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		Rain lashed against the tall Victorian windows of the cavernous hallway. The constant sound was a loud, repetitive tapping, but nothing compared to the deafening clap of thunder that dutifully followed. A second or two later, the bright flash of lightning that would momentarily illuminate the dimly lit hall was next, making the various fixtures and furniture briefly recognizable.

		

		Sitting on one such couch was young Corey Hicks, a slight and scrawny little thing with chestnut hair, who jumped at the sound each time Zeus struck the sky. He had never liked thunder or lightning, and this particular storm was no different, especially given the circumstances.

		

		He tried to steady his breathing amidst the weather, tapping a dainty foot and squeezing his little hands together. But all the while found himself staring nervously at the brass plaque on the door opposite him. It was wide and looked heavy, and bolted to the thick oak door, displaying for all to see, was the word 'Headmistress Sybil'.

		

		Corey Hicks had good reason to be afraid of everything. He was just under five feet tall, weighed maybe a hundred pounds, and was thin as a rail. He had always been quite feminine, with his shoulder length hair and big, doe eyes, both of which made him a target of bullying.

		

		How long ago had his mother gone inside? Corey thought, still staring at the door. How much longer could she possibly be? What on Earth was taking her so long? All these questions and more young Corey asked himself repeatedly, still hoping he might still get the chance to go back home.

		

		Every so often he heard the muffled sound of his mother’s voice through the door, along with that of another woman, but he couldn't make out what they were saying.

		

		He didn't like this place. He knew it from the moment he saw the enormous, foreboding building rising up into view as the two of them had crested the mile long driveway.

		

		Yet no matter his fears, this place was to become his new home.

		

		His mind kept replaying the conversation they had in the car on the way here, wondering if there could have been anything he could have said to convince his mother to spare him from this fate...

		

		"But mom! I’m eighteen! I can’t go to boarding school!" Corey had whined.

		

		Lisa Hicks looked over at her son in the seat beside her, "Oh Corey, I’m sorry. But you made it clear that you can’t take care of yourself while I work so you’ve left me no choice."

		

		Corey blurted his retort, "You said I had really matured! You said I had really stepped up and helped out around the house. I’ve taken care of the cooking, cleaning, and washing our clothes. I promise I’ll be good. You won't have to worry about me ever again, I promise."

		

		"And you have been, Corey. But I waited long enough already. It's time for you to become an adult, and I think what's best is you going to Ironstaff. I really do. I went there too, you know? To Ironstaff. And it made me into the woman I am today. Just give it a chance, okay?"

		

		"B-but I won't know anyone!” Corey’s words were almost cries. “And the school year’s already started!  Everyone will already have their groups of friends and I'll just be some weirdo, loner kid! Please mom! Please don't do this…"

		

		It didn't work. Nothing had, nothing will. She had made up her mind. Corey was grasping at straws now, trying vainly to find the elusive combination of words he could say to get his mother to change her mind.

		

		Corey could feel tears beginning to form in the corners of his eyes. He didn't want to cry. But his emotions always seemed to get the better of him. He turned his head to look out the window into the dark overcast night. Lightning skittered through the clouds above. A tumultuous storm was brewing, and it was a fitting backdrop to his tumultuous destiny.

		

		Perhaps attempting to lighten the mood, his mother began mumbling to herself. "Always wanted you to go to Ironstaff anyway. I just wanted to keep you as long as I could. Keep you like you are..." Her words trailed off. Corey was barely listening. Until-

		

		"There it is sweetie."

		

		Corey looked at the large building perched atop a hill in the distance, barely visible in the night sky save for the sparse, glowing windows on its cathedral-like towers. Behind a huge, iron gate, the building stood, erected at the end of a long, winding and narrow road to its large monolithic face. It looked like some bizarre amalgamation of castle and prison.

		

		Pulling up to the gate, Corey's mother lowered her window and allowed a cold and wet gust of air to invade the electronic warmth of the car. The pair shivered in unison, but then she reached out and pressed a large red button on an elaborate intercom that was mounted on a nearby pillar.

		

		It buzzed for a few seconds before a husky, female voice came crackling out, "Missus Hicks?."

		

		Lisa answered quickly, "Yes! I’m here to drop off my son."

		

		A bitter silence followed.

		

		After several uneasy moments, the disembodied voice from the intercom returned. "Very good, Missus Hicks. Pull to the front rotunda, please."

		

		The shrill creaking of metal upon metal reverberated into the night as the old wrought iron gates struggled to open, eventually hitting their apex with a heavy CLANG..

		

		"Phew!” Corey's mother quickly rolled up her window and took a deep breath. “Surprised she's still here..."

