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PASSING GRADE

Frankie has spent most of his time at photography school slacking off: partying every weekend, missing class, and botching assignments. Now, with just a couple of months left in his course, he’s on the brink of failing, so he needs to ace his latest assignment: a photo shoot with a model he’s required to find himself.

The photography school is right across the road from the local modelling school, so Frankie figures there’s no rush. He leaves the vital assignment to the last minute, and then he finds himself at a loss when all of the local models are busy. Now, if Frankie is going to get a passing grade, he’s going to need to come up with a good idea, and he might just have one that will require a wig and a bit of makeup—and maybe a splash of vodka.


CHAPTER I

My go-to excuse for missing class was, “My alarm didn’t go off.” I’m not sure why my instructors continued to believe me—or maybe they didn’t believe me. Maybe they just didn’t care because they already had my money. If I wanted to fail, that was my own issue.

My alarm did go off—it always went off—but it didn’t always wake me up, especially after a long night of drinking and partying. I signed up for that photography school to learn how to take nice photos, but I stayed for the drinking and partying, because the students at that school did a whole lot of it.

It was a warm July morning when I accidentally missed a very important class: the class on how to find and hire professional and amateur models for photo shoots. When I saw the class on the schedule a few days before, I didn’t think it would be very important. I thought it would be an obvious one to miss, seeing as I wanted to be a nature photographer, not a portrait or a fashion photographer. I liked taking pictures of mountains and trees—not people.

But I missed more than just the lesson on how to find and hire models—I also missed the instructions for our latest assignment, which was due in a week: plan and execute a photo-shoot with a model, and then submit fifteen finished, processed photos for review. It wasn’t until the next morning—also a pleasant, warm morning—when I found out about the assignment. But I wasn’t worried. Our school was located just across the street from the local modelling school. I figured it would be simple enough to stroll on over and just ask one of the many girls there if they wanted to pose for me. Unlike many of the guys in my class, I had no fears when it came to chatting up girls. In fact, I was looking forward to the opportunity to possibly wriggle my way into a young model’s panties.

I still had a week, which was loads of time, so I was in no rush. A bunch of my classmates got started right away, but I had no intentions of missing Jenny’s big birthday party, which she was throwing at her parent’s mansion on the North Shore while her parents were out of town.

I’d been to that house before for one of Jenny’s big parties. The house had fifteen bedrooms and two separate swimming pools, one with an amazing view of the shimmering downtown core and the other in the middle of the house, in an open courtyard, totally private from any peeping neighbours.

Jenny would go out and buy thousands of dollars worth of booze as if it was free and she would let the party rage on until the early morning hours. But I wasn’t excited about the amazing house or the pools or the mountain of booze that would be on the kitchen island—I was excited about the girls.

Jenny seemed to know every single young, single woman in town. Her parties were always teeming with drunk, horny girls and only just a few guys. I got to be one of those guys, because I was lucky enough to be the one to help Jenny figure out her first camera on her first day of photography school. When I went over to help her, it wasn’t just because I saw her struggling—it was because she was sexy and I hadn’t had sex in over three months. I figured it was a good chance to get my number in her Pokédex, if you know what I mean. I had no idea at the time that she was the daughter of a multi-millionaire, with hundreds of pretty female friends.

I never did end up fucking Jenny, though I tried for weeks until I found out that I wasn’t her type. I wasn’t too surprised though—I wasn’t the ‘type’ for many girls. It didn’t help that I was shorter than Jenny, or that we weighed about the same. Jenny was into thick hunks with arms like tree trunks and heads like cinderblocks. She liked guys with tribal tattoos and veins that looked like they were about to pop.

But there were lots of girls who were into me, so I wasn’t too worked up about it. I was just happy to be in Jenny’s good books—being invited to all of her female-dominant parties. I think she might have thought that I was gay, but if that’s what she needed to think for me to get laid, then so be it.

I had four days left before my model photography assignment was due when I decided it was time to start getting things together. First, I went about tracking down a location. I knew that all of my classmates would be shooting their models outside, so I wanted to find an excellent indoor location, so my series would stand out.

I went for a walk around town, to find the perfect place to bring the model I didn’t yet have. As I was walking, I came across one of my classmates, in the middle of his shoot with his model. I rolled me eyes and laughed as I saw his girl posing against the stereotypical graffiti wall. The lighting wasn’t even nice—what a waste.

I sauntered into one of the city’s nicer hotels. I admired the big marble pillars and the series of large fireplaces scattered throughout the grand lobby. The room was filled with large leather couches and golden lamps placed on side tables. The room glittered with amazing natural light. So I approached the woman standing behind the counter. “Can I help you?” she asked, looking me up and down. She didn’t even bother to ask if I was checking in—probably because I didn’t look rich like the people who normally stayed at the hotel.

“I was just wondering: is there a manager in? I’d like to ask about doing a photo shoot in your amazing location.” I made a big, charming smile.

“Oh, I’m sorry—we don’t allow photographers to shoot in here. We sometimes allow it for weddings, but you need to be a guest here and you need to apply for a permit.”

“Right,” I said. “But maybe I can talk about it with your manager.”

“I am the manager,” the woman said.

“Right—but you have a boss. Unless you’re telling me that you own this place…”

She smiled in a terribly condescending way. “My boss isn’t in, but you’re welcome to leave a message for him.” She slid a notepad towards me. I knew that she was lying and I knew that my note would just be tossed in the trash as soon as I turned my back, but I left a note anyway, and then I went on to find another location.

Then I stopped for a bite to eat. After the food settled in my stomach, I felt like getting a drink. By the time I was finished my drink, it was dark and time to start getting ready for Jenny’s party. That’s when I had the great idea to ask Jenny if I could use her impressive mansion for my model photo shoot.


CHAPTER II

I was already a little bit drunk when I walked up to Jenny’s very large mansion. I perked up with excitement as soon as I saw the many girls through the many windows of the house. The music was loud and the liquor was flowing liberally. As I walked through the doors, all of the girls looked at me with glowing eyes. It was nice being one of a dozen guys at a party with over one hundred girls. Thanks to the lack of masculinity, the girls’ standards were lowered down to my level.

But I figured it would be a good idea to find Jenny and say hello before I got started on her friends—just to make sure I stayed in her good books, so that I would still be invited to future parties. I went from room to room, casually asking the party guests if they’d seen Jenny. I was surprised by how many times I heard, “Who’s Jenny?” Who were these chicks if they weren’t Jenny’s friends?

Finally, I found one girl who said, “She’s upstairs in the master bedroom.” I figured she was still doing her makeup or something, so I casually sauntered up the two flights of stairs and down the long hallway towards the mansion’s main master bedroom. I gently knocked on the door.

“Who is it?” Jenny called out.

“It’s me—Frankie,” I said.

“Come in!”

So I let myself in, but I only got two steps before I froze. There was a beautiful, naked blonde on the bed, with a ruffled blanket hiding her pussy and a her thin forearm hiding her tits. She looked at me with flashing eyes and smiled. “H—Hello,” I said. The girl had large breasts that her arm could hardly cover. She had a cute Indian-looking tattoo between her perfect boobies.

“Look this way,” Jenny said. So I looked to my side to see Jenny holding a camera. But she wasn’t talking to me; she was talking to her model. Her model looked over at her and continued to pose. I watched from the sidelines as Jenny got down low for some more artsy angles. “Great. Now slip your fingers into your hair,” Jenny said.

I watched as the model let her large breasts fall into the open. She had big nipples and big areolas. One of her breasts was slightly larger than the other, which somehow only made her rack even more mesmerizing.

“What’s up, Frankie?” Jenny asked.

And now I couldn’t remember what I wanted to ask her. “I just thought I would come say hi,” I said.

“That’s nice,” she said with a warm smile. Then she turned back to her model. “Now just cover one of your breasts and leave the other one out. Squeeze it, as if you’re having an orgasm.”

The model squeezed her breast while tilting her head back and parting her lips. She used her free hand to reach between her legs, slipping her fingers onto her barely-covered pussy. “Is this for that assignment?” I asked.

