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Now Boarding.



Introduction.
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This story is set in the year 1991. Back in the dark ages where the Internet was in its infancy, mobile phones were the size of a house brick, only owned by successful businessmen with large bank accounts (and larger egos), and the ladies underwear section of the Littlewoods catalogue was misused by boys of a certain age in ways that many will know, but few will admit to! It was a different world, a time of transition for many. The USSR was on the brink of collapse, the first Gulf War nearing its end and, more importantly for this story, Kris Thomas was about to start boarding school. All epic events! 

His life changing journey started in January, due to a number of  monumental changes in circumstances within his family. It came at a moment in Kris’s life when he was at his most vulnerable. His father died suddenly when he was a baby so he lived with his mother and his younger half sister in his grandmother's house. It was cheap lodgings for his mum with the added bonus of a free babysitter on tap. It was also the only place where she could feel safe and deal with her grief after losing the love of her life. Cramped though it was, it was comfortable enough for them all and his grandmother secretly enjoyed the company, albeit she rarely showed it.  Kris, on the other hand, enjoyed his own company and rarely interacted with anyone outside his immediate family, always favouring his own fantasy world over reality. Not that he was a rude child, Kris was always polite and would do as he was told, more so than most eleven year old boys did.

When his mother remarried after what Kris’s grandmother called a whirlwind romance, even though his mother had been seeing the man for over two years, things started to change.  An unexpected pregnancy leading to the birth of another sister resulted in plans that changed the family dynamics further. His new step father, who was the total opposite to his own father, was in the army. It  meant that there would be a lot of moving about every few years. With Kris’s best interest at heart, it was agreed, by the adults, that he would benefit from going to boarding school, as the option was available to them at that point through the army funding a sizable portion of the fees. 

Kris was taken to St James’ school for boys to partake in an entrance exam, much to his delight, as it involved a day away from his new high school where, unknown to his family, he was being bullied daily. Kris was under the impression he was there to be tested and nothing more as he wasn't privy to what was intended for him. The reason Kris was kept in the dark was to not to cause any unnecessary upset if he wasn't up to the school's high standard. Also, his mother hadn't worked up the courage to broach the concept to him. 

The results of the tests were pleasantly surprising for his mum. Kris scored 91% in English and 89% in Mathematics. The school was happy to accept him on the condition that he was to start as soon as possible so as not to let him fall too far behind.

The news was not taken well by Kris who fell to the floor in tears of confusion and disbelief like an oversized toddler. After many hours of attempting to explain how wonderful the opportunity he was being offered was, he eventually calmed down. Unfortunately for his mother, the calm did not last long as she then broke the news to him that she was moving away with her new husband and his half sisters. 

It was a lead balloon moment. Even though it had been spoken about many times prior to the wedding , Kris had hoped it would never transpire.  His mother tried to reassure him by saying he would still be seeing them every holiday, but it didn't bring him any comfort. Not knowing how to process such a vast amount of change in such a short space of time, he experienced his first panic attack of his life. It was deemed as nothing more than a hissy fit as mental health wasn't something that was really understood in his family.

Kris was never the same after that day, the fantasy world that he would escape to was cut from him. He was left scarred and traumatized in the cold harshness of the real world . He distanced himself from everyone and became disobedient. Politeness was replaced by silence or an occasional low key swear word that he had picked up from school, which earned him a slap on the back of the head every time. The bullying intensified at his high school as word got out that he was going to a ‘posh school’. This led to his panic attacks becoming more frequent. Yet still, he hid it all from his family, thinking that if they knew, it would justify their decision to send him away that much more. 

When it came to the day where his bags were being packed for him, Kris was more withdrawn than normal. His little world had imploded and all he wanted to do is go back in time to when things were normal. He knew that his life had changed forever and there was nothing that he could do to alter it. Kris still loved his family, but he carried a venom for them, thinking that they were casting him aside. Despite their reassurances that his assumption was far from the truth he resented their decision to send him away. He felt powerless over his own life, which left him petrified, yet filled with rage. So intense was his anger, he refused to let his mother or grandmother hug him goodbye when they dropped him off at the boarding wing on a bitterly cold Sunday afternoon in January. 
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Chapter One.