		

		Corey looked at her, noticing some flush going to her cheeks, but ignored her remark.

		

		She began driving up the long driveway to the main building. Corey watched as the overbearing presence of the ominous castle-like house loomed ever closer.

		

		And as they drew nearer, it fully dawned on the boy. This house… this school… this prison… was his fate. The realization brought tears. Corey couldn't help it. And before long those tears were streaming down both cheeks in silent sobs.

		

		He was numb. Frozen in stark fear and uncertainty. As the car came to a stop at the front doors, Corey looked through the rain spattered glass. He saw the large double doors open, and a small man in a black suit stood amidst the orange, glowing light behind him.

		

		The next thing Corey knew, his door was being opened. Stepping out, he spun in place, hopeful to see his mother, but she was already headed for the school. The diminutive butler held the door and his mother was on the steps, waiting. Reluctantly, Corey shambled up the steps to the grand but gloomy entrance of the main house. Rushing to his mother's side, he watched as the butler retrieved his two large suitcases and followed them up the stairs.

		

		The inside wasn’t much different than the bleak and gothic exterior. Corey gazed in awe over the massive, ornate hallway they now found themselves in. Grand columns led up to a high ceiling and lush, expensive looking carpets adorned the floors. Its walls were decorated in lavish tapestries and detailed paintings. It all looked more like a cathedral than a school. Soon the large oak doors were closed, quieting the storm outside.

		

		Corey turned quickly to see the little man in his now very wet black suit, still holding their bags. With a crisp turn he moved down the hallway. They both followed, and as they moved Corey felt his mother’s hand on his back to nudge him forward.

		

		The butler stopped at the first door on their right, placed Corey's bags down and held out an arm. Just above his palm was a shiny brass plaque that read 'Headmaster'.

		

		“Right this way, Missus Hicks. Headmistress Sybil will see you now.” The butler said.

		

		Corey's mother looked at him. She was a fidgeting ball of nerves. Her fingers clutched her small handbag. Corey had never seen her so anxious.

		

		"Just sit here for a moment, okay Corey? I need to speak to your new Headmaster."

		

		Corey nodded, wiping at his cheeks.

		

		After straightening her hair, she took a deep breath and knocked twice.

		

		A throaty voice called back from within. "Enter!" It commanded, the tone unmistakingly female yet stern and powerful.

		

		BANG! Another clap of thunder jerked Corey’s mind to the present. He was back on the couch, staring at the massive door where his mother had vanished some time ago. Just how long he could not be sure. The storm still licked the outside so it couldn’t have been that long, right?

		

		The following minutes seemed to pass even more slowly, and Corey found himself becoming more and more curious about what was being said behind the door. Why couldn't he be part of the conversation? It was his fate after all.

		

		Slowly and steadily he stood and slowly crept forward. He leaned in, turning his ear to the warm wood and steading his breathing. A bright flash of lightning once again briefly illuminated the hall, followed a few seconds later by rumbling thunder. It sounded further away now, passing on to terrorize someone else finally. Yet as the thunder subsided he could make out his mother's voice.

		

		"Yes, headmistress." His mother answered.

		

		"Alot?" Came the domineering voice of the other woman.

		

		"No ma’am, well… not when I saw it last."

		

		"When was that?"

		

		"About...hmm, about a month ago."

		

		Corey continued to listen, thoroughly confused.

		

		The headmistress spoke again, "I see. And the rest?"

		

		"Oh, he is quite developed back there. I think he’ll be right at home here," She answered.

		

		"Mmmm, if it’s anything like yours, he will be."

		

		Corey could hear his mother smiling through her words. "That’s… Wow, that’s so great to hear!"

		

		But the headmistress’ voice cut her off, "He looks like you. You know."

		

		A few moments later, Lisa Hicks answered, "Heh, why thank you headmistress. I think so too."

		

		More lightning, accompanied by the inevitable thunder, drowned out the rest of their conversation. But Corey wouldn't have heard it anyway…

		

		Because the sheer terror that jolted through his body when a finger lightly tapped his shoulder was enough for him to yelp and spin.

		

		Corey froze for a moment, wide eyed, looking as if he just spotted a ghost. He blinked once. Twice. But couldn’t believe what he was seeing. It was a girl! A pretty and petite blonde girl with sparkling blue eyes and shoulder length hair wrapped up in pigtails. She wore a Ironstaff school uniform, which was essentially knee high socks, pleated skirt, and a light sweater vest emblazoned with their emblem. A thin, short sleeved white blouse billowed from underneath, showing off her pristine, blemish free, thin, pale arms.

