was all."

"Your brassiere was pulled up, exposing your lovely... What I mean is... Tell me the truth, Hilda - what were you up to?"

"Nothing, Miss Blob! That beastly Maxine Mayhem was trying to get me into trouble, as usual."

"As Maxine Mayhem was involved, I'll give you the benefit of the doubt on this occasion, but next time... Hilda, sit down, I want to talk to you."

A lecture, Hilda mused as she sat in a leather upholstered chair opposite Miss Blob. Gazing at the stubble on the woman's chin, she wondered whether the rumours were true about her being a man in drag. Her voice was rather low, she reflected, and her large, rough hands far from feminine.

"Now then, Hilda," the teacher began pensively. "You're at that difficult time in a girl's life, a time when you might have certain problems. I want you to look upon me as someone you can confide in, someone you can come to with your problems - whatever they might be. You're eighteen now. You're no longer a child, but a young woman. You've led a somewhat sheltered life, I believe?"

"Yes, Miss Blob, I have. We live in the country and..."

"Do you have any brothers, Hilda?"

"No, Miss Blob."

"What experience have you of boys?"

"None at all!" Hilda gasped, surprised.

"You have no leanings towards your own sex?"

"Leanings, Miss Blob?"

"Tendencies, Hilda. Do you find the female form sexually attractive?"

"I find that some girls are prettier than others, Miss Blob - if that's what you mean."

"Blimey, so do... Er... What I mean is, Hilda - are you sexually attracted to other girls?"

"Gosh! Certainly not, Miss Blob!"

"I see. Several sixth-form girls come to me with their problems, Hilda. My rooms are always open to you, remember that. Many girls find it difficult to cope as their hormones stir and their lovely bodies begin to develop and their beautiful breasts swell and their... Er... Yes, well... As I said, if there's anything you wish to talk about, please don't hesitate to come and see me. You don't touch yourself, do you Hilda?"

"Touch myself, Miss Blob?"

"Yes, you know - down there."

"Never!" Hilda cried.

"All right, don't distress yourself, girl! If you ever feel the urge to touch yourself, Hilda, the need to explore between your legs, your beautiful, warm... If you ever feel the urge, then come and tell me and I'll... Well, just come and see me. A little light caning does wonders for some girls, you know."

"Caning, Miss Blob?"

"Yes, a little whipping can... You'd better go to your first lesson. What is it, by the way?"

"Latin, Miss Blob."

"Ah, with Miss Frigidus! Work hard and enjoy your lesson, Hilda. And do steer clear of Maxine Mayhem."

"Yes, Miss Blob."

"Remember, you may come to my rooms during the evenings and we'll talk things over - discuss things and... Anyway, off you go!"

Leaving Miss Blob's study, Hilda sighed. She'd been looking forward to returning to school but had guessed Maxine would spoil things. There's always one jolly rotten apple! she thought dolefully as she climbed the stairs to the dormitories. Entering a six-bedded room to discover Maxine placing her things in a cupboard, she gasped.

"What are you doing in here?" Hilda demanded.

"I don't like it any more than you do, Hilda pillock!" Maxine hissed as her rival moved to her usual bed by the window. "And you can leave that bed, it's mine! There's only one left, over there in the corner!"

"Ah, it's Hillock!" a befreckled girl breathed in the doorway. "She's not sharing with us is she, Max?"

"Yes, I'm afraid she is, Ginger!"

"Well, we'd better initiate her then!" the redhead grinned, grabbing Hilda's arm and pulling her down onto a bed.

"Leave me alone!" Hilda protested as Maxine tugged on her navy-blue knickers. "I'll tell Miss Gussetpiece if you dare to touch me!"

Her knickers forcefully dragged down her legs and over her ankles, Hilda could do nothing to defend herself as her assailants spread her thighs, exposing her pussy-crack to their wide eyes. "Let's finger her fanny!" Maxine cried, parting Hilda's fleshy vaginal lips. "Oh, she's very tight!" she squealed, pushing a finger deep into the struggling girl's vaginal sheath. "You have a nice wet cunt! Do you like the word, cunt, little Miss pillock? Have you heard the words prick and wank and spunk and fuck and arse and shag and..."

"You're a dreadfully vile creature! You just wait until Miss Gussetpiece hears about this!" Hilda warned as she struggled to free herself.

"You tell anyone anything, and you'll be sorry!" Maxine threatened, driving a second finger into her captive's tight pussy-hole. "Hold her still, Ginger! I want to taste her cunny juice!"

Pinned to the bed, her legs held wide open, Hilda grimaced as Maxine knelt between her feet and swept her tongue up her glistening sex-groove. "Mmm, she tastes delicious!" the dark girl murmured, pulling Hilda's golden-fleeced pussy lips wide apart and licking her wet inner flesh. "Nice and fishy! Shall I make you come, Miss pillock?" she taunted, exposing the girl's pinken clitoris. "Shall I lick your clitty and finger-fuck your cunt and make you come in my mouth?"