“Yeah. Why?”

“Are we allowed to shoot nude models?”

She laughed. “Yeah—Mr. Duncan said it was fine. Remember?”

“I missed the class,” I said. I felt hot sweat forming on the back of my neck, but I did my best to ignore it. I wanted to look at the model so badly, but I suddenly felt so nervous. She was so beautiful and intimidating. I didn’t want her to think that I was a creep, but I also didn’t want her to think that I was a loser. So I would occasionally look over with a casual smile, as if I was just appreciating her work. But even that felt creepy.

“Where did you find your model?” I asked.

“She’s not a model. Just a friend doing me a favour,” Jenny said. “I tried finding a model, but everyone’s booked up. Where did you find your model?”

“I haven’t found one yet,” I said.

Jenny looked over at me with wide eyes. “What? Seriously? The assignment is due in three days. Where’s your shoot? Maybe Danica here can be your model as well.”

“I don’t mind,” said Danica, the hot naked model with a smile that made my legs tremble slightly.

I looked away from Danica quickly as my heart fluttered. I took a deep breath and smiled. “No, that’s okay. I have it all under control. I was just curious—that’s all.” And then I remembered why I was trying to find Jenny: to ask if I could use her house for my shoot. I knew she would say yes, but now I didn’t want to use her place. I didn’t want to feel like I was copying her. I wanted my project to stand out. I wanted the instructors to see my work and say, ‘Wow! How original!’ But it was starting to look like the instructors were going to say, ‘Where the hell is your project?’

“Anyway,” I said, “good luck with the rest of your shoot. When you’re done, we should have a drink together.”

“Certainly!” Jenny said. Then she turned back to her friend and continued taking pictures. She asked Danica to get up on her knees, with her butt facing the camera. Before I slipped out I took one last look back, just in time to see Danica’s hairless pussy, slightly agape and wet as if she really did slip a couple of fingers into it during the previous ‘orgasmic’ pose. I also couldn’t help but notice the half empty bottle of vodka on the ground. Did Jenny get her friend drunk before convincing her to take off her clothes? If any man in our class did that, he would have been kicked out of school. My cock started to throb and I knew it was time to get out of there. So I went back down to the party.

I poured myself a stiff drink down in the kitchen, and then I looked around, hoping to spot a straggler. I didn’t know anyone at the party—and I never knew anyone at Jenny’s parties—but I was always able to find a girl who also knew no one. I spotted a little brunette chick standing at the back of the room where everyone was dancing. She was just leaning against the wall, sipping her drink. I moved in.

“Hi!” I said, raising the volume of my voice above the volume of the music. “I’m Frankie. What’s your name?”

She smiled and nodded her head. “Tae,” she said.

“Nice to meet you Tae. Are you watching your friends dance? Don’t you like to dance?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t really know anyone here.”

We talked for a few minutes, then I started to pretend like I couldn’t hear her, so that I could say, “Want to talk in another room where the music isn’t so loud?” She smiled and nodded her head, so I brought her over to the kitchen where I poured a few shots for us to do together.

And then I found myself staring at her body, wondering if she would make a good model. I didn’t know much about models, aside from the fact that they were all thin and usually tall. Tae certainly wasn’t tall, and she wasn’t very thin, especially in her legs. She had thick thighs and a big ass that jiggled slightly with every step she took. She had small breasts, which she had pushed up with a push-up bra, and she had an unflattering flower tattoo on her shoulder, which looked like something a sixteen-year-old would get without her parents’ permission—and that’s probably exactly when and how she got it.

So maybe she wouldn’t have been a great model, but I wasn’t schmoozing her up to be my model. I just wanted to fuck her. I wanted to bury my face in her jiggly butt cheeks and I wanted to unload my thick cock in her tight cunt.

But now, I found myself with Jenny’s voice echoing in my head. “I tried finding a model, but everyone’s booked up.” What did she mean by that? Did she not try going over to the modelling school across the street? How could all of those girls be booked up? We were in Vancouver—one of the biggest cities in the country. Half of the girls in that thriving metropolis were aspiring models, so how hard could it be?

“Are you okay? You seem distracted,” Tae said. I pulled my attention back towards her. Was I acting distracted? I suppose I was distracted by this upcoming assignment. I probably wouldn’t have been do distracted had I just been at that class where the instructors told us how to find and hire models. Because now I was worried. What if I reached out to some models and they were all busy? Where would I find girls? And how much money was I supposed to pay them? What if Jenny was right? What if everyone was just booked up?

I had three days left to complete the assignment, but now I was worried that wasn’t enough time. I still had to find a girl, book her, shoot her, and then I had to process fifteen images. Just the processing alone would take at least an entire afternoon—longer if I didn’t want to half-ass it.

“Have you ever modelled?” I asked Tae.

Her cheeks turned red. “I don’t think I would be a good model,” she said with a coy voice.

“Why not? You’re pretty. You could do—I don’t know—swimsuit modelling.”

“I don’t really like wearing swimsuits, never mind having my picture taken in a swimsuit.”

“Or even fashion—what about a nice dress?” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t really like being in front of the camera, to be honest,” she said.

“You should try it. It’s fun. Here—follow me.” I knew where Jenny kept her camera gear—she had a whole gear room next to her dark room—all separate from her bedroom. She had a number of cameras: expensive Christmas gifts from rich relatives. Some of them were still in their boxes. I picked up a Canon that I was familiar with and then I grabbed a 50mm lens.

“Is all of this yours?” Tae asked with a rosy cheeks.

“It’s Jenny’s. She won’t mind me using it,” I said.

“Who’s Jenny?”

I laughed. Apparently no one at that party knew who Jenny was. I couldn’t help but wonder if Jenny just had other people use her house to throw parties, but she called them her own to benefit her own ego. “So there’s a really nice bedroom upstairs with colonial mouldings—I think that would be a really great room for this.”

Tae’s face became redder. She bit down on her lip and then she said, “I really don’t think I would be a very good model.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” I said. Though she was right—she wasn’t going to be a great model, especially with her lack of confidence. But I needed something, at least as a backup in case I couldn’t find an actual model and an actual location. So I brought Tae up to that guest bedroom with the white walls and white picture frame mouldings. The bed was nicely made. I went over to the closet and started digging through clothes. I had no idea whose clothes I was searching through. “What about this?” I said, pulling out a long white ball gown.

Tae’s eyes flashed and her lips parted. “That’s a Marchesa gown,” she said.

“What does that mean?” I asked.

“It’s worth fifteen grand. We did a whole class on Marchesa.”

“What kind of class?” I asked.

“I told you downstairs—I’m taking a fashion class.” But I hadn’t been fully listening to her downstairs, trying to figure out in my head how I was going to finish this damned assignment. And I wouldn’t have cared so much about this model assignment had I not nearly failed my last two assignments for various reasons relating to prioritizing parties like Jenny’s.

“So you’re taking a fashion class—you must know how to model,” I said.

“I know how to sew a dress. But I don’t wear the dresses. I mean—sometimes I’ll put one on for the other girls, so they can see their work on a person.”

“So in other words, you’re basically a model,” I said. And then her cheeks turned red all over again. “Go ahead. Put on the dress. We’ll get some photos.”

“We should ask whoever owns this dress. I wouldn’t want to ruin it.”

“You aren’t going to ruin it,” I said. “We’re just going to have some fun. Go ahead.”

She took the dress and walked slowly towards the en-suite bathroom. She stopped in the doorway and then looked back at me. “Are you really sure this is a good idea?”

“Yeah—totally. It will be fun,” I said. She went into the bathroom and then I found myself alone in that bedroom, holding that camera. I didn’t have any lights or even a tripod. I didn’t even grab another lens from Jenny’s gear room—just that 50mm. And in case my lack of gear wasn’t bad enough, my model was untrained and probably a bit too chunky in her lower half to really pass as a model. But I needed something—at least a passing grade.

It was ten minutes later when she came out, still totally red in the face, wearing that long white ball gown. It had a long slit up the side, exposing one of her thick thighs. It also had a long slit down the front, exposing her supple cleavage, right down to her bellybutton. And in case that wasn’t enough skin, it was also open at the back. “How do I look?” she asked.