New way of life.
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It was not how Kris expected things to be. Boarding school was sold to him as something of an adventure, a life defining experience for him to relish in. Something that he would look back upon in his latter years with fond memories.  He was thinking that he had been very misled as he looked around his new surroundings. Forty kids, all similar in age to him, all looked at him like he had two heads and a polka dot penis hanging out of his trousers. He stood holding onto his beaten up leather suitcase looking longingly at the ground, hoping that it would swallow him up. At that stage of his life he was used to people staring, being six foot at the age of 11 really drew attention, especially as he had such a baby face and less meat on him than a vegetarians plate. Eighty eyes burning through him, buried in unenthused faces, all wanting to get the boring ordeal of welcoming the new kid out of the way so they could do something more interesting, like catching up on what everyone did over Christmas.

Stood behind Kris was Mrs Pee, a short humble looking woman in her mid forties with the biggest arse he had ever seen.

“Gentlemen, I'd like you to welcome Kris to Elvin boarding wing. I want all of you to make a special effort with him as he has some catching up to do. You have all had a term to get to know each other so just be aware of how most you felt when you first started. He's also feeling a little homesick so I want you to be mindful of that”

“Awww, does he miss his mummy and daddy?!” came a sarcastic voice from within the crowd of pre-teens. Sniggers waved through the dorm and Kris could feel his face turn crimson. With one well intended sentence Mrs Pee had painted a massive target on his back and pretty much given every boy there ammunition to go to town on him. Mrs Pee noticed that the boys had mischief in their eyes and shot them a stare that stopped them dead in their tracks.

“Finish unpacking gentlemen, beds made and uniforms laid out for the morning before supper please!” The spell broke and an explosion of activity commenced.

Placing her hand up on Kris's shoulder she led him to a bunk bed at the end of the dorm and showed him where his locker was.

“You'll be OK, it might take a while but they will soon warm up, just remember, if you need me, I'll be in my flat so just knock on my door” and before he could say anything Mrs Pee and her giant buttocks disappeared around the corner.

Kris put down his suitcase and looked at his new home, it was really weird, like one giant guest house room. To his left was a long line of built in wooden lockers standing the same height as him, followed by a door to the toilet cubicles. At the end of the room was another doorway leading to the communal showers, changing rooms and, strangely, a small kitchen.  At the end of the room was a row of basins, all with mirrors above them and small white cupboards underneath. In front of them was a row of five single wooden beds with a small wooden desk and chair next to each one. There was a low dividing wall between the next row of beds, set up exactly the same, a six foot gap then another row of beds and desks, another dividing wall and then a final row which had more basins and mirrors opposite them. Next to the basins was his bunk, he then realised, to his disappointment,  he was on the bottom bunk as the top bunk was already made up and the rest of his belongings were unceremoniously dumped on the mattress. 

Everyone else was working away in their own bed spaces, some folding clothes, some making their beds, one of the boys decided his time was better spent skidding up and down the freshly waxed floor in his socks. The floor skidder was called Ben, it was obvious that he was the clown of the dorm. The first thing Kris noticed about Ben was his flaming orange tightly curled hair, it sat like a crown on top of his freckle covered round face. He skidded again, this time he excelled himself and cascaded into another boy, exceptionally small for his age, knocking him and the large pile of clothes he was balancing, flying into one of the locker doors. This amused Ben, and a number of the other boys greatly, and the room filled with laughter. Ben caught eyes with Kris and noticed he wasn't laughing at his achievement and while he was still in fits of laughter he flipped him off and turned his back.

Kris turned and looked back at his bed, wondering where to start, he'd never made his own bed from scratch before, let alone been left to his own devices with his clothes and everything else....where the hell was he going to start!? He could feel his eyes well up, feeling overwhelmed he looked at the floor and sighed deeply.

