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Miles needed the hustle and bustle of a busy city in order to feel truly comfortable. After all, he came from New York City and learned to be comfortable in a massive crowd. But he couldn’t afford to live in the coasts on his salary alone, so after graduating in college he settled in Denver. It was affordable, beautiful, and had a bustling theatre scene, which was perfect to help accelerate his acting career. Dark brown hair faded to his skin just above his ears, and ended with a heavy mop of curls on top. Glasses and a well-manicured goatee accentuated his sharp features, and coupled with his muscular build he was the perfect embodiment of Adonis. 

Just by his looks alone he was making good money as a model, but he wanted to be known as more than just a pretty face on a hot bod. His mother had been a concert pianist who abandoned her career after his father died, his aunt was a fashion designer in Europe, and his cousin was professional golfer in Australia. Miles had grown up surrounded by talent and desperately wanted one of his own. He had spent his youth vigorously searching for a hobby he was talented in, from music to sports to art to dancing, but nothing was to his liking which in turn made him not so good. 

It was by accident that he discovered theatre. He just happened to have the theatre teacher for homeroom in high school, and she was in need of boys to be cast in Annie. 

“You don’t need to have any talent at all!” she told him. “I’ll show you everything you need to know. You already have the part, we just have to teach you to audition.”

Miles’ mother encouraged him to try out, and he had nothing to lose, so he dragged his best friend and went to the audition. He immediately fell in love with transforming into different people and scenarios. He always had an active imagination, and found the make-believing aspect of acting easy and fun. His favorite part was putting on the costume and make-up, and then he really felt like he was in character.

Performing in front of people grew into his hidden talent, and he developed a knack for making people laugh with his off-kilter characters. During summers he got involved in community theatre productions and quickly made a name in the amateur circuit. Everyone around him was saying he was destined for the movies with his good looks and quirky talents. 

But then tragedy struck just two months before he graduated high school. His mother, his rock and biggest supporter, had a surprise heart attack in her sleep and one morning didn’t wake up. In an instant Miles’ life was shattered and turned upside down, and being an only child meant he was all alone. Miles healed through his grief by devoting completely to his acting, and when he embarked to college at Western State University in Colorado, he was determined to change his life. 

He chose the school solely because it was affordable and had a decent theatre program, and it just so happened to be in the mountains, which was a completely different environment than he was used to. Through hours of crying and grieving, Miles managed to keep his grief at bay; one was never able to get over it, just able to live with it. 

Since Miles was now his sole supporter, he quickly delved into working, taking whatever job he could, which naturally meant restaurants, retail, and manual labor during the warm weather. This left no time for his acting outside of school and even encroached on his school work too. It was while he was mowing a lawn shirtless one summer that one of his coworkers took his picture and sent it to their relative, who in turn offered Miles a modeling contract. 

As soon as he started, the money started rolling and Miles was no longer needing to work so many hours at so many shitty jobs. He was also able to focus on his school acting, but due to his contract he was unable to perform in any nonunion productions. 

Once Miles was done with school, he moved to the largest city in the state, Denver, and signed with a different modeling agency that allowed him to pursue other projects. Miles was ecstatic to embark on this new phase of his life, and just wished his mother were here to share the joy with him. 

It was during the photoshoot for his headshots that Miles met Elliott. The photographer was a short ball of energy with a mop of curly hair, and very observant. The man’s artistic eye was amazing, and Miles could tell that he was not only attracted to him, but truly enjoyed taking his pictures. It was like watching his mother play her favorite piano piece, where each movement taken was deliberate and made with expert precision. 

Elliott loved the man he was photographing, he was the perfect muse for an artist. Each plane of his face was beautiful, as though carved by God Himself, yet the beauty was tortured. Elliott could tell that this man had really seen some shit in his life, despite his beautiful and unblemished skin. Each pose Miles struck was simultaneously strikingly gorgeous and intellectually compelling—an attractive version of a Depression-era Dorothea Lange subject. 

This was the first time Elliott felt like a true artist and not just a commercial photographer. And the more pictures he took of Miles, the more he wanted to take. 

“Like Dali said, ‘it’s all in your subject,’” Elliott said. He learned early in his career that flattering the talent always got the best results, but for this particular model it came easier than normal. “You really are a natural for the camera.”

Miles blushed and smiled, having heard this before but still being flattered every time. “Thank you! But you’re giving me too much credit. All of the beauty is captured by the photographer.”

“Ah, that is true,” Elliott said, pointing his finger into the air like a didactic professor. “And it is the photographer’s responsibility to find beautiful things to take pictures of!”