“You look amazing,” I said. “Strike a pose for me.” I lifted up my camera, and she just became frozen.

“How?” she said.

“I don’t know. Just put your hands on your head,” I said. “And push your hips out to one side—like you see models do on TV.”

She was slow to lift up her hands, and even slower to shift her bodyweight to the side, to pop out her hip. I framed her up and snapped my first picture. Her frightened face was actually kind of cute. “Now slowly run one hand down your body—very slowly.” She took her left hand and pressed it on the centre of her chest. Then she started to slide it down. I snapped a series of photos. “And feel free to smile for some shots—not all the shots—just some of them.” She cracked a small smile, and then she let an embarrassed giggle slip. She covered her mouth as if she was embarrassed about her teeth, which were a bit big, but in a cute way.

“Now lift up the skirt of the dress, as if you’re teasing me,” I said.

“Teasing you?” she asked.

“Like—as if you’re about to show me your ass.”

She giggled again. She was so tense and so nervous—it was hard to get her to change up her pose. But I kept trying. I only needed fifteen great photos, and so far, I only had one half-decent one.

She teased a bit of her bum, but now she couldn’t stop laughing. It was nervous laughter. I wanted to ask her to stop, as she was showing a bit too much gum for the photos to be flattering, but I didn’t want to be rude. I just hoped that she would stop. But she wasn’t stopping. I told her to rest for a moment while I played with the room’s lights. I thought it would give her a chance to shake some of her nerves, but the moment that camera was up again, she started laughing nervously.

I needed a new strategy.

I was familiar with that nervous laughter she was making; shy girls always laughed like that when they stripped down before sex. But they would stop laughing as soon as I got my cock inside of them. And although I did plan on fucking Tae, I needed some photos first. So I looked around the room. I spotted the nightstand and zipped over. I dug through, and sure enough, I found exactly what I was looking for: a little vibrator. It was purple with a gold handle, and it was fully changed. “Voila!” I said as I lifted it up.

She covered her mouth and laughed into her hand. “Whose is that? What are you doing with it?”

“I don’t know whose it is. But I want you to use it. Stick it in your panties.”

“Are you nuts? I don’t even know whose it is!” she said.

“So give it a rinse in the bathroom,” I said.

“You’re kidding, right?” she said.

“I’m not kidding. It’ll make the photos better—trust me.”

“How will it make the photos better?” she asked. I fought back the urge to sigh. I remembered that bottle of vodka next to the bed where Danica was modelling. I needed that. I needed Tae to be looser. But I knew I couldn’t force her to drink half a bottle of vodka. If the school found out I was even thinking about it, they would certainly toss me out.

“Just trust me,” I said, giving her my most charming smile. I handed her the vibrator and she looked at it. She took a deep breath and then she walked over to the bathroom.

“I’ll be right back,” she said. She closed the door and I heard the tap running for a moment. I took a deep breath of my own. If this didn’t work, then this was all just an embarrassing waste of time. Though if she was willing to stick a vibrator in her panties for me, she would probably be willing to put out for me—so maybe it wasn’t a complete waste of time.

She came out looking tenser than ever. “Okay—so how is this supposed to make the pictures better?” she asked.

“Get on the bed—on your knees. And put your hands on your hips.”

She followed my orders, getting up on the bed and getting into the pose I asked for. “Good,” I said. “Now change up the pose just a little bit every time you hear the camera snap—nothing crazy. Just move your hand from your hip to your side and then maybe onto your tit or something. Just have fun with it.”

She let one of those nervous laughs slip again, but I pretended like it wasn’t ruining the shots. I just kept shooting. She kept moving her hands—awkwardly at first—but after a couple of minutes, she started to relax a little bit. Her hands started moving with more ease. She would shift her hips from side to side without being asked. And then, after two minutes, she even let a little gasp slip out from her lips. She quickly reached her hand down between her legs, as if in an attempt to stop herself from coming. Her eyes were glowing and she was biting her bottom lip.

And finally, she looked like a model. She did her best to pretend like she wasn’t on the verge of having an orgasm. She was trying to control her breathing with slow, deep breaths. She reached up and grabbed her breast as another little orgasm tickled her pussy. She let a whimper slip out from her lips. “Shit,” I heard her say.

“Everything alright?” I asked.

She pressed her lips thin and nodded her head quickly. “All good,” she said with a high voice. Her face was flushed now. She let a long sigh slip. Apparently the vibrator was working wonders.

“Now start to slip out of the dress. Push the straps over your shoulders.”

“But I’m not wearing a bra,” she said, still while trying to control her breathing.

“So?” I said.

She looked into my eyes and then she slowly reached for the straps of her dress. She pushed them off and the dress began to gently fall off of her. Her breasts stopped it from falling off completely. She did a few poses half-uncovered, and then I said, “Give it a tug.”

“Then I’ll be topless,” she said.

“That’s what I want,” I said.

She bit her bottom lip hard and took a long, elated breath in. She reached for her dress, grabbing it right between her small breasts. Then she tugged it down, exposing her perky nipples. “Please don’t show these pictures to anyone,” I said.

“What if they’re perfect?” I asked. “It would be a shame to keep them a secret.”

She closed her eyes for a moment. “Maybe if they’re perfect—but you have to let me make that decision.”

“Cup your breasts for me,” I said. She followed my command. She squeezed those small titties and let another whimper out from her lips.

“Is the vibrator working?” I asked with a sly grin.

She nodded her head with thin-pressed lips. I snapped a few more pictures. Then I took a moment to look through what I had. The pictures were actually good. Tae looked like a professional model, and her thick thighs were so much hotter than the twig legs that most models had. Maybe I would get a pretty good grade on this assignment after all, I wouldn’t even have to leave Jenny’s party to get it.

I counted my good shots. I had about fifteen—but I wanted a few more to be safe. So I asked her to take the rest of the dress off.

“You want me to be naked?” she asked.

“The most famous models in the world have done nude shoots,” I said. “Consider this your first.”

She surprised me with a smile. Then she reached down and started to take off that fifteen thousand dollar dress. She slipped her fingers down to cover the bulge in her panties—the bulge from the handle of the vibrator. “I should probably take the vibrator out, right?” she said.

“Yeah,” I said. “And take off the panties as well.”

She stood up on her knees and took her panties with both hands. She started to shimmy them down. The vibrator fell out on its own as her panties came down. She had a lot of pubic hair, as if she hadn’t shaved in a few months—maybe because she had no idea she would be posing nude for a modeling shoot. I got shots of her taking her panties off. She looked right into the lens for one shot—my favourite of the shoot so far.

I got her doing multiple poses, and then I asked her to stroke her slit. She looked embarrassed, but she still reached down and started to rub her beautifully hairy cunt. “That’s perfect,” I said. “Just like that.” She gently slipped two fingers up into her hole and bit down hard on her bottom lip.

“How is this not just pornography?” she asked with a little laugh.

“Because it’s artsy. You’re beautiful,” I said. Now her face was dark red. She stared into my eyes, and then I knew it was time to end the shoot. She was wet and horny and ready for my cock. So I walked forward, still holding the camera. I aimed it down at her and said, “Now take out my cock.”

She didn’t hesitate. She reached for my belt and pulled it away. She unzipped my fly and slipped her fingers through the open slit of my jeans. She gasped as her fingers slipped around my throbbing girth. “You’re already hard,” she said, as if she was surprised.

“Of course I am,” I said.

She pulled out my cock and then moaned at the sight of it. She gently wrapped her fingers around it and squeezed. She started to tug back and forth, pulling my foreskin up and down the length of my shaft. “I can feel it throbbing,” she said with wide eyes.

“It’s throbbing for you, sweet heart,” I said. I snapped a few photos as she looked up at the lens.

Then, as I was snapping a photo, she said, “I’m a virgin. I’ve never done this before.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. She seemed so down to fuck, from the moment I asked her if she wanted to find somewhere quieter to talk.

