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 Lying In
Wait

Surely
they must be close. The quiet that hung in the air around him had
passed beyond uncomfortable, and was fast heading towards
eerie.

Cadet
Luke Porter had already swept the whole house. The pulse in his
neck galloped as he contemplated the reaction he’d get from the
other squaddies if he screwed up yet another exercise. They teased
him enough as it was.

Two
o’clock in the morning, shrouded in the gloom and shadows of the
night, the new recruit’s task was to crawl through the replica
semi-detached house, without falling or being discovered by the
“enemy” and rescue the “victim” lying wounded within. In this case,
the enemy consisted of two more experienced cadets and the victim
was his corporal, who had been left to “finish this damn seek and
rescue exercise off” by the sergeant in charge. Sarge had
definitely had a bee in her bonnet about something before she’d
pissed off with the other new recruits, muttering under her
breath.

Luke
strained his ears for any sound or movement. He hadn’t expected the
dark to feel so oppressive. Despite the heavy pack he carried, his
helmet and the uniform in which he was dressed, the chill of the
place made Luke shiver. It was best not to think that he was one of
only four people stuck in this deserted replica town bang in the
middle of Salisbury Plain. The fact that the whole thing was only
an exercise, and nothing life-threatening could really happen,
didn’t stop the adrenalin pumping through his body.

Risking
a glance at his watch, Luke saw he had only four minutes left to
find the corporal and get outside. Exhaling slowly, he pushed
himself away from the wall and felt for the doorway.

Calling
out wasn’t an option in case the pseudo-enemy heard, so he studied
the shadows carefully as he edged into the next room. Still
nothing. This was strange, he had been in this room before; he’d
looked around all the furniture and, even through the criss-cross
of shadows, he should have been able to spot anyone
easily.


Retreating, Luke headed to the hallway and crept down the
stairs, concentrating hard on not making them squeak. His head
throbbed. He was aware of a patina of sweat spreading across his
palms and down his neck.

A swift
double-check of the kitchen and dining area produced nothing, and
there was no one tucked behind the door in the downstairs bathroom.
That only left the living room. He’d been in there twice
already.

‘Where the fuck have you been?’

The hazy
outline of a woman sprawled on the sofa in the centre of the room
was immediately obvious. ‘What!’ Luke’s face flushed with angry
embarrassment. ‘You weren’t here before.’

Without
wasting his breath complaining about being tricked by his
“helpless” victim who’d obviously been dodging around to avoid him,
Luke pulled at the wrists of Corporal Phelps so he could haul her
towards the front door.

The
woman however, resisted all attempts to be moved.

Doing
his best to rein in his temper, Luke hissed between clenched teeth,
‘Corporal, I’ve got seconds to get you out. Now come
on!’

‘I don’t think so, Lukey Baby.’

He’d
long since given up reacting to the use of his hated nickname. As
the youngest of the new recruits, he’d learnt to live with it. ‘You
know I have to get this exercise right, now just fucking well get
up!’

Grinning
up at him, blatantly enjoying his cracking temper, fiddling with a
stray black hair that had escaped from her ponytail, she spoke with
annoying calm, ‘That’s not a very nice way to ask for help, Lukey.
How about saying please?’

‘Corporal, I need you to come outside with me – please.’
Making a lunge at her waist, he picked Phelps up and threw her over
his shoulder.

Corporal
Phelps called out as she was hoisted into a fireman’s lift, ‘Hey
girls! Do you see this? Lukey Baby is much stronger than he
looks.’

Out of
the gloom the two cadets who should have been acting as Luke’s
“enemy” appeared before him.

Luke’s
mouth opened to ask them what on earth they were playing at, but
before a single word left his mouth Phelps had placed her hands
over his groin and squeezed his dick through his combats. ‘Nice. It
seems baby Lukey might not be quite so lickle ickle after
all.’

Without
stopping to think, and trying to ignore his body’s reaction to the
Corporal’s groping, Luke threw Phelps off his shoulder, onto the
sofa. Dumping his heavy pack, and pulling off the helmet, he looked
from one woman to the other. Despite the dark it was easy to see
them all smirking.

Refusing
to give them the satisfaction of him shouting, Luke managed to
control his anger. ‘Well done!’ You’ve managed to mess up my last
chance. My last chance to get one of these bloody exercises right.
Well ha-ha. If you wanted to get me thrown out, then you’re doing a
great job!’


