
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


California, 1957

Dust rose in the trail of the green 1953 Pontiac convertible. The silence of the rural road was broken by the roar of the engine and the sounds of Jerry Lee Lewis singing Great Balls of Fire through the radio. Jason Moor put his foot to the pedal, the Pontiac speed forward inflaming his senses. There was nothing he loved more than speed; he loved the barrage of sound which burst out from the motor and shattered the silence. Jason was in love with cars, they were his passion and his escape from thinking about love, romance or even lust. Jason was devoted to his automobiles and that’s the way he liked it. Jason did not hate romance. What Jason hated was hiding his feelings and smothering them in a layer of brash masculinity. His black hair blew in the wind reacting to the speed of the roaring engine. 

He looked down at his fingernails and tried to clean them off on his coveralls, as a mechanic his fingers and hands were always covered in dark grease and oil. Jason did not mind he was doing what he loved and that’s what mattered to him. However inside of him, he felt an urge to be free. He knew just doing what he loved was not enough; he needed to be himself and embrace his inner self. How could he? How could he embrace himself when he would have no one to share it with? 

Jason sped up and turned on the head lights of the Pontiac. The sun had begun to set and deep shadows began to grow on the ground. The rural roads had always been his favourite. Jason felt the trees enlivened him and the fresh country air was soothing.  Jason turned the corner, he could see a figure standing in the distance in the middle of the road waving him down. Jason could see a 1955 Chevrolet Bel Air, its sleek lines and white walled tyres caused Jason to slow, he kept his eyes focused on the car and slowly turned to face the figure that waved him down.

In the space of a heartbeat, Jason was no longer thinking about the Chevy but about the tall, dark haired sculpture of a man that stood smiling at him. Jason bit his lip slightly as he inspected the machine of manhood which stood before him. His eyes traced up from the legs encapsulated in skin tight jeans which revealed sleek well defined calves, tightly cradled thighs and around bubble ass which filled them. Under a black leather jacket, the stranger wore a tight white T-Shirt.  

Jason could see the stranger’s lips moving, but he could hear nothing. His sole focus was on the thick plump lips which would put James Dean to shame. 

A hand waved in front of his face and suddenly the spell was broken. Jason’s heart which had stopped was again pulsating blood throughout his body. 

"Hey, there daddy-o,” A smooth voice which rang, with a slight Italian-American accent. “I got a flat can you give me a hand?”

Jason Shifted in his seat and tried to adjust his pants without bringing attention to the fact that he was trying to hide his erection.
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