“I’ll be gentle,” I said. Though I didn’t really have any interest in being gentle. With her chubby ass and thick thighs, all I wanted to do was ram her as hard as I could, so I could watch everything bounce and jiggle. But right now, I could let her think that I was going to be nice. I let her take her time with my cock, stroking it and admiring it for a minute before slipping it into her mouth. She had a warm mouth. She was shy with her tongue as I gently stroked my fingers through her hair.

“That feels good,” I said. I took the opportunity to snap another photo. She was using her hand to cradle and massage my ball sack. It felt nice, especially once she started to tease the tip of my cock against the back of her throat. She gagged a little bit, and then she apologized, as if she was worried her gagging would turn me off. But I liked the gagging. I grabbed her head gently and pulled it in towards my pelvis, trying to gag her even more. And I got what I wanted: she coughed and gagged and then some saliva dribbled out the sides of her mouth.

“Do you like it?” I asked.

She mumbled something while nodding her head. I took another photo.

Finally, she spat my cock out and took a deep breath in, as if she’d been holding her breath the whole time. I turned her around and then pushed her down onto the bed, onto that fifteen thousand dollar dress. She was on her stomach, looking back at me with worried and excited eyes. I climbed up on top of her I spanked that jiggly ass and then I spread her cheeks wide, exposing that puckering asshole. I ran my fingertip over it.

“Is it going to hurt?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I don’t think so,” I said. “You’ll like it.”

Now I ran my fingers over her wet pussy. I gently tickled her clit, making her squirm. “Oh God,” she moaned, before I was even pressing my tip up to her damp hole.

“Just relax,” I said as I rubbed my tip up and down the length of her slit. It already felt good. I had no idea how I was going to last once I was inside of her. I bent down and licked the length of her warm pussy. It had a sweet taste to it—but a little bit bitter. I didn’t mind. I gave it another lick, eliciting another sweet moan from her lips.

Then, I got my cock back in position, pressing my tip up to her tight hole. I grabbed her hips firmly with both of my hands and I started to press into her. She moaned and clenched but I still managed to penetrate her with just a little bit of pushing.

“Oh my God! You’re inside of me!” she said with a high-pitched voice.

“Just relax,” I said again. I started to sink my cock deeper. I watched as her fingers clutched the white bed sheets. She pulled them close to her and then she grabbed another handful.

“You’re going to deep,” she said.

“I’m not even halfway in. You’re okay. You can do this,” I said. I pushed in deeper. She squirmed and cried a little bit. I held her still. Her vaginal walls squeezed my girth tight. “Ouch!” she screamed.

“Just try to relax. It will feel good if you can relax,” I said. I kept pushing in. I stopped for a moment to let her squirm a little bit, and then I jammed the rest of my cock into her body. She gasped. “That’s it—I’m completely inside of you,” I said. “Not so bad, right?”

She shook her head. “It feels good,” she said.

“Good,” I said. So I started to thrust—slowly at first—but it wasn’t long before I became obsessed with her soft butt cheeks. I slapped them again and then I squeezed them with both of my hands. She groaned as the sexual energy filled my bones. I wanted to ram her hard. I wanted to stretch that pussy wide. I sunk my fingertips into her soft bum and I came down harder. She gasped again, but she wasn’t telling me to stop—so I just kept going: harder and harder and harder. She was moaning loudly, grabbing onto the bed sheets in every direction.

“You’re so fucking hot,” I said through clenched teeth.

“It feels so good,” she said. “It feels too good—why does it feel so good?”

I laughed. She was cute. I loved the way each thrust rippled down her thick thighs. I slapped her harder and harder. I was ramming the entire length of my cock into her tight pussy. Warm juice was gushing out every time I pulled back. “What’s happening?” she asked with a sharp gasp.

“You’re coming,” I said. “And I’m about to come too. Are you on the pill?”

“No,” she said. And it was the last thing she was able to say before she started moaning and screaming. I started pumping her quickly, making warm juice squirt out in every direction. She screamed loudly—probably loud enough that the people downstairs could hear. And that was all I could take. I pulled my long cock out from her hole and then I slapped it down against her soft, jiggly tush. I started to come, blasting long streams of jizz across her back.

She was still squirming and moaning, even with my cock no longer in her body. The fifteen thousand dollar dress beneath her was now covered in her warm juice and a few rogue blasts of my hot cum.

Tae sat up slowly once I was on my feet. She looked at the dress and her lips parted in horror. “That’s ruined,” she said. “We just ruined a fifteen thousand dollar dress.”

“Let’s just put it away before anyone notices,” I said. “The cum is white and your squirt is clear—I’m sure no one will notice once it’s dry.”

She looked at me with wide eyes. “You really are nuts,” she said.

We stuffed the dress back into the closet and then we snuck out of that room as if we were never in there. We re-joined the party and then she disappeared. I never saw her again.

And sadly, I never saw those pictures again.


CHAPTER III

I grabbed the SD card out from the camera after we were done the shoot. There were two cards in the camera—and I only grabbed the one in the first slot. We didn’t take nearly enough photos to fill up an entire card. But I didn’t realize that the first card was already full of pictures of buildings that Jenny had taken for a class. I didn’t check the card until the next night—two days before the assignment was due.

I went back over to Jenny’s house the next morning, the day before the assignment was due. I asked her if I could grab a spare card. I lied and said that I’d misplaced all of my cards. I was shocked when she actually believed my lie. She brought me up to her gear room and started digging through a drawer. While she wasn’t looking, I went over to that Canon camera and opened up the SD slot. But the camera had no cards in it. “Where’s the card that was here?” I asked suddenly.

“Card?” she said. “What do you mean?”

“There was a card in this camera. Where did it go?”

“I used that camera this morning,” she said. “I was taking pictures of the sunrise. Why? What’s going on?”

“Did you format it first?” I asked.

“Yeah—of course I did. What’s going on with you?”

My heart fluttered down into my stomach. My photos of Tae were gone, erased forever, never to be seen by anyone. And now, I only had twenty-four hours to finish my assignment, which I apparently hadn’t even started yet. “What the hell is wrong with you, Frankie?” Jenny asked.

And I somehow managed to force a smile. “Nothing,” I said as my gut turned and gargled. “I actually think I remember where I left my SD cards. But thanks anyway.” I turned and left without saying a proper goodbye. My mind couldn’t process a proper goodbye.

I didn’t want to fail my photography course, but it was looking like I was on track to fail. This wasn’t my first botched assignment. Just a few weekends before, we were told to go out and take pictures of bridges as part of our composition class, and I left that assignment to the last minute as well. I ended up getting some photos of a single bridge on my way to school the morning the assignment was due. I failed. Then there was the test for our technical class, which I missed because I was in bed with an awful hangover. At the time, I didn’t think it would matter much. The test was only worth ten percent—but now, all of those little percentage points were starting to add up. I probably wasn’t too far away from being completely eliminated from getting my certificate.

After leaving Jenny’s house, I returned to my apartment and went straight to my computer. I looked up the phone number for the modelling school across the street from our school and I made a call. It took a minute before the administrator picked up. “I need a model today,” I said. “I’m not feeling picky—just whoever is available is fine,” I said.

“Sorry, but all of our students are busy with seminars today,” the woman said to me.

“What about afterwards? Can’t you just interrupt a class and ask if any of them would be interested in modelling after school today?”

“Sir, there’s a job board in the lobby of our school—you’re welcome to post something there. Otherwise, you can use our online job board, though before you can post there, your account needs to be approved by an administrator.”

“I don’t have time for that,” I said.

The woman ended up hanging up on me, and I suppose I don’t blame her. I certainly wasn’t coming off as very professional, but I didn’t have time for professionalism. I just needed a girl. So I went onto Craigslist and I made a few posts in a few different sections. I even decided to offer fifty bucks to whoever could save my ass. I would have offered more if I’d had more. But apparently fifty bucks wasn’t enough—though I did get a few e-mails from girls saying, “I’m not available today but I’m available this weekend. Is that okay?” I only had twenty-four hours—less now. I looked at the time and saw that it was already the afternoon. In a few hours, there would be no more daylight. And once daylight returned, the assignment would be due. So it was looking like I was going to need to use lights for my shoot, which meant I couldn’t just choose a random spot on the streets.