“Oi lanky, you ain't gonna be ready for supper by just standing there!” came a voice beside him.

“I don't care, I'm not hungry anyway!” replied Kris with a tremble in his voice, eyes locked to the floor.

“Well I am so I'm gonna help you, besides, looks like you need to eat more anyway!” the voice said with a slight chuckle.

Kris looked over his shoulder to see a smirking boy with jet black hair in a centre parting, his slight overbite made the smirk look somewhat inoffensive. He smirked back, then let out a stifled laugh.

“Yeah, I think if I missed a meal I'll get mistaken for a bunch of matchsticks”

“Not with that nose” he quipped, now with a beaming smile. They both laughed, Kris felt a slight weight lift off his shoulders for the first time in hours.

“My name is Jack, everyone calls me Rosie though.” 

“Isn't that a girl's name?” asked Kris with genuine confusion. Rosie raised an eyebrow.

“You don't have many friends do you dude?” 

“What gave it away?” 

“Come on Lanky, let's get this mess sorted!”

Within an hour everyone, including Kris, was unpacked, lockers filled and beds made. The mood was relaxed in the dorm as a whole. A radio was playing the chart show, Vanilla Ice – Ice Ice Baby was thumping out the tinny speakers. Ben was the ginger Vanilla Ice apparently, standing centre stage in the middle of the dorm almost demanding an audience, waving his hands in front of him, half a beat off and getting a noticeable portion of the lyrics wrong, not that he cared. What he lacked in coordination and lyrical knowledge, he made up for in enthusiasm and volume. The longer the song went on the louder and more enthusiastic he became, drawing more attention, which in turn spurred Ben into a break dance of sorts. It looked more like someone drowning in thin air, but Ben wasn't done yet, he knew the song was nearly at an end and it was time for his big finale. He took a few large strides forward at pace and assumed the skid stance with such vigour that both feet slid from under him. His legs flew forward, like a backward, drunken superman, legs akimbo and arms flapping like a hummingbird. Gravity chipped in at a cruel moment and pulled him diagonally down, ball sack first, into a very sturdy wooden bed leg. The result was a noise a soprano choir boy would be jealous of, it would have been ear-splitting had it not been muffled by the roar of unsympathetic laughter from his audience. His face turned red, eyes welling up with tears of pain and embarrassment as he rolled over onto his side and clutched his boyhood. The small boy who earlier on had fallen victim to his more successful attempt at skidding, found this more satisfying than most, until Ben noticed him. His satisfaction quickly turned to fear as Ben clambered up onto his feet and grabbed the small boy, one handed, by the neck and shoved him with such brute force against a locker that it echoed, instantly muting the laughter. Ben's face was still glowing, now with anger. His eyes, red from his own tears, burned into the small boy's eyes as his feet lifted onto their toes as Ben's grip pulled him up.

“You think that was funny do ya!?” blubbed Ben, with snot running down over his top lip. “Well, you're not laughing much now are ya Mark!?”

Kris watched the whole episode unfold and, despite not knowing how tough Ben really was or the history between the two of them, he couldn't stand by and watch idley. He hated bullies, especially as he had been at the receiving end far too many times over the last few years. He walked over slowly towards them, the spectators all stood with mouths open.

“Pretty hard to laugh when he's got some prick choking him for no reason!” Kris exclaimed as he stood behind him. “Put him down!” 

Instantly a semi circle of bodies formed around the three of them. Ben looked behind him to see who was brave enough to call him out on his actions. Then he looked up - about half a foot up - to see Kris glaring down at him. This made him loosen his grip, to which Mark took full advantage of as he slipped to the floor and frantically crawled away gasping for air. Kris took another step forward towards Ben. The two faced each other, for a moment they locked eyes and Kris doubted himself and his ability to hold his own but didn't show it, he just stared back and slowly curled his fingers into fists, he was ready for a fight if it came to it. Ben must have had the same thought about his own capabilities but, faced with an unknown and taller boy in front of him, he thought he had suffered enough humiliation for one day and took a step back.