Hearing movement outside the dormitory, the aggressors leaped to their feet and dived onto their beds, leaving their captive to pull her knickers on and adjust her gymslip. "I'm not sharing a dorm' with you beasts!" Hilda shrieked. "I'll go and see Miss..."

"That won't do you any good!" Maxine giggled. "Several girls have asked to change rooms, and they're not allowed to! I'll be able to have some fun with you at night, won't I? I'll teach you how to frig me off, pillock! You can be my personal lesbian sex slave. You'll lick my clitty and finger my cunt and bring me off every night, how does that sound?"

"You disgust me, Maxine Mayhem!" Hilda spat as she fled the room in tears.

"You disgust me, Maxine Mayhem!" Maxine ridiculed as the door slammed shut.

––––––––
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STAGGERING TO THE STUDY window, Miss Gussetpiece gazed out across the grounds. "Thirty years!" she slurred, downing a glass of neat gin. "Do you know, Madame Fissure, I've been principal of this school for thirty years? Here, have a drink," she offered, passing the olive-skinned woman a gin.

"Thank you, Headmistress. Yes, time does fly!" Madame Fissure agreed, sipping her drink. "I've been teaching French here for ten years."

"Ten years? Goodness me, I remember the day you arrived from Frankfurt as if it were yesterday!"

"From France, Headmistress. I arrived here from France as if it were yesterday - Brest."

"Madame Fissure, please!"

"What's the matter?"

"Talking about breasts when there might be innocent girls lurking outside my study door! What's the matter with your breast, anyway?"

"I was born and bred in Brest."

"Fed on the breast? What are you talking about? Are you feeling mentally ill, Madame Fissure?"

"No, I meant... Oh, never mind."

"You're not mentally unstable, are you?"

"Of course I'm not, Headmistress!"

"Are you sure that mental instability doesn't run in your family?"

"There's no record at all of mental illness in my family."

"I'm pleased to hear it! I detest people who suffer from mental problems. Anyway, Frankfurt, France, it's all the same now this bloody government's gone and cocked... What I mean is... Pour me another large gin, there's a dear."

"Don't you think you've had rather too much to drink, Headmistress?" Madame Fissure ventured, brushing her lank, raven bob behind her ears. "I mean, you were unable to take assembly because of your heavy drinking."

"Good grief! Of course I haven't had too much to drink! Are you suggesting that I'm starting the first day of term by going on a bender?"

"No, Headmistress, I'm not!"

"Actually, that's not a bad idea! Er... Yes, well. I've a lot to do today. What did you want to see me about? This is the first day of term and, by its very nature, it will be a busy day."

"You wanted to see me, Headmistress."

"Did I? That's odd! I wonder why? Ah, yes, that was it! There's a new girl starting at Bellend today. She's German - I mean, she's French. I don't know, whatever she is, her chaperone doesn't speak English. When they arrive, I'd like you to be present."

"Yes, of course, Headmistress. There's your gin."

"Ah, thank you. Now, they'll be here at noon so..."

"I'll be here to meet them. I have to take my class now so..."

"I'd rather you left your glass here, it's one of a set!"

"No, Headmistress, my French class."

"I thought you taught German?"

"No, Fräulein Vulvahausen teaches German."

"Ah, yes, yes - so she does." Rubbing her chin thoughtfully, the headmistress frowned. "Who teaches French, then?"

"I do, Headmistress!"

"Oh, yes. Right, well, I'll expect you at noon."

Madame Fissure leaving the room, Miss Gussetpiece checked her watch. "Ah, they'll all be having their lessons now," she drooled, leaving her study and making her way to the locker room. Taking the skeleton key from her deep cleavage, she opened the first locker. "Aha, two hundred cigarettes! I'll have to confiscate those!" she giggled in her drunken stupor. Opening the second locker, the befuddled Head removed two bottles of gin. The third containing three bottles of vodka, she gleefully continued her pillage, piling the illicit goods on the floor. Calling the maintenance man into the room as he passed by, she instructed him to take the contraband to her study.

"Say nothing about this!" she warned the good-looking young man as he took a laundry basket from the corridor and wheeled it into the locker room.

"Don't worry, Headmistress," he replied, filling the basket with the booty. "I won't remember anything about this."

"Won't you? I find that rather odd! Do you suffer from amnesia?"

"No, Headmistress. What I meant was, I know nothing about the drink and cigarettes."

"I find that incredibly strange, seeing as you're loading the basket with the drink and cigarettes! You must have an inconceiv... an incon... an unbelievable short-term memory! Anyway, your mental problems are no business of mine. I'll not have my girls drinking and smoking!" Miss Gussetpiece slurred, staggering behind the porter as he wheeled the loaded laundry basket to her study. "It's not good to drink and smoke at their age! It's ungodly!"

"Indeed it is, Headmistress!" the young man agreed, concealing a grin as he parked the basket by her desk.

"Right, I'll take it from here, Jones!" she garbled.

"Johnson, Headmistress."

"What?"

"Johnson."

"Who's he when he's at home?"

"Me, Headmistress. I'm Johnson."