I called up Jenny. “Hey Jenny!” I said, forcing a big smile into my voice. “I know that you prefer to be behind the camera, but I was wondering if you might want to model for me.”

“Frankie?” she said. It sounded like she was at a very loud party. “Is that you?”

“Yeah—so do you want to meet up and pose for a few pictures for me?”

“Is this for your assignment? You know that’s due tomorrow, right? It’s worth fifteen percent of our final grade, Frankie!”

I forced a laugh. “No, this isn’t for that. I already did that,” I lied. “I was just hoping to get a bit more practice, and I thought it would be fun to shoot you.” I suddenly felt like I sounded mental. I closed my eyes and bit down on my tongue, and I knew that she didn’t believe a word I was saying.

“I’m sorry, Frankie, but after you left this morning, I took off for Whistler. I’m here for the next few days for the film festival. I’ve got to go, Frankie. Do you need me to call one of my friends for you?”

I wanted to say yes. I wanted to enlist her help, so that my expensive tuition to that fancy photography school wouldn’t just be flushed directly down the drain. But I had too much stupid pride. “No, no. I’m good. I’ll see you when you’re back. But wait—if you’re in Whistler, how are you going to submit your project? Were you able to get an extension?”

“I submitted it today,” she said. “I dropped the pictures off on my way out of town. Are you sure you don’t need help?”

“Nope, I’m good. I’m actually getting another call, so I’d better go.” I hung up the phone and then I tried to do the math in my head. How many failed assignments and tests did I have? Would this be the one to push me over the edge, or did I still have a bit of wiggle room?

The light in my bedroom was starting to wane. I looked out and saw that the sun was starting to disappear behind the downtown buildings. I only owned a couple of LED lights and a flash—not enough for a professional shoot. I sat down on my couch and stared at the wall. Was it worth it? Were the parties memorable enough? Was the drinking fun enough?

Across from me was a mirror. I found myself staring at my own reflection as I wished I had a model who could drop everything for me. And then I watched as my eyes widened as I had an idea. What if I used myself as a model? There were no rules against shooting a male model, and as far as I was aware, there were no rules against setting the camera up on a tripod and being my own model.

I sprung up to my feet, suddenly excited, suddenly feeling hopeful that my photography school days weren’t quite over yet. Even if I just got a barely-passing grade, it wouldn’t be a flat zero, pulling my entire average to the bottom of the ocean. I could pull off a half-assed shoot with myself as a model and then I could regroup and finish out my course with a bit more focus and a bit less partying.

I ran and grabbed my camera and my tripod. I got my lights on their stands and I set them up around my living room. Then I put on my only suit, which I’d bought for my uncle’s wedding a few years before, and I stood in front of the camera. I had my camera set to take a photo every five seconds, so I started posing. I felt like an idiot, but at least I wasn’t an idiot who was going to fail the school he paid his entire life savings to attend.

After five minutes of posing, I excitedly hopped behind that camera to see my pictures. Then my newfound hope started to dwindle and flicker. The pictures were bad: boring and uninspired and poorly lit—and I was a lousy model. I was trying to look confident and masculine, but I just looked small and fragile in every photo. I had a feeling my instructors would take one look at the photos and know that I left it to the last minute. They would know that I just slapped a shitty shoot together in my apartment, and I would probably just get a zero regardless.

If I just had a model… I didn’t need a great location or great lighting or even great compositions—I just needed a model. At least then, it would look like I put in a bit of effort. The whole point of the exercise was to learn to work with models, after all. But no one was available.

I looked at my crappy photos again. There were a few where my back was to the camera, with my face hidden. I laughed as I had an idea: what if I just put on a disguise? The disguise would have to be good—good enough that no one would think it was me. Maybe I could dress up like a girl—put on a wig and a little dress and then I could make a few changes in Photoshop to hide my more obvious features.

I laughed at the idea, until I had no other ideas. Maybe it wasn’t such a terrible idea. Maybe I could pull it off—at least enough to skim past fifty-percent. What did I really have to lose?


CHAPTER IV

I rang Jenny’s doorbell and waited. The neighbourhood was dark and quiet. I was fairly certain that there was no one home, with Jenny’s parents out of town and Jenny up in Whistler, but I wanted to make sure before I broke into her house with all of my camera gear.

I rang the bell a second time, and then I stepped back to see if any lights had turned on inside—but the house was still dark, which was exactly what I wanted.

I popped open the cover for the keypad and then I punched in the code to unlock the door. I’d seen Jenny punching it in many times before, and it was an easy code to remember, merely because it was so simple: 1-1-2-2.

The lock whirred and then it clicked. I grabbed the handle and gently pushed the door open. I poked my head in and said, “Anyone home?” I didn’t want to take any chances. I knew that Jenny’s father had a very scary rifle collection, and I didn’t want to get blown away for breaking and entering.

The house was quiet and dark. I dragged my camera case into the massive foyer and then I closed the door. I didn’t turn on any lights, in case the neighbours had been informed that the house would be empty while Jenny was gone. I turned on my phone’s flashlight, so that I could find my way to the large staircase. I started my night by closing all of the blinds and curtains. Then, I walked through the house with my flashlight, trying to find the best room for my shoot. But every room had large windows. Even with the blinds closed, I couldn’t set up a whole bunch of lights. Even the rooms in the basement had surprisingly large windows.

But there was one space where I was safe from being seen by the neighbours: by the courtyard pool. In that courtyard, I was completely surrounded by Jenny’s house, free to turn on any lights I wanted. That would be my spot for my photo shoot. So I set up my lights, and then I even went to fetch a few extra lights from Jenny’s gear room. She had large lights that were almost powerful enough to mimic daylight. I put my camera on a tripod and then I moved it around, trying to find the best angle for my first shot. There was a floating blow-up flamingo in the water. I had the fun idea of getting on it and posing, as if I was sun tanning. But first, I needed to get into my disguise.

I made my way up to Jenny’s room. I opened up one of her many closets and started digging through the options. I giggled as I imagined myself wearing her skirts and dresses. I even snorted when I lifted up one of her thongs. “I really hope she doesn’t have cameras,” I said to myself. But I’d been looking around constantly, and I hadn’t spotted any cameras.

I felt like an idiot and a pervert—but I was desperate, and I now only had twelve hours to finish and submit this damned assignment.

I found a bathing suit: a red one piece. I held it up to my body and figured it would fit just fine. I also found a strapless bra in one of Jenny’s top drawers. I already had some double-sided sticky tape inside of it from the last time Jenny used it. I figured it would be perfect for creating a fake bust.

But it wasn’t going to be enough of a disguise. I needed to find a pair of big sunglasses. So I kept searching through closets and drawers. I ended up finding a whole bunch of makeup. I hadn’t originally planned on putting any on, assuming I could find a big pair of sunglasses, but now I was thinking it might be a good idea to put on a bit of lipstick, and maybe some blush, just to make myself a little bit more unrecognizable.

During my search for a big pair of shades, I found a whole drawer of wigs. “Perfect!” I said. My original plan was to slick my hair back and hope that it didn’t look too obvious. But the wigs were high quality, and I knew they would help me get a little bit further from my natural appearance. But I couldn’t find any sunglasses.

But maybe I didn’t need sunglasses. I had all of that makeup—maybe I could just disguise myself with some eyeliner and some eye shadow. When I was a kid, I would watch my older sister do her makeup, so I had a rough idea of how to do it. I took off all of my clothes and then I sat down in front of the mirror in Jenny’s en-suite bathroom. “Here goes nothing,” I said as I looked through the many makeup options before me.