		

		"Hello there," She chipped merrily in an English accent.

		

		Corey shook his head and rubbed at his eyes, but the beautiful mirage remained. Then he remembered that he needed to breathe and took a few deep breaths as he steadied himself enough to see the girl was holding out her hand.

		

		Hesitantly, Corey took it in his and they shook.

		

		"Uh… hi," Corey said.

		

		The girl held Corey's hand lightly with a limp wrist. Her eyes darted up and down quickly, and when she met his again, her smile grew a little wider.

		

		"Seb."

		

		"Huh?" Corey tilted his head.

		

		"Seb. That's my name. Well, Sebastian is my name but everyone calls me Seb. Sebastian Carver, a pleasure to meet you."

		

		"Oh! Ohhh, right, err sorry. I'm Corey."

		

		"No, heh, I should be sorry.” She said politely, “I didn't mean to scare you like that."

		

		"Oh. No that was... that was nothing, I wasn't scared." Corey lied. “Wait…”

		

		Seb gave a little pout, waiting for Corey’s faculties to return.

		

		He shook his head again then shot Seb a quizzical look, “Sebastian? But that… that’s a boy's name!”

		

		The girl giggled and smiled, giving Corey’s hand one more squeeze before letting it go. “Of course it is. But I am a boy, so it only makes sense!”

		

		“I uh…” Corey stuttered, “I don’t understand.”

		

		“Not to worry. It’s your first day, so I bet a lot of things are pretty confusing.”

		

		“Yeah, tell me about it.” Corey said, grimacing. For a brief moment he forgot all about the attractive young boy/girl standing in front of him, and instead remembered the horrible reason he was here.

		

		"So…” Seb began again, brimming with excitement. “You're my new bunk buddy! Finally! I couldn't believe it when I got here and they said there was an odd number this year, then of course my luck being what it is I drew the short straw. Haha. No seriously, we drew straws! Isn't that something? You know I never knew people actually did that, you know literally, I just thought it was an old saying but now it's obvious that's where the saying comes from! Isn't it funny the things you don't think about until you do? Anyway I am so sorry to just go on and on but I am just so excited! All the other boys have been great and tried their best but it's not the same, ya know?"

		

		Despite Seb claiming to be a boy, ‘he’ certainly prattled on like the most annoying girl in the world. Corey was already irked by the high pitched squeal of her voice, but then hearing her ramble on about straws only made his patience thinner.

		

		All through the diatribe Corey had stood in silence. He listened, but with each passing syllable from Seb’s fast-moving-mouth, he realized more and more, there was so much he didn't know.  What were they talking about in there? Why hadn't his mother ever talked about this place before? Who the hell was this ‘Seb’ and why were they dressed like a girl?

		

		Why the hell didn't anyone EVER TELL HIM ANYTHING!

		

		Corey was getting angry and he didn't fully understand why.

		

		"Look! Uh, Seb, right?” He blurted. “I-I don't know what you are talking about. You’re not making any sense to me.”

		

		There was a long, pregnant beat of silence between them that hung in the air like a thick fog. Corey’s cheeks burned red. His blood was nearly boiling. He was just about to lash out in another outburst when Seb broke the silence, "What do you mean?"

		

		"Uhhh…” Corey thought for a second. There was so much he didn't know that, well, he didn't even know where to start! He looked about frantically, trying to come up with something, anything to validate his childish outburst. “Why aren't there any clocks around here?"

		

		"Oh yeah, haha.” Seb giggled, “Headmistress's orders. You get used to it."

		

		Corey rolled his eyes. Another non answer that just raised more questions. “Wha...Ahhh....okay, forget that, just gimme a sec."

		

		"Sure," Came Seb's happy reply.

		

		Corey looked the ‘boy’ up and down as he thought. Seb was about his height, maybe a half inch taller. Even in the dim light of the hallway he could tell his hair was a very light blonde and it cascaded just over his shoulders. His eyes were bright blue, with a hopeful kindness that seemed to make him feel welcome somehow. His outfit was pristine, and he looked more welcome to a wizard school than the clandestine Ironstaff. Corey looked down at Seb's smooth, slender legs, capped off in thick, black heels, and he wondered briefly how he hadn’t heard the little pixie coming from a mile away.

		

		"Okay, so tell me-"

		

		WHOOSH! At that very moment, the door to the headmistress's office swung open, cutting his sentence short. Corey’s mother stepped out first, flanked closely by a tall and imposing woman.

