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Sweet Distraction: First Time Athletic M/M Encounter (Evan and Eric Gay Romance Saga, #2)

My heart pounded, and I fought to keep my breaths steady as I pounded away on the beach.

Just a few more feet, I thought to myself, urging myself on. I always looked for the lifeguard station with the plastic alligator on the roof, the same one that had been there all summer. I used it as my finish line, and it was just ahead.

Six more feet.

It was my last summer before college, and it was my first time in southern California, where I was visiting my cousin Brandon.

Five more feet.

Going on these daily runs was the only thing keeping me sane all summer.

Two more feet.

Running was the only thing keeping Evan off my mind—

I passed the finish line. Suddenly, I was compelled to dig my feet in, spraying my calves with sand. My heart jumped in my chest as I slowed to a stop. Something was different about the lifeguard station today. There was a face in the window.

A young, attractive face.

I turned around just in time to watch a guy walk out onto the platform. He grinned with dimples.

“Sorry!” he called. “Didn’t mean to scare you.”

Whoa, I thought, my heart still racing away. I hastily cleared my throat and ambled over. “That’s okay. I’m Eric.”

“Seth.”

He reached over the edge of the railing to shake my hand. His grip was strong. Up close, he had the slightly shaggy blonde hair, blue eyes, and healthy tan of a classic, California surfer. His easy smile made me want to trust him.

“So,” I said, ignoring the heat rising in my face, “do you work on this beach? I’ve never seen any lifeguards here before.”

Seth shrugged and flashed his easy smile again. “That’s because this is a private beach. Lifeguards are only here on the weekends. Do you come out here often?”

“Just in the mornings to run. I’m actually staying in the blue house down there by the water. I’m visiting my cousin before I go off to college in the fall,” I blurted out, not even sure why I was divulging so much about myself. I shut my trap immediately, but luckily Seth didn’t seem to notice or mind that I had less social skills than a doorknob.

“Cool. Well, if you’re out here again tomorrow morning, you should come say hi,” Seth said.

With one last grin, he turned away to walk back inside, leaving me a bit bewildered. His parting words echoed in my mind. You should come say hi.

Was it just me, or was he being way friendlier than most people out here?

* * *
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That night, I thought about Evan. It was hard not to. He was my best friend since elementary school. A few months ago, we’d kissed for the first time thanks to a drunken dare, and a few weeks ago, we’d had sex.

As I lay in bed, I could still feel his cool, soft hair sliding through my fingers, could still hear his soft voice murmuring, I promise, Eric.

He’d promised to visit for Thanksgiving, on the night before he got on a plane to go to England to study English literature. He’d promised that we would stay in touch and that nothing would change. All of that had happened a few weeks ago, on that night I’d never forget—

And I hadn’t heard from him since.

I kept telling myself that he was probably busy. That he meant to call soon. I mean, there was nothing stopping me from calling him, per se, but I didn’t want to seem like I was wasting my summer pining for him, while he was so clearly, obviously, too busy to even pick up the phone to reach out to me like he promised...

Giving up on sleep, I turned over in bed and opened my eyes to the darkness. The digital clock in Brandon’s guestroom blinked on and off. 3:15 A.M. Once again, I was having trouble falling asleep, even with the morning run I’d endured earlier in the day.

Normally, I couldn’t stop thinking about Evan. Evan’s lips. Evan’s breath. Evan’s body under me, his ass between my hands as I slid my dick up against his hole...

But tonight, my thoughts wandered to something a little different. When I forced myself to stop thinking about Evan, I started thinking about that lifeguard Seth instead. I replayed that short encounter over and over while my cock grew slowly hard inside of my boxers.

This feels wrong, I thought as I reached my hand into my underwear. But thinking about Evan caused me agony, and Seth was my only other distraction. I had to fall asleep somehow.

Seth’s lips, I thought, shivering as my fingertips brushed against my erect shaft. Seth’s breath...

* * *
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The next morning, I had an extra hard time deciding on what to wear. I settled on my favorite fitted tank. Something about the cut made my arms look more defined. I splashed some water on my face and walked down to the beach, my entire mind occupied with thoughts of Seth.

Maybe he was just being polite.