First, I rubbed on some concealer. Then I grabbed the highlight pallet. I remembered watching my sister put on highlight—brushing it on her cheeks and then brushing it with powder until it was blended. It didn’t look hard, and it always made her look like a different person, which was exactly what I wanted now. So I brushed some on, and then I found a little jar that was literally labelled ‘BLENDING FACE POWDER’. I brushed some of that on, until I was satisfied with the look. Then I moved onto my eyes. I started with eyeliner. I drew it on carefully, and then I screwed up. I used a makeup wipe to give myself a clean slate, then I tried again—and again, and again, and then I finally had something that seemed okay. I brushed on a tiny bit of green eye shadow, and then I rolled on a bit of black mascara. I kind of liked the way my eyelashes looked covered in mascara—they looked so long, and made my eyes look so big. I puckered my lips and put on a bit of pink glossy lipstick.

Next, I put on a wig. First, I put on the platinum blonde wig, but that looked way too intense. So I settled with the light brunette wig with the blonde highlights. The hair was soft—I think it was real human hair, meaning it was probably worth over five hundred bucks. The makeup on my face probably wasn’t cheap either, and I’m pretty sure the red one-piece that I was now putting on was designer brand.

It was a snug fit, especially with that strapless bra stuck to my chest. No matter where I positioned my cock, there was a bulge—that was just something I would have to deal with in editing. At least I now looked unrecognizable.

I stepped back and stared at myself in the mirror. I didn’t just look unrecognizable—I actually looked pretty good. I liked the way my long hair rested on my shoulders, and I liked how big and shiny my eyes looked. And hell—my body didn’t look half bad either.

But I wasn’t finished my transformation. I still had my legs covered in hair. So I slipped into Jenny’s bathroom and I ran the tub. I used her pink razor to shave away my hair. I took my time, making sure not to leave any awkward patches that would make my life miserable in editing.

It was awkward shaving my ass, running that razor up and down my butt crack, carefully trying my best not to cut myself. I kept telling myself that I would buy Jenny a new razor—I just wasn’t sure how I was going to do it without outing myself.

Now I looked good. My legs were smooth and my face was pretty. I did a full spin in front of the mirror, and then I noticed the clock on the wall. It was midnight. I’d been in Jenny’s room getting dolled up for over three hours. “Shit!” I muttered. Where had the time gone? Why had I spent so long doing my makeup? I had class in just nine hours, and I still had to get my pictures and edit all of them. I didn’t have time to admire myself in the mirror—I had to get to work.

Before I left Jenny’s room, I grabbed a pair of black strappy heels. I had no idea if they would fit on my feet, but I figured I could use them as set decoration, placing them by the pool as if my ‘model’ took them off before hopping in. But before putting them down next to the pool, I had the sudden urge to see if they would fit my feet, so I tried them on, and sure enough they fit—and they looked super cute, too. I wobbled slightly as I tried to walk in them, and then I decided to leave them on my feet for the photos. Though they didn’t exactly make my life any easier. Getting onto that floating flamingo inflatable wasn’t easy in the heels, but somehow I managed. I had my camera running, taking a shot every five seconds—and the first few dozen shots were hilarious: me wobbling on that flamingo, clutching the edges, terrified it would flip and ruin three hours of makeup work.

But the photos I got once I was settled on my little raft were great—amazing even. I looked surprisingly sexy and confident. At the time, I was grinning because I felt so foolish, but in the photos, that grin looked suggestive and hot. My legs looked amazing, especially with those strappy heels on my feet. I already had so many great shots to work with.

I carefully climbed out of the pool without getting wet, and then I repositioned my camera. I decided to switch from a 50mm lens to an 85mm lens. The shots would be tighter on my face, but I didn’t mind, now that I knew I didn’t look at all like myself. I aimed the camera towards the side of the pool, and I got a series of shots with me dangling my feet in the water. I couldn’t believe how cute I looked in all of the photos.

My next setup had my lower half in the pool, with my elbows up on the side of the pool. Again, the photos were excellent—some of the best I’d ever taken in my life. The shots my camera took of me pulling myself out of the pool were among the best I took that night.

I got many more angles, getting as much as I could while I had myself all dolled up. I knew that I wouldn’t have time to get myself dolled up again once I had myself cleaned up, so I had to make sure that I had everything I needed.

I went to look through my shots to come up with ideas for new shots when I noticed that I had over one thousand pictures already on my SD card. That was more than enough to work with—as long as there was a single good one for every seventy bad ones. But as I looked through the options, once I was on my computer back in Jenny’s room, I realized that there were very few bad photos. It was going to be a challenge to pick the fifteen best for the assignment.

I didn’t get changed out from my wig, makeup, and bathing suit. I wanted to get everything done before I prioritized cleaning myself up. Besides—I knew that house would empty for a few more days still, so I was in no rush to get out. I ended up spending the night, editing those photos on my computer in Jenny’s bedroom. I was up until 5:00 AM, and then I went to sleep in Jenny’s bed with my assignment finished and saved on my hard drive.

I felt silly when I woke up wearing makeup and a wig and a one-piece bathing suit. I stared at myself in the mirror for a few minutes before I got myself cleaned up. Then I got a weird feeling as I stared at my proper self in the mirror. I’d gotten so used to seeing myself all feminine and pretty after spending hours in front of the mirror and then more hours staring at myself on the computer screen. My real self almost seemed unnatural and wrong—but I knew that feeling would just be temporary. I knew that I was just tired because I only slept for a couple of hours. I didn’t actually think that I made a better woman than I did a man. I laughed at the thought, even though the thought sent a tingle down my spine.


CHAPTER V

I handed my photos in on a little thumb drive. My instructor looked at me with narrowed eyes, as if he was actually surprised that I was handing the assignment in at all. “All fifteen pictures are here?” he asked with a tinge of suspicion in his voice.

“Of course. Why?” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I look forward to seeing them,” he said. And apparently that was the state of my reputation at school. People didn’t expect much of me. They probably all thought that I was just some rich kid, who decided to go to photography school on a whim. They probably didn’t even think that I was interested in photography—that I just wanted to party in a city that was notorious for its party scene.

And how had I never noticed before? It wasn’t just the look that the instructor was giving me, but my fellow students were giving me strange looks, as if they were surprised to see me at school on time on a Monday morning. Was this really how low my reputation had sunk? Did my own friends really not expect anything of me?

One of my friends, Jackson, even came up to me and said, “No parties this weekend?”

I forced a smile. “I guess not,” I said. It was a strange feeling. I wanted everyone to think of me as the cool guy—the guy who partied hard and got laid often—but I didn’t want to be the loser. I didn’t want to be known as the guy who didn’t care about anything substantial. I didn’t want to be known as the guy who wasn’t capable of properly finishing a test or an assignment because I was always wasted or hungover, like some blubbering alcoholic. And maybe that’s how they saw me—maybe I wasn’t the cool party guy. Maybe I was just the alcoholic loser who wished he were still in high school.

“Can’t wait to see your pictures,” Jackson said.

“Eh, they aren’t great. I probably won’t put them in my exhibit or anything at the end of the year,” I said. At the end of each year, each student got a space at the exhibition hall to show off his or her best work for a night.

“Well, I still can’t wait to see them now,” he said, just as the instructor stepped up in front of the class. The lights suddenly dimmed and a projector turned on, blasting a white box against the wall above the instructor’s head.

Had I ever been to school on time on an assignment morning, I would have known that the instructors show everyone’s work and the whole class did an open critique. I usually submitted my assignments late, or via e-mail, so that I could rest up after my weekends, seeing as assignments were usually due on Mondays. I always figured that I was paying for class, so I should be able to show up whenever I wanted. Now, that philosophy was about to bite me in the ass. Now, the whole class was going to see me dressed up like a girl, posing like a sissy. I didn’t think that my instructor would recognize me, but what about my friends? Surely one of the people in that classroom would realize they were looking at me in that pool and not some model from across the road.

I sat in agony through my classmate’s photos: photo after photo after photo of models posing in front of brick walls, graffiti walls, and heritage building walls. A few students got their models on the streets, with blurry buildings in their backgrounds. None of the shots were terribly inspiring—three different students even used the same graffiti backdrop for their shoots.

