
Prologue 
Chris Carter stared into his own reflection as the grey-green scenery rushed past the window. He was 
on his own now, his parents left behind at King’s Cross station. He had no idea what he had let 
himself in for when the tannoy announced that the train would shortly be arriving at Darlington. 

*** 

A bushy-moustached corporal stood tall, looking down at Chris Carter, his beady eyes framed by the 
slashed peak of his cap. 

“Name?” he barked. 

“Chris!” came the answer. 

“We on first name terms?” the corporal snapped. “Name?” was barked again. 

Carter looked down, and was amazed at how shiny the corporal’s boots were, gleaming in the 
fluorescent light of the station platform. “Carter,” he answered meekly. 

“Well Carter, get your shit together and get in the mini bus outside that entrance! 

The bus in which Carter found himself sitting with eight other quietly scared young men was a 
Leyland Sherpa. The driver approached yet another roundabout at speed, causing all the passengers to 
slide from side to side as the vehicle swayed on its suspension. The indicator flashed, and they 
approached a red and white barrier manned by a tired-faced young man in combats. The sign behind 
the fence announced that this was Helles Barracks, and once inside they soon pulled up outside a red 
brick building. The corporal got out of the front passenger seat, pulled the side panel door open and 
bawled, “Get your shit together, get in those doors, and get upstairs! The corporal up there will show 
you your allocated rooms. Training starts tomorrow morning, so get a good night’s sleep boys – and 
welcome to the Army!!” 

*** 

Four weeks later standing straight-backed and proud, Carter marched up to a table positioned in the 
middle of the parade square. He halted in crisp military fashion, his immaculately shiny books hitting 
the tarmac, and gave the regulation salute: long way up – hold! - short way down. 

“Number?” demanded the officer sitting there.  

“24828672, Sir!” 

“What does Certo Cito stand for?” 

“Swift but sure, Sir!”  

“Who is our Commander in Chief?” 

“Her Royal Highness the Princess Royal, Princess Anne, Sir!” 

“Thank you, Signaller,” and the officer stood up, took a dark blue beret from the table and handed it 
to Carter, who placed it on his head and saluted once again. 



“How are you enjoying the training, Signaller?” 

“Enjoying it, Sir!” 

The Troop Training Sergeant spoke up. “He is one of the better ones, Sir.”  

“Good to hear! Have a well-deserved weekend off, and then finish your training.”  

“Thank you, Sir!” Carter saluted again, performing a smart about turn in a perfect army regulation 
drill movement. Wearing the beret of the Royal Signals as he marched away from the table made him 
feel proud to be part of something. 

*** 

It was April 1988; there had been rain and the air smelt clean and fresh. Carter stood in his Number 
Two dress, everything immaculate. His boots were like black glass, and the buckle of his belt gleamed 
in the snippets of sun light. He stood at the end of the troop: Two Troop. Of the thirty-eight original 
recruits only thirty now remained. Training had not been too hard, most men dropping out because 
they were home sick; a couple had been injured, or found not to be fit enough, but only two had been 
back-squadded. 

“Form up lads, make yourselves proud! You only pass out once in your life, so make it a good one!” 
barked the Training Sergeant. 

The first thump of the bass drum sent a quiver through Carter’s heart as he stepped off with his left 
foot, and he found himself fighting back the tears. Just why he was becoming so emotional he 
couldn’t understand. After all, he had a new family now, leaving his broken home far behind him. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 1 
The cream buildings of Hammersmith Barracks shimmered in the sun as the bus topped the ridge of 
the hill: Carter felt his stomach turn over. It had been a long Friday, and now he was about to find out 
what 4th Armoured Division and Signal Regiment was all about. As he stared out of the window 
watching the buildings get bigger, he remembered the day he had been given his posting. 

“Lance Corporal Carter - 4ADSR!” the small Sergeant announced. 

“Christ! What’d you do wrong to get that!” gasped Peter, who was standing next to him. His own 
posting had been to 2 Div in York, North Yorkshire. 

“They’ll eat you alive there!” laughed Micky, a short, stocky ex Radio Relay operator. Before 
changing trades he had served two years with 4ADSR. “If you get a Radio Relay troop, they hate 
techies with a vengeance. Just pray you get Mike Troop. That’s where all the techs keep themselves to 
themselves.” That was four months ago, and Carter hadn’t really thought much about it until today, 
when he saw the barracks looming up on him. They were impressive three-story blocks, surrounded 
by a concrete and metal fence.   