"Well, whoever you are, take a bottle of Scotch and two hundred cigarettes for your trouble. And say nothing about this! Don't even mention it to your psychiatrist!"

"Psychiatrist, Headmistress?"

"One would assume that you're seeing a psychiatrist, what with your mental state."

"I've never seen a psychiatrist in my life!"

"Well, you should! You don't even know who you are! I'll ask Miss Frigidus to give you the name of hers."

"Yes, Headmistress. I'll come back for the basket later."

Collapsing in her chair, Miss Gussetpiece rubbed her bloodshot eyes and downed another glass of neat gin. "It's the little darlings' money I want!" she drooled. "Little rich kids! Huh! It's their money I want!" she slurred as she slumped over her desk in an alcoholic haze and passed out.

––––––––
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"DOES cum mean orgasm, Miss Frigidus?" Maxine asked the flustered Latin mistress.

"No, Maxine, you know very well that cum does not mean... I am not going to begin the lesson until the girl who drew this... this thing on the blackboard, owns up!"

"What is it, Miss Frigidus?" Maxine asked innocently.

"You can see what it is!"

"I can't quite make it out. What are those big, round hairy things and... Oh, yes, I know what it is - it's an erect penis with something spurting out of the end!" the girl giggled wickedly, causing the class to erupt with shrieks of laughter.

Popping another Valium, Miss Frigidus wiped the board, her head spinning at the prospect of teaching, or trying to teach, Maxine Mayhem. "May I be excused please, Miss Frigidus?" Hilda asked, holding her hand up.

"If it's really necessary, Hilda," Miss Frigidus replied irritably.

"May I be excused too, Miss Frigidus?" Maxine called as Hilda left the classroom. "I'm desperate for the bog!"

"Maxine, will you please curb your disgusting language!" Miss Frigidus admonished the girl. "You'll stay where you are. You'll have to wait until the lesson is over."

"Sorry, Miss Frigidus, but I'm bursting for a piss!"

"Maxine! Oh dear, I really can't... You'll have to wait."

"I'll wet my knickers. I can feel it coming! I'm going to piss myself!"

"Oh, very well. Go to the lavatory - and then report to Miss Gussetpiece and tell her of your vile language. No doubt she'll think of a fitting punishment."

Leaving the room, Maxine nipped into the toilets as Miss Blob strode down the corridor. Lighting a cigarette and blowing smoke high into the air as she leaned against the tiled wall, she planned her next wicked move. Hearing Hilda shuffling around in a cubical, she grinned and tossed her cigarette under the cubical door.

"Miss Blob!" Maxine called as she dashed out into the corridor. "Miss Blob, someone's smoking in the toilets!"

"Smoking? Do you know who it is?"

"No, Miss Blob, but they're still in there."

"Right, thank you, Maxine," Miss Blob bellowed as she flung the door open and stormed into the toilets.

Emerging from the cubical with the burning cigarette between her fingers, Hilda froze. "Miss Blob!" she gasped. "I..."

"Hilda Hillock! Your behaviour leaves me speechless!"

"But, Miss Blob!"

"You'll come to my rooms this evening at eight o'clock! I'll have decided your punishment by then. A light caning will suffice, I think! Yes, I'll enjoy that. What I mean is... Put that filthy thing out and return to your class immediately!"

"Yes, Miss Blob," Hilda sighed despondently, tossing the cigarette down the toilet.

––––––––
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CREEPING INTO THE HEADMISTRESS'S study, Maxine grinned. "The old bag's out cold!" she giggled. "Fuck me, what's this!" she gasped, eyeing the laundry basket. "This is a stroke of luck!" Wheeling the basket out of the room, she ran down the corridor, the fifty odd bottles rattling loudly as she rounded the corner and crashed through the swing doors leading to the back yard. Dashing across the yard, her firm breasts bouncing, her short gymslip riding up over her shapely buttocks, she made for the gardener's potting shed.

"What you doin' in 'ere, Miss?" the aging gardener demanded as she burst into the shed. "No girls ain't allowed in 'ere!"

"Shut up, you old fool!" Maxine hissed, dragging the basket through the door.

"What you got in there, then?" the old man enquired as he rose to his feet.

"What the fuck's it look like?"

"Looks like ciggies and booze, to me. Where'd you get all that from, then?"

"I nicked it, all right? Now, listen, you stupid old bugger! You're going to look after this stuff for me, do you understand?"

"Can't do that, Miss! It ain't allowed!"

"Fuck what ain't allowed, you daft old tosser! Help me to push it under that bench over there."

"Well, I don't know. I mean, gettin' meself involved with stolen goods ain't right! How much you payin' me to store the stuff, then?"

"Pay you?" Maxine shrieked as the gardener helped her to push the basket beneath the bench. "You'll look after it, and tell no one - or I'll tell the headmistress that you tried to rape me! I'll tell her that you stuffed your hand down my knickers and fingered my cunt!"

"That the way they learns you to talk 'ere, then?"

"Listen, you old wanker! You'll keep your fucking mouth shut or I'll tell the headmistress that you flashed your cock at me, do you understand?"

