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Major Bernard Bentley paced his office floor, his hands clasped behind his back, his greying hair smarmed down with Brylcreem. Lifting his head and adjusting his bow tie, he turned and cleared his throat, peering over his gold-rimmed glasses at his young deputy manager.

"There's a saboteur on the loose, Balforth," he declared gravely.

"A saboteur, sir?" Balforth echoed nonchalantly.

"I can think of no other explanation. There have been far too many shocking incidents of late for my liking. This is a respectable family holiday camp and I will not tolerate used contracept... Vulgar items scattered around the Pirate's Courtyard, or disgusting graffiti on the walls. It's extremely antisocial."

"These days I'm finding it increasingly difficult to determine what is socially acceptable within society and what isn't. One might say that my ethical knickers are in a twist."

"Shut up, Balforth."

"Yes, sir."

"As for the obscene incident involving certain items of women's soiled underwear the other day... Someone's deliberately causing trouble and trying to undermine the smooth running of this camp, Balforth."

"It looks that way, sir. Might I call your attention to an incident in the toilets?"

"I don't like the word toilets mentioned in my office, Balforth. It's distasteful."

"Sorry, sir. Er... It's rather difficult to use tasteful words when recapitulating an incident of a lascivious nature in the, er... in the latrines," Balforth replied hesitantly, rubbing his chiselled chin.

"Just report the incident without resorting to disgusting language. And don't try to undermine my authority by using words that you believe I don't know the meaning of. Just because you're an old Etonian..."

"Roedeanian, sir."

"Roedean... I thought that was a girls' school?"

"Er... Is it?"

"Don't you know?"

"I really can't remember. Do you know, sir?"

"Do I know what?"

"What?"

"Shut up, Balforth! Whatever you are, don't come in here showing off by airing your comprehensive vocabulary."

"I do apologize for my oratory, sir. Returning to the incident, if I may be so bold. There was a girl in the... in the latrines."

"A girl?"

"A girl, sir," Balforth confirmed, his expression becoming pained.

"Male or female?"

"I would have thought that obvious, sir."

"Why?"

"From what I recall of my time as a girl guide leader..."

"Don't you mean a boy scout leader, Balforth?"

"No, I... Oh, yes, of course. As I was saying, as luck would have it, girls are usually female and..."

"Why?"

"Why what, sir?"

"Why is it lucky?"

"Well, it wouldn't be much fun if girls were male. Sexually speaking, we'd be hermaphrodites if we were all male. Actually, we wouldn't because..."

"Balforth, are you naturally idiotic or is it something you've worked hard to develop?"

"The latter, sir. Did you know that the word idiot comes from the Latin idiota, meaning..."

"I worry about you, Balforth," Bentley interrupted, straightening the picture of the Queen hanging on the oak panelled wall above the fireplace. "I harbour a deep-seated concern for your mental state."

"That's profound, sir."

"It's a simple fact. The male or female toilets, which was she in?"

"Er... female. Wash Block B, to be precisely precise." Balforth hesitated, his face grimacing as he bit his lip. "As were the young men."

Bentley stood rigid, his beady eyes frowning, his nose twitching. His nose always twitched when he suspected that he was about to be confronted with an insurmountable problem, or when his temper rose. Over the years, Balforth had come to regard Bentley's twitching nose as a sign of imminent fun and always took the opportunity to rile him.

"Young men?" Bentley finally echoed.

"Where, sir?"

"In the female toilets."

"Are there? Goodness me!"

"You just said that there were young men in the..."

"Oh, that's right."

"What were they doing in the female toilets? It's against the rules."

"They were... I'll try to refrain from using distasteful words, sir. They were doing it to the girl - simultaneously."

"Doing what, Balforth? Don't speak in riddles, man!"

Screwing her! Balforth tried not to snigger. "Er... they were copulating, sir."

"What?"

"Sex."

"They were doing sex?"

"Having sex, sir."

"Good God!" Bentley paused, staring hard at Balforth, his nose twitching violently. "It's a disgusting subject, and one that I do not intend to discuss in detail, but... How can two males and one female have sex simultaneously? It's a physical impossibility."

"Believe me, with recourse to KY Gel, it's perfectly possible to... Er, what I mean is, they were sort of..."

"Sort of what, Balforth?"

"Simultaneously speaking, one in front and one behind, sir."

"One in front and one behind?"

One up her hot cunt and one up her tight arse!

Balforth grinned, delighting in the major's rising anger. There was nothing better than dumping bucket loads of problems on the old sod, he reflected - and the fun was only just beginning!

"What do you mean?" Bentley asked irritably, moving to his desk.

"One up the front and the other up the back, so to speak." A double fucking.

"Good grief! I have never heard of anything so utterly foul and disgusting in all my life!"

"Bollocks, I have... I mean, haven't."

"Don't swear!"

"Sorry, sir."

"This is what comes of allowing vulgar commoners into Fannymead Holiday Camp, Balforth! I'm fed up with uncouth riffraff! Larger louts, gamblers, yobbos, middle-aged hoodlums in red nylon vests, braces and knotted handkerchiefs adorning their balding heads! I recall the days when Fannymead was a pleasant camp, an establishment to be proud of! Those were the days, Balforth - the good old days."

Pacing to the corner of the office, Bentley took a long playing record from a shelf. Placing it on his old gramophone, he turned the volume up and began conducting to Beethoven's Fifth. "Those were the days," he sighed nostalgically. "The days when ladies wore full swimsuits with decorative frills to conceal the triangular area between their legs, not these scanty bikinis and..."

But Balforth wasn't listening to the old fool's recollections of the good old days. His mind on the more stimulating incident in the toilets, and the brazen hussy's chalet number, so far as he was concerned these were wonderful days! As he'd chaperoned the young tart back to her chalet, he'd learned that she was on holiday with her best friend, another eighteen-year-old delicacy. It was their last day, and she'd asked him if he'd like to join them at their leaving party that night. Leaving orgy? Would I, hell!

"Yes, those were the days! Couples dancing to Victor Sylvester and..."

"We did win the Camp Of The Year award again, sir," Balforth finally broke in.

"That's as maybe, but we'll not win it this year unless we get down to some class cleansing!"

"Class cleansing, sir?" Balforth echoed as the music crescendoed.

"Cultural cleansing. We must rid the camp of commoners, the lower classes, the impudent masses."

"You shouldn't be thinking along those lines, sir. I'm sure you'll agree that it's a somewhat fascist approach to..."