The bus pulled up at the entrance, where a young soldier dressed in combats lifted a barrier and 
allowed them to drive in. They stopped again, and another soldier came aboard with a clip board and 
called out, “Carter, Harken, and Hampton!” Carter was first off, followed by two other young men 
both looking no older than sixteen. 

A corporal, dressed in combats, now turned up, looked at the new arrivals then consulted his list. 
“Signaller Harken and Signaller Hampton, you’re both in 2 Squadron.  See that second block to the 
left?” He turned and pointed out a road between two blocks. “Get your stuff off the bus and then go to 
the main entrance there and find a Corporal Smart.” He turned to Carter. “You’re with me, Carter, 
joining 1 Squadron. We’ve been expecting you – Micky’s already told some of the lads a bit about 
you!” Carter felt his stomach knot a little. He had never really got on with Micky during technical 
training in 8 Signal Regiment, and  ten to one he’d set him up for a fall with some of his old cronies. It 
was supposed to be hard enough joining your first unit, without someone stirring it up before you got 
there. 

“My name’s Peter and I’m with Cheetah Troop; you’re in Panther Troop. Jonah is waiting for you 
over in the squadron lines. The regiment stands down on a Friday lunch time, so the weekend is yours 
until Parade, Monday morning at eight. Get your stuff and head over to that block over there.” He 
pointed to a block behind the building where they were standing.  

Even though it was only early April, it was a warm day and Carter was conscious of the heat of the 
mid afternoon sun. Finding his green sausage bag and green holdall already unloaded from the coach 
by the driver, he slung the heavy bag over his shoulder, picked up the holdall and made his way to the 
block Peter had pointed out.  Above the entrance was written 1 SQUADRON, and as he walked 
through the double doors into the foyer he noticed how shiny the floor was. To the front were stairs 
leading upwards; to both left and right a set of glass and wooden doors. “Hello!” Carter called out. 
“Hello, Jonah!” he called again. Above him he could hear footsteps clumping down the stairs, and 
then suddenly a tall, very handsome, blonde man of about twenty four appeared on the top step. He 
looked like the perfect Aryan of Hitler’s ideal world, standing at the top of the staircase in what had 



been the barracks of one of the Fuhrer’s crack tank regiments. Jonah could have been a ghost from the 
past.  

“Carter is it?” he said with a Birmingham drawl. ”Been expecting you - so have some of the boys. 
Micky’s been stirring it up for you a bit.” Carter sighed. He’d known this was going to be hard, but he 
would have liked it on equal terms, without someone else getting their oar in first.  “Don’t worry 
about it! Most of the boys are out down the town. Payday this week, so they’re off blowing the lot,” 
Jonah smiled and motioned him to follow, adding, “I’ll show you your room.” Carter picked up his 
bags. “We’re on the top floor.” Jonah called back. “I’m the highest rank and most senior, so I’m the 
Lines NCO.” 

The top floor turned out to have the same layout as on the ground floor, with a set of double doors 
each side of the corridor. Above one set it read Cheetah Troop Lines and above the other Panther 
Troop Lines. “This is your new home for the next few years!” and Jonah opened the door to Panther 
Troop Lines.  The first thing to catch Carter’s attention was the carpet, which was a bright emerald 
green. “Door to the left leads to ablutions: we have showers, bath and a drying room. The door to the 
right leads to the washing machines and the kitchen, though we’re not allowed anything in the 
kitchen, in case we burn the place down or injure ourselves!” Jonah laughed at some joke Carter 
obviously had not understood. 

“These are regimental orders, guard rosters and any other bits of information you need to know.” 
Jonah pointed at a green felt board, but Carter’s eyes were glued to the board beside it, which was 
covered in photos and what looked like letters. Jonah smiled. “That’s the Pigs’ Board. Do you have a 
girlfriend back at home?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, I give it three months before you get a Dear John. She’ll be shagging someone else before you 
know it.” Looking at Jonah, Carter could see that what he’d just said in such a matter of fact way was 
no joke. “Look, you’re nineteen; she must be about the same. You’re now in a regiment that’s on 
exercise nine months a year, and if you’re lucky you get to go home Christmas, Easter and in the 
summer. She’s not going to see you for months, and all her mates will be having a laugh. Do think 
she‘ll miss out waiting for you?” 