"Well, in that case, I don't see that I 'as a choice. I don't want it 'ere too long, mind! You'll get me into trouble, you will!"

"Just shut up and get on with whatever you're supposed to be doing! Is there a spare key to this place?"

"There is, up there, on that 'ook. But you ain't 'avin' it!"

"Listen, you daft old fart! I'm taking the key, all right? Now, you just keep your fucking mouth shut!" Maxine spat as she left the shed and dashed across the yard.

Returning to the Latin lesson, the girl took her seat and grinned as Miss Frigidus enquired whether she'd reported to the headmistress. "I'll find out if you haven't been to see her!" the tremulous woman snapped.

"I did go to see her, Miss Frigidus. But she's out of her tiny mind!" Maxine smirked as the frail teacher neared her desk.

"Out of her mind? What do you mean, girl?"

"The headmistress - she's pissed out of her head."

"Maxine, your language is... Miss Gussetpiece doesn't drink!"

"Doesn't she?"

"Well, she... Just settle down, Maxine! You've missed so much of the lesson that I don't suppose you'll be able to catch up! I don't suppose you want to catch up!"

Returning to the front of the class, Miss Frigidus sat at her desk, her hands trembling as she watched Maxine take her books out. "Right, girls!" she spluttered as authoritatively as she could. "Conjugations of Latin verbs!"

"Fucking boring!" Maxine sighed, slipping her hand down the front of her knickers to appease her insatiable clitoris.

––––––––
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"HEADMISTRESS! HEADMISTRESS, wake up!" Madame Fissure called, shaking the woman's shoulder.

"What? What's... Where am I? God, my head!"

"It's five to twelve, Headmistress! The new girl and her chaperone will be here any minute!"

"New girl? Oh, yes! Goodness me, I feel dreadful! Pour me a large gin, will you?" Miss Gussetpiece asked as she staggered to her feet. "Now then, is she French or German?" she mumbled, sifting through a pile of papers on her desk.

"She's French, Headmistress. Here's your drink."

"The chaperone's French?"

"Yes."

"What's a German girl doing with a French chaperone? That's a terrible blunder on someone's part!"

"No, the girl's French."

"Then, what's a French girl doing with a German chaperone?"

"They're both French, Headmistress!" Madame Fissure replied patiently, raising her eyes to the ceiling in despair.

"Really? What a coincidence! Oh no, that must be them!" Miss Gussetpiece gasped as someone knocked on the door. "Er... Entrail!"

"Headmistress, you mean, entrez."

"Oh, yes, of course - entrez!"

Followed by a petite brunette in her late teens, the chaperone walked across the study to Miss Gussetpiece. Extending her hand, the headmistress smiled. "Bumjour!" she greeted the Frenchwoman.

"I think you mean, bonjour," Madame Fissure corrected the confused Head.

"Oh, how silly of me! Yes, bonjour!"

"Bonjour, Madame Gussetpiss. Je m'appelle Célestine. Permettez-moi de vous présenter Véronique," the visitor smiled.

"Er... Yes, well - I think you'd better translate, Madame Fissure."

"Don't you speak French, Headmistress?"

"Yes, yes, of course I do! Fluently, I'll have you know! Well not exactly fluently. I seem to have forgotten most of it."

"I would have thought that, being head of a school such as this, you'd..."

"It's a long story. I... I lied to get the job, all right?"

"Oh, I see! Well, this is Célestine, and she was introducing you to Véronique."

"Ah, welcome to Bellend School, Véronique," Miss Gussetpiece gushed, shaking the girl's hand.

Leaving Madame Fissure to do the talking, the headmistress poured herself another large gin. "What's she saying?" she asked as Célestine rambled on.

"She wants to know how many girls are at the school."

"What difference does that make? Now what's she on about?"

"She wants to know whether Véronique can have her own private room rather than share a dormitory."

"Tell her she can't. We have no private rooms. Good grief, this isn't a hotel! Bloody foreigners! Tell her that I don't like her bourgeois attitude!"

"I'm going to show them around the school, Headmistress. We'll come back later."

"Right, I'll be here. Bonjour, Célestine. Bonjour, Véronique," Miss Gussetpiece slurred as they left the study.

Suddenly realizing that the laundry basket had gone, the headmistress grabbed the phone and rang the maintenance man. "Is that Jones?" she asked impatiently.

"No, it's not."

"Do you know where he is?"

"I don't know anyone called Jones."

"Who are you, then? What are you doing in maintenance? Are you a robber?"

"A robber?"

"Why did you answer the phone?"

"Because it rang."

"Come on, tell me who you are, or I'll call a police officer! You're not one of these sexual perverts you read about in the Sunday papers who hang around girls' schools, are you?"

"No! My name's Johnson - I'm the maintenance man!"

"Oh, yes, of course! How silly of me! It's Miss Gussetpiece here - did you take the laundry basket from my study?"

"No, I haven't had time, Headmistress."

"Well, it's gone!"

"I'm sorry, Headmistress, but I can assure you that I've not moved it!"

