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   Boarding School Days 1
 
   ‘Please don’t make me suck it!’
 
    
 
    
 
   I can remember it like it was yesterday. I was hiding behind a heavy theatre curtain, breathless and frightened. It was a game of indoor rugby, which had gotten out of hand. Paul Farrah was three years above me and he was an American kid who had more faces than Big Ben. They made him Head Prefect of the boarding school, which was like putting the wolf in charge of the sheep. He was tall lean and tanned all year round with a smile, which wouldn’t look out of place on a cinema screen. His father was a surgeon and wanted him schooled in the UK. He had a dark side though. I had heard the rumours about Farrah and they frightened me and excited me at the same time. I was just becoming sexually aware in an all male school. Hormones and curiosity blurred my view of the world back then. I was confused about my sexuality. I was attracted to girls but there was something about Paul Farrah, which attracted me. He was incredibly handsome, charming and polite with the teachers but he was an arrogant bully to the rest of us. He had two sidekicks, Werner Cooke, a white South African kid, who had almost albino features and Edson Adekoya, who was a black kid from Somalia.  
 
   Anyway, that summer evening, the weather was bad. The Housemaster set us up playing six-a-side rugby in the gymnasium, which doubled as the assembly hall and the school theatre too. It was always a rough game, which usually ended in tears but that night Farrah seemed to be on a mission to hurt someone. Ten minutes into the game he ran towards me with the ball. I was slightly built; he was taller and much heavier. The thought of him knocking me down like a skittle didn’t appeal to me and in a moment of madness, I stepped aside and stuck out my foot tripping him as he ran at full speed. He hurtled head first into a stack of chairs and ended up on his back staring at the ceiling. 
 
   The other boys laughed loudly but Farrah didn’t see the funny side of it. I decided to make a quick exit and ran for the main doors. Werner Cooke realised what my plan was and he cut off my escape by blocking the path. I turned and sprinted for the stage at the other end of the hall. Farrah was on his feet and I could tell by the tirade of expletives that he wasn’t best pleased with me. Boarding school was a tough environment at the best of times but making a fool of the Head Prefect was only going to add to my woes. I felt sick to my stomach as I vaulted the stage and headed into the wings looking for somewhere to hide. I headed to the stairs at the side of the wings, which led to the prop cellar beneath. I heard a clatter as Farrah mounted the stage and then suddenly the clamour of voices in the hall went quiet. 
 
   “What the hell is going on?” The familiar voice of our Housemaster boomed. He only had one volume level, full blast.
 
   “Nothing, Sir.” The boys said together. 
 
   “Well if you can’t play properly without acting the goat, you can get back to your dorms and get showered right now!”
 
   “Yes, Sir!” They droned in unison as they filed out of the hall. He obviously hadn’t noticed that I was missing.
 
   I heard them tramping out and I hid behind the stage curtains, which draped into the orchestra pit and hid the trapdoors in the stage too. They were dusky pink velvet with heavy brass rings sewn into the hems to weight them. They smelled dusty and old as I tried to get my breath back. My heart was pounding and the blood was pulsing through my veins as I waited for the all clear to come out of my hiding space. 
 
   “Sweetman, you little bastard,” Farrah hissed from the darkness behind me. “You’re in big trouble!”
 
   “I’m really sorry,” I mumbled. I was terrified. He was older and tougher and he was Head Prefect. I couldn’t have picked a worse person to piss off. “It was an accident.”
 
   “Accident my ass!” He always sounded more American when he said ‘ass’. “Get here now.”
 
   I wondered sheepishly to where he was standing, expecting to get a punch on the nose at any second. “I didn’t mean it, honestly,” I cowered in front of him. “Please don’t hit me.”
 
   “Hit you?” he sneered. “I should break your thick head.”
 
   “I’m really sorry,” I was trying to repeat my apology when a crushing blow struck me in the stomach, knocking the wind out of me. My knees buckled and I crumpled to the floor gasping for breath. I would have begged for mercy but I couldn’t breathe let alone talk. Hot stinging tears rolled down my cheeks and at that moment in time, boarding school was my hell on earth. What had I done to deserve being sent here? I felt sorry for myself and waited for the attack to continue but it didn’t. Farrah just stood and watched me cry. 
 