"Shut up, Balforth! I'm not in the least interested in your politics. "

"No, sir."

"What's KY Gel?"

"What's what smell?"

"What's KY... Oh, never mind!"

Slipping his hand into his jacket pocket Balforth pulled out his cigarettes, immediately replacing them as he observed his boss's beady eyes on him. A non-smoker, a teetotaller, Bentley couldn't abide vices of any kind, unlike his minion who indulged heavily in every one going.

"This incident in Wash Block B - what disciplinary action did you take?" Bentley asked, turning the volume down slightly.

"I orally advised them, sir."

"Orally advised them to do what?"

"To do it orally. I mean, not to do it orally, or any other way, for that matter."

Shaking his head, Bentley sat at his oak desk and opened a drawer. Pulling out a leather-bound ledger, he placed it on the desk and opened it, flattening the blank page. Taking his gold fountain pen from his Harris Tweed jacket pocket, he carefully unscrewed the cap and adjusted his glasses.

Balforth gazed slyly at his boss as he began to write in the book. Taking his chance to leave, to sneak into one of the bars for a quadruple scotch, he sidled across the room to the door. But as he was about to make his escape, Bentley cleared his throat.

"You never cease to amaze me, Balforth," the major grunted without looking up from the ledger. "You discover a most lewd and indecent, illegal act taking place in the female toilets, and the only course of disciplinary action you take is to advise the guilty parties not to do it." Suspicion reflected in his owlish eyes as he finally looked up, he scrutinized his prey. "How old are you, Balforth?"

"Er... forty, sir."

"A difficult age. The male menopause, I remember it well. A good dose of Beethoven twice a day works wonders. Or Vivaldi, come to that."

"I had the male menopause this morning, sir."

"You had the... Don't be ridiculous! What were you doing in the female toilets?"

"I often hang around the... I mean..." Balforth turned and gazed out of the window. "Ah, the sun's coming out. We can go ahead with the Biggest Bikini-Clad Pregnant Woman competition."

"Biggest Bikini-Clad Pregnant... Whose disgusting and wholly offensive idea was that?"

"Dickie's, sir. There are a number of heavily pregnant women in the camp and he deemed it a good idea to..."

"What are heavily pregnant women doing in the camp?"

"I would imagine they're on holiday, sir."

"They shouldn't be here, this isn't a labour camp! What will the kiddies think? Round them up and lock them in Number Two Dining Hall until I've decided what to do with them!"

"The kiddies, sir?"

"No, you imbecile - the heavily pregnant women!"

"Lock them in Number Two Dining Hall, sir?"

"Yes! I can't have pregnant women roaming around the camp, it's unhealthy."

"Please excuse my ignorance in these matters, sir, but I'm not with you. What do you mean, it's unhealthy?"

"Pregnancy is a blatant confession to having performed vile acts of a disgusting carnal nature."

"If you don't mind my saying so, that's a rather unenlightened statement. We wouldn't be here if it wasn't for pregnancy."

"Shut up, Balforth! For a supposedly educated man, most of the time you talk rot."

"I never take pot, sir. Well, not very often."

"I said you talk rot! I will not tolerate pregnant women in my camp! And there'll be no obscene bikini-clad competition, either! There's no place for sleaze and debauchery in my camp."

"No, sir. Er... you never married, did you?"

"Of course not, the idea's ludicrous! We don't need women, Balforth! They don't appreciate good music, and they smell funny."

"Smell funny, sir?"

"Perfume and certain unmentionable female smalls... I mean, smells. And they're not at all masculine."

Balforth had long since concluded that Major Bentley was asexual. Given a free rein, he was sure the cantankerous old fart would ban all females from the camp. The old school, he mused, eyeing the tell-tale Albert dangling from the major's waistcoat pocket. Old school, old fashioned - old git!

"Answer the question, Balforth!" Bentley snapped.

"Which question?"

"What were you doing in the female toilets?"

Spying beneath the cubicle doors. "I had good cause to enter the female toilets, sir." A rampant erection!

"Good cause? No man of high moral ethics has good cause to enter female toilets! You wouldn't catch me stealing around female urinals!"

"No, sir, I don't suppose I would." Stealing around the gents, more than likely! "I heard whimpering noises coming from the latrines, sir - a sort of soft cooing."

"A soft cooing? Describe the cooing."

"I'd rather not, sir."

"Was the soft cooing similar to the mating call of a pigeon?"

More like the mating call of a teenage girl! "Not exactly, sir."

"It must have been a pigeon, they perch on the eaves of Wash Block B."

"It wasn't a pigeon, sir. I thought someone might be in lavatorial distress, so I took the liberty of entering the toilets."

"Lavatorial... You'll not take lavatories... I mean, liberties, Balforth! I run this camp - only I take lavatories."

"Yes, of course, sir."

Balforth rubbed his chin again as Bentley lowered his head and continued writing. Lazily moving to a wall chart, he gazed at the names on the duties rota. Running his finger down the list, humming to himself as he noticed his name against Thursday's Custard Pie Throwing Target, he jumped to attention as Bentley slammed the ledger shut.

"Name?" Bentley roared.

"Er... Balforth, sir."

"Not your name, you idiot! The name of the girl participating in the unmentionable sexual act in the female toilets."

"Oh, I see. Er... I don't know her name, sir."

"You don't know her name?"

"I didn't consider it necessary to ask. Might I suggest that we call her Miss X?"

"Miss X?"

"The newspapers refer to women of ill repute as Miss X. I thought it rather fitting in this case."

"Don't be ridiculous." Bentley raised his eyes to the ceiling in despair as Balforth began humming again. "Do you have to do that?" he asked irritably.

"Do what, sir?"

"Hum, do you have to hum?"

"Bum, sir?"

"Hum, man - hum!"

"Sorry, sir, it's just that I find it therapeutic."

"Go and find Dickie Dubious and have him report to me. Biggest Bikini-Clad Pregnant Woman competition, indeed! It's absolutely disgusting!"

"I thought the idea rather... er... The floor, sir - shall I have it cleaned?"

"The floor?"

"In the female toilets."

Balforth's lips furled into a sardonic grin. He knew only too well how to wind the tetchy major up, and never let an opportunity pass by. Recalling the lewd scene, picturing the two solid cocks driving in and out of the whimpering girl's tight sex sheaths, the spunk dripping onto the floor, he tried not to snigger.

"There's rather a mess where... where the girl was standing, sir. It might be hazardous to life and limb."

"Life and limb?"