		

		Once again, Corey’s eyes couldn’t believe what he saw. His mother was a beautiful woman, but the tall, immaculate amazon behind her put her to absolute shame. The headmistress was mind-boggling stunning, with plump but pursed lips, narrow cat-like eyes, massive breasts, and a fem-adonis figure. She was like a warrior queen plucked from a fantasy novel and placed into a tight, form fitting pencil skirt and  blouse!

		

		What surprised Corey most was her age. She might have been in her thirties but had the skin and figure of a twenty year old pornstar. Her proportions were that insane. It was like she had walked in front of a funhouse mirror and got stuck that way. She had long, shapely, athletic legs wrapped in hosiery, wide hips, a tiny, tapered waist, flat stomach but positively huge bust.

		

		What was even more strikingly bizarre was her hair. It was uncanny. She was young… but had silvery, white hair, tied and pinned back in a tight bun. Two black sticks stuck out from it, making a clear contrast. She had pristine, ivory skin, with wicked emerald eyes and a cold, ice queen stare. What little saliva hadn’t dried up in Corey's open mouth was promptly swallowed as she strutted out, forced down his throat with a loud, audible - GULP!

		

		The steely woman came to a stop just outside her door. Her posture was beyond pronounced, tall and in-charge like a busty drill sergeant on steroids. Her back was so straight and her chest so puffed, Corey thought she might burst out of her blouse at any second.

		

		Cool and calmly though, she looked at Seb who didn’t need another second to answer her silent question. "You sent for me, headmistress?"

		

		"Yes, Seb. Be a dear and show our new resident to your room."

		

		"Yes ma’am," Seb said gingerly.

		

		"Off you go then,” the headmistress said, turning her icy gaze to Corey. He jumped, not so different than when a crack of thunder hit, then shriveled in place. He tried to divert his eyes, hoping she didn’t catch him staring at her gigantic breasts, but he could feel her eyes burning holes in him.

		

		"Headmistress?" The high voice of Seb meeked. Unlike Corey, he somehow did not cower at her gaze, instead he looked curious and yearning, as if he was about to ask for more supper.

		

		She stopped and furrowed her brow. Corey saw her lip twitch. With cold, annoyed, calculation she slowly looked back at girly, little Seb. "Am I too… welcome him too?"

		

		The Headmistress tucked her hands behind the small of her back once more and spun, staring intently. After a moment she walked forward, her heel clicking loudly as she moved. To Corey’s surprise she strutted past little Seb, instead coming just a few feet from himself. She was huge, even taller than Corey surmised, standing beside one another like they were like David and She-Goliath. And now the giant of a woman was glaring down at him, the same tight-lipped sneer as before.

		

		Suddenly she leaned down so their faces were aligned. Corey jumped again. She pivoted slightly, so that her head could dip over his shoulder. Her scent assaulted him. A mixture of luxurious perfume and sweet smelling creams berated him, sending butterflies into his stomach and his brain into a haze. Her cleavage spilled out in front of him, her tan suit jacket covering a lacy, black bra that mashed her hefty tits together.

		

		He was so enthralled by the sight, Corey didn’t realize the two deep breath’s the Headmistress took, smelling the boy.

		

		Yet just as swiftly as she had bent over, she corrected her posture, straightening her back once more so that she could stare down at little Corey. “Very well. Just don’t spoil him. And be quick about it, then straight to bed. I need you both up and ready to go bright and early. I’ll be seeing to his induction tomorrow."

		

		Corey was confused, he looked at his mother. Who looked to the floor.

		

		Seb looked crestfallen, like a kid that had woken up so early it was still Christmas eve and their parents had told them to go back to bed, "Ooookay." 

		

		“Is that clear?!” The headmistress said, almost shouting.

		

		Seb scrambled to attention, “Y-yes, ma’am. Of course Headmistress!”

		

		The Headmistress smiled. Her first ever since they’d met. Then crossed her arms, propping up her shelf of a chest. “Off you go then!”

		

		Corey turned to his mother. She had a wounded look to her, as she should. “Guess this is goodbye, sweetie!”

		

		“Yeah. Guesso.” Corey said, angry with her still, but now on the verge of tears.

		

		Resigning herself, Lisa Hicks smiled and held her arms open. Corey hesitated, then understood that this may be the last time he ever saw her, and begrudgingly stepped into the embrace.

		

		The whole thing felt fake. Perhaps it showed because his mother tried to comfort him with words he wished he hadn't. "It’s gonna be okay," she said.

		

		Corey hesitantly replied, still keeping his somber tone. "Yeah. Whatever."

		

		His mother broke their hug and took a few steps back, gazing back at him intently. She smiled once more and then Corey felt a hand clasp his. He turned, seeing Seb wrap himself around his arm, then turn his body away from the two women.