"Damn and blast!" Miss Gussetpiece cursed as she banged the receiver down. "Who on earth would have been in here and... Maxine Mayhem!"

––––––––
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GATHERED IN A CLEARING amongst the trees edging the school playing field after the final school bell, Maxine and the Bellend Rebels settled down with a bottle of vodka, discussing their plans to wreak havoc.

"OK!" Maxine yelled to quieten the half-dozen girls as she stood in command on a fallen tree, her short gymslip barely covering her bulging navy-blue knickers. Lighting a cigarette, she gazed at the group of young Jezebels. "I've nabbed a load of fags and booze from Knickergusset's study - more than enough to last us for the term," she enlightened her gang.

"Where's the stuff now?" a reckless redhead asked excitedly, sitting cross-legged to expose her damp, swelling knickers.

"In the gardener's potting shed."

"Won't he report...?"

"No, I've threatened the old git! Later, we'll stash the stuff in the woods somewhere. Now, the first thing we'll do this term is set fire to something. Any suggestions?"

"The kitchens!" one of the gymslip rebels proposed, swigging vodka and passing the bottle on.

"No, we've got to eat, Kelly!"

"The library!" an exquisite Japanese girl suggested.

"Yes, Fukui, the library - that sounds good!" Maxine grinned, her dark eyes reflecting her devilry.

"We'll do it this evening, after..." Kelly began.

"Shush!" Maxine breathed, leaping off the tree at the sound of twigs cracking underfoot. "Someone's coming!"

––––––––
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BLISSFULLY UNAWARE that they were nearing the enemy camp, Hilda and Candida trod their way through the wood. "There are plenty of squirrels around," Hilda observed. "Do you remember we had a cuckoo nesting here last year?"

"Yes, I do. They're awful creatures, laying their eggs in other birds' nests! Gosh, Hilly!" Candida exclaimed as they drew ever nearer to Maxine and her cronies. "Don't you just love being close to nature?"

"Oh, I do! As you know, I live in the country. Daddy constructed a smashing hide in the woods at the end of our garden. I spend many glorious hours bird watching."

"Gosh, I wish I lived in the country! The sun filtering through the trees, the scented air, the wildlife, the..."

"Well, if it's not a couple of Jolly Hockey Stick girls!" Maxine shrieked as Hilda and Candida wandered into the clearing.

Trembling, rooted to the spot, the girls gazed in terror at Maxine's gang. Until now, the Bellend Rebels had met in the boiler room, leaving the wood a safe haven for Hilda and her friends. But, Hilda realized as two of the gang leaped to their feet, there was no escaping Maxine and her rebels this term.

"What shall we do with them, Max?" Kelly asked, her voice husky, her green eyes sparkling mischievously as she stood before Hilda and squeezed the girl's pert breast.

"Let's get them to strip off!" someone giggled.

"Yes, good idea!" Maxine replied. "Go on, take your clothes off!" she ordered her prisoners. "Hurry up, quick strip!"

Gazing forlornly at each other, the terrorized girls pulled their gymslips over their heads. They had no choice, they knew - either they did as Maxine said or their clothes would be torn from their curvaceous bodies. Unbuttoning their blouses and kicking their shoes off, they tossed the garments to the ground, standing before their audience in their bras, knickers and white ankle socks.

"Come on," Maxine hissed impatiently. "Show us your cunts and titties."

"Maxine, please!" Hilda sobbed as she reached behind her back.

"Do it, pillock! Unless, that is, you want us to do it for you!" Maxine grinned treacherously, prodding the girl's smooth stomach.

Unclipping their bras, the girls peeled the cups away from their firm breasts to the accompaniment of shrieks of laughter. Tugging their navy-blue knickers down their shapely legs, they stepped from their armour, their pubes, their pink vaginal cracks, blatantly displayed to their delighted tormentors.

"Well now!" Maxine giggled. "What pretty little things you are! Both turn round and bend over. Stand with your feet wide apart and touch your toes." Complying, the girls exhibited their taut buttocks, their full vaginal lips nestling below their tight bottom-holes. "I think we'll give them a good spanking!" Maxine chortled, standing behind Hilda. "Come on, Ginger, you can spank the other one!"

Grimacing as her tensed buttocks received the first hard slap, Hilda had never been so humiliated in her life. The stinging pain causing her to whimper, she swore to get even with Maxine, no matter what it took. Candida's sobs filling the wood as her virginal orbs received their thrashing, the naked girls' faces flushed with shame.

"I want to finger-fuck her!" Fukui squealed as she knelt behind Hilda.

"Someone finger Miss sweet, sticky Candyfloss!" Maxine ordered, slapping Hilda's buttocks again, turning the girl's twitching flesh crimson. Fingers delving into their tight vaginas as the spanking continued, to their surprise, the girls sensed their stinging punishment radiate into a deliciously warm pleasure zone of sexual arousal. Their clitorises massaged by female fingers, they began to tremble as their orgasms stirred deep within their virginal wombs.