   “You deserve that, Sweetman,” he said calmly. “You showed disrespect in front of the others and I can’t have that.”
 
   “I’m sorry,” I whined, my breath slowly settling down. “Really I am.”
 
   “I don’t think sorry is nearly enough I’m afraid,” he shook his head as he spoke. His voice was calm and almost gentle. “Not after what you did in there.”
 
   “What do you mean?” I thought he was going to put me on report or something but he had other plans for me. 
 
   “You’re my bum-boy for a month,” he nodded, pleased with his decision. I had heard the name bum-boy many times and it wasn’t a complimentary term. It usually meant that one kid had to do whatever the another kid asked, buy cigarettes, polish shoes, iron uniforms etc but I was too innocent to think that it went any further. Compared to being punched again, it didn’t sound too bad at the time but like I said, I was very innocent then. 
 
   “I don’t want the others to know though,” I said cautiously. “If I have to do chores for you then please don’t tell the other lads.”
 
   “Everything will be between us,” he smiled and cocked his head to one side. There was something in his smile, which I didn’t recognise back then. He held out his right hand and pulled me off the floor onto my knees. I thought it was an act of kindness so like a fool I smiled back at him. He ruffled my blond hair playfully. “I like you, Sweetman,” he said smiling again, “you can start making up to me right now and then we’ll see how we go.”
 
   “Okay,” I nodded eagerly. I didn’t have a clue what he meant. I tried to stand up but he placed his hands on my shoulders and held me down. I was very confused at this point. “What’s wrong?” I asked foolishly. “Why can’t I get up?”
 
   “Because you insulted me, Sweetman and now you’re my bum-boy,” he looked angry again. He pointed to the growing bulge in his black shorts. “Now you can start being sorry by sucking my cock.”
 
   “Oh no please, Farrah,” I whispered. I had heard that another boy named, Thomas had sucked his cock a few times. The entire school knew about it but it was a wild rumour, a myth and I never imagined for one minute that it was true. He was teased and bullied relentlessly and eventually his parents moved him to another school to escape the stigma. Of course they didn’t know why he was being bullied but I think some of the teachers had an idea what had happened. It was a boys’ school after all and things happened. Experimenting was common amongst the older boys but only the brave or stupid talked about it. The truth was that as my sexual awareness heightened, the thought of being made to suck a cock had horrified and fascinated me at the same time. “I don’t want to do that.”
 
   With his left hand, he pulled his shorts and underwear off his hips with one quick tug. I was shocked at how big his balls were and I wasn’t sure if they were repulsive or edible. My mind was in a spin. His right hand was pulling the hair on the back of my head painfully. It was the first time I had seen another guy’s cock erect and I was shocked by how long and thick it was. He pulled the foreskin back and the purple tip was shaped like a big mushroom. Farrah was fully developed and I was like a rabbit stunned by the headlights of an oncoming truck. He pulled my head towards him; part of me wanted to protest and struggle but the other part of me wanted it in my mouth. I didn’t think that I was gay but the urge to suck that hard cock was irresistible. 
 
   “Suck it or I’ll make your life here a misery, Sweetman,” he warned me as his cock reached my lips. Instinctively I pulled back and kept my lips tightly closed together. I could see the sticky trace of precum on the head. I was horrified and yet hypnotised as he pushed it against my mouth. “Suck it!”
 
   I’m not sure if it was fear or desire that made me open my lips but I did. I didn’t have a lot of choice but having Farrah’s cock in my mouth felt amazing from the first moment and he must have thought all his birthdays had come at once as I sucked greedily on it. His eyes bulged with pleasure and surprise. He smiled and nodded, running his fingers through my hair as my eager nibbling and inexperienced licking pleasured his cock. It was leaking cum already but it didn’t put me off. Pleasing him was more important. I wasn’t sure why I was so desperate to make him feel good but it was all that bothered me at the time.
 