		

		Corey moved in step with his new counterpart, his heels clicking faintly on the tile. As they distanced themselves further from the Headmistress, Corey looked back and caught the last remnants of their conversation.

		

		“I should get going…” His mother said.

		

		"No no, I insist. It's far too late to be leaving now. Besides, It would give us a chance for a night cap and a quick catch up." The Headmistress said, leading his mother away.

		

		But then their voices became whispers, and all Corey could hear were Seb’s steady footfalls. They walked to the end of the long hall and turned right into another long hallway, then turned right again down yet another long hall.

		

		How big is this place? Corey thought.

		

		Corey was about to ask his question aloud until his companion blurted out, "Come on! We're down here."

		

		Seb pulled Corey along the corridor at a brisk pace, and spoke more in a loud whisper than actual words. "We gotta be quiet since the other boys might already be asleep."

		

		They reached what was evidently the door to their room and Seb stopped. He fumbled in his breast pocket and produced a small key. He proceeded to unlock the door, push it open, and guide Corey into the black void.

		

		"Welcome home." He said, pushing Corey inside.

		

		"Where's the light switch?" Corey asked.

		

		"Lights out is at nine. Here..." Seb clicked on a small flashlight and handed it to Corey.

		

		He couldn't see much. There seemed to be two beds, two desks, one was bare, the other strewn with photos in picture frames, toys, pens and pencils, a window with the curtains drawn and various posters on the wall.

		

		As Corey looked around, or tried to, Seb continued, "That's you on that side. I'm already moved-in over here. I don't know how much you brought with you but there isn't much storage space. I brought way too much with me. My parents tried to warn me but I really wanted to bring all my stuff. How can you pick just a few things, ya know? I guess they will get you sorted with your uniform and stuff tomorrow. So your mom went here too? Yeah, mine too. I think most of the boys here have had parents who came here. God I am so glad you're here! My mom told me so many stories! Hey, When did your mom go here? Maybe she knew mine? Oh! Maybe they had sex together! Wouldn't that be awesome? If your mom and my mom… and now me and you? I mean that would be crazy right?!"

		

		Corey wasn't really listening. He slowly moved over to the bed in the dark room and sat down. He was lost in his thoughts. What had his mother and the headmistress been talking abou-WAIT A FUCKING MINUTE!

		

		"What?!” Corey was certain he had misheard. “What did you say?"

		

		The warm smile spread across Seb's face, "I just mean it would be so cool if your mom and my mom went here together, ya know? Cos now we’re bunk buddies. I just think it would be-"

		

		"NO!” Corey blurted, “No. What did you mean when you said they may have had sex?"

		

		A long silence followed Corey's question as Seb's smile dipped slightly. His eyes regarded Corey and a look of curiosity came over his face, "Did...did your mom never tell you any stories about Ironstaff?"

		

		"No!" Corey said frankly. “Never…”

		

		Seb's eyebrows rose a little, the look of curiosity was slowly replaced with a look of epiphany. He sat next to Corey on the bed and asked softly, "Did she tell you… anything about Ironstaff? Anything at all?"

		

		"I didn't even know this place existed until yesterday. When all of a sudden my mom just out-of the-blue told me she was sending me here. I didn't know she went to boarding school or anything. I don’t know how long I’m supposed to be here. I don’t know what’s going to happen. I don’t… I don’t…"

		

		Corey could feel it rising again, the anger mixed with frustration and hurt. The familiar sting in his eyes told him he was already crying, "I...I don’t know anything and no one is giving me any answers. Even you. And I’m sorry, and you seem nice and all, but for once I just wish someone would say something that makes sense!"

		

		"There is so much I don't know! There is SO much people don't tell me! And I’m scared. Why won't anyone ever... just... just tell m-m-meeeeee..."

		

		His words trailed off into sobs.

		

		Suddenly, Seb wrapped an arm around Corey’s shoulder and he sank into the boy's flat chest. For all the pain and confusion he felt he was grateful to be held like this. Right now he was just a scared and confused teenage boy, frustrated with a world that refused to be honest with him. He allowed his tears to stream, openly vulnerable in the arms of a boy-girl-thing he had met just a few minutes before. The day had really taken its toll and for now Corey was happy for this brief respite of peace, the first he had felt in a while. A few minutes passed, Corey's head nestled in Seb's chest, his tears staining the sleeve of Seb's sweater, his sobs slowly subsiding.

		

		After a time he felt relaxed and safe in Seb's arms and Corey began to see the funny side, 'How silly must I look? I met this ‘boy’ just a little while ago and now I'm crying in his arms… I must look ridiculous!'

		

		Corey smiled to himself, then erupted with snickering laughter.