The two chuckled, completely aware they were flirting with each other but loving each second. Miles had felt incredibly comfortable with Elliott this entire photoshoot, and he knew from his modelling experience that it wasn’t just the man doing his job. There was a spark here, and Miles wanted to grow it into a passionate flame. 

The photographing continued for some time, with Miles changing into several different outfits, with each one getting more and more revealing. Elliott, while still being a true professional, was very much attracted to his subject, and was very excited for this next outfit.

“Okay, did you want to take some pictures without your shirt?” He asked, trying to keep the excitement out of his voice. 

Miles smiled, for he was excited to show Elliott his body too, for some odd reason. He was never shy about showing himself off, but he was hardly ever excited, let alone this excited. Miles extracted his muscular frame out of his tank top, exposing his firm pecs and flat stomach. Immediately his skin puckered with goosepimples and his nipples hardened. He awkwardly dusted off some invisible fuzz off skin and shifted his weight on his feet. 

Elliott looked through the camera lens in order to get the best view possible, as well as to hide the anxious look on his face. This was the most beautiful man he had ever seen and wanted to jump him right now! But he was a professional, there was still a job to do, and he actually was enjoying getting to know Miles. 

Usually Elliott would just want to have sex with the man and move on to the next one, but Miles seemed special. They discovered they had a similar sense of humor and liked the same type of plays and art styles. While Elliott was too smart to say this was Mr. Perfect…he had certainly met a superman.

As Elliott studied the beautiful Miles and focused his camera, he noticed a peculiar tattoo on Miles’ chest. It was an image he had only seen a handful of times. His heart suddenly fluttered as he lowered his camera. 

“Nice tattoo! Is that Lily Munster’s bat pendant?” Elliott asked.

Miles developed a lump in his throat and nearly fell over. No one, not even the tattoo artist, knew what his tattoo really was, and everyone just said it was a cool bat. “Holy shit, you’ve heard of The Munsters!”

“Heard of them, that’s my favorite TV show!”

The rest of the photoshoot was mostly filled with conversations about their favorite characters and episodes. The two were bonding fast and quickly becoming fast friends. They recognized within each other a connection that they hadn’t experienced before, a connection that they didn’t have with anyone else. 

As Miles put his clothes back on and packed up his bag, he mustered up the courage to ask Elliott for a cup of coffee. 

“C’mon, it’s just an innocent drink,” he told himself. “it’s not like you’re proposing or anything.”

He struggled with the zipper to the duffel bag, nervous with indecision. “But what if he says no. After all, I am the customer…he could take it the wrong way.”

Miles finally drove the zipper home. “Fuck it, all he can do is say no. Then it’s just right back to where I was yesterday.”

He hoisted his bag over his shoulder and steeled himself. On the walk to Elliott he practiced what he was going to say, being unsatisfied with everything he thought of.

The two settled up with the payment and then just stood there, staring at each other for a few moments. It wasn’t awkward, but patient. Both men were waiting for the other to make the first move. 

“So…what are you doing tonight? Practicing for an audition or something,” Elliott chuckled. 

Miles laughed too. “No, actually. I’m free tonight for the first time in a while. It’s going to be nice”

“Nice!”

Dammit, man, just ask. “So, uh, would you want to go out for a cup of coffee later?”

Miles’ heart was beating out of his chest. He swore he could see it beating through his tank top. Please say yes, please say yes.

“Sure!” Elliott said with a smile. “I’d love that! But instead of coffee, could we go for something a little harder instead?”

Miles’ smile widened “Of course we can! Have any recommendations?”

Elliott hooked his arm and offered it to Miles, like a true gentleman. “I know just the place!”

The British Bulldog was a cozy little hole in the wall bar that had the greatest hot wings. The place was hardly ever crowded and offered just the perfect atmosphere for a first date.The two men were sitting in the corner booth, happily munching on wings and imbibing on their preferred beverages—rum and Coke for Miles and a Fireball and Dr. Pepper for Elliott. 

The conversation was easy and flowing. The two discovered that they were very comfortable in each other’s company, with the silences in between subjects natural and not awkward at all. Before they realized it, they were on the second basket of wings and their fourth drink. 

“How did you get into photography?” Miles loved hearing Ellott talk. His voice was silky smooth and deeply sonorous. 

“By accident,” Elliott chuckled. “The high school yearbook needed a photographer at the last minute and my parents were the only one that had a camera. I learned as I went, and pretty soon fell in love with it.”

“Did you find out you had a talent for it
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