
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_ef8beaddb320fed96f6a2ec485266dd4_F9AXdp_html_m32ff1522.jpg]

Blue Star Boy

By Gavin Atlas

 


Published by JMS Books
LLC at Smashwords

Visit jms-books.com
for more information.

 


Copyright 2017 Gavin Atlas

ISBN 9781634865715

* * * *

Cover Design: Written Ink
Designs | written-ink.com

Image(s) used under a Standard Royalty-Free
License.

All rights reserved.

 


WARNING: This book is not transferable. It is
for your own personal use. If it is sold, shared, or given away, it
is an infringement of the copyright of this work and violators will
be prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law.

No portion of this book may be transmitted or
reproduced in any form, or by any means, without permission in
writing from the publisher, with the exception of brief excerpts
used for the purposes of review.

This book is for ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It may
contain sexually explicit scenes and graphic language which might
be considered offensive by some readers. Please store your files
where they cannot be accessed by minors.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters,
places, and incidents are solely the product of the author’s
imagination and/or are used fictitiously, though reference may be
made to actual historical events or existing locations. Any
resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely
coincidental.

Published in the United States of
America.

* * * *

NOTE: This story is included in the
collection, The Boy Can’t Help It, available from JMS Books
LLC.

* * * *

Blue Star Boy

By Gavin Atlas

Taking the summer off before graduate school
to do a sex tour of America turned out to be my best idea ever.
After screwing an airline pilot, a gymnast, and a biker who rode
one of those crotch-rocket Ninjas, my next target was a surfer.
Oddly, the hunt brought me to Texas. I’d been told online gossip
about a boy named Adriano who surfed Matagorda Bay during the week
and gave up his gorgeous ass to different guys right there on the
beach after sunset. From the photos I’d seen on a certain website,
I absolutely wanted to be inside him. Correction: I needed to
be.

I stood on a small scrubby dune overlooking
the water. It was Wednesday, and I’d been told he usually was the
only one out on a weekday morning. It had taken me a couple days to
find the deserted beach he was said to frequent. Now I watched him
through binoculars, making sure I had the right guy. Yep, there it
was: A blue star tattooed on his lower back, just above the band of
the board shorts that clung to his ass. His body reminded me of the
tennis player, Rafael Nadal—ripped biceps and a firm, round rump
that couldn’t help but jut out. My dick stiffened.

He inspected his upper arm a moment, and then
he shouldered his board and waded to shore. Through binoculars, I
saw him wave to me to come meet him on the beach. I hustled down
the dune and waited for him. I found myself staring at his smooth,
pumped chest and flat abs. Up close he looked about twenty.

“Hey, guy,” he said, “I think I got stung by
a jellyfish. You don’t have any painkillers, do you? Or
Benadryl?”

“Oh, gosh. Let me see.” I put my hands on his
muscular, damp arm, but he pulled away.

“Dude, don’t touch it. If you get the venom
on you, it’ll sting like a bitch.”

I examined his shoulder, seeing nothing out
of the ordinary. Until he brushed away my hands, I’d thought the
jellyfish sting had been a ruse to get next to me. Now I wasn’t so
sure.

“Uh, what’s good for that? Vinegar? I could
go back to town and get you some. And Benadryl or whatever.”

“Would you? You’d totally be my hero.”

Oh, hello. “Yeah, rinse off your
shoulder in the water and then sit tight.”

Twenty minutes later, I returned with
vinegar, gauze, and everything but a nurse.

“Holy shit, I’m not dying,” he said when he
saw the big paper sack of supplies.

“Just let me take care of you.” I spoke in
the relaxing voice I used when I wanted a guy to give me control.
God, I wanted him. He was about 5’8”—perfect since I like my
bottoms to be a little shorter than me. Now that his hair was dry,
I could see his dark curls fell to just above his shoulders.

His arm did have a small row of welts now. He
winced as I dabbed vinegar-soaked cotton over them. He popped a
Benadryl.

“I brought you a soda so you could take the
pills, but I see you don’t need it.”

He grinned. Wow, what a beautiful smile.

“This’ll teach me not to wear a rash guard. I
really appreciate your help.”

“No sweat, Adriano.”

He looked up, stunned. Oh, shit.

“How did you know my name?”

“Just…I guess…I recognized you.”

He narrowed his eyes. “You did a search for
gay sex and surfing and came up with a page for
BlueStarSurfer.”

“Yeah, you caught me. That was it.”

“My goddamn ex put that up. Shit, the trouble
he’s caused me.”

At least he continued to let me tape gauze to
his shoulder instead of storming off. His skin was smooth, tan, and
invitingly soft. So soft, in fact, I touched him more than I needed
just to apply a bandage.

“So, no, I don’t let every guy that watches
me surf fuck me at sunset.”

“Yeah, well, good…but I did think you were
adorable in the photos,” I said. He’d been flirting up until he
found out I knew his name. I had to salvage this.

“Thanks,” he said but his voice had gone
cold. He didn’t look at me. “At least you’re honest about why
you’re here. That’s a first.”

“Yeah, but I guess I’m still a sleazy
ass-hound, huh?”

“True that. But you bandaged up my arm.
That’s worth a kiss.”

He leaned over and put his lips on mine as a
pleasurable, warm sensation rose from my stomach. It startled me
because I almost never like kissing.

“But that’s all, ass-hound. I’m gonna walk
home and get in bed before the Benadryl takes me down.” He blinked
hair out of his beautiful brown eyes. “What’s your name?”

“Jerry.”