"The floor's slippery where..." Holding his hand to his mouth, he desperately tried to stifle a snigger. "Where the cocktail of orgasmic products formed a neat little pool between her feet."

"There's something very wrong with you, Balforth," Bentley growled. "You seem to have an unhealthy predilection with the carnal aspects of life."

That's true! "Yes, sir. I'll see to it that the floor's cleaned fifthwith."

"Fifthwith?"

"Er... just my little joke, sir. I mean, forthwith."

"There's no room for pathetic jokes in my camp! I'll not tolerate joking and laughing! And there'll be no more talk of illegal sexual activities in the toilets, Balforth! Or orgasmic products, for that matter!"

"No, sir."

As Balforth was about to leave the office, a young woman knocked on the door and marched into the room. Her mousey-brown hair in a bob, framing her pale, rounded face, she stood before Bentley's desk adjusting her tie and flattening the lapels of her blue blazer.

"Ah, Supervising Bluecoat Perennial," Bentley greeted her, looking up and rising to his feet. "Has the sanitary towel... the menstrual dispensing... Has the machine in the female section of Wash Block C been repaired?"

"Yes, sir - it was jammed," the military mouse squeaked, standing to attention with a salute.

Balforth held his hand to his mouth and tittered, immediately wishing he hadn't.

"Do you mind sharing the joke?" Bentley snapped.

"Jammed, sir."

"What's funny about that?"

"Jam, as in rag... er..."

"Balforth, if you've nothing intelligent to say, then shut up!"

"Yes, sir."

"Sir, there's a disturbance in the chapel," Miss Perennial declared.

"A disturbance?"

"There's a naked woman sitting on the altar."

"Did you hear that, Balforth?" Bentley rasped, his nose twitching furiously.

Gazing out of the window at a curvaceous, bikinied girl, wondering whether her slender fingers had masturbated her swollen clitoris to orgasm, delved into her tight, wet cunt, Balforth hadn't been listening.

"Balforth, did you hear that?" Bentley snapped irritably.

"Er... hear what, sir?" Balforth asked nonchalantly, wondering whether the girl was into bondage and spanking.

"There's a naked woman sitting on the altar."

"Is there? How odd." Balforth rubbed his chin and began humming again. "Do you think we might have had a visitation from the Virgin Mary, sir?"

"Is that supposed to be funny, Balforth?"

"No, sir. I wonder why she's sitting on the altar?"

"More to the point, why is she naked?"

"Perhaps she's praying for divine guidance, sir." Or guiding a church candle up her divine cock-hole.

"Don't be absurd! Deal with it, Balforth! Arrest her for indecent exposure and sacrilegious defilement of a holy place."

"Arrest her, sir?"

"A citizen's arrest. Good God, man, have you no initiative?"

"I'll see to it right away, sir."

Balforth strode down the corridor and out of the building. Passing the toddlers' paddling pool, he rounded the corner of Number Two Dining Hall and followed the flower-lined cobble path to the chapel doors. A naked woman, he pondered excitedly, passing a gathering crowd and going inside. Sounds interesting! His eyes slowly adjusting to the darkened chapel, he felt the adrenaline charge as he gazed down the aisle at the altar.

"Now then, Miss!" he called authoritatively. "We can't have naked women sitting on the altar! Not unless I can... er..." Nearing the curvaceous female form, he stopped and averted his head. "Come on, you'll get piles sitting on cold stone! Where are your clothes?" Gazing at the alluring nymph out of the corner of his eye, wondering why she wasn't answering, he slowly turned to face her. "Look, you must cover yourself! What will God think? This is a place of worship, not a..."

Moving closer, Balforth focused on the woman's face and frowned. "Bollocks!" he breathed, taking her sensuously soft arm and lifting her off the altar. "A blow-up doll!" Carrying Latex Lil up the aisle, he paused, wondering what to do. "I can't take you outside, you're not decent," he murmured pensively.

Examining the triangular thatch of golden pubes between her thighs, he looked furtively around the empty chapel. His penis stiffening as he thought of committing an obscene sexual act with the doll, he held her upside down, her legs dangling wide open.

"Most authentic," he breathed, gazing at the pink plastic folds ensconcing the doll's privates. Cautiously taking another look around the chapel before tentatively slipping his finger into her slippery vulval duct, he grinned lasciviously. "Oh, you're very wet!"

He jumped as Latex Lil's tight vagina unexpectedly burst into life, rhythmically gripping his finger and buzzing loudly. "Good, God!" Balforth exclaimed, quickly withdrawing his slimy digit. "I seem to have pressed the right button!" Tiptoeing back down the aisle, he lay the plastic bimbo over the altar, her rounded buttocks projected, her vaginal entrance crudely exposed beneath her neat bottom-hole - her femininity irresistibly bared.

"Might as well try you out," he murmured, whipping his ardent penis out. Sliding the solid organ deep into the doll's supple vaginal sheath, the vibrations permeating his swollen knob, Balforth breathed heavily. "God, you're almost as good as the real thing!" he gasped as his penis swelled within the tight plastic duct. "Ah, ah! God, talk about good vibrations! I'm... I'm coming already!"

His sperm baptizing the plastic sheath as the delicious vibrations tormented his throbbing glans, he grabbed her hips and thrust his cock in and out of her cuntal duct, grimacing as his swinging balls drained. "God, you're something else!" he cried as her right arm catapulted through the air, knocking a huge candlestick off the altar. "Ah, ah! God, you're good!"

His spunk lubricating his pistoning penis, he thrust into the juddering doll again and again, filling her plastic love hole until she overflowed and his sperm consecrated the tapestry decorating the altar. Finally coming to rest, his cock embedded deep inside her vibrating pussy, his breathing heavy, he wondered whether to take the insatiable temptress to his chalet. She might come in useful, he pondered, imagining her in his bed, her legs open, her electric pussy ever-eager for his solid cock.

Finally slipping his wet penis out of her buzzing vagina, Balforth zipped his trousers and retrieved the blasphemed candlestick. "Bloody hell, I needed that!" he breathed, grabbing the doll and lurching down the aisle, his spunk bathing her inner thighs as her pussy hole drained. There was only one thing for it, he concluded - conceal her naughty bits as best he could and face the crowd.

Emerging from the chapel into the bright sunlight to be greeted by gasps of disbelief from the growing congregation, Balforth clasped the doll's luscious breasts close to his chest. Trying to cover her buttocks with his free hand as a middle-aged woman keeled over in shock, he realized how happy he was working at Fannymead Holiday Camp. Well-heeled, comfortably solvent, he certainly didn't need the money. For the laughs alone, he'd have worked there for nothing. And this was one of the best laughs yet!