   “That’s nice, Sweetman,” he groaned. “I hope you like it because you’re going to be sucking me every day.” I couldn’t help but smile as I gobbled on the end of it gently, scared to take too much of it in to my mouth in case I choked. His eyes widened in surprise and pleasure as I licked and sucked his purple head. The more he moaned, the harder I sucked it. I wanted to take it deeper but didn’t want to make a fool of myself by gagging. I could taste the oily secretion coming from his slit and the taste drove me crazy. I pulled away which made him gasp in disappointment but his disappointment turned into delight when I stuck my tongue into the sticky pink eye. I couldn’t believe how much cum there was. Gooey strands stretched from his cock to my chin. Being innocent, I thought he had already cum. 
 
   “Have you cum?”
 
   “No,” he gasped, “don’t stop it’s just precum.”
 
   “Am I doing it right?” I really wanted to please him. I wanted him to like me but there was something else there too. I was infatuated with him but I hadn’t really known it. 
 
   “Shut up and suck!”
 
   I watched his eyes roll towards the ceiling as I licked the sticky cum from his bell, sliding the swollen head past my teeth and sucking the juice from it, I tried to get it all into my mouth without gagging. As I pulled back a few inches, he pushed me onto it, pumping his hips gently, as his cock slid in and out of my mouth. I soon got to grips with rocking my head as he thrust forward, taking the shaft as deep as I could before pushing his hips back just before I gagged. I was enjoying making him moan and the urge to wank myself was overwhelming but I wanted him to have all my attention. One of my hands was cradling his balls while the other encircled the base of his shaft, squeezing each time he pushed his cock into my mouth. I wanted to try and suck his balls to see what it felt like but he held me tightly onto his shaft. I fondled them gently as he entered my mouth rhythmically over and over. The look on his face told me he was enjoying it. I was anxious what would happen when he climaxed but couldn’t wait to hear him moan as his spunk spurted all over my tongue.   
 
   “Oh, Sweetman, that’s amazing,” he whispered. He was beginning to get more urgent with each thrust and his praise just made me want to suck him even harder. Saliva and cum dribbled down my face, dripping off my chin onto my clothes. I felt like I was likely to choke if I didn’t swallow so I squeezed my eyes tightly and took the fluid in my mouth down my throat. It didn’t seem too difficult so I wasn’t as worried about swallowing his cum when it arrived. His rocking became manic, his words incoherent and his grip on the back of my head tighter as he fucked my mouth. I was ecstatic as I watched him reaching his orgasm. His pleasure was like adrenalin to me. My heartbeat pounded and my cock felt bigger than it had ever done before as he thrust the last few times. I felt his cock pulse and throb as he moaned at the ceiling.
 
   “Oh fucking hell!”
 
   His cum pumping into my mouth was the final stimulant and as I gulped his hot spunk down, I came in my pants without any physical contact. The first and only time I’ve cum untouched. I felt lightheaded as the moment faded. Farrah seemed to snap out of his euphoria suddenly and he pulled his cock out of my mouth, wiped it on my face and then quickly tucked it back into his shorts.
 
   “Right now listen to me, Sweetman,” he pointed a finger at me and his voice was stern. “If you tell anyone about this, you’re in big trouble. Do you understand?”
 
   “Yes of course,” I said wiping his cum from my mouth. “I don’t want anyone to know about us either.”
 
   “Us,” he said incredulously. His demeanour had changed dramatically. The desire had gone from his eyes and the soft tones he had used when praising my sucking had changed to a tone of disgust almost. “You’re going to sort out my kit when we get back; keep your mouth shut and never mention this again, got it?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Good,” he turned toward the stairs. Halfway up the steps he looked back at me. “Wipe the spunk of your top before you get back to the dorms and wait there for at least ten minutes before you come back, got it?”
 
   “Yes,” I whispered. I thought he really fancied me. I mistook the urgency in his passion as affection but it was obviously just pure lust. It wouldn’t matter who had sucked his cock, he would have moaned and groaned and shot his load in their mouth. I felt like I had done it well but his attitude afterwards told me that it wasn’t that special. Feeling used and abused the reality of being a bum-boy at boarding school hit me. I had sucked an older boy’s cock and swallowed his cum, even worse than that, I had loved every minute. 
 