“I was only having a laugh mate,” Ben gurgled, snot still flowing from his freckled nose. “Chill mate, it's all a laugh yeah? See, he's fine. You knew I was messing, eh Mark!?”

“Didn't feel like it!” wheezed Mark feeling braver as there was someone sticking up for him.

Kris didn't want to fight, it was his first day at a new school and besides, despite his height advantage, he was a terrible fighter most of the time. So he did what he was best at...

“Just because you're ginger doesn't mean you have to take it out on everyone else! If you're that bothered about it you can always shave off those head pubes!”

Giggles rumbled around the room, Ben didn't know what to say, his testicles were pulsing and he was caught on the back foot. He could feel the circle baying for blood. He didn't want it to be his! Saying nothing, he turned away and shuffled off like a cowboy after a week long trip on horseback, barging through the spectators, clutching his swollen danglers and disappeared into the toilets, giving little Mark an evil look as he passed him.

“Thanks dude, I thought he was gonna kick my arse big time!” said Mark as he stood up, straightening his t-shirt,

Kris smiled at Mark, 

“Nah, he was just having a laugh, you would have been fine!” Kris told him. They both laughed. 

There has got to be easier ways to make a friend, Kris thought. At that point a bell rang out from beyond the dorm, it was six in the evening now, supper time.

Now Supper, or as the majority of us call it, dinner time, was something of an odd experience for Kris on his first night. After the bell had rung everyone seemed to fall into some kind of hypnotic trance and automatically walked out the dorm, past a large waiting area, where said bell was stationed, and down a set of stairs. At the bottom of the stairs was a door, then a dark void area, then another door, then a small hallway and then a double set of doors leading outside. With so many doors the temptation was too much for the average pre teen boy and it was a common practice to either dart through the door so the person behind would have to open it again or to pretend the hold it open and then slam it shut just before the next person reached it, if they got hit by the door it was a good result. Once outside he realised how dark it had gotten, and how cold it was, he had forgotten to put on a coat but he didn't want to go back as he feared he would get lost trying to find the refectory on his own. He followed the masses like a sheep, assuming that surely someone knew where they were going. Walking through the school grounds he tried to make mental notes of buildings, but there were so many. There was a cluster of portacabins to his left, the Elvin boarding wing to his right, further along there was a chapel, grand and modern in design, very much in keeping with a private catholic school, then a large basic looking two story block filled with windows and concrete, very much a 1970s design with a grand house oddly positioned at the end of it looking like it was built in the 19th century. Beyond that there were a number of single story wooden buildings followed by an exceptionally large red brick building which was the gymnasium. He knew this was the case due to the massive signage thrust upon the front of the building. To the right, just before the gym lay the refectory. A very large single story building, walled with glass and steel, crowned by a flat roof that was pierced by several air vents bellowing out hot air and all types of interesting and not entirely unpleasant smells. There were four sets of double glass doors to the refectory, leading into a designated area according to age, these were divided by large floor to ceiling screens. Through the rapidly fogging glass Kris could see the first area was empty, except for a rather large lady sitting down in a very tight uniform reading a magazine. The second area revealed other children taking their seats, these were the Sixth-formers he thought to himself, as they looked as tall as him but much older and fuller. The third area looked like the 3rd, 4th and 5th years, a dramatic variation of sizes and shapes with the boys in there, there were so many of them too! Lastly was their section of the refractory. He was glad to finally get back inside as he felt like he had lost a nipple as it was that cold. 

Inside there were three rows of tables, two long rows parallel to each other, enough to seat about twenty per row, at the fair end of the room was another smaller row of tables, enough for about ten, this was for staff only. To the right of the top table was an island metal barrier and behind that was a large shutter area with a pile of trays in the corner. It all looked pretty standard, just a normal dinner room Kris thought. But then he had the unnerving thought of the food itself, what if he didn't like it, he would have to wait until breakfast?

