
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_bc3e5ebff20367563f31e2a46ede078c_SdALZD_html_389cd786.jpg]











The Headmaster's Boy






This work is copyrighted by
Lyra Brooks and has been published on Smashwords in Feb. 2012






Sometimes
when two people meet, they have this exquisite moment of beautiful
clarity. It feels as if time stops around them and for that moment
they can only focus on each other. That's how Alex felt when he
first met Mr. Lancaster; or close to how he felt anyway.
Maybe beautiful clarity
wasn't the right phrase, it was more akin to
instantaneous, supremely painful attraction. It was patently absurd of course, the man was married, old enough
to be his father, supremely wealthy and influential, and, if that
wasn't enough, the President of his small private
college.

Alex first met Damian
Lancaster at a school sponsored party at the end of his first
semester at college. The school had decided to host a little
Christmas fete for the scholarship students and the event was
attended by those students on athletic or scholastic scholarships
as well as the President, his wife, and some of the more generous
alumni. Alex had gotten into Northern California College on a track
and field scholarship. It was a lucky break for him as well because
he couldn't imagine what he would have done if it hadn't been given
a full ride.

Alexander had grown up rather
poor in southern California. He'd never really wanted for food or
clothing but at the same time nothing had ever been handed to him.
Luckily, he was excellent at sprinting and because of his amazing
time at a meet in his Senior year of high school he had been
scouted by lots of colleges and universities. When they all found
that he couldn't pay for any of his schooling, only NCC offered him
a full ride.

It couldn't have come at a
better time as he had just been thrown out of his house in the
summer between his Senior and Freshmen years for daring to admit to
his parents that he was gay. For good measure, his father had also
decided to beat the shit out of him first. Always resourceful, Alex
told his parents unceremoniously to go fuck themselves and slept on
friends' couches until the dorms opened up. Then he spent the rest
of his money on a Greyhound ticket and went to college, leaving his
old life behind him and never looking back.

The first week before school
went by in a blur. He moved in, got to know his roommate, met his
new track coach, and joined the local LGBTIQ club on campus. He was
happy for the first time in a very long time but there was
definitely something about his new home that he couldn't ignore. It
was an old, well-respected private college and so the tuition, he
learned, was $45,000 a year. That meant that anyone who wasn't a
scholarship student (and even a lot of the ones who were) was what
Alex liked to term “nasty rich.”

So here he was, this poor gay
kid who'd grown up in public housing and now he was going to school
with students who had more money than sense. It was really
painfully awkward and Alex stood out right away. His roommate
brought tons of furniture and electronics with him and immediately
set about decorating; Alex had to panhandle for enough cash to buy
sheets and a comforter from Goodwill after spending the first few
nights on the bare plastic mattress in his jeans and a hoodie.

Alex had only brought what he
could stuff into a duffel bag before his father had thrown him
bodily from the house. That meant he had three pairs of jeans, five
t-shirts, one pair of underwear, a badly beat up pair of sneakers,
and $25.36 to his name. He had been lucky that the college treated
him so well because along with his track shoes, they gave him
workout clothing, socks (which he sorely needed), a jacket and
several hoodies with the college logo, and a pair of new tennis
shoes that would apparently “support his arch better” whenever he
wasn't on the track field.

He knew he would have made a
pretty sorry sight on the first day of school if they hadn't been
so generous with him and was incredibly thankful. As it was though,
he still stood out terribly at this party at the end of the year.
Alex had chosen to wear his new sneakers, his least holey pair of
jeans, and a nice new t-shirt with the school's logo on it that had
also come from the athletic department. It might not have been so
bad if this had been a backyard barbecue but it was a swanky
cocktail party and he looked absolutely ridiculous standing next to
other students wearing polo shirts and khakis at the very least and
three piece suits at the most.