		

		"What's so funny?" Seb asked, perplexed.

		

		Corey looked at Seb's bemused expression and just found that funny too. This whole thing was ridiculous. The laughter was infectious though, and Seb too began giggling.

		

		Soon the two boys were in hysterics, laying on the bed unable to control their amusement. After each bout they would calm down, only to look at each other's face again, smile, and then burst out laughing all over again. This cycle repeated a few times before they found themselves lying on the bed, each with his head on the pillow facing the other.

		

		Finally, when both were out of breath, they both looked at each other and smiled.

		

		Corey looked deep into Seb's illuminating gaze, "Wow, Seb. Your eyes are so… blue."

		

		Seb giggled another girlish tittering, then bit his lip. He was so amazingly androgynous, Corey thought, looking at his high cheekbones, plump lips, and cute button nose… Was he really a boy? How could someone so beautifully feminine be a guy?

		

		"It's the sheets." Seb's voice woke Corey from his mini day dream,

		

		"W-what?"

		

		"The bed sheets. They're blue." Seb looked at Corey's confused expression,"Well, I have blue eyes so if I wear blue clothes or sleep in blue bed sheets it makes my eyes look THAT much more blue. You ever heard the saying 'wow that really brings out your eyes'? Well, yeah… that."

		

		"Oh…” The two boys looked deeper into each other's eyes. Corey didn't know what this feeling was. It seemed familiar yet...not. Like he was-

		

		"Brown," Seb said.

		

		"What?"

		

		"Brown. Your eyes are brown, Corey."

		

		Seb's smile was something Corey couldn't help copying, "So, Seb..."

		

		"Hmm?"

		

		"Why were you so excited to have a bunk mate..."

		

		"Bunk buddy."

		

		"Err, right. So why are you so excited to have a bunk buddy? Aaand what’s up with the no clocks anywhere? And what did you mean earlier by welcoming me? And-"

		

		"Ah! Now that one I can answer!" Seb interrupted, sitting up and removing his sweater, "Get undressed." Corey watched him throw his top onto the floor then begin unbuttoning his blouse.

		

		"Huh? Seb what are you-" The sight of Seb’s perky, pink nipples stopped his words. Indeed, either Seb was a boy, or he had the smallest breasts for any girl on the planet. His chest was flat and skins as perfect. Quite strikingly, his nipples were far more pronounced and pointy than Corey’s own. They looked like two strawberry gumdrops sitting atop a white cake.

		

		"What? You sleep in your clothes?" Seb said.

		

		"N-n-no."

		

		"Well then, get undressed."

		

		Corey had never in his life gone to sleep fully dressed. So, shrugging off the absurdity of the situation, and just as he did almost every night, he slipped off his shoes and socks first, then pulled off his jeans, and tossed them to the floor. Next was his t-shirt, which he quickly scrambled out of, but as he did he felt the mattress shift, and Corey looked behind him, into the darkness.

		

		"Seb? Are you… in my bed?"

		

		The flashlight flicked back on to reveal Seb's face, the rest of his body already under the duvet covers, "Hehe, yep."

		

		Seb's cheeky smile illuminated by the faint light of the torch, "You getting in? You wanted to know what an ‘Ironstaff Welcome’ was, right?"

		

		Corey curiously smiled back at his new friend, "Y-yeah. Okay"

		

		It was a little chilly now he had undressed and was nearly nude. But after some nervous fidgeting, he slid under the covers and faced Seb, who gave one last smile before clicking out the light.

		

		Darkness engulfed the two boys. Then silence.

		

		There was a faint rustle of bed sheets as Seb's hand moved beneath the sheets.

		

		'What's he doing?' Corey thought as he felt the soft touch of Seb's hand on his chest. 

		

		He gasped, feeling Seb’s fingers slowly moving across his collar toward his nipple. The exploring arm and hand were beyond smooth. Seb’s touch was sensual and aloof, brushing fingertips like feathers over his body. Then Corey felt the light touch of thumb and forefinger on his stiffening nipple.

		

		“W-what are you doing? Corey gasped.

		

		"You feel pretty chilly, huh?" Seb's voice cut through the darkness yet again.

		

		"Err...Yeah...how did-"

		

		"Your nipple’s hard," Seb answered.

		

		Corey felt… he didn't know what he felt. He had never been touched like this in all his life. Seb's hand caressing his chest quickened his heartbeat and made his mind whirl.

		

		Seb's fingers moved down to his belly, making a few circles around his belly button before lowering even further to the hem of his boxer briefs.

		

		Corey gasped. He wasn’t sure what was happening but he liked it. His body did too, reacting on its own. He could feel his cock hardening just mere inches from Seb’s touch.