Everyone sat down and was silent, Kris looked around, what was going on? Mrs Pee stood and placed her palms together, the room followed suit. She then made the sign of the cross and the room filled with,

“Bless us, oh Lord, and these your gifts which we are about to receive from your bounty. Through Christ our Lord we pray. Amen.”

For about ten seconds there was silence as Mrs Pee and a very dapper looking man in a black tailored pinstripe suit walked up to the hatch and picked their food. Suddenly, every chair was scraped across the floor as the entire 1st and 2nd year boarding house charged to the food hatch, it was feeding time!

“GENTLEMEN!” boomed the suited man. Everyone came to an abrupt halt, Ben came to a more dramatic halt, lost his balance and fell to his knees, it wasn't a good day for him.

“IF YOU WISH TO ACT LIKE ANIMALS I WILL HAPPILY HAVE YOU ALL EAT SCRAPS OUTSIDE IN THE COLD!” he lowered his voice to a silky upper class purr, raising his eyebrows over his thick black spectacles, “Now, if you please, act with some decorum gentlemen” 

The boys cautiously formed a line and waited patiently for their food, albeit a few sly elbows and shin kicks to pass the time. Kris was starting to feel concerned now, he was at the back of the queue and was wondering if there was going to be enough food. Especially as the passing plates seemed to be piled high with food that, to some relief, actually looked very palatable. Finally he got to the hatch, there was an abundance of food left, and the choice was surprising, and to his delight, there was pudding too. Maybe things weren't going to be so bad after all Kris thought.

After everyone finished eating there was a wave of chatter amongst the boys about who ate what, who could eat more than the other, who was still hungry and who had food back at the dorms. Food was a very important commodity in the world of boarding, like cigarettes in prison, whoever had the most tuck, was king, or so it seemed, thought Kris. He was learning that he had a lot to learn, not only from the books, but from the other boys, especially if he was going to have any quality of life for the best part of the next five years. FIVE YEARS....this was his prison sentence, one unlikely to have time off for good behaviour, but for the life of him he couldn't think of what crime he had committed to have this handed down to him. Mercifully, before he became too overwhelmed it was time to return back to the boarding wing. Back at the dorm, and in the warm, (it was beyond cold on the walk back) Kris decided to investigate his new surroundings properly, he had seen very little of the boarding wing and was wondering what else there was to discover. First port of call was the kitchen, it was basic to say the least. There was a small fridge with a couple of pints of milk in, a kettle, and four empty cupboards under a work surface, hardly exciting. Next was the drying room, two long wooden benches and two rows of pegs with an array of towels hanging off them, and then that was it! Opposite the drying room was the shower room, it was longer than he expected with two rows of ten showers in an aqua blue concrete, this reminded him of prison showers he had seen on TV, what was it they said about dropping the soap?....

“Hey Lanky, you any good at pool?” came a newly familiar voice.

Kris turned round to see Rosie standing there with two cues in his hands.

“Erm, I dunno, I’ve never really played pool before! More to the point, where is it?” asked Kris with an air of intrigue.

“Next to the ping pong table!” shrugged Rosie.

“Oh yeah right, of course, silly me, how did I not know that!? Kris replied with more than an air of sarcasm.

“Hahaha, in the games room you pillock! Come on dude, follow me!”

The two walked down the dorm, past the waiting area, through a thick fire door, past another door labelled Mrs Pee - House Mistress, and down a few steps to their left into the best room Kris had seen that evening. It was vast, and as promised, there was a full sized pool table in the middle of the room with a ping pong table next to it. To the left of that was a foosball table and at the opposite end was a seating area with a couple of couches that had seen better days with a sizable pile of board games stacked neatly next to them.

Ben was lolling on one of the sofas reading a comic while digging out the contents of his left nostril with his chubby index finger. “I’m playing the winner,” he stated without looking up.