Alex had been told of the
dress-code of course but he was too ashamed to admit to his coach
that he had absolutely no money left to spend on clothes, even used
ones. So he tried in vain to smush himself into the corner of the
room behind a potted plant and ignore the fact that he was woefully
under-dressed for the occasion. It wasn't long before his coach
cornered him and insisted that he be introduced around. Alex was
just glad that the man didn't comment on his attire. He kind of
thought that the other suspected how poor he was after he turned
down a offer to go get a cup of coffee with the other man because
he couldn't afford it.

So Alex was dragged out from
his corner and forced to introduce himself to people who were so
far above him socially it made his head spin. He felt as if his
face was permanently on fire as he tried to ignore the occasional
sidelong looks he received from the others. He managed to slip away
as his coach recognized an old student and made a frantic beeline
for the terrace which appeared empty. Thankful to be alone again
where no one could mock him behind his back, he leaned over the
railing and took a deep breath of cool night air.

“Fuck,” he
muttered dispassionately, “I don't fit in here at all.”

From over his shoulder he
heard a cool, deep voice reply, “I'm not sure you've been here long
enough to discover where you belong.” There was a pause and the
other continued, “Unless I'm mistaken, you're a new student.”
Somehow, it wasn't a question.

Startled,
Alex whipped around and realized that the terrace had been occupied
after all. There was a man lounging, for it had to be lounging as
he looked as if he had never done such a plebeian thing as
sit in his entire
life, on a bench near the back of the balcony. From this angle,
Alex could only see the shadowed outline of his form against the
bright glass behind him but was still acutely aware that he had
just made an ass of himself in front of this well-dressed
man.

“Er, yeah I
am. It's my first semester here,” Somehow that didn't sound
adequate and he hastily added a mumbled “Sir,” to the end of his
sentence.

 

With a rustle of clothing the
man got up and sauntered over to where Alex stood, his back pressed
against the stone railing. The other didn't speak for a few long
moments, he just idly sipped his wine. At last he spoke, “give the
school a chance before you go around deciding that you're out of
your element. It's true that we have a lot of students who come
from,” he paused and then gestured to the glittering ballroom where
the party was still in full swing, “well, all of that. But they're
not bad people, they're merely naive and sheltered.”

He was struck momentarily
dumb. His new acquaintance had to be the single handsomest man he
had ever seen in his entire life. The first thing he was aware of
was that the older man was tall, well over six feet. Alex wasn't
exactly short himself but this guy positively towered over him. His
hair was deep chestnut and long, held in a ponytail at the nape of
his neck. He had seen plenty of other men with similar hairstyles
but it was always looked terrible on them. This man made it look
perfectly natural. Alex felt the breath leave his lungs and all of
his blood pack up and move south.

It was a
moment of instantaneous attraction. Alex wouldn't have said before
that he had “a type” when it came to men because he had absolutely
no experience in the gay dating scene but now that he had laid eyes
on the well-dressed stranger he was acutely aware that
this man was
exactly his type. Embarrassed, Alex felt a blush flow into his pale
cheeks and he realized that he had been staring. Trying to casually
play it off, he turned away but was filled with such a desire to
justify himself to this perfect man that he hesitantly turned
back.

“I knew about
the dress-code, you know but these are the nicest clothes I had. I
feel like I should have known better and not come at all. People
have been staring at me all evening.”

At this, the other regarded
him critically. “If people are going to judge you solely based on
the fact that they were born into wealth and you were not, fuck
them. You don't need to give a damn about their opinions.”

Of all the responses he
expected to receive, it wasn't this and Alex smiled. “You're making
them sound almost like they're real people. I kinda thought
everyone was being a pompous dick actually.”

The older man laughed
outright, choking a little on his wine but somehow still making
that dignified. “Well, I like to think that I'm not pompous but I
have been told that I am rather a dick.”

Maybe it was the man's easy
humor but Alex found that he was really comfortable talking with
this man and it made his heart beat faster just thinking about it.
He was immensely glad that he hadn't made more of an giant ass of
himself in front of this amazingly handsome guy who looked like
he'd just popped to life from Alex's fantasies. God, there was just
something about the man that made him feel like he wanted to get
down on his knees before him and do anything the older man asked of
him.