And the instructor kept saying, “The photo is technically fine, but it’s missing a soul.” He said it dozens of times as he scrolled closer and closer to my collection of shots. And I sat there wondering how I could get my pictures back, so they wouldn’t be shown. Maybe a fail wasn’t such a bad thing. Maybe failing would be better than being humiliated. I took those photos while I was exhausted. I broke into Jenny’s house and put on her makeup with very little sleep, and I was even more tired when it came to picking the best fifteen of the lot. What if I looked like a complete fool? What if the whole class laughed at me and never let me forget about the time I put on a woman’s bathing suit and posed for a series of photos? I never saw those photos of a big screen. Hell—I never even full-screened them on my computer screen. Maybe I didn’t look as good as I thought I looked.

“Next up, we have Frankie’s photo set,” the instructor said. And then time suddenly started moving very slowly. I watched as the instructor slowly lifted that clicker into the air. His thumb hovered over the button and then slowly came down. I heard the click, and then I watched as the last student’s photo disappeared and mine came on the screen. It was the shot of me on the inflatable flamingo. In the shot, my legs were crossed and I was looking into the camera lens. The classroom was silent, save for my pounding heart. I tried to swallow the thick lump in my throat, but it wouldn’t go down.

The instructor stared at my photo for what felt like a lifetime—and there were still fourteen more photos to get through. “Hmm,” he said. His head slowly turned to look at me, and then he looked back at the photo. A few of my classmates also turned to look at me before looking back at my shot. “This is different,” the instructor said.

I opened my mouth in an attempt to beg him to take the photos off the screen, but I wasn’t able to produce any words—not even the slightest sound.

The instructor said nothing else before clicking over to the next shot: a shot of me in the pool, with my elbows up on the deck. It was one of the shots I took on the 85mm lens, framed like a portrait. My eyes were as big as plates on the projector screen, and all of my classmates were staring forward, looking at the mascara on my eyelashes and the eyeliner that flicked out gently to the side. I sunk into my seat, waiting for them all to start laughing. But the classroom remained silent. The instructor went to the next shot: me lying on my side in front of the pool. I’d used Photoshop to remove my cock bulge, but I had a feeling that wouldn’t be enough to stop my classmates from roaring with laughter—but still, they remained silent.

“These photos are…” the instructor said. He paused as if he couldn’t think of the right word. “Perfect,” he said suddenly. “This is the soul that I was talking about. These pictures have so much soul—a word that is so hard to describe, but so easy to identify. Just look at the poses and the compositions. There’s a fluidity to every shot, as if the shoot was so effortless. The little flaws only make the shot better. I love these photos.”

I noticed a few of my classmates nodding their heads, as if they agreed, as if they thought that my photos were amazing. And I was waiting for the instructor to burst into a fit of laughter. I was waiting for him to say, ‘Just kidding!’ but he just kept going through the pictures with wide, impressed eyes. Maybe he really did like it. Maybe the pictures really were good.

His next comment caught me off guard. “And this model—she’s so beautiful. She’s mesmerizing, really. Where did you find this model?”

And now everyone was looking at me, waiting for me to answer. “Huh?” I managed to say. My heart was still pounding quickly, still making me dizzy and nauseous.

“This model—where did you find her? She’s a natural. She was born to be in front of the camera.”

“A—Are you serious?” I asked.

And everyone kept staring at me. Could they really not tell that they were staring at me in those photos? Could they not see it in my eyes now as they really stared at me? Was it not obvious? “Well?” said one of my classmates.

“I found her online—on Facebook,” I said.

“Facebook?” someone asked.

I nodded my head. “I just asked some friends if they knew any models, and someone suggested her.”

“But she is a professional model, yes?” the instructor asked.

I nodded my head. “Um, yeah, I think so.”

“What’s her name?”

I hated that my photo was still up on the screen. My identity was waiting to be revealed at any moment. It would just take one look from one curious student. That mole on my face—I should have edited it out of the photos. Why did I leave that in? How was it possible that no one had noticed it yet in the photos?

“Her name?” I said. “Um—it’s Jill. Her name was Jill. It is Jill. I can’t remember her last name.”

“Well, she’s a natural. If I were you, I would take as many pictures of her as you can before she’s famous. You know—I knew Kate Moss before she was big. I randomly booked her for a shoot when she just signed with her first agency. I knew she was going to be big. And this girl here, in your photos—she’s going to be big, too. I can see it.”

He kept flicking through my photos, admiring each one for an uncomfortably long period of time. I took the deepest breath of my life when he finally clicked over to the next student’s photo set: another tense model standing in front of a wall of graffiti. And I thought that would be the end of it. I thought my torment was over, but it had only just begun. As soon as class was over, two students came up to me. “Can we get a copy of your photos?” they asked. “We want to include them in our study book. You wouldn’t mind would you?”

I forced a smile. “They aren’t really finished yet. That was just what I could get done for the assignment,” I lied. The photos were done. They were going to be deleted off of my hard drive as soon as I was home from school. I never wanted to see them again. I never wanted to hear one of my instructors telling me that I made a better model than I did a photographer.

It was my dream to be a photographer. I wanted to take amazing photos of buildings and scenery. I didn’t want to put on women’s clothing and pose for the camera. I didn’t want my future great-great-grandchildren to hear that their great-great-grandfather was a famous women’s bathing suit model.

Dennis, another student rushed up to me as I was leaving. “Frankie! Wait up! I was wondering if I could get that girl’s contact info. I really want to do a shoot with her.” Dennis was an aspiring fashion photographer. He’d even managed to convince our composition instructor to let him shoot a human model for our bridge assignment. He was allowed to do it, as long as he shot his model on a bridge. He even had an Instagram page with eighty thousand followers, where he posted nothing but model photos.

“Um,” I said as I tried to think of an excuse to get this modelling mistake off of my shoulders. “She’s only in town visiting for a few days. She doesn’t live here. I think she lives in another country—maybe the States.”

“Well then I really want to shoot her before she goes. You don’t mind giving me her number, do you? I really want to shoot her. Please, Frankie?”

My stomach groaned. “I don’t have it on me,” I said. “But I’ll try to dig it up when I get home.”

And that wasn’t even the end of the attention I got after that class. I was only halfway to my next class when one of my classmates hopped in front of me. “Do you have any other shoots coming up with that girl?” she asked.

“No, I don’t—sorry,” I said.

“Well if you book one, can I be your assistant for the shoot? I really want to see how you direct your models. You got her to do so many poses that I couldn’t get my models to do. Your photos were really beautiful by the way,” she said.

“Thanks. I’ll let you know if I book anything,” I said. And then I rushed away. I wanted everyone to forget about the pictures. I felt like I was lucky—like I’d dodged a bullet. I would get my passing grade and no one would know that I got myself dolled up like a lunatic—it was a win-win situation. Now, I just had to focus on my studies for a few months, and then I could start my career as a photographer.


CHAPTER VI

When I got home that afternoon, I went straight to my computer. My plan was to delete those photos, so that I would never have to think of them again. Sure—they were good photos, but I didn’t need that reminder lingering around on my hard drive—the reminder that I whored myself out for a passing grade. But before I deleted the pictures, I decided to look through them one last time, full-screened and all alone, so I could really critique them.

The photos really were good. The compositions were clean and interesting, and the poses were all captivating. I really loved my eyes: how sharp and big and glimmering they were. It was too bad that I had to delete those photos. It was too bad that they would always remind me of horrible anxiety and a skill that I wish I didn’t have.

I selected all of the photos and was about to click the delete button when there was a loud buzzing in my hallway. I got up and walked over to my buzzer. I pressed the little communication button and said, “Who is it?”

“It’s Quinn—from class,” said a female voice, which I slightly recognized. “Can I come up?”

“What for?” I asked. I hardly knew Quinn, but I figured she wanted the same thing everyone else wanted: my model’s contact info, or maybe a copy of my photos.

“I just want to chat—it won’t take long. I promise!” she said. I decided to buzz her up, only because she was one of the prettier girls in the class. She was a short brunette chick with a thin body. She was always wearing black-framed glasses, even though I don’t think she had poor eyesight, and she often wore collared shirts, buttoned right up to her neck. I guess it was a hip look at the time, though I always thought she would have looked better in a short skirt and a tank top—or something low cut to show off a bit of cleavage. She was still cute, though.