		

		Both their breathing quickened. And while Seb toyed with his waistband, Corey’s heartbeat fluttered.

		

		Then, in a slow and sensual movement, Seb tugged at Corey’s boxers. He only got half way down before his movements were interrupted.

		

		"Whoa!" Corey grabbed Seb's hand with his, "What are you-"

		

		Seb cut him off, "You wanted me to show you right? An Ironstaff welcome?"

		

		“I, uh…” Corey trailed off.

		

		Then Seb’s dainty little fingers answered by sliding under the hem of Corey’s boxer briefs

		

		"Holy crap!” Corey yelped. “What the hell?"

		

		Seb twisted his hand to take Corey's in his and held it gently, "Corey, I'm your bunk buddy. You don't have to be embarrassed or shy with me. You can be completely honest and open with me. That's what a bunk buddy is for."

		

		Corey wasn't sure how to respond, "I… I've never..."

		

		"Had sex?" Seb finished Corey's sentence.

		

		Corey was taken aback, "What? No! Not that… well… no I haven't… done that or anything but that's… that's not what I meant… I've never been naked with… anyone before. And I’m certainly not gay."

		

		By now Corey’s eyes had affixed to the dark, and he could see Seb’s pretty, cherubic face lying on his bare shoulder, looking up at him.

		

		“Just pretend I’m a girl. I do look like a girl, right?”

		

		Corey looked, and answered earnestly. “Well, yeah but… but-”

		

		A few moments of silence passed.

		

		When Seb spoke next it was as if his voice were filled with a mixture of curiosity and, something else, pity maybe. "You really haven't, have you? Your mom never told you about Ironstaff so I'm guessing he didn't tell you about, well, anything really, huh?"

		

		Corey shook his head, cock throbbing.

		

		“Here. Touch me,” Seb said as he lifted his teasing fingers from Corey’s smooth pubis, took his hand, and placed it on one of his puffy nipples.

		

		Both boys gasped, and Seb then moved Corey's hand down his chest, and further down his smooth, taut body.

		

		Corey's hand felt something, something hard yet soft, "Seb are you… naked?"

		

		"Uh huh..."

		

		Corey breathed a little quicker, all his chilliness was replaced with a wave of heat going through his body. He felt the familiar rush of warmth to his loins that rumbled up through his penis. He was getting hard.

		

		Seb's hand closed around Corey's which in turn closed around Seb's hard little cock.

		

		Both boy's breathing was heaving as Seb’s hand left Corey’s, only to return to his bunk buddy’s waistband and pull down on the front of his underwear.

		

		There was no resistance this time.

		

		Corey’s stiff member flipped out from his boxer briefs, hitting his belly with a little slap when finally freed from its cotton prison. Carefully and methodically, Seb tucked the waistband under Corey’s smooth sack, then gently gripped his stiff, throbbing member.

		

		“Oohh, fuck!” Corey murmured, squeezing Seb’s erection just like Seb was doing to his.

		

		“Sshh, just relax,” Seb whispered, slowly beginning a slight motion with his hand up and down Corey’s length.

		

		Corey reciprocated in kind, doing his best to mutually jack his new friend off along with him. He was clumsy though, amateur. Unlike Seb who masterfully twisted his wrist on his upswing, cranking the rigid boyhood for all its worth.

		

		Seb kissed Corey’s shoulder then scooched up higher, pressing himself against the boy. When he leaned in, Seb put his lips to Corey’s ear and whispered, "Do you trust me?"

		

		Corey thought for just a half a moment, his mind still a haze. How could he not? He had the boy's cock in his hand! "Yes! Yes, I do."

		

		Corey couldn't see Seb's smile in the darkness but could hear it in his voice, "Good."

		

		With that said Seb leaned his face closer to Corey's. Then closer. So close…

		

		Until…

		

		Seb's lips found Corey's in a passionate kiss. The first of Corey's life.

		

		His head was swimming. The feeling of Seb’s soft, plump lips was incredible!

		

		The dual stimulation was euphoric. So much so that Corey thought he might cum right then and there. He stifled a moan instead, shuddering on Seb’s control. And when their kiss broke Corey was left in a mumbling incoherence, letting loose little girlish whimpers like a puppy locked in a cage.

		

		As Seb's lips left Corey’s, he gasped. He felt Seb's lips on his throat, his neck, his chest and then his nipple. Seb playfully sucked and nibbled as his hand moved up Corey’s thigh, reluctantly leaving his aching cock to stand rigid under the covers.