Rosie set the balls up and let Kris break. As they played, well, as Kris battered the balls around the table, Rosie explained the rules and also gave him tips on how to hit the balls in the direction he intended. Slowly Kris picked up the gist of what to do, he even managed to pot a few balls, one of them was even his! Ultimately the winner was obviously Rosie, who clearly knew his way around the table. Ben jumped up and snached the cue out of Kris’s hand and  barged him out the way.

“Let me show you how it’s done!” boasted Ben as he placed down the cue and started to set the table up for another game.

“Oh, really Ben, you're the one to show him how it's done? Last term you couldn't hit an elephants arse let alone a ball!” scoffed Rosie.

“I wasn't that bad, and I've been practicing with my dad over Christmas, Im really good now!” Ben exclaimed.

“Oh yeah!? I'm sure 3 weeks have made all the difference!” replied Rosie as he gave Kris a knowing wink.

Kris sat on the sofa and watched as Ben swapped the balls over and over in the triangle until he eventually got them in the right order. Mark walked in slowly, head buried in a large hardback book and a very large glass of milk in his left hand.  As Ben set the white ball a look of pure concentration spread across his face, so much so his tongue poked out to the side as he took aim. Rosie sniggered and looked at Kris, mimicking Ben's face, but with crossed eyes. Kris burst out into fits of laughter at the exact point Ben was taking his shot. The result was more impressive than anyone could anticipate. Ben jolted forward as he was hitting the ball causing it to rocket off the table and catapult into Marks groin. As Mark became a three balled boy, the pain and shock thrust his upper body forward, sending his book hurtaling over the pool table straight into Ben's face, followed by almost half a pint of milk, sending him flying backwards holding his face, crashing arse first into the pile of board games and finally coming to a rest on his back covered in milk and very bewildered.

Rosie roared “And that's how it's done Kris!! Ahh hahaahahaha!”

It was safe to say that Rosie won by default so with that, he and Kris left laughing uncontrollably, leaving Mark to retrieve his book and for Ben to wonder what the hell had happened.

Mrs Pee was sitting in her flat, just about to enjoy a freshly made coffee, when she heard all the commotion from the games room. Rolling her eyes, she pushed herself out of her armchair and stormed out of her flat, just as Kris and Rosie walked through the fire door. As she walked into the games room she was greeted with Mark crawling towards a book on his hands and knees and Ben lying in a pile of board games, covered in milk and with a slightly swollen upper lip.

“What on earth is going on here Benjamin!!” she exclaimed with a shrill tone!

“Urgh .......burgh urmm....!” babbled Ben as he pulled a Monopoly hotel from out of his ear.      

“Well!!? Answer me young man!” she squealed. But there was no response from Ben, he just lay there dazed and staring at the ear wax covered hotel in his hand.

“Benjamin, get up and clean this mess up immediately, and Mark, get off the floor and leave your testicles alone please, that's very inappropriate. In fact, Mark, you can help him and then both of you get back to the dorm and into your pajamas, it's nearly time for lights out.”

With that she spun on her heels and marched into the dorm, stopping briefly to ring the bell to let the boys know it was time to get ready for bed. 

She was tired already, and on top of that she felt very bloated, her own fault she knew, as she could never seem to resist having extra helpings at supper, which reminded her, she needed to buy some more jeans as all of her other ones had somehow gotten tighter around the hips. Realising she was standing in the middle of the dorm staring into space she brought herself back into the present.

“Five minutes until lights out please gentlemen, I want teeth brushed and bladders emptied before you get into bed!” ordered Mrs Pee.

She watched the boys grudgingly follow her request, all of them seemed to be doing as they had been told which was a relief to her. She was a woman of God but tonight she felt like she could side with the devil as she had no patience now and just wanted to go to sleep. She prayed to herself that there would not be any first night back antics or any blubbering homesick children knocking on her door. Not tonight, please, just not tonight she repeated in her head! 

Ben and Mark came dashing into the dorm, running straight for the basins to brush their teeth, somehow Ben banged his head while reaching down for his toothbrush in the cupboard which amused all around until Mrs Pee cleared her throat with a familiar tone of discipline. Two minutes later every child was in bed and there was silence, it was almost unnerving but best not look a gift horse in the mouth, Mrs Pee thought to herself.

