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Open and Locked

By Rob Rosen

“Fuck,” Gus muttered, seconds after his car
came to a skidding stop along the side of the deserted country
road. The flat was unexpected, though the lack of a spare tire was
not—after all, he couldn’t fit it and the two side tables he’d
bought into the trunk at the same time. Then again, the antique
shopping occurred a week prior, and the dusty tire now sat in his
garage a good fifty miles away, back in the city. “Fuck,” he
reiterated, kicking the flat with the now unmistakable hole in it.
Little good that it did him.

“Now what?” he asked himself, once he
realized his cellphone had no reception out in the middle of
nowhere. He glanced right, down the barren, tree-lined road.
“Nothing,” he groaned. He looked left. “Damn it.” In truth, he
hadn’t seen another car for a good half hour, and taking the scenic
route home after the weekend getaway, obviously, wasn’t looking
like such a great idea after all.

And then he remembered it: the house a half a
mile back, the one with the white picket fence and the yellow
shutters and the wooden whirly-birds spinning on the pristine green
lawn. Resigned to his fate, he kicked the tire again for good
measure, then began the walk along the nearly silent road.

“Well,” he said with a grin. “Nice day for
it, anyway.” Indeed, the sky was a crystal-clear blue and a nice,
warm breeze blew over him and rustled the trees that ran alongside
the road. Gus breathed the clean, country air into his lungs and
shifted the boner that was rapidly filling his shorts. He was
alone, after all, out in the boonies, with nary a soul to see or
hear him.

Looking around, he slid the zipper to his
shorts down. The white, cotton briefs bulged out of the hole.
“Well, Mother Nature,” he yelled out, with his head held up. “Mind
if I take my cock out?” He always was a bit of an exhibitionist,
though he wondered if it counted if no one could actually see him.
In any case, he reached inside, fiddled with his meat, and then
pulled it out. Standing at attention, the full seven inches bounced
in front of him while he walked, much like a divining rod—only,
instead of water, it pointed, Gus hoped, to a spare tire. Or a
working cellphone. Preferably not in the possession of a
mass-murderer. Or any kind of murderer.

The air felt great against his skin,
especially as it rushed across the sensitive head of his
now-dripping cock. He paused, turned back, and looked up and down
the road again. Still nobody in sight. No cars. No people. Not even
a cavorting deer.

The button to his denim shorts came undone
next and then the shorts slid down. He kicked them off. If a car
was coming, he figured, he’d hear it and be able to get redressed
before they were any the wiser. And then the briefs were down
around his ankles and off. Gus squatted along the road, ran his
hand across his cock head, and sucked the precome off his fingers.
Pulling on his heavy balls, he stroked his fat cock and stared at a
lone squirrel as it scampered into the forest before him. He spat
down and wet his dick, then slapped it and watched it bounce. The
sound pinged all around him, echoing off the nearby trees. He
slapped it again. His cock stiffened, hard and dripping. The
squirrel ignored him, clearly interested in other kinds of
nuts.

It was then he spotted the time on his watch.
It was growing late, and a hard cock in his fist was great, but
being naked and alone along a dark, deserted road wasn’t much of a
comforting thought. So he got dressed and let his pecker hang out
of the shorts, at least until he approached the house, which he
reached a short while later.

“Cute,” he commented as he drew near.
“Rustic,” he added after he rang the bell. And then, “Fuck,” when
no one answered. He tried again and then knocked loudly on the
door. Still no answer. “Are you out, mass-murdering?” But then he
heard the music, faint as it was, coming from around the side of
the house. He walked over to investigate. The sound grew louder as
he rounded the corner, past the whirly-birds and a few garden
gnomes. “Well, someone’s obviously home,” he said with a smile,
staring at the wooden fence before him. “Do mass murderers like
kitschy lawn adornments?” He tended to doubt it.

He walked up and was about to knock on the
fence door when he spotted the man through the slats. The guy was
lounging on a recliner by an emerald green pool, his feet bouncing
along to the music, his fist pounding up and down on a thick, hard,
upwardly curved cock. Gus sucked in his breath and withdrew his
hand from the door. His own cock sprang to attention and was
quickly, and once again, out of his shorts.

“Must be all this fresh air; makes a guy
horny as hell,” he whispered to himself as he matched the man,
stroke for stroke. The stranger was fine, too. Tall, lean, sinewy,
and hairy. Very hairy. From his trimmed chest, down his taut belly,
further down to a nice mound of jet-black pubic hair and equally
hairy, long, muscular legs.

Gus pressed his face closer against the
boards, wishing he could get his mouth on that big, old pole, when,
ruefully, he stepped on a branch. Suddenly, the sound of the music
was punctuated with a crack and a crunch. The guy released his cock
and jumped up. “Hello?” he shouted. “Someone out there?”

Gus stuffed his cock back in his shorts and
quickly retreated to the front of the house. Trying to catch his
breath, he sat on the front stoop and waited for the inevitable.
And then, sure enough, the man appeared from around the corner,
wrapped in nothing but a towel. A quizzical look spread across the
handsome face when he spotted Gus.

“Can I help you?” he asked, tightening the
grip around the towel.

If only you knew, Gus thought, but
said, instead, “Oh, I, um, got a flat a mile or so up the road and
don’t have a spare tire. I, uh, tried the front door and nobody
answered. I was about to give up and return to my car.”

“Sorry,” the guy said. “I was out back with
the music on. Guess I didn’t hear you.” He moved in closer. “Name’s
Walt, by the way.” A big mitt of a hand let go of the towel and
reached out for a shake.

“Gus,” Gus said, reaching his own hand out.
It was all he could do not to pull the towel off and shake
something else. “And sorry to disturb you.”

“Hey, no problem. Don’t get a lot of company
around these parts. Nice to see another living creature that
doesn’t scamper about on four legs.” He let loose with a big,
toothy smile that filled his handsome face and caused the skin to
crinkle around his big, brown eyes. Gus nearly melted at the sight
of him. “Anyway, there’s a tire shop not too far from here that I
can take you to. I’ll drive you to your car after that, and we can
get you back on your way, to, um…to…”

“The city. I live in the city. Though I think
I’ve found a new appreciation for the country.” He almost choked on
his words, a red flush rising up his neck. “I mean, it’s really
beautiful out here.” With or without the mass-murdering. Preferably
the latter.

Walt smiled, yet again. “Yep. That it is.
Beautiful. Quiet. Peaceful. Not another soul for miles, though.
Gets sorta lonely. Didn’t really consider that when I moved out
here. Still, there’s something to be said for solitude. Easier to
free your mind.”

“And your clothes.” Gus said it before he
could stop himself. “I mean, um, well, yeah, you know.” He
hoped the blush wasn’t too obvious as he pointed toward the skimpy
towel.

Fortunately, Walt didn’t seem shaken by the
comment. In fact, if it was possible, the grin widened even
further, and, Gus could’ve sworn, the bulge beneath said towel
shifted just a little. “Yeah, that’s sort of the reason I moved out
here in the first place. Hard to be a nudist in the city.”

“Nudist, huh? No, I, um, see your point.”

“Ever try it?” Walt asked. “Nudism, I
mean.”

Gus laughed. “Well, I was naked this morning.
In the shower. Doesn’t exactly count, though, does it?”

“Not exactly, no.” Walt paused and locked
eyes on him. The quizzical look reappeared, with something else
behind it, something searching. “You should try it; it’s good for
the spirit.”

“Naked?” Gus asked. “Here, you mean?”

“Naked,” Walt responded. “Here. Why not?
Nothing I haven’t seen before. I got
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