Some Extra Cash
                         by Allen Baker

(You(d be better than that.(
(Hush!(  I elbowed Stan, but too late.  The instructor was near enough to overhear his whispered comment. Professor Harper glanced a smile my way, but went back to his constructive criticism of Carrie(s drawing.

I returned to my own work.  As the hour progressed and the figure took shape in my sketchbook, I had to admit Stan may have been right.  I(m no Narcissus, but my body was every bit as good as the guy(s on the podium.

And my whang was much bigger.  Not that Stan knew that.   He(d never seen me nude.  I(d not come out to him yet.  For that matter, I(d not come out to anyone, yet.  Only since I(d started college two months previously had I even been able to admit to myself that I was gay.  Everything was still new to me.  I hadn(t even been with another man.  I was still cherry.

Damn.  All these thoughts and drawing a nude male had caused me a roaring hardon just at the end of class.  I(d have to hold my book bag in front of my crotch just to get out of class.  If I could give Stan the slip, maybe I could nip into the john and whack it off.

Prof Harper handed the model his robe.  (Thank you, Mr. Martin.  Class, we(ll continue tomorrow.(
We all gathered our supplies and headed out.  Stan explained he had soccer practice and ran out quickly with a (See ya later,( over his shoulder.

I was about to slip out the door, when Prof spoke up, (Have you got a minute, Jason?(
I turned and saw him across a few heads holding Norman(s sketchbook.  (Sure.(
He nodded and spoke a few more words to Norman.  By the time they(d finished, and I(d made my way over to him, most of the class had cleared out.

(I couldn(t help but overhear Stan(s comment earlier.  I think he(s probably right.  Have you ever considered some posing?(
I blushed deeply and stammered.  (Oh, I don(t think so.  I really couldn(t sit up there in front of all my classmates like that.  No way.(
(No, I wouldn(t ask you to do that.  It wouldn(t really be professional.  But I teach a couple of evening courses at a private school for all adults.  I could use a good model, and the pay is fantastic.  I know every college student could use some extra cash.  Think about it and let me know tomorrow.(
* * * * *

I spent a troubled evening and night.  When Stan heard, he was encouraging.  (Go for it.  I told you you(d be as good looking as that other guy.(
(But I(m not sure I have the nerve to sit there nude in front of a bunch of strangers all staring at me.  What if . . . what if I throw a boner?(  I blushed as I said it.

Stan just chuckled.  (They(d be upset.  They(d all have to erase and redraw.(
We both laughed.

(Look, why don(t you ask Harper if you could wear a jock or one of those posing strap things.  If the money(s as good as he hinted, it would be worth trying it.(
(I(ll think about it.(
And think I did.  Late into the night, I lay on my bed fantasizing about sitting in the middle of a roomful of artists all drooling over m hard muscles.  I wondered if a skimpy posing strap would do much in the way of covering my massive crotch.  I wanted to say yes, but I still trembled in fear of being in the spotlight.

* * * * *

All through class I was distracted by what I(d tell Harper.  I kept changing my mind.  My sketchbook reflected my lack of concentration.  The drawing was good quality, but I had accomplished little.  But it wasn(t until Prof clapped a hand on my shoulder and quietly chuckled in my ear, (Definitely preoccupied today,( that I analyzed my work and realized all I(d drawn was an anatomically detailed male cock and balls!  Thoroughly embarrassed by my Freudian slip, I flipped to a clean page and started on a face shot.

Class ended, and I loitered to speak to Harper.  (That was a very good drawing.  I know someone who(d but it if you(re willing to sell.(  His smile made me wonder if he was serious or just poking fun.

(Well, are you interested in the modeling job?  I could use you tomorrow night?(
(I(m interested, but still feel self-conscious.  Could I use a posing strap?(
(Tell you what.  Start the evening with it.  At break time, you may have relaxed enough to ditch it.  It(s an all male group, so maybe that will help.  Kind of like hitting the showers in the locker room.(
I took a deep breath and accepted.