Completely indifferent to his words, still sprawled on the
sofa where he’d dropped her, Phelps lifted herself up onto her
elbows, her ankles swinging playfully in the air behind her. ‘We
just wanted to see if it was true.’

‘To see if what was true?’

It was
the redhead who Luke knew as Cadet Richards who replied, ‘To see if
you’re all grown up.’

A new
layer of perspiration prickled his forehead as the meaning of what
she was saying sank in.

The
third girl, Carter, stepped closer and took hold of both of his
hands. Her skin was soft and cold, ‘You can forgive our curiosity
surely?’ She used no force to ease his arms towards her. Carter’s
tone was so reassuring that, for a split second, Luke thought she
was about to apologise for their behaviour and end this
charade.

In that
instant, the full force of his naivety hit him. Leaping from the
sofa, Phelps and Carter stripped Luke’s camouflage jacket from his
back and yanked his T-shirt from his arms and head with an
expertise that convinced him they’d worked together in this way
before.

As
Phelps held his wrists securely behind him, Richards came directly
in front of Luke with eyes blazing like points of fire in the
gloom. Shocked, Luke knew she was defying him to move as her
fingers came to his black belt, and made short work of undoing it.
‘Let’s see just how big a boy you are.’

Luke
tried to pull away as his trousers and boxers were wrenched down to
his army boots, but it was impossible. Carter was holding him as
well now, and besides, a picture had begun to grow in his head. An
image his brain was finding hard to dispel - of the girls all
together, naked, massaging each other’s breasts.

Grateful
that the dim light hid the worst of his blushes, Luke yelled his
protests into the room; confusion swamping him as the younger girls
unashamedly stared at his dick, taking it in turns to wrap it in
their soft palms, weighing its fast growing length.

‘Go on, Lukey Baby, yell all you like!’ Phelps stood so close
that her breath tickled his neck. ‘No one is going to hear you. And
anyway, all the evidence suggests you are enjoying this.’ Her
tongue flicked out and lapped his ear, sending a jolt of erotic
anticipation and nervous tension surging through his entire
system.

‘All alone with three women in the middle of a deserted town –
of course he doesn’t want to be rescued.’ Richards, who was
appraising him like a stock master examining the herd, ran a finger
through the small spattering of hairs that topped his firm torso.
‘I think he’d like a boost to his reputation. I think it would
improve his credibility if the other soldier boys knew he really
was hung like a donkey.

‘Don’t be ridiculous.’ Luke’s anger at the women for
humiliating him was partially drowned out by a treacherous voice in
his head telling him Richards was right. You’re a soldier for heaven’s sake, and you’ve suffered far
worse indignities than being stripped in front of strangers since
the squadron decided to make you the butt of their so called jokes.
Pull yourself together and take it.

Beneath
the glare of the women’s eyes he could feel his cock swell with
arousal.

‘Tell me, girls,’ Phelps increased her grip on Luke’s arms,
‘Is he as impressive looking from the front as he is from the side
view?’

‘Very much so,’ Carter spoke solemnly, ‘it even casts a shadow
of its own.’

‘Now, Lukey Baby,’ Phelps paused to bite into the skin beneath
his brown crew cut, ‘This is what’s going to happen.’

Luke
said nothing as he listened; doing his best to relax his shoulders
and at least appear composed.

‘First, I’m going to use your belt to fasten your wrists
behind your back. Then you will patiently wait while Carter and
Richards make themselves more comfortable.’

A fresh
set of erotic images flashed through Luke’s head.

‘After that the exercise will begin.’

‘Exercise?’ Luke was aware of how husky he sounded as his dry
throat closed in on itself.

‘Patience, Lukey.’ As Phelps released his wrists, Luke heard
the light zip of his belt being pulled from the combats bunched
around his ankles.

After
testing that the belt was secure around his wrists, Phelps stood
next to Luke. His dick leapt slightly as she starred down at him,
‘Impressive.’ She sounded matter-of-fact. Luke got the feeling that
a tick had been added to whatever mental list Phelps had created in
her head.


Signalling to the girls, the corporal took a step to the side
as Carter and Richards turned to face each other and with typical
army precision, took off their jackets, T-shirts, boots and
trousers.

A murmur
of appreciation left Luke’s lips. The undergarments the women wore
were far from regulation, making him wonder how far in advance this
session had been planned. Was it no accident that he had been
placed last on the “seek and rescue” exercise list?

His
pondering was cut short as the two
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