Carter looked a bit more closely at the board, with its pictures of girls in differing states of dress. 
Some were of girls with nice smiles in pretty dresses, and some were of slightly uncomfortable 
looking girls showing off their breasts, with a couple of pictures of what looked like girls carrying out 
sex acts. Jonah smiled. “Some of the boys try and outdo each other with the pictures - the Sergeant 
Major told me to get a few of the more OTT ones taken off.” They moved on through another set of 
double doors. “Your room’s on the right. You’re sharing with Toz, Mark and Lenny. This is my room 
here. I have a single room and so does Barker.” 

Carter looked around his new home. There were four single beds with a locker to the side of each one. 
It was no different to the layout in the training camps he had just come from: single bed and locker. 
The only difference here was carpet, and not tiled floors needing to be kept polished at all times. 

“That’s your bed in the corner. Settle yourself in, and I‘ll come and get you at four thirty and show 
you where the canteen is.” Jonah left the room, shutting the door behind him. 

**** 



Carter looked around him. The room was every bit as basic as he had been used to at the Technical 
School of 8 Signal Regiment in Catterick. The lockers were the same military issue: one side with a 
rail for hanging clothes, and the other made of cubby holes for storing various things. If you were in 
training, your uniform would use up the entire locker in regulation layout. Between each locker was a 
single bed with a green plastic mattress. 

 The other beds here had been individualized with quilts of wildly varying designs. One was 
emblazoned with the image of the Trap Door, a popular children’s plasticine animation programme; 
another with a model on a beach, and yet another displayed the Scottish flag. Above the beds were 
various pictures, posters and mementos. There was a used ticket to a Rangers/ Celtic game in 
Glasgow; there was a picture of a wedding, one of a young girl in school uniform, and another of what 
looked like parents. These were the keepsakes of his new roommates. Carter couldn’t begin to guess 
what his new colleagues were going to be like. 

He began to unpack his things. 

*** 

Once unpacked, he went to the bathroom. He was surprised to be met by the sight of a row of urinals, 
and behind them another row, this time of cubicle toilets. Sticking out of the tiled wall were eight 
shower heads with no separation, and there was one bath within the same style cubicle as the toilets. 
This was not Five Star: this was No Star At All. Carter could feel his heart sink as he looked about, 
mentally saying goodbye to any vestiges of the relative comfort of his old life. So this was what he 
had signed up for! He’d expected the facilities to be bad during training, but had been confident that 
when he got to his first Unit all that would change. He had pictured himself living a dignified 
existence with colleagues, probably in a self-contained flat, not as part of some pack. In the back of 
his mind he could hear his friends warning him about joining the Army. 

Now, as he looked around, he wondered if it had indeed been a bad mistake. 

*** 

Lying on his bed with its regulation two sheets and  blanket, and scanning the room for the umpteenth 
time, Carter decided he was going out tomorrow to buy a duvet. Above each of the lockers were 
packed Bergen’s and webbing belts; on the shelves to the side were ash trays. Not being a smoker, 
this was something he loathed about the army. In a place where you were supposed to keep fit about 
90% of the men smoked. He hated it! - had hated it as a child when his dad used to smoke in the 
family car. Now it looked like all three of the others smoked and smoked in this room. 

There was a sharp knock and Jonah was standing in the doorway. “You want to know where to get 
some grub?”  

He jumped up off his bed, glad of something to do at last. “Love some, I’m starving!” and he 
followed Jonah out of the room.  

As they left the block the heat hit Carter, who hadn’t realised how cool the rooms inside had been. 
The sky was a turquoise blue, the late afternoon sun beginning to sink lower towards the horizon.  The 
cook house turned out to be in a building identical to the living quarters, but this time the double 
entrance doors led into an open area furnished with dining tables and plastic chairs.  To their left as 
they walked in was a long row of stainless steel catering hot plates, with heat lamps keeping the food 
warm.  