		

		But it was not alone for long. When Seb's hand wrapped around Corey's hard, virgin shaft he drew in a deep breath. His heart pounded within his chest. He knew that he had just crossed some bridge, some kind of line in life that he would now never be on the other side of again. And yet he felt … free. Liberated.

		

		Seb's nimble fingers slowly toyed with the incredibly hard cock as his mouth edged closer and closer, down Corey’s smooth torso. His tongue played with Corey's smooth belly button, twirling around it first before dipping in. It tickled and Corey giggled, but gasped when Seb’s kisses trailed lower.

		

		'Holy shit! Corey thought, is this happening?! Am I actually gonna get my first blowj-'

		

		As was quickly becoming a habit of his, Seb interrupted Corey's thoughts as his soft lips wrapped around the head of the boy's cock, immediately engulfing the majority of its length in his warm, wet, succulent mouth.

		

		Corey was beside himself. The feeling was unlike anything he had ever experienced. Seb went to work quickly, lapping at the underside of the sweet shaft while bobbing hungrily. His tongue wrapped around the sensitive tip as he went, all the while using the strong suction of his cheeks… It was positively mind blowing!

		

		Corey was in heaven. All he could bring himself to mumble were disjointed utterances of, "oooohhhh.....ohhhh ffffuuuuuck!"

		

		His hands wildly grasped to hold onto something, anything! His left hand grabbed some of the duvet cover while his right traveled down his own chest and tummy to find the top of Seb's head. He cupped the boy’s skull and began running his fingers through Seb's soft, lovely hair, reveling in the sensations of being sucked.

		

		Seb's response was to keep sucking even faster and harder, moving one hand to cup Corey's hairless sack, and the other up his chest to a nipple. The combination of sensations was almost too much for Corey to bear. This was beyond anything he even knew he could feel. He had jerked off just before but this.... This was something else!

		

		And there it was. That familiar feeling he would get just before he orgasmed. He knew it was coming but this was on another level.

		

		He wasn't wrong.

		

		"Ah! Oh fuck. Oh, fuck S-Sssseeeb! I...Ohhhh, I think I'm gonna, AAAHHH!”

		

		Seb knew he had gotten Corey there. He could feel the pulsing of the cock in his mouth. Ready and willing he felt the hot jets of semen hit his tongue, and he sucked harder. Corey’s body trembled, his eyes crossed, and his toes curled. All the while Seb sucked and swallowed, devouring Corey’s essence as if it were the last on Earth.

		

		To say that Corey enjoyed his first blowjob would be a gross understatement, it would also be an insult to Seb's skills. No, What Corey felt was no less than a miraculous awakening. An awakening of his sexuality, an awakening of his soul. Quite ironic then that his first instinct was to go straight to sleep. He couldn't help it. He just seemed to be unable to keep his eyes open.

		

		He barely noticed Seb getting out of the bed and kissing him on the forehead while whispering, "Welcome to Ironstaff."

		

		As he finally drifted off into a long and well deserved peaceful night's sleep, he thought to himself, ‘So that's an Ironstaff welcome. I think I might like it here.’

		

		Epilogue:

		

		Sleep may have come easy for Corey, especially given his extraordinary orgasm, but for Seb, the night, and the hunger, was far from over.

		

		Leaving Corey asleep, Seb had slipped into the hallway, down the twists and turns, still fully nude, and into the Headmistress’s office. What a sight he was, still clad in pigtails, naked with cum still dripping off his chin, and kneehigh socks wrapped around his calves. No one would have taken him for a boy, if not for the small bundle of testicles planted diminutively between his legs: a tiny pink nub nestled atop a smooth, round, ballsack.

		

		Hurriedly Seb scurried, down the hall, his dainty little feet making soft, padded footfalls that could barely be heard by anyone but mice. He moved briskly and quietly until he reached his destination: a familiar pair of large double doors.

		

		He knocked softly, then waited for the command of the headmistress within to answer and bid him entry.

		

		Stepping inside, Seb may have been a sight to behold, but so too was the Headmistress. Behind the spread legs and blown out asshole of Miss Hicks, bent over at the waist over the desk, the Headmistress stood. The young mother was passed out cold, but convulsed as the headmistress unsheathed her long, swollen cock from the cum-soaked butthole.

		

		“Is it done?” The Headmistress said, turning only slightly to little, naked Seb.

		

		The boy nodded, “yes ma’am.”

		

		“And you welcomed him appropriately?” The tall, amazonian woman continued.

		

		Another nod.

		

		“Good,” The Headmistress said, turning around so that her dripping cock swung with her. “Then come clean me off and see Miss Hicks here to ‘her’ car.

		

		THE END (of Part One)
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