"She's going to come!" Fukui cried, sensing Hilda's pussy-hole tighten and her clitoris stiffen. Reaching their shuddering climaxes together, Hilda and Candida's orgasmic wailings resounded through the wood as their burning buttocks tensed with every slap, their sex-buttons pulsating ostentatiously between their rubicund labia.

"If only the boys from the Uni' were here!" Maxine cried as she spanked Hilda's taut bottom-orbs. "They could give them both a bloody good fucking! And shag their arse holes!"

"It could be arranged!" Ginger laughed, slapping Candida's bottom as hard as she could.

"It will be arranged!" Maxine decreed as her prisoners collapsed to the ground, their naked bodies writhing in the aftermath of their explosions.

Pinning their victims down, the Bellend Rebels took turns to lick their captives' sticky vaginal cracks. Each lapping up the flowing come, driving their tongues into the girls' tight pussy sheaths, they became lost in their thirst for lesbian lust. Moving their attention to each other, frenziedly tugging and ripping at knickers and bras, the gang finally ignored their prisoners. Taking their chance as the girls mouthed and sucked each other's pussies, Hilda and Candida grabbed their clothes and fled into the bushes.

"Leave them!" Maxine ordered Fukui as the girl was about to give chase. "They can't exactly go far, can they?"

"No, I suppose not," the exquisite doll replied, reclining on the short grass as another girl settled between her splayed thighs. "Ah, yes, I like that!" she gasped as a female tongue swept up her opening sex-fissure. "Mmm, that's good. Mmm, yes, lick my cunt! Lick my clitty!"

The other girls joining in, they ran their tongues over Fukui's curvaceous body, licking her navel, her smooth stomach, sucking her dark nipples into their hot mouths. Her pretty face contorting, her jet-black hair dishevelled as fingers entered her tight vagina, she shuddered. "God, I need to come!" she cried as a finger slipped between her buttocks and drove deep into her hot rectal sheath. "God, I'm nearly there already!" she sang.

Writhing as tongues lapped between her rubicund pussy lips, Fukui reached her mind-blowing climax, her lithe, oriental body trembling, her beautiful almond eyes rolling as her friends attended her every crevice, her every feminine curve. Settling her open vaginal crack over Fukui's face, Maxine lowered her body, pressing her wet sex-folds over the girl's gasping mouth. "Lick my cunt out!" she ordered as Fukui's tongue entered her drenched vaginal sheath. "Ah, yes, drink my come!"

––––––––
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HIDING IN THE BUSHES, Hilda and Candida slipped into their clothes, gawping at the lesbian orgy. "Gosh, Hilly!" Candida gasped as she gazed at Maxine rocking her naked body, grinding her open cunt into the Japanese girl's hungry mouth. "They're jolly rude!"

"They are! I've never seen anything so disgusting! What mummy would say, I really don't know!"

"Hilly, did you have a... You know, when they rubbed our minis and did those terribly rude things to us, did you have a goodie?" Candida asked tentatively.

"Well, yes, I suppose I did," Hilda replied, her face flushing.

"It was frightfully naughty of us, wasn't it?"

"It wasn't our fault!" Hilda replied as Maxine's orgasmic cries reverberated through the trees. "I mean, we were forced to have goodies, weren't we?"

"Yes, we were. But we must never have them again, Hilly. It's not right to do that!"

"I agree! We'll never allow ourselves to have goodies again. We'll make it a Jolly Hockey Sticks Club rule. It'll be Rule Fifteen - no mini rubbing and having naughty goodies. Come on, let's go to supper - I'm famished!"

"Gosh, I'm jolly well starving, too! And talking of goodies - I could eat a horse!"
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Chapter Two
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Reporting to Miss Blob's rooms after supper, Hilda tentatively knocked on the door. "Ah, come in, Hilda!" the geography mistress invited with a strange glint in her brown eyes. "Come and sit in the lounge," she continued huskily, leading the girl through a dimly-lit oak-panelled passageway. "We need to have a long talk, Hilda."

"Yes, Miss Blob," the girl sighed, sitting on a leather Chesterfield and gazing at the hundreds of books lining the walls.

Wearing a short red skirt, fishnet stockings, red stilettos and a tight blouse, Miss Blob's contours were somewhat bizarre, Hilda mused. Lacking any hint of feminine curves, she thought the woman's legs might well be those of a man. Her bust was ample - rather too ample, considering that she appeared to have no cleavage at all! Do women grow chest hair with age? the girl wondered, gazing between the woman's partially open blouse at several sprouting grey hairs.

"Smoking isn't allowed in school, Hilda," Miss Blob began as she joined the girl on the sofa. "I know that it's tempting to..."

"But I wasn't smoking, Miss Blob!" Hilda protested. "I was in the toilet cubical, and someone threw the lighted cigarette under the door!"

"Really? Do you know who it was?"

"No, Miss Blob, I don't."

"I think I have an idea who it was! Anyway, we'll forget the incident," Miss Blob smiled, rolling a cigarette. "So, how are you getting on at Bellend?"

"Very well. I enjoy school very much. I didn't realize that you smoked, Miss Blob!" Hilda gasped as the woman lit the cigarette.

"Only on the odd occasion. Would you like one?"