Carter followed Jonah to where the hotplates started and they collected plastic trays, plates and 
cutlery. Placing the trays on the runner, they worked their way down a selection of burgers, sausages, 
lasagne, chips, mash, greens and gravy looking no better than your average school dinner.  

“This is it, don’t get any better! Cook house is empty first weekend of the month - the boys are out 
blowing their wages on proper food, beer and women. Come Wednesday they’ll all be skint and back 
in here moaning about how shit this food is,” Jonah smiled. Carter just nodded and followed. Once 
past the meat and veg, they came to the desserts. Treacle pudding, spotted dick, coconut slices. Jonah 
took a chunk of spotted dick and covered it in a generous helping of custard. Carter chose the coconut 
slice with custard. 

Making his way to the second row of tables, Jonah sat down and Carter sat opposite. Jonah got up and 
asked if he wanted some juice before going over to a table with two urns on and a container full of 
orange juice. Jonah handed one of the glasses of orange over to Carter and looked down at his food. 
“Shit! Always is shit,” he moaned. “We get better scran when we’re on exercise, though, which is 
lucky because we’re out of Camp nine months of the year.” Jonah pushed his food around the plate a 
bit, before scooping some on a fork and eating it. Carter looked stonily at his own food: it wasn’t that 
good but not that bad either. He didn’t say anything, just began to eat in silence. 

“So what’s your story?” Jonah asked. 
“What do you mean?” 
“Why are you here, why the Army?” 
“Parents split up; Dad earned too much for me to get a university grant, so he talked me into getting a 
trade and life experience in the Army. He’s ex- Royal Engineers himself.” 
“What do you think so far?” 
“It’s not what I expected. Basic and tech training was very easy - have no idea what it’s going to be 
like here.” 
“Clever guy like you. Shit! The best thing you can do is get the fuck out of here as soon as, before the 
place drags you down.”  
Carter didn’t know what to say, so just kept quiet. 
“The lads here are fucking animals. They got asked to name the junior ranks’ Mess Bar. Could have 
called it anything they wanted. They called it the ‘Pigs’ Bar.’ Need I say anything else?  So,” he went 
on, “you’ve got a girlfriend back home then!” 
“Yeah, been seeing her for a couple of years.” 
“As I said, my advice is, forget her, here and now at this table, and get stuck into the local populace.” 
Jonah looked serious. “I am not joking! Like I said earlier, you’re nineteen. She’ll have all the lads 
sniffing round her, and her mates will be out having fun. You’ll be on exercise weeks at a time with 
no contact, and she’ll be getting entertained by some kind hearted soul within weeks, mate. 
Guaranteed!” 
Carter didn’t feel like arguing the defence, and by now they’d both nearly finished their meal. 
“Look Carter, you’ve got nothing to do until Monday morning. Come down the town with me tonight 
and let’s see how we get on. Do you like running?” 
“Yes,” Carter answered. In fact he’d found army training so easy because he could run and walk for 
miles, and had been able to since he was a young child.  
“Let’s go out tonight and have some fun then, and I’ll take you on some of the running circuits around 
here tomorrow morning.” 
 

Chapter 2 
The music filled his head and he could feel his body vibrating to the beat. Carter stood at a bar to the 
side of a massive dance floor lit by colourful flashing lights with smoke wafting up around the 
undulating dancers. Jonah walked over with two bottles of Hereforder beer and passed one to Carter, 



who thanked him by tapping the bottle against Jonah’s. “Do it properly, man!” Jonah tapped his bottle 
hard on top of Carter’s. “Now you on mine!” Carter did so, and raised the bottle to his mouth just as it 
frothed over, making him step back sharply before it spilled all down his shirt. Jonah laughed out 
loud. “Muppet!!” he shouted in delight. “You’ll have to watch out with the lads if you can be caught 
out that easy – they’ll eat you alive!  

Take a look at the talent in here. If they speak English to you, you’re in! You’ll need to learn a bit of 
German to open the conversation, but they know you’re a squaddie and all they want is a bit of fun 
with you. These German birds are not like the girls back home. They’ll suck your cock as easy as 
having a goodnight kiss. They’re brought up a bit different over here when it comes to sex.” 

Carter looked around at the girls dressed for a night out, hair all sprayed, and he noticed a lot of 
glances at both him and Jonah as they passed. “With your dark hair and my blond,” Jonah went on, 
“we make a good team!” He looked Carter up and down, adding, “The birds here like it one way or 
the other.” 