* * * * *

The private school turned out to be nothing more than a big open room above a downtown row of shops.  Not nearly a dive, but it wasn(t in the swankiest part of the city either.

I had arrived half an hour early and wished I hadn(t.  That just gave me more time to be nervous.  I slipped into a closet sized changing area and stripped out of my clothes.  The full length mirror wasn(t reassuring.  My body gleamed with a fine sheen of nervous sweat.  Actually it played nicely across my muscled chest and defined legs.  But the posing strap just didn(t stretch nearly wide and long enough to cover everything as I(d have liked.  Oh, it covered the necessities, but bulged and tugged and suggested marvels beneath.  It was almost more obscene than being nude.

I quickly pulled on the terry robe so I didn(t spook myself into bolting.  I was committed now.  I couldn(t duck out.  Prof would never forgive me.  I was a doomed man awaiting execution.

Taking a deep breath, I exited the changing closet.  It was nearing class time.  Harper was chatting with some men setting up easels and work stands around the podium I(d be on.  I was surprised at how few there were.  In my class at the college, there were twenty-six or seven.  So far, there were only five men here.  And what a variety.  The youngest was in his late twenties, maybe thirty.  On up to mid-sixties.  One guy in his thirties reeked of money ( Italian shoes, Rolex watch.  One guy in his fifties was clad in denim, leather, and tatoos. What extremes.  I watched as they joked and bantered.  Obviously they knew each other well and were a close group.  They must have been together as a class for quite a while.

Suddenly, they sensed my presence and turned my way.

(Hey, Jason, welcome.  All set?(  Harper shook my hand and led me to the group for introductions.

(Wow, Harper, you(ve outdone yourself this time.(
I blushed, but managed a gracious smile to acknowledge the complement.

(Terry(s gonna be sorry he couldn(t be here tonight.(
(Ok, guys, time for work.(  Prof led me to the stool on the podium.  When my nerves froze me in place, he eased the robe open and murmured some reassurances.  (Just sit on the stool and try to relax your muscles.  If you tense up, you(ll tire quickly and probably get a cramp.(  He took away the robe, and I received some whistles and cat calls.  I think Harper was even a little taken aback.  (Okay.  Down, boys.(  He arranged a foot on a rung of the stool, readjusted a leg, placed a hand on a thigh, let the other dangle.  He turned my head and tilted the chin, then fused with my long hair a bit.  Then he went to the lights and moved and refocused until he was content with the results.

Meanwhile, the other five men circled and appraised.  Making decisions, they moved their easels and stools to their selected points and began to work.

Harper took some Polaroids form various spots so as to reenact the pose in subsequent sessions.  Then he, too, went to an easel.

One of the men went to a boombox and inserted a CD.  Soft, easy listening jazz broke the silence.  The men did practically no talking.  They concentrated and worked.  Their professionalism had its effect on me, and finally I began to relax.

I hadn(t really noticed the passing of time.  I must have been off in a dreamworld somewhere.  But Harper broke the silence.  (Okay, guys, time for Jason to take a break.(
A few of them moaned and reluctantly agreed, though it was obvious they would rather have worked on.

It wasn(t until I started to move that I realized how stiff I(d become.  (Oh, man,( I groaned.

A guy in his forties grinned and spoke, (Are you dying yet?  Harper warned us this is your first venture at this.  Whatever you do, don(t go sit somewhere ( you(ll never get back up if you do.  Here, let(s do some stretching ( best thing for you.(
(Better listen to him, Jason.  He(s a physical therapist.  Anton knows what he(s saying,(  Harper advised me.

Anton positioned himself across from me and began some light stretching activities.  It was the last thing my body wanted to do, but I began to mirror his actions.  Soon, my muscles began to respond and feel more normal.

(Thanks.  That really worked.(  I shook Anton(s hand.