His new friend just calmly
sipped his wine and admired the bright blush staining the boy's
cheeks before extending his hand, “forgive my terrible manners, I
just realize we haven't been introduced. My name is Damian
Lancaster and it has been a pleasure hiding from my guests with
you.”

Shamefully aware of the fact
that his cock had taken quite a liking to the idea of getting touch
the man anywhere, even if it was only to shake hands, he grasped
the proffered hand and responded “I'm Alexander Cross but people
just call me Alex. I got a scholarship for track in field to come
here.” He paused for a moment and considered the other's name for a
moment. It sounded terribly familiar but he just couldn't place it.
“Your name kind of sounds familiar to me, do you work in the
athletic department or something?”

Damian merely laughed at that,
“No, I'm the owner and President of the college.” He finished off
his wine and continued with another deep chuckle, “since its a
private college sometimes I'm tempted to introduce myself as the
headmaster but I think that might give my shareholders the wrong
idea of me.” He saw the shocked and somewhat uncomfortable look on
Alex's face and sighed exasperatedly, “don't get all weird on me
now, Alex. We were having such a nice conversation.”

This diffused the tension
somewhat but Alex was still afraid that he had been rude in his
blunt honesty. “Er, what does that mean I should call you?
President Lancaster? Sir?”

“I don't mind
being called Damian but,” and he said this with an absolutely
obvious wink that was impossible to ignore, “I certainly don't mind
being called Sir either.”

Alex turned
immediately red again from his neck to the roots of his messy
blonde hair. This was impossible, there was absolutely no way in
hell that this incredibly successful, sinfully attractive man was
flirting with him. And Alex wasn't dumb either, he could see the
wedding ring on the other man's hand. So there was clearly no way
he was being hit on, even if the President hadn't been way,
way out of his
league he was off limits.

On that note, Damian excused
himself, “My wife will kill me if I hide from the party any longer,
plus,” he raised his empty glass, “I find that I am out of wine and
I'm going to need a constant supply to get through the night. My
wife is very much a social creature, I am not.” He gripped Alex's
shoulder briefly in farewell and he could feel the heat of Damian's
body as the man stepped close in that one moment. “It was nice to
meet you Alex, I hope to see you at other parties.” He left Alex
standing alone on the terrace. Realizing that he was now fully hard
just from being close to the older man he gave up the night as lost
and the younger man quickly exited the party and returned to his
dormitory where he could dwell on the night's events in the safety
of his own bed.

Lewdly, even knowing that
Damian was married and couldn't be interested in him in any way,
Alex still thought of the older man that night as he wrapped his
fingers around his hard, aching cock. He imagined that he was back
on the terrace, that the other man had smirked and commanded him to
kneel at his feet. That he had kissed the man's shoes and had sat
subserviently, mouth open and sucked Damian off in front of
everyone at that stupid party. Alex came with a muffled cry into a
tissue and, exhausted, went to bed.

From that night onward,
fantasies and memories of the President took over Alex's life. It
was something between a lurid crush and a somewhat unhealthy
obsession. He felt as if Damian was the absolute pinnacle in
everything he could ever desire in a man and even knowing that it
couldn't possibly be, Alex couldn't stop himself from dreaming.

~*~*~*~

Yet while Alex was convinced
that he could never tempt the older man, Damian was under a
different opinion. He loved blondes, especially athletic blondes
with beautiful, androgynous faces and bright blue eyes. Alex was
lovely; his soft features put the President in mind of a Boticelli
angel and gave him very un-angelic thoughts.

It was obvious that Alex was
attracted to him but that didn't mean it wasn't dangerous to get
his hopes up. The boy was beautiful true but he was young, only
eighteen or nineteen years old, and could easily want to be with
someone nearer to his own age. Damian knew the effect he had on
certain boys but he also knew that he wouldn't seek the other out.
He would wait until the younger man was sure of what he wanted and
then hopefully Alex would come to him.
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