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Barry waited where the guy said he’d be: the field northeast of the cloverleaf at Dixon Road and the 401.  Strange place for a photo shoot, with all those cars driving up the onramp and the overhead noise from the nearby airport.

Judging from the online ad, this was bound to be a strange session.  Not that he had any other photo shoots to compare this one to.  That was another strange thing–what kind of photographer hired a model who blatantly confessed he had no experience whatsoever?

The kind of photographer, it turned out, who needed his models to work pro bono.

Oh well.  Barry’d been working out all summer, and he could finally look in the mirror and feel pleased with the man looking back at him.

The photographer’s name was Paul.  Barry didn’t want to forget, so he’d written it on a blank piece of paper, which turned out to have his phone bill on the other side.  He’d have to remind himself to pay that–it was already past due.  It’s not that Barry didn’t have the money, just that he’d never been good with the details.  That’s why he’d written Paul’s name down.  Details.

“Hey!”

Barry turned to see a kid jogging toward him in black jeans, a black fitted T, and lightweight purple and blue checked scarf.  He looked like a perfect anomaly in the waist-high grasses, which had gone to seed and looked like a field of wheat.  Maybe that’s why the kid had chosen this location.  Barry could play the farm hand in the field.

Glancing down at the name he’d scrawled on paper, Barry asked, “Paul?”

“Yeah,” the kid said.  “You’re Barry?”

Paul shook Barry’s hand before tossing a black backpack to the ground.  What had he gotten himself into this time?

“Are you just coming from school?” Barry asked.  As soon as the words left his mouth, he realized it was August and there was no school.

“Yeah right,” Paul said.  “Don’t I wish!”

The longer Barry looked at Paul, the older he appeared.  Maybe it was just his lanky body and the awkward way he moved that made him appear young.  His skin was pale and his cheeks somewhat sallow, but his dark, messy hair compensated by giving him the look of an artist.

“How long have you been taking pictures?” Barry asked, just to make conversation.

Paul blinked.  Twice.  “Uh...”

“Oh...”

“Okay, so, here’s the thing...”  Paul began by taking a Sliver Elf Digital from the back pocket of his skinny jeans.

“That’s your camera?” Barry laughed.  He didn’t mean to come off like such a jackass, but any photographer worth his salt should have a better camera than that.  Damn, his niece had an Elf Digital, and she was seven!

Scratching his head, Paul looked at Barry.  “Okay, so, I’m trying to get into art school, right?  But I didn’t know you had to do all this stuff...”

“Then you are a student?”  Barry felt misled.  He thought this would be something serious, or at least a good way to spend a hot Sunday afternoon.

Paul started to answer, but a plane flew by overhead.  They were too close to the airport to talk over its roar.  When it had cast its dark shadow across them and moved on, Paul said, “I was a student.  I figured I’d make my parents proud and become the great gay mathematician.  But then I got to university and...”  Scrunching his pale nose, he said, “It was hard!”

“Okay...”  Barry offered a shrug he hoped would convey: Relevance?

“Well, I failed.  It was like math at university was different from math in high school.  So I figured screw math, I’ll go to art college.  But do you know all the bullshit they put you through just to apply?  You have to write essays and put together a portfolio and...”  He trailed off, looking around the overpass. Holding his camera up, he said, “I was thinking fashion photography, or, like...nudes...?”

The inflection in Paul’s voice went up in time with Barry’s cock.  That word, nudes, answered the question he hadn’t wanted to ask.  Ever since he saw Paul’s request for a model online, he’d hoped...well, he didn’t want to jinx it.  Maybe Paul didn’t mean what Barry thought he meant.

“I can get naked,” Barry said.  Then he looked around, too.  “Oh...the cars...do you think...?”

“How would they know?” Paul asked.  “I mean, they’re off in the distance, they’re not looking this way, and, anyway, this grass comes right up to your...”

“Yeah...”

They both looked around.  Barry took a moment to second-guess himself before tearing out a piece of long grass and sticking it in his mouth like a farm boy.

“I can’t pay you,” Paul said.

Barry nodded.  “I know.  But, hey, you’re applying for art college, right?  I always wanted to go, so I’m happy to help.”  He started unbuttoning his shirt, and then wondered if he should wait for instructions.  “Did you wanna tell me what to do?”

“Oh, yeah, I guess I should.”  Paul laughed.  He sounded nervous, poor kid.  “Yeah, take off your shirt and turn around.  I want to get some shots of your back.”

As per instruction, Barry turned away and stripped off his shirt.  This was the first time he could remember taking off his clothes in public and being happy another man’s eyes were on him.  For a good long time, he wouldn’t even like to take his top off at the beach.  He’d always felt chunky.  That’s why he bought work-out equipment instead of joining a gym.  The thought of all those attractive young guys seeing his blubbery body destroyed his last vestiges of self-assurance.

But now things were different.  He’d worked tirelessly at improving his body.  Now, even with his back to Paul, Barry knew the young guy was smiling.  He could feel that grin burning into his skin, hotter than the August sun.  When he didn’t hear a click, he turned and asked, “What do you want me to do with my hands?”

Paul looked him straight in the eye, and blinked.  Twice.  It was beyond obvious the guy’d been staring at his ass.  Barry tried not to smile too widely as Paul shook his head.  “Huh?  What did you say?”

A plane flew overhead, so Barry waited a moment before asking, “Where should I put my arms?  Do you want me to pose, or should I just do what comes naturally?”

He could feel Paul’s stare drizzling like hot caramel down his strong shoulders.

“Can you make your hands into fists?” Paul asked.  “Set them on your hips, then look up to the sky, like Superman.”

Barry chuckled at the image of himself as Superman, but he posed while Paul click-click-clicked behind him.  On a whim, he raised his fists to the sky like a first place runner who’d just crossed the finish line.

Paul cried, “Good!  Good!  Go with it.”

The sun beat down on his chest, and Barry felt proud as hell.  He wanted his abs commemorated in their current state, before his body went to pot again.  Every sinew and bulge must be
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