"Gosh, no!"

"These are special, they're herbal."

"Herbal?"

"Er... Yes, they're made from a sort of herbal grass that comes from Columbia. I don't encourage girls to smoke, but it does help to calm the nerves - especially smoking these cigarettes. Are you nervous, Hilda?"

"No, not at all, Miss Blob."

"Good. Well, I'm pleased to hear that you enjoy school. It's a fine school, but it lacks in one area - sex education. I've been taking several sixth-form girls for sex education for some time now, Hilda. Tell me, what's your knowledge of sex?"

"Well, I..."

"Come on, Hilda - you can tell me. Woman to man. I mean... Let's talk woman to woman."

Shifting uneasily on the sofa, Hilda felt her face flush as she recalled the dreadful things Maxine and her gang had done in the clearing. Dare she tell Miss Blob what had happened? she wondered. In her confusion she needed to talk to someone about her experience, but if Maxine Mayhem were to find out... Her mind racked with guilt and the pleasure she'd derived from having another girl bring her to orgasm, Hilda hung her head.

"Well, Hilda?" Miss Blob prompted, patting the girl's naked knee.

"I know about sex, yes. I've read books, so I know all about it," Hilda replied sheepishly.

"What about masturbation, Hilda? Do you masturbate?"

"No, Miss Blob!"

"Most girls do. It's quite normal to masturbate, it's nothing to be ashamed about. You must have experimented with masturbation, Hilda?"

"Well, I... I have done it, yes," Hilda confessed, recalling her nights beneath the sheets in the dormitory, her slender fingers massaging illicit orgasms from her erect clitoris. "But I don't want anyone to know. It's going to become one of our Jolly Hockey Sticks Club rules, you see. Rule Fifteen - no rubbing and having naughty goodies."

"I see. I want you to confide in me, Hilda. How often do you masturbate?"

"Not very often."

"Every day? Once a week?" Miss Blob probed.

"Well, on average, three or four times a week," Hilda conceded, wondering why the woman's tight skirt was bulging.

"Before I moved onto teaching, I spent many years in nursing, Hilda. What I'm doing as part of the sex education programme is examining girls. You see, it's best to have regular checks, just to ensure that things are all right. If you wish, I'll examine you, Hilda."

"I'd rather you didn't!" the girl gasped, surprised, as Miss Blob moved her hand to her inner thigh.

"Well, it's up to you. But, and I have to tell you this, if things aren't quite right, it's best to find out now - before it's too late."

"Too late?"

"I'm sure that you're perfectly normal down there, but you never know. Should there be a slight abnormality, if discovered early enough, then it can be put right. But, of course, if left... I don't mean to worry you, Hilda, but nursing taught me what to look out for in that area of the body - the signs, so to speak. Anyway, you have a think about it."

"Yes, Miss Blob, I will. May I go now?"

"Go? Er... I was hoping to show you my... Yes, you may go, if you want to."

"Thank you," Hilda sighed as she rose to her feet. "I'll give it some thought, Miss Blob," she added, seeing herself out. "Goodbye."

Walking down the corridor, Hilda jumped as the fire bells resounded throughout the school. "It's not fire practice!" she breathed, making her way to the nearest fire exit and assembling with the rest of the school on the playing field. Finding Candida and Patsy, she settled on the grass in the warmth of the evening sun to discuss excitedly where the fire might be.

––––––––
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"THE PROBLEM WAS IN the library, Miss Gussetpiece," Johnson proffered as he entered the head's study. "It was only a small fire. I've managed to put it out, but I've called the brigade just in case it flares up again."

"Oh, well done, Jones! I hope we didn't lose too many books!"

"My name's Johnson, Headmistress. No books were damaged, thankfully."

"How on earth did the fire start?"

"It was in a wastepaper bin - but I don't know how it began. It spread to a table and a couple of chairs. Anyway, I'll go and wait for the fire engine to arrive."

"Thank you, Jones."

"Johnson, Miss Gussetpiece."

"Oh, yes, of course."

––––––––
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HOLDING HER HEAD AS she sat at her desk, Miss Gussetpiece sighed. "Not a good day! Not a good day at all!"

"Excuse me, Headmistress," Miss Blob rasped, peering round the study door. "I know that this might not be a good time, what with the fire, but I need to talk to you."

"Not more problems, I hope?"

"No, not at all. I've had an idea, an idea that I'm sure you'll be delighted with, Headmistress. My brother's an eminent doctor, a gynaecologist, in fact. I thought we might start having regular medical check ups. The girls all have their own doctors, of course, and there's the school nurse, but I thought it might be an idea to have my brother, a specialist, give the girls gynaecological examinations on a regular basis."

"That's a very good idea, Miss Blob! But, how much will he charge? Financially, things are pretty grim at the moment."

"He won't charge anything. I've already spoken with him over the telephone. He's quite well heeled and he's offering his services for nothing - for the good of the girls and the school."

"That's extremely good of him, Miss Blob! If you'll arrange a meeting, I'll talk it over with him."

"I'll see to it right away, Headmistress. Tomorrow morning, perhaps?"