   I felt sorry for myself and vowed that it wouldn’t happen again. Yes I had enjoyed it but I didn’t want to be just an alternative for a quick wank. I wiped at the sticky residue on my rugby shirt and panicked when it smeared, the stain becoming worse. I was convinced that everyone would know it was cum. My underpants were full of spunk and making me feel very uncomfortable. Looking around for something to wipe it with, my heart skipped a beat as I heard footsteps on the stage above. I hoped Farrah was coming back to see if I was okay. The footsteps headed across the stage and then onto the stairs. 
 
   My heart sank and my guts were in my throat as a pair of Dunlop training shoes appeared. He didn’t wear that brand. I was going to be discovered under the school stage covered in spunk. As my heart threatened to punch out of my chest, a black face appeared over the banister. 
 
   “Hey, Sweetman,” it was the voice of Edson Adekoya. “Has Farrah gone?”
 
   “Yes,” I whispered from the shadows. I grabbed the pink theatre curtain and rubbed frantically at my top. “He’s gone back to the dorms.”
 
   “Did he give you a good hiding?” he had reached the bottom of the stairs and was walking towards me. He squinted as his eyes adjusted to the gloom. “I bet he roughed you up, eh?”               
 
   “A bit.” I shrugged. I didn’t like Edson. He was six inches taller than anyone in the school and one of the fattest pupils too. His African accent was harsh and aggressive. Combined with his size, he was an intimidating character. “He punched me in the stomach and winded me.”
 
   “He’s a bully,” Edson said. “You’re okay though aren’t you?”
 
   “Yes, thanks,” I moved away from the curtain. A sticky patch of my dribble caught my eye; it was only the size of a coin but it looked like spunk. I flushed red and stepped on it. Edson’s eyes flickered towards it and then back to meet my eyes with a piercing intensity. “I need to get back to the dorm.”
 
   “I heard you,” Edson chuckled evilly. 
 
   “What?”
 
   “I heard you,” he repeated. He mimicked me. “Oh, I don’t want to do that, Farrah!”
 
   “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I could feel tears of embarrassment filling my eyes. I’d been caught red handed. Oh my God, what else had he heard?
 
   “Oh, Sweetman, that’s amazing,” he mimicked Farrah this time. “Did he make you suck his cock for him?”
 
   “No he did not,” I mumbled. I was frozen with shock and panic at this point. 
 
   “Shut up and suck!” He mimicked Farrah again. “What did he want you to suck then if it wasn’t his cock?”  
 
   “I didn’t do anything,” I could feel my lips quivering. The shame and embarrassment would kill my parents.
 
   “Liar, I heard him moaning when he came!”
 
   “Please don’t tell the others.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   “Okay?” I was stunned.
 
   “I won’t tell anyone after all, Farrah’s my friend.”
 
   “Thanks.”
 
   “You owe me one though.”
 
   “Okay,” I shrugged. I would pretty much have done anything not to be outed to the school. I imagined people talking about me the way they had about Thomas. I didn’t know the boy but I felt sorry him. “I’ll sort your kit out after games tomorrow.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Well it’s been raining all week so it will be a right mess after games.”
 
   “I don’t need my kit washing, Sweetman!”
 
   I had a sinking feeling in my stomach again. I knew what he was going to say. There was no physical attraction for me, not like there was with Farrah. I fancied Farrah but Edson was a different matter. He was chubby and always sweating. I just stood and stared at him as a tear ran over my eyelid and made its way south across my cheek. He smiled widely and pulled his rugby shorts down to his knees. 
 
   “Please don’t make me suck that,” I whimpered. Edson’s black cock was long and thick. His foreskin was cut revealing a narrow dark head. He grabbed my hand and forced it onto his cock. It felt hot and thick and suddenly the experience of sucking Farrah flooded back to me. I had loved it and here I was faced with another cock to gobble on; A bigger, thicker cock to pleasure. I kneeled down willingly and looked at what I had in front of me. It was huge but there was a musky odour to him. His sweaty body had a stale smell and I recoiled a little from him. I knew I had to suck him to keep my secret but I just didn’t fancy him. Yes his cock was thick but that didn’t matter. “Once okay?” 
 
