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About Open Roads
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Tyler Phillips enjoys his small town life. He’ll never get rich working the family business, but he knows there’s more to a man than the size of his bank account. Easing into mid-life, Tyler’s restless for something he can’t find in the little borough of Easton – male companionship. 

Noel Springs got caught up in the economic downturn. His job gone, and retirement a lot of years in the future, Noel decides to take a long drive and see some of the country before dedicating himself to finding new employment. The open road is just what he needs right now.  

When his car overheats outside the little town of Easton, Noel discovers the local mechanic is hotter than his radiator, and just as eager to blow off some steam.
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What they said about Open Roads


[image: image]


“...Smoothly written, emotionally intense novella centering on a chance meeting that could change the lives of two lonely men...I'm impressed by Open Roads, especially by how much it offers while keeping to the challenging novella length...Amusing, flirtatious banter between the two main characters, and the hotness of the sex scenes...”—Obsidian Bookshelf

“...I like the interaction between the men—not just sexual, but [when] they talked they seem to click somehow and a [sic] easy sort of comfort develop between them...There was also a good pace to this book...Hits the spot.”—Erotic Horizon on Books N’ More

“4.75 Stars!...The blurb makes Open Roads sound like a sexy romp, and it is. The sex scenes are hot, the attraction is intense, and both men are good at flirtatious banter. Underneath this, the story has real emotional power as it focuses on that rare moment in a person’s life when everything may change if he’s brave enough to make it happen...This is an accomplished and memorable story.”—Val Kovalin, Reviews By Jessewave
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CHAPTER 1
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Being my own boss has a few perks, one of which is the ability to give the occasional freebie. I tousled young Master Zac’s blond hair and handed him a frozen fudge bar. That would keep him out of my way while I patched his bicycle tire. He’d pushed his banana-yellow ride to the garage, but he’d zoom out on it, probably pulling a wheelie as he went. I smeared the epoxy over the rubber inner tube, applied the patch, held it in place and joined him out front on the bench.

I glanced up and down the quiet, maple-lined street. The lazy days of summer had arrived. Only the insects stirred...well, except for my young friend and me.

“Think it’ll rain tonight, Zac?”

“Nope.”

I kept adequate pressure on my repair job while I made a show of scanning the sky overhead. “There’s a few clouds coming in.”

“Grandpa’s knee don’t hurt. No rain coming.”

Somehow, I managed to keep a straight face while smiling inside.

“That’d be right, then.” I stood, leaving my companion to finish his ice cream.

Zac was a great kid. I could say that because he didn’t talk much and he never overstayed his welcome. I’d never have kids of my own and enjoyed being in their presence whenever I could. The ability to send them home to their parents made that possible.

I worked the inner tube back inside the shell of his tire and pumped it up. Dipping it in the water trough didn’t reveal any air leaks, so I handed it back to him.

“I’ll put that on your account, Zac.”

“Yes, sir. I’ll be over Friday to work off my debt.”

I watched him remount the wheel, check his chain, and haul ass down the road toward home with both tires on the pavement. To pay off his various “debts,” Zac came by once a week and swept the shop floor, refilled the soda machine, and used a little window cleaner here and there. Some weeks, he washed my car, too, if he’d indulged his root beer addiction heavily.

Quiet little Easton, official population three hundred forty-seven, didn’t have a lot of interesting things for an active ten-year-old to do. It didn’t have much to offer in the way of things to do for a thirty-five-year-old gay man either, but it was home. Thank heavens Easton was less than an hour away from Marionville, where there was quite a bit to entertain a gay guy when the urge was upon him.

Ah, that urge. It was a constant, nagging companion settled low in my groin. This Friday, after I closed up shop, I was on my way to Marionville and my favorite club. The fly in the ointment was that Friday was three days—and nights—away. I’d taken matters in hand this morning, but that’d had the effect of throwing lighter fluid on flaming charcoal. Maybe, just maybe, I’d find my favorite fuck buddy at his restaurant on Friday evening and be able to sleep over. Hope springs eternal, and I’d already posted a notice in the front window the garage would be closed on Saturday.

If any of my customers guessed the reason for my occasional disappearances, they were polite enough not to mention it. I never announced I was gay to anyone, nor did I ever deny it, but folks figured it out. No one gave me any grief over it, not even the local Presbyterians. Were I a more religious man, I might join them some Sunday morning, but church never felt right to me. I was sufficiently thankful for my health and a quiet life on my own.

Zac had safely reached his turn off the main street, but before I could go back inside and resume work, an ominous cloud appeared on the horizon. It grew larger, billowing and swirling as it approached. I watched as a white, mid-size Chevy took shape and form, rolling out of the mist to stop in front of my little garage. I gawked as the driver opened his door and stood.

Maybe I needed to reconsider religion, for surely some greater power had dropped this fellow at my door for my viewing pleasure.