(Next break do the same thing.  And drink lots of water.  When we(re done for the night, I(ll give you a massage.(  He nodded to the table over to the side.  (Otherwise, you(ll have cramps that will keep you up all night.(
(Okay, everyone.  Back to work.  Jason?(  Harper motioned for me to rejoin him on the podium so he could place me again.  Before I sat down, he whispered, (Are you ready to part with the strap?(
I had forgotten he(d made that proposal when I took the job.  I really hadn(t thought about it tonight.  I glanced about.  What the hell, he was right.  We were all men here, what(s the big deal?   Quickly, before I could change my mind, I slipped it off.

(Whoa!(  Harper was clearly stunned.  (I had no idea.  Nice.  Very nice.(  He must have liked my enormous low hangers and my uncut dick.  It hung limp at seven inches.

Amid more catcalls and whistles, blushing, I again took my pose.  Thankfully, my embarrassment was enough to keep my prod from rising to its full length.  But as I sat for a while and the guys stopped ogling and got back to work, I found it a fun experience to be sitting nude and the center of attention.  I began to revel in the freedom.  My balls felt so good to be unconfined.  As I gradually relaxed, they hung lower in their sack over the edge of the stool.  The air motion on all sides made them tingle and shift in their pouch.  My prick slowly adjusted to having all the space it needed.  No longer restricted by the posing strap, it began to feel its way and lengthen.

I noticed a couple of the men eyeing its progress.  I resisted my natural instinct to move a covering hand over it and maintained my pose.  But it seemed to like the attention it was receiving and grew even more, beginning to engorge its way to its full thirteen, brick-hard inches.

Anton was the first to break the silence.  (Damn, Jason, how do you expect me to get that crotch right?  Every time I look up, it(s doubled in size!(  His mock concern for his drawing caused a round of laughter.

(I was afraid of this when Prof Harper asked me to pose.  Sorry, guys.(
(Don(t apologize, ( Harper spoke.  (It(s beautiful.  All artists would love it.  I think we(re all just slightly in awe and envious.(
Still not moving, I replied, (Don(t worry, it should be full-strength soon.(
(Shit!  You mean it isn(t yet?(  responded the leather-clad Michael.

More jovial chuckles, and they settled back to work.

The rest of the evening, I stayed hard and loved the attention.  Finally it was time to quit for the night.  Stiffly, I rose from the stool and stretched.  I looked over some of the work as they packed up.  It was all very good.  They were quite talented.  Some had chosen to leave the strap on, but others had captured my full glory.  Suddenly I was concerned that I(d be recognized by someone.  Then I dismissed it, figuring these pictures would never be seen by anyone back home anyway.

(Time for that massage.(  Anton pushed me toward the table.  (On your stomach first.(
His hands attacked my shoulders and back.  Assaulted my arms, my calves, my thighs.  Pummeled my ass.  He knew his work; I melted into the table.

(Over(
It was an effort to turn, but soon I was on my back with my stiff pointer sticking straight up.

(Looks like you are enjoying yourself,( he chuckled.

What could I say?  I just moaned and felt his hands work on my legs, then arms and chest.  Then he startled me by stroking my crotch as well.

(I need to get all of your muscles to relax.(
I looked about the room and found that all the others had gone.

(No one(s here, so just go with it,( he murmured into my crotch hair and licked my nuts as he pumped my rod.

I was in heaven.  One last hand motion, and I was over the top.  I bucked and lurched and spewed all over myself and Anton(s arm.  It went on and on until we were drenched.  Finally, it stopped.