   “We’ll keep it a secret,” he sneered. “Lick my balls first.”
 
   I took a deep breath and looked into his eyes. Once again the anticipation of the ultimate pleasure was there and it fired the hormones in my veins. Even though I wouldn’t have sucked his cock by choice, I knew that making him writhe before he squirted his cum in my mouth would be fun; no, more than fun, it would turn me on. He watched intently as I lifted his sack and sucked gently on the wrinkly black skin, searching for his balls with my tongue.
 
   “That’s nice,” he smiled, confusion in his eyes. “You know I think you actually like sucking cocks.”
 
   I was going to answer but he grabbed his thick shaft and pushed it against my lips. I opened wide and let him in. It was like electricity was running through my veins as I sucked greedily on his cock. The musty smell seemed to mingle with the aroma of his sweat; it was a heady sexual musk, which intoxicated me. His juice tasted salty and oily and I swallowed the leaks as they came, eagerly awaiting the mother-load of cum when it arrived. The deeper I took his thick cock, the louder he groaned. I used my tongue to pleasure the underside of his shaft as he forced my head back and to. 
 
   “Do you want to swallow my cum?” he almost whispered.
 
   Taking his juicy cock from my mouth to answer him, I wiped strings of precum from my chin. “Don’t you want me to?” I was surprised by the question at this point. I thought he was nearly there. He frowned and forced his cock back between my lips.
 
   “Of course I do!” he moaned, pushing deeper into my mouth almost choking me. He held the back of my head, his cock as far in as I could take it. The palms of my hands were pushing against his chubby hips stopping him from pushing any further. “Aaah swallow it!” 
 
   I wasn’t expecting his spunk at that second and he squirted it down the back of my throat. I was swallowing involuntarily as his warm cum pumped into me for long seconds, his cock twitching in ever decreasing spasms as he emptied his sack into my grateful mouth. He seemed frozen in time, staring at the ceiling as his ejaculation subsided; his grip slowly released from the back of my head and I expected him to pull his cock out of my mouth as quickly as Farrah had but he didn’t. He stroked my hair gently and sighed.
 
   “Oh, Sweetman, I don’t want to move,” he chuckled, “that was so fucking horny!”
 
   I smiled with my eyes as my mouth was still full of juicy meat. His gentleness as his pleasure subsided thrilled me more than Farrah’s embarrassed exit. We stayed like that for what felt like ages, his cock spent and relaxing in my hot wet mouth. I let him keep it there gently flicking my tongue around it until he was ready to pull out. Even then it wasn’t rushed. 
 
   “Are you okay?” he asked as he pulled his shorts back up.
 
   “Yes, I’m fine,” I smiled and wiped cum from my face. I could taste it in my mouth. While I didn’t fancy him, I liked the way he appreciated me. It made me feel special. Farrah was attractive and I knew now that I was infatuated with him but Edson was nice to me.
 
   “I really like you, Sweetman.”
 
   “Thanks,” I replied awkwardly. I didn’t know what to say.
 
   “Do you want to see each other again?” he smiled.
 
   “I’m not sure,” I stammered. I wasn’t sure that I even fancied other boys until an hour ago, now I had had relations with two older boys and one of them wanted a second meeting.
 
   “You like me don’t you?” he looked serious now. “I could tell by the way you sucked my cock that you like me,” he smiled again. “We can see each other and keep it a secret okay?” he grabbed me and hugged me, one hand ruffling my hair and the other moved down and fondled my arse. A new feeling flushed through me as he squeezed my buttocks gently. “You have a sexy arse he whispered.”
 
   “Thanks,” I whispered back. I was holding my breath, my chest gripped by giant invisible hands.
 
   “Have you ever been fucked?” he kissed my neck and he spoke. Both hands were now kneading my arse. 
 
   “No,” I gulped. “Not yet anyway.”
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