"It's all right," he grinned, moving towards the flabbergasted crowd. "She's not real, it's only a doll. Er... get on with your holidays."

"Really give it to me, baby!" Latex Lil screeched in an awful American drawl. "I like it up my arse! Give me a damned good shagging!"

"Bloody hell!"

Squeezing the impossible nympho harder against his chest, his face flushing, Balforth fought his way through the astonished crowd and hurriedly followed the path. "Give me a good fucking!" Her legs akimbo as he passed Number Two Dining Hall, he dashed past the toddlers' paddling pool and hurtled into the main building.

"Come in my mouth!" the sex fiend cried as he sped down the corridor, heading for Bentley's office. "Fuck my hot cunt!"

"Shut up, for God's sake!" Balforth whispered through gritted teeth as he knocked on the office door.

"Come!" Bentley called.

I just have! Opening the door, Balforth leaped into the room. "Er... I have a slight problem," he grinned.

"Spunk up my tight cunt!" the doll cried. "Fuck my hot cunt!"

"Good grief!" Bentley exclaimed, eyeing the gaping brown hole between her parted buttocks. "Balforth, what ever..."

"She was in the chapel, sir - on the altar."

"Shag my wet cunt!"

"Can't you shut the ruddy thing up, man?"

"Give it to me rotten! Finger my cunt hole!"

"I don't know where the switch is, sir."

"What's that white stuff running down her legs?"

"Er... I have no idea, sir. Vaginally speaking, do you think she might be sexually aroused?"

"Fuck my cunt hole!"

"Sexually aroused? Here, give her to me!"

"Surely, not in here, sir?"

"Shut up, Balforth!"

Tossing him the demented doll, Balforth watched his boss struggle to switch the thing off. He sniggered as, in the affray, Bentley somehow managed to wrap the doll's thighs around his head, its vaginal opening forced against his mouth. As he debated whether or not to go to the panicking major's assistance, Bentley finally broke free from the vulgar position, yanking the sopping muff out of his mouth. Turning the doll this way and that, her arms and legs thrashing as she screamed her lewd expletives, Bentley could find no sign of a switch, finally concluding that the best course of action was to lock the thing in the stationery cupboard.

"Whatever next?" he grunted, stuffing the crazed doll into the cupboard and slamming the door closed. Clearing his throat, he straightened his bow tie and smarmed down his dishevelled hair. "First, there's an indecent sexual act performed in Wash Block B, and now this vulgar incident! You see what I mean by a saboteur, Balforth?"

"Yes, sir," Balforth grinned as Miss Perennial put her head round the door.

"Excuse me, sir," she whined. "There's a disorderly queue forming outside. It seems that some of the campers have been deeply psychologically disturbed by the event that took place outside the chapel."

"I'll be addressing the campers about the unfortunate incident later, Miss Perennial."

"Might I make a suggestion, sir?" Balforth asked.

"What is it?"

"It might be an idea for Hardy Perennial to take the most severely distressed campers to the camp doctor for counselling."

"My name is not Hardy!" Miss Perennial protested. "I'm fed up with you calling me Hardy!"

"Stop behaving like a schoolboy, Balforth," Bentley rejoined. "You'll address Miss Perennial in the proper manner."

"Yes, sir."

"Apart from anything else, the term is hardy annual."

"About my suggestion..."

"Yes, I'm glad I thought of it. Miss Perennial, take the most severely distressed campers to the camp doctor for counselling."

"Yes, sir."

"Fuck my wet cunt!"

"Oh!" Miss Perennial gasped, holding her hand to her mouth. "Who... who said that?"

"Give my wet cunt a good tongue fucking!"

Crumpling to the floor, Miss Perennial lay in the doorway with her legs apart, her black suspenders and bulging red panties blatantly displayed. Dropping to his knees and hurriedly tugging her skirt down to conceal her damp, cunny-stained panties, Bentley shook his head in despair.

"This has gone too far!" he complained, slipping his jacket off and placing it beneath the young woman's head.

"Spunk up my tight arse!"

"Balforth, get that foul-mouthed ruddy doll out of here!"

"Er... yes, sir. Where do you suggest I..."

"Use your initiative, man! Do away with it!"

"Spunk down my throat!"

"Bugger the thing!" Balforth exclaimed, yanking open the cupboard door.

"You'll do nothing of the sort, Balforth! Good grief, have you no morals?"

None whatsoever!

Grabbing the horny hustler, Balforth stepped over Miss Perennial and bolted down the corridor, wondering what to do. In a flash of inspiration, he held Latex Lil by the neck and ran out of the building. Leaping into the toddlers' paddling pool, he dropped to his knees and plunged the screaming doll's head beneath the water.

"For God's sake, shut up!" he cried, pressing his thumbs into her frustratingly resilient throat.

"Shove your stiff cock right up my cunt!"

"Shut up, woman!"

"Spunk up my tight arse!"

"Expire! Die, for God's sake!"

"Fuck my hot cunt hole!"

"I'll rip your tits off in a minute!"

As a flock of children fled the pool screaming for their mothers, Balforth looked up at the gathering crowd, suddenly realizing that he was the cause of the commotion.

"Murder!" a buxom peroxide young mother screamed as she rounded her children up. "Murder!"

"Rape!" another unhappy camper cried as the doll's buoyant legs shot out of the water, its thighs wide apart, exposing its hairy vaginal entrance. "He's raping the poor girl!"

"Madam, I am not raping her!" Balforth returned. "I'm trying to shut her up!"

"Murder!"

"I'll murder you in a minute!"

Leaping out of the pool with his intended victim, his clothes soaked, Balforth ran across the Pirate's Courtyard and dashed into the bingo hall. "Key of the door, twenty-one," droned the caller. "All the ones, legs eleven."

"Sixty-nine!" the doll shrieked.

"Bingo!"

Realizing his fatal mistake as a hall full of ample-busted, wide-buttocked women turned and stared open-mouthed at him, Balforth headed off for the wooded area by the boating lake. Under cover of the trees, he grabbed a stout twig and stabbed the doll through the left breast, the air hissing through her pierced nipple as she slowly deflated.

"Shag my wet cunt!" she persisted, although close to death.

"Will you shut up!" Balforth cried, rolling the limp plastic carcass up into a ball and stuffing it beneath a bush.

"Shove your stiff cock up my tight arse!"