"Yes, tomorrow morning will suit me perfectly. Thank you for taking such an interest in the welfare of the girls, Miss Blob. Admirable, most admirable!"

"I try to be a good Catholic. I'll have my brother come over tomorrow morning. Good night, Headmistress."

"Good night, Miss Blob. And, thank you once again."

––––––––
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UNLOCKING THE GARDENER'S potting shed, Maxine slipped through the door, eagerly followed by Ginger. "Here's the stuff!" Maxine whispered, switching the light on and dragging the laundry basket out.

"Fuck my fanny!" Ginger gasped. "There's enough here to last us for weeks!"

"I know! I couldn't believe it when I found this lot in Knickergusset's study! Let's have some vodka, shall we?"

"Ah, an old sofa!" Ginger giggled. "I've never been in here before. This is a brilliant place!"

"If it wasn't for the bloody gardener, we could make it our HQ," Maxine said pensively.

"Can't we get rid of the old bugger?"

"How?"

"Wank him off, and he might have a heart attack!"

"Actually, we might be able to get rid of him," Maxine pondered. "You said that your brother grows cannabis, didn't you?"

"Yes, but what's that got to do with it?" Ginger asked, swigging from the bottle.

"Get a plant, and we'll have the gardener arrested for growing the stuff!"

"What's going on in here?" The girls jumped guiltily at the sight of the maintenance man peering round the door.

"Oh! You startled me!" Maxine cried, turning to face the young man.

"So, that's where the Head's goodies got to!" he gasped, eyeing the elusive laundry basket.

"Who are you?" Maxine demanded.

"I'm new here. I'm the maintenance man," the young man replied, walking over to the basket. "You're going to be in a hell of a lot of trouble when..."

"When what?" Maxine grinned, grabbing his bulging crotch. "You're not going to grass us up, surely?" she breathed huskily as she fell to her knees and tugged his zip down.

Pulling the young man's penis out as Ginger pushed the laundry basket beneath the bench, Maxine parted her full, red lips and took his purple knob into her hot mouth. Breathing heavily, he gazed down in disbelief at the girl as she moved her hand up and down his veined shaft, stiffening his penis as she licked and sucked his bulbous plum.

"You're not going to say anything about our goodies, are you?" Ginger asked, taking his hand and thrusting it up her gymslip. His fingers moving her navy-blue knickers aside, he massaged her warm vaginal lips, locating the wet entrance to her tight pussy hole. "I'm sure you'll forget that you saw our haul, won't you?"

"Yes, yes... Ah, that's nice!"

"Maxine's good at cock-sucking," Ginger smiled. "And you're pretty good at fanny-fingering. What's your name?"

"Ah, ah! Dan, my name's Dan!"

"Are you desperate, Dan?"

"Yes, ah, ah!"

As the young man's legs sagged and his penis began to pump its sperm into Maxine's gobbling mouth, the door burst open. "This will be our new HQ!" Hilda twittered excitedly to Candida as she entered the shed. Slipping his knob from Maxine's mouth as he swung round, Dan shot his spunk down the front of Hilda's gymslip. "Oh!" she shrieked as another white emblem of achievement flew through the air to decorate her uniform.

"Come here, pillock!" Maxine spat, grabbing the girl's arm as Ginger seized Candida. Clutching Hilda's hair and forcing her to kneel as she grasped Dan's orgasming cock, Maxine wanked his twitching penis, shooting his sperm over Hilda's pretty face. "Open your mouth and taste it!" Maxine shrieked as she brought out the last spurt and rubbed Dan's knob over the girl's pursed lips.

"God, I'll be in trouble for this!" Dan gasped, pulling away and concealing his spent penis in his tight jeans.

"No, you won't," Maxine asserted. "Hilda pillock won't tell."

"I will!" Hilda spluttered vehemently, wiping her mouth. "I'll tell Miss Gussetpiece that you..."

"Dan, how would you like to fuck pillock's tight cunt?" Maxine asked huskily.

"I... I'd better not," he replied, his dark eyes lighting up at the prospect of slipping his penis into the girl's vagina.

"Why ever not? She could do with a good fuck. You'd like that wouldn't you?" she asked, gazing down at the delicate blonde's sperm-drenched face. "You'd like a good fuck, wouldn't you, pillock?"

"You just dare to..."

"Come on, little Miss pillock! This is the chance of a lifetime! Don't you want your tight cunt fucked?"

"Jolly well leave her alone!" Candida cried as she struggled to break free from Ginger.

"Perhaps you want your tight cunt fucked?" Ginger asked wickedly as she tightened her grip on Candida's arm.

"Put it this way," Maxine grinned. "One of you is going to get fucked, so you'd better choose which one!"

Gazing at each other helplessly, Hilda and Candida knew that there was no escaping Maxine. Recalling her enforced orgasm in the woods, Hilda pondered on the prospect of having a man's penis driving into her vagina. Candida, too, recalled her uninvited, but not unpleasant, climax, wondering what it would be like to have a man's organ enter her virginal pussy hole.
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