Maybe he really did want to see me again.

Maybe he was just making conversation.

I turned the corner and nearly yelped with relief. There was a figure in the distance, wearing nothing but red shorts as he did stretches out on the sand. Even from far away, I could tell it was him.

I tried to keep my face casually neutral as I approached him. “Hel—”

My greeting died in my throat. Seth was bent over, touching his toes with his ass pointed right in my direction. His shorts strained against the curve of each ass cheek, and the fabric tightened around his thighs, showing off how muscular they were.

I gulped. “Hello, Seth,” I tried again.

Seth spied me through his legs and straightened up. “Eric! Nice to see you!”

He remembered my name! It was a good sign.

I thought I saw a mischievous grin, as if he knew something I didn’t. Briefly, I wondered if he’d caught me checking him out, but the grin was gone just as quickly as I’d noticed it. I barely let my gaze glance down to his bare chest and fought to keep them planted on his eyes.

His gorgeous, aqua blue eyes.

“How are you?”

“Great! Out for another jog? I came out here a little early to get a run in myself. I hope you don’t mind some company.”

I shook my head. “N—not at all.”

“Shall we, then?”

We proceeded in a light jog, enough to get our heartrates up but not leaving us too winded to talk.

“Do you always run barefoot?” I asked.

“Yeah. It’s great for bulking up the calves.

I glanced sideways at him as we followed each other along the line of the beach, trying to catch a glimpse of his calves without being too obvious. Then, my ears detected his light panting, and I had to wrench my eyes away.

Holy shit.

He was breathing very loudly, almost as if it was intentional. Maybe it is intentional, a tiny voice in my mind whispered. I felt my body reacting accordingly as all my blood rushed down to concentrate in my groin area.

I swallowed back a moan and shook my head vigorously.

“Bug?” Seth asked.

“Yeah,” I lied.

Seth accelerated, challenging me to follow. He zipped forward first, running ahead of me. I kept pace for long enough to check out his back. He had broad shoulders, narrow hips, and a tight, cute ass. I felt a smile tugging at my lips as I ran to keep up.

We reached the lifeguard station in what seemed like seconds. I bent over, trying to catch my breath, and checked my watch.

“Whoa, this is a new record for me,” I said.

“Let’s see if you get better next time,” Seth said.

Next time. He wanted to see me again. The thought made my chest inflate with hope. Then, I noticed that Seth was slowly making his way to the water’s edge.

“What are you doing?”

He poked his thumbs into the waistband of his shorts. “Cooling off. Join me?”

Before I realized what was happening, Seth pushed his shorts all the way off, leaving them in a heap in the sand. My mouth fell open as he stepped out of them, casually strolling his way into the water. There was barely a hint of a tanline at his waist, suggesting that he did stuff like this often.

The thought of Seth sunbathing in the nude was almost too much.

I swallowed. “This isn’t a nude beach. Aren’t you afraid you’ll get in trouble?”

Now waist deep in water, Seth finally looked over his shoulder at me. “It’s still early, and it’s a private beach. Who’s going to catch us?” he said. Then, he dove underwater.

I felt a surge of heat rushing down my body. My flaccid cock suddenly began throbbing, perking up in the presence of a perfectly-sculpted man. I wanted nothing more than to strip off my clothes and follow Seth into the water, but unlike Seth, I had somebody else to think about.

I bit my lip as Seth’s head suddenly bobbed up out of the water. He tossed his sopping hair back, making it go slick against his head and neck. He caught me watching and smiled. Droplets of water glistened on his shoulders and chest as he inched himself out, revealing his washboard abs and the deep V at his hips. I imagined running my tongue all along those ridges.

And then, I started thinking about Evan.

Seth rose another tantalizing inch, revealing a thin line of dark, smooth hair at his groin.

“I have to go!” I said. I didn’t wait to see his reaction.

* * *
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That night, I dreamed about Seth.

I’m going to cool myself off. Want to join me?

Seth lounged in the shadow of the lifeguard station. He dribbled melted ice cream from a spoon onto his abs. I bent over him and proceeded to lick it off. His dick turned into a banana and prodded me in the cheek.

That tickles, I said. 
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