"Shut the fuck up!"

"Fuck my... my cunt, my cunt, my cunt, my..."

"Thank God for that!"

"My cunt!"

Emerging from the trees, Balforth combed his dark hair back with his fingers and made his way to the main building, composing himself as best he could as he passed the chattering crowd gathering around the Pirate's Courtyard. The mob moving back to make way for him, he marched on, his head held high as blue accusations of rape and murder filled the air.

"Are you all right now, Supervising Bluecoat Perennial?" Bentley enquired as the woman finally came round and clambered to her feet, her face blanched with shock.

"Yes, I think so, sir. Who said those disgusting things?"

"It was a... never mind."

"When I heard those dreadful words I was reminded of a horrendous incident that took place at one of our girl guide camps."

"What happened, Miss Perennial?"

"Our leader turned out to be a man dressed as a woman."

"A man dressed as a woman?" Bentley paused, recalling Balforth's words about being a girl guide leader. "What did he look like?"

"Well, he..."

"Did he bear any resemblance to Balforth?"

"Come to think of it, he looked very much like Balforth."

"When was this, Miss Perennial?"

"About twelve years ago, sir. I was only sixteen, it was most distressing. We'd been swimming in the lake and... and we were naked and..."

"Yes, all right, Miss Perennial. There's no need to go into the sordid details. If you feel up to it, you'd better return to your duties."

"Yes, sir, thank you."

Entering the main building, Balforth walked briskly down the corridor towards Bentley's office. "Ah, Hardy Perennial," he grinned, almost bumping into his favourite fun-piece. "I've been meaning to ask you something."

"Ask me what?"

"We're alone in the corridor, Miss Labial. No one can hear or see us."

"Don't be offensive! My name's..."

"I'm going to ask you something of a personal nature."

"What are you going to ask me?"

"Do you masturbate?"

"Oh, Balforth!" the young woman gasped, leaning against the wall to steady her sagging body. "I'll report you to Major Bentley for..."

"Bollocks, he'd never believe you. Besides, there are no witnesses. Well, do you finger your wet cunt hole and frig your erect clitty to orgasm? I'll take that as a yes, then!" he chuckled, stepping over Miss Perennial's lifeless form as he went gleefully on his way.

"Attention, attention!" Bentley's voice came over the Tannoy. "All pregnant women are to pack their cases and assemble in Number Two Dining Hall! No matter what stage of gestation!"

"God, he's mad," Balforth muttered, knocking on the office door. "Stark raving, bloody mad."

"Ah, Balforth," Bentley murmured, switching the Tannoy off. "I trust you've dealt with the doll?"

"Yes, sir, she won't trouble us again," Balforth smirked, his wet brogues squelching.

"Balforth, what were you doing twelve years ago?"

"I haven't had twelve beers."

"Years, Balforth! Twelve years ago! You really must have your ears looked at."

"I haven't got twelve ears, sir."

"Good grief! What were you doing twelve years ago?"

"Oh, I really can't remember."

"You said that you were a girl... a boy scout leader. When was that?"

"Er... as it happens, about twelve beers ago, sir."

"Do you have a criminal record, Balforth?"

"No, sir!"

"Are you criminally insane?"

"Bollocks! I mean, certainly not!"

"I'll check."

"Er... Of course I haven't got a criminal record, sir. And I'm far from criminally insane. Guide's... I mean, scout's honour."

"Come!" Bentley called, responding to a loud knock on the door.

Balforth squirmed as two police officers entered the room and stood before Bentley's desk. Their business wasn't hard to guess. But it would be easy enough to explain the blow-up doll, he reflected as water pooled on the carpet around his feet. Easy enough to explain - after he'd had his fun!

"DI Smart," the senior officer introduced himself, flashing his ID card at Bentley. "And this is Inspector Brookes."

"I'm Major Bentley. How can I be of assistance, gentlemen?"

"We've received dozens of triple nine calls alleging a gruesome murder at Fannymead Holiday Camp, Major."

"A gruesome murder at Fannymead?" Bentley gasped. "Is this some sort of joke?"

"Homicide can hardly be described as a joke!"

"Has a homosexual been murdered?" Balforth tittered.

"Shut up, Balforth!" Bentley growled. "You're behaving like a schoolboy again."

"Murder by drowning, to be precise," the officer continued, staring hard at Balforth. "Allegedly, a young naked woman was dragged to the toddlers' paddling pool by a middle-aged man. Her head was brutally forced beneath the water until she expired. Her body was then carried off to the bingo hall. There are dozens of witnesses."

"But..." Bentley gasped, his nose twitching furiously as Balforth began sniggering.

"From there, the body was taken to a wooded area by the boating lake."

"What's this all about?" Bentley snapped. "There's not been a murder..."

"Allow me to explain," Balforth broke in, donning a slight smile. "You see, I forced her head under the water to keep her quiet and..."

"Ah, a confession!" DI Smart grinned, grabbing Balforth's arms and cuffing his hands behind his back. "Make a note of that, Brookes."

"No, no you see..." Balforth began hesitantly. "She'd been locked in the stationery cupboard, but she kept shouting obscenities."

"I'm not surprised! Any naked woman locked in a stationery cupboard would shout obscenities."

"No, she was shouting obscenities before she was bundled into the cupboard. I took it upon myself to transport her to the paddling pool and hold her under the water until I'd silenced her."

"You deliberately drowned her?"

"I didn't drown her, exactly."

"You held her head under the water to silence her? I'd call that drowning. You killed her in cold blood!"

"There's no old mud in the toddlers' paddling..."

"Cold blood!"

"I'm sorry, I'm a little hard of hearing."

"What happened next?"

"She continued shouting so I took her to the woods by the boating lake, via the bingo hall."

"She was still able to speak at that time?"

"Speak? Good God, she was screaming obscenities!"

"I'm not surprised!"

"I used my girl guide... my boy scout training, and stabbed her through the left breast with a long twig."

"My God!" the officer gasped. "Where's the body?"

"I stuffed her beneath a bush."

"You'd better take me to the scene of the horrendous crime."

"Yes, yes of course."

Bentley shook his head in despair as Balforth led the officers out of the room. "Illegal sex in the toilets, obscenities in the chapel, and now this!" he breathed as a portly, middle-aged woman burst into his office.

"Are you in charge here?" she bellowed, planting her clenched fists on her ample hips.

"Yes, madam, I am."

"I have a complaint."

"I'm sorry to hear that. What's the nature of your complaint?"