He was a little taller than my five-eleven frame, on the slender side of ripped. His plain white T-shirt hugged his torso, tight enough to show off the ridges and valleys of a little four-pack. Snug, worn to perfection blue jeans encased long, lean thighs, and a generous softly rounded package, dressed to the left, at the base of his zipper. A pair of nondescript sneakers completed his relaxed, casual look. This fellow could stop a clock.

I suspected he worked out to stay in shape, but he wasn’t into bodybuilding. I didn’t pump iron either. I pumped all shapes and sizes of forged steel and vulcanized rubber. He looked me up and down with clear gray eyes that gazed at me from under his shaggy, windblown brown hair as I walked over to greet him. In the heat of a June morning, his aftershave was cool and crisp, reminiscent of a mountain stream.

“Nice car. How far back did the trouble start?”

He leaned inside and pulled the hood release lever. Little lines crinkled at the corners of his eyes as he smiled. “About forty-one years.”

I grinned at him, already liking his sense of humor as I lifted the hood. A wave of steam engulfed us. I hastily closed my eyes and stepped back to keep the antifreeze-laden vapor from leaving a film on my contact lenses. “Come inside. We’ll let that cool down so I can take a look at her.”

“You’re going to tell me it’s the radiator, aren’t you?” His clear tenor held just a trace of the west as he followed me into what passed as a reception area and office combined. I opened the soft drink case.

“What would you like, on the house? And don’t panic yet.” Based on the way the steam smelled, I suspected his radiator would be fine, but what was inside it was not.

“Too late. I panicked about five miles ago when the temperature gauge shot up. You can’t imagine how relieved I was to see your sign. I’ll take coffee, if you have it.”

I popped the cap and handed him a cola. “Sorry. It’s a little late in the day for any to be left in the pot.” I grinned at him. “And I hear that a lot about my strategically placed sign out there on the Interstate.”

His gray gaze held my hazel one captive as I held out my hand to him. “Tyler Phillips, owner-operator.”

Strong fingers closed around mine, holding my hand a moment too long for politeness. “Noel Springs, stranded motorist.” Awareness arced between us, that recognition so many people call “gaydar.” I called it something else—lightning. Noel Springs was gay and he liked what he saw. He let go of my hand as I motioned at the ratty sofa that took up the east wall of the room. It was slated for replacement in the fourth quarter of the fiscal year, but it was only June.

“Have a seat, Noel. While your engine cools, I need to finish up a job in the garage.”

“It might take a while for that to happen, Tyler.” He looked me up and down again, a slow, lazy perusal that made my heart beat a little faster. It also brought out my attitude.

I shifted my weight, a subtle movement that let my hips go forward. He noticed, so I tossed him a little tease at him. “Like what you see?”

The corner of his mouth twitched. “Yeah. I do. It’s a shame, too, because home is nowhere near here.”

“The universe does enjoy playing its little games with people.” I smiled again, nodded, then walked away before I got stupid with him. A little flirtation was fine, but I didn’t trick with my customers.

The bills needed to be paid, so I turned my attention to the lawn tractor Mrs. Miller had brought in for its yearly maintenance. Like most of my bread and butter work, it was a simple job. I suspected my neighbors liked having a mechanic in their midst and were determined to keep me here, regardless of who I slept with.

I finished the job, stripped off the thin latex gloves I wore whenever possible, and cleaned up at the sink. Noel was leafing through a gardening magazine as I plopped down behind my desk and switched on the monitor to prepare the invoice for the mower job. He flipped his reading material onto the end table.

“Excuse me for being nosy, but what’s a guy like you doing way out here working as a grease monkey?”

I typed in Jan Miller’s customer number and her information filled in on the screen. “This was my grandfather’s garage. Granddad put me to work when I was a kid, and the rest, as they say, is history.”

“Short version, huh?”

“Yep.” I input the code for lawn tractor maintenance. “I never planned to stay, you understand. I wanted the big city life. I’m not sure when I stopped wanting those lights, but I did.” I clicked for the invoice to print, then turned to him. “What are you doing eight states away from home, Mr. Noel Springs? What’s your story?”

“Short version?”

I couldn’t resist flirting, just a little. “Long. Short. Whatever ya got.”

Noel’s amused gray gaze locked with mine, but he let the sexual innuendo pass with half a smirk and a deep sigh.

“I lost my job a few weeks ago. Change of ownership, the economy, failure to keep up with the times, and other assorted crap. Anyway, the plant closed. Those of us in management got a decent severance package, so I decided to take a long drive and think about what I want to do with the rest of my life.”

I pulled the invoice out of the printer tray and scanned it for mistakes. It was good to go.

“Excuse me a moment, Noel.” I picked up my cell phone and sent a quick text to let Jan know
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