Carter finished his beer. “How do you ask for a beer then?” 

“Eins Beer bitte for one, Zwei Beer bitte for two. You need to learn your numbers, and I’ll go through 
some other basic German with you tomorrow.  You could sign up for a course, but the best thing is to 
get a German girl to teach you. More fun that way!” Jonah winked. 

Carter turned to the bar and motioned to the barmaid for two beers. She smiled at him and Carter 
smiled back, looking at her figure as she bent down to get the bottles from the chiller. He didn’t really 
have it in his mind to sleep with anyone behind his girlfriend’s back – he never had done in their two 
year relationship, nor ever felt the need to. He wondered what she was doing now: was she clubbing 
with her university mates, or in her room studying hard for her chemistry degree.  

“Who then is this?” Carter heard a German voice ask in Pidgin English. 

“This is Chris Carter. Flew in today.” Jonah motioned to a dark, wide-eyed girl. “His first day here. 
Still trying to find his feet.” 

“’ello! My name is Helga.” 

“Hello Helga, my name is Chris. Nice to meet you!” Carter answered, looking her up and down. She 
was about 5’6’’, slim but with an ample cleavage, which she enhanced with a tight silky dress just 
above the knee. “Would you like a drink?” he asked. 

Helga smiled and moved to Carter’s side, rubbing her body against his. Looking up into his eyes, she 
murmured huskily, “Would love one, soldier boy!” 

He could feel his penis begin to harden in his trousers as this girl’s eyes seemed to swallow him up, 
and was taken aback at finding himself so easily aroused by the way she was playing him. Jonah 
tapped him on the shoulder. “She‘ll chew you up and spit you out! She likes to have all the new 
blood.” 

“Another beer?” Carter asked, and Jonah nodded. “And what would you like, Helga?” 

“Brandy and lemonade - and one for my friend too?” 

“Of course. What will she have?” 



“Same!” 

 Jonah was towering like a giant over a young blonde, and winked at Carter as he noticed him looking. 

“So, how do you like it here?” asked Helga. 

“What?” Carter answered distractedly.  

“How do you like it here?” she repeated. 

Carter looked at his watch. “Been here a total of five hours. Got into barracks about four.”  

“What barracks you at?” 

“Don’t know the name - 4ADSR” 

“Oh - with Jonah on Limenska Strasse” 

“Yeah.” Carter turned and paid for the drinks, then handed one of the brandy and lemonades to Helga 
and the other to Jonah, as the blonde girl still had her back to him. 

“Thank you, Chris!” Helga seemed to purr as she took a sip of the drink. “Do you want to dance?” 

Carter shook his head. “I don’t dance.” 

“I will dance, and you just move and watch me!” Helga grabbed his hand and steered him to the dance 
floor, passing Jonah, who now was kissing the faceless blonde girl. 

**** 

By now Carter’s head was swimming. The dance floor was a blur, the heat was making him light 
headed, and he could taste the dry ice smoke at the back of his throat. Helga was gyrating in front of 
him, teasing him with her moves, teasing those around her with her body. A number of times he had 
seen her push away men who seemed more than ready to join her. Carter had stood to the side with a 
bottle of beer in his hand, moving a bit but mostly just watching her, occasionally leaving the dance 
floor to replenish his beer. Jonah had seated himself on a bar stool, and the last time Carter had gone 
to the bar he had seen that the girl he was with was standing between his legs rubbing his crotch. 
Jonah had smiled and pulled the girl’s head to his lips by her hair, saying to Carter as he went by, 
“they like it rough, these girls here. No idea who this one is, but she wants it bad!” Carter could see he 
was drunk and the girl, who seemed just as drunk, gave him a dumb, glassy-eyed smile as he passed 
Jonah another beer. 

He made his way back onto the crowded dance floor to find Helga now rubbing up and down on some 
guy to the thudding beat of the Theme from S-Express. When she saw Carter she smiled and worked 
her way up to him, moving her body to the music like a serpent. “Dancing makes me so horny, 
Carter!” she whispered as she guided his earlobe into her mouth. Carter felt goose bumps all over his 
body. “Do you want me to suck you cock?” she breathed. 