“Okay, Jerry. Thanks. See you around.” I
watched him saunter away, his bouncing walk revealing the
confidence of a young man who knew he was often desired. It was odd
that I should think of him as “young.” Though I was only a couple
years older, I felt ancient in comparison.

The next day it rained, but Friday I returned
to my dune and watched Adriano. I couldn’t resist, and I hadn’t
given up hope that my act of kindness would be rewarded big time.
He was shirtless again which made me chuckle. It must have been
more important to show off his body than to protect himself from
jellyfish.

I didn’t get the impression Adriano was some
kind of champion surfer. If so, he wouldn’t be on the Texas coast
on a beach that no one bothered with except on weekends. On the
other hand, he seemed to know which waves were going to be worth
riding before I could even see the swell, and he always managed
several cuts up and down before stepping off the board in the
shallows. He only fell once, and when he tried to remount his
board, I saw a lot farther below the blue star. The wave had
knocked his shorts down around his knees, giving me a great view of
his perfect, round ass, glistening wet in the sunshine. When he
realized what had happened, he yanked up his shorts as fast as he
could and turned to where I’d been watching with an embarrassed
laugh. I gave him a loud wolf whistle and a thumbs-up. He laughed
again. It was such a sweet sound I felt myself yearning to hold him
in my arms.

I tried to shake the feeling off. I don’t
fall for the guys I fucked or wanted to fuck. I was too young.
Jerry, just focus on tagging this boy’s tail.

A half hour later when Adriano walked up the
beach, I had returned fully to hound mode.

“Okay, now that you’ve let me see it, you’ve
got to let me fuck it, dude,” I said, rubbing my crotch in what I
hoped was a provocative manner.

He shot me a playful grin. “No, I don’t.”

“I took care of your jellyfish sting. What do
I need to do to earn a shot at your ass?”

He shook his head in disbelief. “Man, you’re
bold.” He thought for a minute. “All right. Let me teach you to
surf. If you get good enough to ride one all the way in,
then…well…” He broke off, laughing.

“Seriously? I have to learn to surf?”

“Why not? That’ll prove that you’re
interested in making me happy, too, instead of just getting your
own rocks off.”

“But the other guys didn’t have to learn to
surf, did they? They just got to fuck you.”

He frowned and fidgeted.

I started to massage his crotch and stroked
the blue star on his back. “Dude, let me get your legs in the air
for a little while. It won’t be just you giving me pleasure, I
promise. I know how to be good to a bottom. You’ll be begging me
never to stop.”

I felt him start to stiffen in his shorts,
but he pulled my hand away. “C’mon, don’t.” His breath came
rapidly. “Look, I want to, but I’m not into people thinking I’m a
slut.”

“Please,” I begged.

He whimpered twice, gave me a look of
resignation, and stripped off his board shorts. In a flash, he was
on all fours, offering up his ass like it said he would on the
website. So he was a slut. My favorite kind of guy. I
smiled. I was getting him way before sunset.

As I bent down to stroke his crack in
conquest, I caught the expression on his face. It was not one of
lust or expectant ecstasy. Instead, I read conflict, maybe even
sadness.

Fucking hell. My dick had never wanted
to claim an ass so badly, and there was nothing to stop me. But
maybe for the first time ever I felt like I didn’t want to take
from someone who was so trusting and sweet when there was a good
chance there’d be regret and resentment after his orgasm. I’d seen
it before.

“Hey,” I said, moving around so I could take
his chin in my fingers. “Teach me to surf.”

He gave me a confused look. Considering how
gorgeous he was, I bet no one had stopped himself before. Shit. I
hoped I didn’t insult him by not just going for it. Maybe it’d been
a bad idea to deny my dick right at that moment.

He flipped over on his back and looked at me
with genuine curiosity.

“There’s a small rip current here that can be
dangerous at low tide,” Adriano said, his breathing still shallow
and fast. “Are you a good swimmer?”

“Not bad, but probably not rip current
good.”

He stood up and grabbed his board shorts.
“Okay, we’ll go up to the main beach. Let’s stop by my uncle’s and
get my other board and some trunks for you.”

We drove my car down a sandy, barely paved
road for about two miles. He held his right hand out the window,
keeping his board fixed to the roof. I drove slowly to help him
out.

The only redeeming quality of the dilapidated
shack Adriano shared with his uncle was that you could walk to that
hidden beach. Adriano’s room wasn’t much bigger than a closet, but
it held a mattress and a dresser. As far as I could tell there
wasn’t a TV or computer anywhere in the house, but he’d left a
radio on, and a droning voice spoke of tides and water temperature.
On the walls amidst cracked and dented plaster, there were a few
posters. Two of surfers riding huge waves and one of a koala.
Interesting. Now that I thought about it, Adriano kind of had a
cuddly koala quality to him.

He tossed a blue bathing suit at me. “See if
that fits. And here’s a rash guard,” he said, throwing me a clingy
black shirt.

I turned my back and stripped.

“I don’t get to see your dick?” Adriano asked
behind me. Even without looking, I knew he had a mischievous grin
on his face.

“Nope. Not yet. It’s worth waiting for
though.”

 

We piled his longboards into the back of a
rusted pickup and drove about five miles in the opposite direction
from his little hidden beach.

“So what do you do for money, Blue Star Boy?”
I asked.

“Valero gas station. I fill in some
weekends.”

“That’s it?”

He was silent for a moment. “And I turn a few
tricks. Older local guys I trust.” He looked embarrassed and
regretful. “Does that ruin
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