"I was in one of the wash rooms, sitting on the toilet, when a man stuck his erect penis through a hole in the door."

"Good God! I've never heard of anything so obscene! I don't suppose you got a look at him?"

"No, but I did see his shoes beneath the cubicle door. Brown brogues, they were."

"Brown... All right, I'll look into the matter. I'll also have the hole in the door repaired."

"I want a written apology, and my money back. I was severely shocked, to say the least!"

"Yes, er... Leave it with me. I apologise profusely for the disgusting incident."

"I want the culprit castrated."

"Yes, I understand how you feel."

"I'm in chalet eighteen, let me know when you've caught him."

Sighing as the woman stormed out of the room, Bentley shook his head. Brown brogues, he pondered. Balforth wore brown brogues, but it wouldn't have been him... would it? Deciding to keep his eyes open for anyone wearing brogues, he grabbed the ringing phone.

"Bentley speaking," he intoned.

"Major Bentley, this is Miss Perennial reporting."

"Ah, Miss Perennial."

"I'm in Number Two Dining Hall, sir. There's something of a kerfuffle going on."

"A kerfuffle?"

"It's the pregnant women, sir. They're close to rioting."

"Unbalanced hormones, more than likely. I'll be right over, Miss Perennial. Keep the peace until I get there."

Leaving his office, his baton under his arm, Bentley marched to Number Two Dining Hall to be confronted by a horde of pregnant women and a host of irate husbands. Joining Miss Perennial on the platform at the far end of the hall, he called for quiet among the noisy masses.

"What's the big idea?" one young man yelled angrily.

"The idea..." Bentley began, before being cut short.

"Why do we have to meet here with our cases?" a voluptuous woman demanded breathlessly, obviously over ripe with pregnancy.

"I will not tolerate pregnant women in the camp!" Bentley expounded. "The very idea is ludicrous, obscene, even."

"You can't throw us out!"

"My dear lady, I'm not throwing anyone out - I'm asking you all to leave."

"Why?"

"Because it's unhealthy. What the kiddies think, God only knows! Pregnant women should be at home knitting baby boots, not cavorting around holiday camps in bikinis, it stands to reason. Besides, it's against the rules."

"Nothing was mentioned about it on the booking form!" a tattooed man called from the back of the hall.

"Nothing is mentioned about bringing pet elephants to the holiday camp, but no one in their right mind would do such a thing. Obviously, there are some unwritten rules."

"Bastard! You can't compare my wife with an elephant!"

"That, sir, is debatable! Now, if you'll be good enough to sort out your travel arrangements, I'll expect every woman who's heavy with child to have left Fannymead by seven o'clock this evening. Thank you, that will be all."

Marching out of the dining hall under a barrage of abuse, Bentley left Miss Perennial to deal with the problem and hurriedly returned to the safety of his office. Sitting at his desk, pleased with his first cleansing efforts, he decided that to elevate the camp to a high standard several major changes would be called for.

"Fascist approach," he breathed pensively, recalling Balforth's remark. "A strict régime, totalitarianism." Rubbing his chin, he contemplated his new plan as he took a blank sheet of paper from the desk drawer. Alcohol causes problems, he reflected, making a note of it. Gaming machines, bingo, heavy drinking, pregnant women, double-bedded chalets...

"Ah, Dickie Dubious!" he growled, looking up as a ginger-haired young man knocked on the door and sauntered into the office. "What's all this I hear about a Biggest Bikini-Clad Pregnant Woman competition? And salute when you enter my office!"

"Yes, sir. Er... it was a joke," Dickie smiled, loosening his bright yellow tie and unbuttoning the top button of his florescent-pink shirt.

"A joke of a grossly distasteful nature, if you ask me!"

"Yes, sir. I came to tell you that Balforth's been arrested for murder."

"Murder? Didn't he explain that it was a blow-up doll?"

"I was talking to one of the police officers just now. He told me what had happened and, apparently, there was no sign of the doll. Balforth swore that he'd left it beneath a bush, but it had gone."

"Gone? This is all I need!"

"Now the police are looking for a real body. But don't worry, sir - I've arranged for the under-thirteens to search for the doll."

"The under-thirteens? Good God, Dubious! What sort of entertainments manager arranges for children under thirteen to search for a blow-up sex doll? And a foul-mouthed one at that!"

"I told the kiddies that it was Noddy's mum."

"Noddy's mum? You're mentally deranged, Dubious! You'll call the search off immediately! And do your tie up, man. You look like an American gangster."

"Yes, sir."

"When you've called the search off, go to the Merrydick Bar and inform the steward that closing time is now nine o'clock."

"At night, sir?"

"I would hardly have the bar close at nine in the morning, Dubious! There's far too much alcohol consumption in this camp, it's unhealthy. Nine o'clock is a perfectly respectable time for any bar to close. Also inform the steward of the Hot Jungle Juice Bar of my decision."

"But, sir..."

"Just do as you're told, Dubious! And another thing, I want the name of the Hot Jungle Juice Bar changed. It's obscene, conjures up all sorts of lewd pictures. We'll rename it the Happy Campers' Bar. See to it right away, Dubious."

"Yes, sir. Oh, there was one other thing."

"What?"

"The padre seems to have lost something."

"Lost what?"

"I don't know, he wouldn't say. He seemed very flustered when he left the chapel. He was mumbling something about mounting Sylvia and getting stoned on tablets."

"Mount Sinai and the stone tablets, I would imagine. He's probably planning his next sermon. Should you happen to see him, ask him to report to me, will you?"

"Yes, sir."

"Er... You don't wear brown brogues, do you?"

"No, I don't."

"All right, that will be all."

Striding over to the gramophone, Bentley wondered what other horrendous incidents could occur that day. "Sabotage," he murmured, determined to catch the culprit. "Oh to return to the good old days!" he sighed as Beethoven's Fifth filled the room. "Victor Sylvester, ballroom dancing... Happy, happy days."
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Chapter Two
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Bentley rubbed his chin as he paced the floor. "At ease!" he ordered his senior staff authoritatively as they assembled in his office. "I've called this meeting because there have been too many incidents of late - dreadful incidents! I firmly believe that there's a saboteur on the loose."

"A saboteur?" Dickie grinned.

"We've had graffiti sprayed on the walls, the gas supply to the kitchens was disconnected, and there was the fire which destroyed the helter-skelter, to name but a few terrible incidents. As you're no doubt aware, Balforth is under police arrest for the murder of a young woman. In fact, she was a life size blow-up doll, but until we can find her and prove the point to the police, there's little we can do to help Balforth."