(Wow, kid.  When did you cum last?  I(ve never seen that much spunk at one time!(
I was nearly too exhausted to reply.  (This afternoon.(
(Shit, I wouldn(t have that much buildup if I(d abstain for a month.  God, you(re something else.(
* * * * *

Two days later in class, Stan asked about the job.  (Well, how(d it go?  I know you were uptight about it.  Will you do it again?(
(Well, actually, better than I thought.  It was a small group and all men, which made it much easier.  I(ll be going back for at least three more weeks before they(re done with that pose.  They have sketches, but they want to do paintings from them next.(
(And did it pay well?(
(Actually, I was shocked.  Four hours, fifty-five bucks per hour!(
(Wow, where do I sign up?  Shit, I guess I need a good body first, huh?(
(Jason,( Prof Harper interrupted, (stop down at my office after class.  I may have another sitting for you.(
(Man,( Stan said after Harper had moved on, (you may not need an education.  You could make a living at posing.(
(No way.  First of all, it(s hard work to sit still that long.  Secondly, the body will go to pot sooner or later, and you(re sunk.  I(ll do it for some extra cash to get me through school, but that(s all.(
* * * * *

I knocked at Harper(s door and entered.

(Jason, sit down.  You remember Michael from the other night?(
(Which was he?(
(The one in leather.(
(Oh, yeah, sure.(
(Well, he has a friend who is a photographer.  Michael must have sung your praises to the guy, and he wants to meet you.  Johnston(s his name.  Timothy Johnston.  Anyway, he(d like to meet you at his studio Saturday afternoon, if you(re available.(
(Yeah, I am.  You said photographer?(
(Yes, and actually, that(s why I wanted you to stop by here.  Before you say yes, I wanted to show you a folder of his work, so you(d know what to expect.  Maybe you won(t be interested.(
He slid a binder across the desk to me.  I opened to the first page.  My jaw dropped open.  There was a nearly nude man with an enormous erection sticking out of the top of his jock strap while he struggled with a weighty barbel.  The sweat poured off him and puddled about his bare feet.  His face was a study in concentration, as if totally oblivious to the fact that his prick had escaped its cover.  There was a signature in the lover corner.  An original.

Instantly my crotch was hard, and I was glad the edge of the desk hid my lap.  My hand slightly shook as turned the page.  My mouth went dry.  Here was a totally nude guy in the midst of a deserted, decaying factory.  His arms encircled one of the upright I-beam posts.  You couldn(t see his privates, but the ecstacy on his face made it obvious that he was humping to climax against the pole.

I gulped and reached out for the next photo.  It was pure fantasy.  The guy(s face was covered with a black feathered mask of some bird-like creature with a long, hooked beak.  From his shoulders sprouted enormous wings of the same black feathers that gleamed in the sunlight.  He was poised on the edge of a cliff as if ready to launch out in flight.  The rest of him was beautifully nude.

In the next photo, the man was blindfolded and bound!  His muscles glistened and strained to escape.  He hung in a huge, spider-web-like rope construction suspended between two trees over a small stream.  The sun shot beams of light across various parts of his body.  One highlighted his throbbing crotch.

The next showed a man on his knees, his head to the ground and his hands bound behind his back.  He was facing the camera which shot between the spread, booted feet of some jeans-clad man.  You could only see this forceful clothed person from the crotch down.  The nude(s tongue flicked out and lathered one of the man(s boots.  You could see the wet streaks across the black leather.  But the most disturbing part of the photo for Jason was the surroundings.  The man knelt on a manhole cover.  A yellow line disappeared beneath his naked crotch.  And all around the two men streamed the rush-hour traffic of a New York City street.  It had to be a composite photo, but still startling in the image.

Finally, Jason exhaled, realizing he(d been holding his breath.

(I thought you(d better see this before you agreed to meet with Timothy.  I figured you better know what you(d be in for.  Before you turn it down, you should know two things: because he(s famous, you(ll be handsomely paid ( two-hundred fifty an hour.  Secondly, because he(s famous, the photos will undoubtedly be published and the originals will end up in galleries and museums.  So be certain you don(t mind being seen this way.(
Harper eased the album out of my grip, forcing me to come back from the worlds Timothy Johnston had created.  Did I mind being shown this way?  Wrong question.  Once I(d seen these, could I ever be content not to be photographed by this artist?  No.  I had no choice.  I had to meet this man.  I had to be one of his men.

Harper read my response in my face and grinned.  (I can hardly wait to see the results of these photo sessions.  And what a way to earn some extra cash!(