“What!” Carter couldn’t believe his ears. 

“I want to suck you cock until you cum in my mouth,” Helga purred. “I am so horny I want your cock 
in my mouth.” 



“I don’t even know you!” Carter blurted out. He couldn’t believe his ears. He had seen this sort of 
thing on porn films he had watched with his mates, but this! – he didn’t believe this really happened. 

“Do you not like your cock being sucked?” Helga asked. “I bet you have a nice thick cock that will 
make me gag. I bet you will thrust it into my throat when you cum. I want to taste your cum!” Carter 
looked into the eyes of this girl he had only just met. She was a pretty girl with a nice figure and 
lovely deep brown eyes. He could not understand why she would act like this. 

“Come with me!” Helga grabbed his arm and pulled him off the dance floor into a corridor that led to 
the exit. Once outside, with the neon lights of the club lighting the way, Helga led Carter first to the 
right, then down a road to a brightly illuminated underpass. It was empty but looked well used, it was 
clean and properly maintained. She stopped a little way into the underpass and leant against the wall. 
Then she grabbed the back of Carter’s neck and pulled him close, kissing him, opening her mouth and 
exploring his with her soft wet tongue. At the same time, Carter could feel one of her hands working 
to undo his belt, and her warm hand was suddenly on his penis, rubbing up and down. “I knew you 
would have a nice cock!” she sighed.  

Carter looked both ways along the underpass as Helga dropped to her knees. “What if someone 
comes?” 

“They get to see me suck your cock,” she said, as she began using her tongue on the end of Carter’s 
penis. Fuck! he thought, so what if someone sees us! She doesn’t seem bothered. He felt her take his 
penis in her warm, moist mouth, which she started to work up and down his shaft. Her hands were on 
his testicles massaging his balls as she moaned, and he felt her middle finger begin teasing his anus. 
He was now fully charged and thrusting his hips, then suddenly he was past the point of return and 
felt the build as he released his cum, pushing his penis deep into her mouth. 

Once he had cum, Helga spent some time licking his penis. When she stood up Carter pulled her 
thighs apart and felt the wetness between her legs. “I want to fuck you!” he growled. 

“NO! I only fuck my husband!” 

“What?” Carter asked, hot and wanting to get between her legs. 

“I only fuck my husband. I like to suck cock, but I don’t fuck.” 

“What now, then?”  

“You go back to your mate and find a girl. I go home and fuck my husband if he wants me.” 

Carter looked at Helga for a moment as she stood there. Then he turned and made his way back to the 
club alone.  

*** 

Jonah was getting more and more turned on by the blonde. She hadn’t really said much, except that 
she was nineteen and called Julia. She was pissed now, and he knew he was going to fuck her.  

“Who’s the handsome devil you were with earlier?” a voice asked over his shoulder. 

 “Oh, hi Ingrid! How come you’re here! Where’s Staff Green? Thought he didn’t let you out!” 



“On another fucking course.  Six week drill course in Pirbright. Wouldn’t take me and Jimmy because 
Jimmy’s just started nursery school.” 

“Who you with then?” 

“Couple of the girls, just having a blowout. Suzie and Tracey’s husbands both on stag, so we thought 
we’d come out.”  

“Don’t do anything I would!” Jonah smiled. He’d always liked Ingrid; had no idea how a guy like 
Green got a girl as good as this. He was an ugly, short-arsed redhead, and even though he kept himself 
very fit, he still looked plump. 

“Nice looking lad. You want to introduce me?” Ingrid asked. Jonah looked at her slightly glassy eyes 
and decided that would not be the best thing to do at all. 

“I think he‘s gone off with one of the locals.” Jonah motioned around, as if Carter had gone. “Me and 
Julia are leaving now too.”  

“Shame! - I’d have liked to have met him.” 

Jonah looked at Ingrid. This was a bit unusual for her: one, to be out; second to pay any attention to a 
new boy in the regiment. She was always so much under the thumb of Staff Green,  and when he was 
around no one was allowed even so much as to look at her. “We’re off now then, Ingrid,” he said. 
“Have a quiet night!” 

She watched Jonah go, and then looked around the dance floor for the new guy again, before being 
heckled by her two friends to join them at the bar. 

 