"A life-size doll, sir?" Miss Perennial frowned.

"Yes, a doll for... for adults."

"Why would adults want to play with a doll, sir? It's rather childish, isn't it?"

"Er... well, because... It doesn't matter why, Miss Perennial."

"I'll tell you why!" Dickie chuckled. "Because dolls open their legs whenever..."

"Shut up, Dubious! What I'd like to know is who put the doll on the altar? And I'm sure the padre would be interested to know who blatantly desecrated his chapel."

"Oh, yes, very interested!" the balding padre grinned rather too eagerly, adjusting his tenting cassock. "I want Sylvia back. Er... what I mean is, we must find the doll in order to help Balforth."

"I still don't understand why adults..."

"Miss Perennial, it's not necessary to understand, just accept it as a sad fact of life," Bentley interrupted her. "Taking stock of the situation, Balforth's in police custody and there's a blow-up... a deflated doll lurking somewhere in the camp."

"Easily identifiable by a hole in her left tit!" Dickie sniggered.

"Oh, poor Sylvia!" the padre sighed.

"Who's Sylvia?" Bentley demanded, his beady eyes narrowing.

"Er... my auntie, sir. She passed away recently."

"Do your grieving in the chapel, Padre. With all due respect to your late aunt, this is my office, not a mourning room! Right, we'll start by searching the grounds for the wretched doll. Off you go, and report to me the minute the little hussy's been located."

Remaining behind as Dubious and the eager padre left the office, Miss Perennial closed the door and stood coyly before Bentley's desk. Her face flushing with embarrassment as she wrung her hands, she gave a little cough to let the major know that she was there.

"What is it, Supervising Bluecoat Perennial?" Bentley asked, looking up from his desk. "Why aren't you joining in the search? And why's your face scarlet?"

"It's about Balforth, sir. He... he asked me something."

"Asked you what?"

"He asked me something of a most personal nature. It was obscene, sir! I thought I'd better report the incident."

"The incidents book is filling up fast," Bentley muttered, taking the ledger from the desk drawer. "What did he ask you?"

"Whether I... you know, whether I did it or not."

"Did it? Did what, Miss Perennial?"

"It's a word I never thought would fall from my lips, sir. I can't bring myself to repeat it."

"But you must!"

"Through God, I'll try and find the inner strength, sir. He asked me whether or not I..." Making the sign of the cross across her chest, the trembling bluecoat squeezed her eyes shut. "Whether or not I masturbate, sir."

"Good grief! Balforth asked you that?"

"Yes, sir, in the corridor earlier. I was most distressed, as you can imagine. I passed out - it was the shock."

"I really can't believe this of Balforth."

"It's true, sir!"

"All right, Miss Perennial, don't distress yourself further. I'll deal with the blighter. You did the right thing by coming to me."

"Yes, sir, thank you. By the way, three toilet seats have been stolen from Wash Block A."

"They've only just been replaced! Good God, whatever next? All right, I'll get maintenance onto it. Off you go and join the search party."

"Yes, sir."

Shaking his head as Miss Perennial marched off, Bentley really couldn't believe that Balforth would have asked her such a question. Contemplating the male menopause again, he recalled his early forties when he'd taken to ogling the girls modelling underwear in clothing catalogues. Shuddering, he wondered how Balforth was fairing at the police station.

––––––––
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"IT WAS A BLOW-UP DOLL!" Balforth told the interrogating officer for the umpteenth time.

"Yes, sir, so you've said. Where is the doll now?"

"How the hell do I know? Someone must have taken it from beneath the bush."

"A likely story."

"Anyway, you can't charge me with murder without a body."

"There are dozens of witnesses."

"Witnesses as to the fact that it was a doll!"

"Not according to their statements, sir. Look at the facts. You were seen plunging a naked woman into the toddlers' paddling pool and holding her head beneath the water in an attempt to drown her."

"She was a doll!"

"According to the witnesses, the young woman was shouting and her legs were thrashing about. A lifeless plastic doll wouldn't do that, would it?"

"This is ridiculous!" Balforth complained. "The thing appeared to thrash about because it was inflated. And its voice was electronic."

"You've already admitted to stabbing her through her breast with a long twig."

"To stabbing the doll through her breast with a long twig!"

Menacingly approaching the table where Balforth was sullenly seated, the officer lit a cigarette. Staring hard at his suspect, he drew on his cigarette, blowing smoke into his face as another officer tapped on the door and entered the room with a sheet of paper. Whispering in a corner of the room, the officers turned from their conference to gaze at Balforth accusingly.

"It's just been brought to my attention that you've served three years for indecently molesting naked girl guides," the interrogating officer announced proudly.

"Bollocks, I thought you might dig that up."

"Dig? Why use the word dig?"

"Dig up the information."

"Psychology," the officer grinned triumphantly. "You used the word dig because you dug a hole. I put it to you that you buried the deceased, Mr Balforth."

"Of course I didn't bury her!"

"It says here that, twelve years ago, you were arrested for running a girl guide camp dressed as a woman. Your record also shows that you've been apprehended on three occasions for grossly indecent exposure in female toilets. You've appeared in court charged with possession of illegal pornographic material. You've been arrested for stealing convent schoolgirls' undergarments from a washing line, and for... My God, it says here that you were arrested for streaking across a school netball pitch and masturbating in front of the team!"

"Well, yes, I... I had a difficult childhood."

"Your childhood has nothing to do with the disgusting episode! Or with posing as woman and running a girl guide camp."

"Well, no, I suppose it doesn't. There was a mix-up, you see. It was rather funny, really. I was supposed to be taking the boy scouts but someone muddled up the paperwork and I ended up taking the girl guides."

"That's not what the report says."

"Excuse me, sir," a young officer called from the doorway. "The doll's been located."

"Thank God, for that," Balforth gasped.

"PC Giles has gone to pick it up, sir."

"Well, Mr Balforth, if the doll has a pierced left breast and the witnesses identify her as the woman you were drowning in the pool, that will be the end of the matter - for the time being."

"For the time being?"

"We intend to keep a close eye on you. With your appalling record of obscene sex crimes, I'm sure you'll appreciate our concern."

"Fascist bastard!"

"I'll ignore that remark."

Bentley frowned, his nose twitching as he stared hard at the relieved padre. "Atop the flagpole?" he echoed.

"Yes, sir, the doll was flying in the wind like a kite, her arms and legs flapping about everywhere."

"Good grief! Is the Fannymead ensign intact?"