“Good night gentlemen, straight to sleep, no whispering as whatever you think needs to be said can wait until the morning! God bless, see you all in the morning.” and with that she plunged the dorm into darkness and thudded out, closing the door behind her.

Kris lay in his bottom bunk peering through the darkness holding on tightly to his stuffed monkey. It was not what he was used to at all, he wanted to be back home, or at least somewhere he recognized. The dorm looked unsettling in the dark, like an evil hidden world that would swallow up young children leaving them lost to the real world forever. He closed his eyes tight and tried to think of nice things like his mum, his sisters, his nan.......he really missed all of them already! It dawned on Kris that his new situation was real and that he would be there for weeks without seeing any of them. His heart sank and his eyes began to stream. Battling to stifle his whimpers, he thrust his face into the pillow and tried desperately to swallow the emotional lump in his throat, without any success. His mind went into overdrive. What if he started snoring? What if he started to sleepwalk and woke up in the toilet?  What if he wet the bed, not that he had done before but what would he do if he did, he would never live it down. Head spinning and stomach beginning to churn, Kris was becoming overwhelmed and couldn't pull back his emotional overflow.

“Kris.....you gonna stop that any time soon or am I gonna have to stop you?” whispered Rosie.

Kris tried to hold his breath but to no avail, he whimpered into his pillow and felt himself shaking, he couldn't stop.

"I mean it dude, I'll come down there and shut you up if you don't cut that out!"  warned Rosie in a low tone.

"Go for it!" Blubbed Kris, slightly aggressively. 

Rosie was up for the challenge, he flung back his duvet, slid down the bunk ladder and leaned over Kris, who was still face first in his pillow.

"Just remember, you asked for this!" Rosie whispered sternly.

Kris lifted his head and turned towards Rosie expecting a fist in the face. Instead, peeking through the dark were two pale bum cheeks about a foot away from him. Before Kris had time to react, the pale buttocks erupted. It was the squeakiest and longest fart Kris had ever heard in his life. The dorm filled with muffled giggles, one of the giggles was from Kris. 

"What the hell dude?!" Kris half whispered half giggled.

"I warned you!.......Ooh, it's an eggy one, enjoy!" Giggled Rosie as he pulled his pyjamas up and jumped back into his bunk like a cat.

The sulphur smell hit the back of Kris's throat which made him slightly choke. Somehow, it made the situation so much funnier and Kris buried his head into his pillow again, this time, to muffle his laughter, and to block out the smell too, it was almost unnatural!

"Now go to sleep lanky as the next one will be worse!" warned Rosie in a whispered giggle.

"Shh, I'm trying to sleep!" whispered Kris with a slight chuckle. 

No more tears fell that night.
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Chapter Two

In the deep end.
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DING DING DING DING DING DING. The bell rang out as all the lights came on in the dorm, groans were let out by many as it was Monday morning, which meant school, boring lessons and, inevitably, homework were the only things to look forward to.

“Good morning gentlemen, up you get, no messing about. I want you all showered and in your uniforms for 7:40, breakfast is at 7:45 as usual.” chirped Mrs Pee as she bundled through the doors.

Kris slid out of his bed, eyes half open and hair reminiscent of the top of a pineapple. For a moment he had forgotten where he was and wondered if he was still asleep and dreaming. He looked over at his bed and saw the tear and snot stained pillow sitting above his duvet. Quickly, he flipped it over before anyone else could see it, the reality of his situation came flooding back to him. He was sure he could still smell egg! Still not fully awake, he stumbled to his basin and brushed his teeth with more effort than most 11 year old boys for he was putting off going to the showers as long as he could. Not that he was adverse to being clean, but the idea of showering with a group of strangers filled him with dread. What kind of place forces you to get naked in front of a group of other people anyway, surely this was child abuse, he thought?

“Morning Kris, how did you find
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