"Yes, sir. It's back in its rightful place, atop the pole."

"Thank God for small mercies! You say that the doll's now in police custody?"

"Yes, sir. I do hope she'll be returned because..."

"She's caused enough trouble Padre. Why in God's name do you want her returned?"

"Er... the burial, sir. She deserves a decent burial."

"A decent burial? Have you taken leave of your senses, Padre? She's nothing more than a plastic air bag!"

"I know, sir, but it's the Christian thing to do - in the circumstances."

"All right, Padre, if that's what you want."

"Yes, it is, sir. I'll spunk over... er, rub glue over her breast and give her a good laying... laying out, I mean."

"Whatever you say. You don't wear brown brogues, do you?"

"No, I wear six-inch red stilettos... I mean, Marks and Sparks black slip-ons."

"I see. All right, that will be all, Padre."

"Right, I'll leave you to it, sir."

As the padre gleefully departed, Bentley sauntered over to the window, wondering who the saboteur could be. Someone had placed the doll on the altar and hauled her deflated body up the flagpole. But who? he pondered. And who was the graffiti artist, and the used condom distributor? Perhaps the mysterious sexual pervert in the brown brogues was responsible?

"Hey, you!" a scruffy yob bellowed as he burst into the office.

"Have you no manners?" Bentley barked.

"There's no bleedin' 'ot water in me chalet."

"Right, I'll inform maintenance. What's your chalet number?"

"Forty bleedin' eight. And I want it done now!"

"It will be done as soon as I call maintenance."

"The social 'ave paid good money for me to come 'ere with me missus, and we ain't got no bleedin' 'ot water!"

"The social? Good God, no wonder this country's..."

"Do you cash giros, mate?"

"No, certainly not! You'll have to go to the post office in town."

"Fuckin' 'ell! All I want is a few beers and I ain't got no fuckin' money!"

"Go to the post office and..."

"Yeah, yeah yeah!"

Raising his eyes to the ceiling as the dosser slouched off, Bentley again resolved to rid the camp of commoners. Making a note to contact his MP and complain about the welfare system, he checked his watch, deciding to take his usual tour of the camp. His baton beneath his arm, he left his office and made his way to the Hot Jungle Juice Bar. Stopping dead in his tracks as he went inside, he stared in disbelief at the notice prominently displayed above the bar.

"What the..." he gasped. "Bar Steward Keg, what's the idea of that notice?"

"That was Dickie's idea, sir!" the young barman beamed. "Topless barmaids every night, it'll pull the punters in."

"Pull the punters in? Take it down this instant! This is a family holiday camp, not a nudist camp!"

"But, sir, Dickie said that..."

"Take it down, Keg! Dubious doesn't run this camp! You'll take your orders directly from me, and that's an order!"

"Yes, sir."

"What's happened to the stained glass window depicting a group of happy campers? Who smashed it?"

"There have been complaints about the new opening hours, sir. There was a gang of disgruntled men in here earlier. They said that unless the bar stays open until midnight, they'll trash the place. The window was a taste of what will happen unless..."

"Trash the place? My God, I really can't abide these ruddy commoners! Right, that's it, I'll rid this camp of ill-bred louts if it's the last thing I do! This is war, Bar Steward!"

"Yes, sir. Shall I close at nine or..."

"You'll close at nine on the dot! You don't happen to wear brown brogues, do you?"

"No, never. Why do you ask, sir?"

"No reason."

Steaming from the Hot Jungle Juice Bar, Bentley's next port of call was the amusement arcade. Gazing at the rows of fruit machines, the feckless holidaymakers pumping pound coins into slots like there was no tomorrow, he decided that all gaming machines should be removed from the camp.

"Ah, Chief Cashier Sterling," Bentley growled, approaching the cash booth. "I've decided to close the amusement arcade. Clear everyone out, switch all the machines off and pull the shutters down."

"Close the arcade, sir?"

"Yes."

"For how long?"

"Permanently! I'll not have gambling going on in my camp! Look at the kiddies gawping at their parents, they're learning bad habits. They'll all grow up into uncouth yobbos at this rate."

"But, sir..."

"Look at that yob over there! Bermuda shorts, red nylon vest, earrings, tattoos - and he's shaved his hair off! And that dreadful woman with him would be more suited to street corners than a family holiday camp."

"But we can't close the arcade, sir!"

"We can and we will, as of now."

"Yes, sir, if you say so."

"I do, Chief Cashier Sterling - I do! Do you own a pair of brown brogues?"

"No, I don't."

"All right - evacuate!"

En route to his next stop, the bingo hall, Bentley noticed Balforth standing by the toddlers' paddling pool, in conversation with Miss Perennial. Wagging her finger and shouting, the red-faced bluecoat appeared to be severely distressed. "Now what?" Bentley muttered as he marched across the Pirate's Courtyard to discover the nature of the problem. "There's one thing after another!"

"Ah, you've returned to the fold, Balforth! Is everything all right?" he asked, turning to the flustered bluecoat.

"Oh, Major Bentley!" she sobbed, taking a handkerchief from her blazer pocket. "Balforth asked to see my..."

"What did you ask to see, Balforth?"

"Nothing, sir. We were talking about the blow-up doll, that was all."

"He asked me to show him my... my..."

"Don't distress yourself, Miss Perennial!" Bentley cried. "Compose yourself and tell me what happened."

"He wanted to see what I have between my legs, sir!"

"Good God! Is that correct, Balforth?"

"Well, I... I was talking about the doll, sir. I was saying how realistic and lifelike it was and suggested that I compare..."

"Have you no consideration for..."

"Commiseration? Has someone died, sir?"

"You'll die in a minute! Is it true that you asked Miss Perennial whether or not she masturbates?"

"Oh, Major Bentley!" Miss Perennial cried, swooning and crumpling to the ground.

"Now see what you've done, sir!" Balforth grinned, eyeing the woman's bulging red panties as her legs fell apart. "She's passed out."

"She'll be all right, she's accustomed to fainting. Did you or did you not ask Miss Perennial about masturbation, Balforth?"

"No, sir, of course I didn't! She must be fantasising."

"Fantasising?"

Swinging on his heels as shouting emanated from Number Two Dining Hall, Bentley watched in amazement as tables and chairs flew out of the doors and smashed to the floor. A mob of young men running inside, Bentley turned to Balforth as the cacophony grew.

"Whatever is going on?" he barked as Miss Perennial came round and staggered to her feet, almost falling backwards into the paddling pool.
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