While she was making her way up my elevator, I went to my computer and finished deleting those pictures. I even made sure they were deleted off of my SD card, so that there was no evidence that they ever existed. It was a bittersweet moment. I was already missing them, knowing they were some of the best shots I’d ever taken and now they didn’t exist.

There was a knock at my door. “Come in!” I called out. Quinn slipped into my apartment. She had her backpack on, as if she’d come straight from school. She looked around. “I know it’s messy—I haven’t had a chance to clean up for a few days.”

“It’s so dark in here. You should paint your walls a brighter colour.”

I watched as she wandered into my apartment without an invitation, looking around as if she was scouting it out for a potential photo-shoot location. “Can I do something for you, Quinn? I was just about to hop in the shower.”

She looked at me and paused for a moment. “I actually have the next few hours booked off. I was hoping to do a shoot. There’s a magazine contest I want to enter, and it closes tomorrow at noon.”

“So what—you need to borrow a lens or something? You should go talk to Jenny. She’s got all the gear in the world.”

“No, I want to shoot your model—Jill. I was hoping you could go get her for me. It’s a really important contest. I’ve been entering it for years, but I think my models have been holding me back.”

“Jill?” I said. My heart stuttered. “I’ll tell you what I told everyone else: I don’t really know her. I just booked her through a friend on Facebook, and she’s going back home soon. She might already be back home.”

“She is home,” she said. And I was suddenly at a loss for words. What was Quinn on about? Why was she staring at me with that grin?

It finally clicked. Quinn knew that I was Jill. She wanted me to get dolled up so she could shoot me for her magazine contest. I watched as Quinn slipped her backpack off of her back. She placed it down on the ground, unzipped it, and then she pulled out a little crochet top, a little white skirt, a pair of cute black flats, and a pair of lacy black panties. “The theme is ‘summer casual’,” she said, still with her grin.

“I don’t know what you think, Quinn—but that wasn’t me in those photos,” I said.

She laughed. “Give me a break. I’m not an idiot, Frankie. Maybe no one else noticed, but you’ve still got a bit of mascara on your lashes. Look—I’m not going to tell anyone, as long as you do the shoot for me. I’ll even join in on your little lie. I’ll tell everyone that she went back home. Where are we saying home is? I’m thinking Sweden. Jill looks like she could be Swedish. Are you a Swede, by the way?”

“This isn’t funny,” I said. I walked over to the mirror and saw that she was right—there was still a smudge of mascara on my eyelashes. I wiped it quickly with the side of my hand, but my identity was already compromised. She knew too much.

“Get dressed and let’s shoot,” she said.

I took a deep breath in an attempt to calm my pounding heart, but it didn’t help. “That’s not even enough. I don’t have a wig or makeup.”

“Why not? Where did it go?”

“I got it at Jenny’s house,” I said.

“Isn’t she out of town?”

I sighed. “I broke in. She wouldn’t have minded though—I borrow her stuff all the time. Gear—I borrow her gear all the time.”

Quinn let a little giggle slip. “Well then let’s get over there. Doesn’t she live in a big mansion? Maybe we can use it as a shooting location. Is that where you shot your set? C’mon—let’s go. I’ll drive.” She pulled her keys out from her pocket and started towards the elevator.  And I felt like I had no choice but to follow her. I hurried up behind her, praying that she would stick to her word: if I let her shoot me in her skimpy outfit, she wouldn’t tell anyone about my embarrassing secret.


CHAPTER VII

Jenny’s mansion was still empty and her code was still the same. Apparently, Quinn had never been inside. Her eyes lit up with excitement as she looked around the place. “Oh my God,” she said. “It’s a photographer’s wet dream!”

“It’s pretty nice,” I said. She started exploring freely, without even asking me for permission—not that I was in a position to give permission, but some respect would have been nice.

“Look over here!” she said. “It’s the pool where you took your shots!” She said it as if I didn’t know. But she was excited as if my shots were somehow legendary. She disappeared for a minute and then she finally reappeared from the other side of the house. She looked at me with narrowed eyes and said, “Why are you just standing there? Why aren’t you getting ready?”

“I don’t know what you want me to do,” I said.

“Just a summery look—something minimalistic, maybe with some warm hues.”

“I don’t really know what that means. I’ve never really done my makeup before.”

Quinn sighed. “Okay, show me Jenny’s makeup stuff and I’ll help you. But if we’re going to shoot together like this, you need to figure this out.”

I stopped suddenly and looked at her with a dark glare. “I’m never doing this again. You’re lucky you’re even getting me this one time. If you think you can just blackmail me over and over and over, you’re mistaken.”

She grinned. “So what are you going to do to stop me?”

And she made a good point: what was I going to do to stop her? If she asked me to do it again, I would probably do it, as long as she kept threatening to tell everyone in the school. How could I ever break free from her stranglehold?

Suddenly, she started laughing. “Look—I told you I wouldn’t tell anyone if you do this one shoot, and I meant it. But I think you’re going to like my pictures so much that you’ll be begging me to shoot you again after this. And when that happens, you’ll be on the hook for your own makeup. That’s all I’m saying. Now let’s get this show on the road.”

Quinn got me undressed, down to my boxers. Then she sat me down and started putting makeup on my face. My eyes were closed for the most part, but she talked me through everything she was doing, as if she was hoping that I was taking notes. But I was just trying to count down the seconds until this whole embarrassing ordeal was over and done with. I asked the same question a few times: “Are you sure I’m not looking recognizable?”

“As long as you don’t leave any mascara on your face this time,” she replied with a laugh. She got the job done much quicker than I did the night before. It only took her twenty-five minutes, versus my three-hour attempt. And her makeup job was much cleaner. It helped that she had years of practise on her own face.

I leaned in close to the mirror to admire some of her finer techniques. I really liked the way the orange eye shadow blended into my face around my eyes, and I loved the way the eyeliner blended into the orange eye shadow, giving me a sexy smoky look.

“Are you going to stare at yourself all day or are we going to shoot? Go get that wig that you wore for your other shoot.”

I found the wig, right where I left it. I got it snug on my head and I rustled up the hairs to make it look a bit more natural. Then, while Quinn was off setting up lights in one of the mansion’s many bedrooms, I stared at myself in the mirror. I couldn’t get over how girly I looked. It was an eerie sight, and I wondered: could all men look like this with a bit of makeup and a wig? Or was I some sort of special case?

I didn’t necessarily mind the fact that I looked like a girl, but I did mind the fact that I kind of liked it—especially after watching all of my classmates ogling my pictures, as if I was a famous super model. And then when my instructor compared me to a young Kate Moss—that was a powerful moment. When I was a boy, no one ever compared me to a young anybody. But to be compared to one of the most famous models of all time… Surely that meant something. Surely that wasn’t something any guy could do with a wig and a bit of makeup.

“Are you coming or what?” Quinn called out.

It took me a minute to find her. She’d set up in one of the guest bedrooms. She had the sheers closed and just a couple of flashes set up—she didn’t need anymore than that because the room got so much natural light. She already had her camera around her neck, ready to shoot. “I’m thinking we’ll start by the window,” she said. “Maybe we’ll start in a sitting pose.”

“I don’t think this is a great idea,” I said, standing still in the doorway.

“What? Why not?”

“I don’t really want my picture in a magazine—not like this. I mean—what if my family members see the pictures?”

“Darling—you let the instructor show your pictures to the entire class, and now you’re worried about a magazine you’ve probably never even heard of? Why don’t you just admit that you like the attention and get in front of my camera so we can shoot?”

I bit down on my tongue. That was the problem: I did sort of like the attention. I liked all the compliments—I wasn’t used to getting so many compliments. In fact, I wasn’t used to getting any compliments, except the ones I got from my grandmother whenever I fixed her Internet connection.

“Just sit down already so we can get the show on the road. I still have to edit these pictures, you know,” she said.

So I sat down where she wanted me to sit and then I posed the way she wanted me to pose. “You need to relax,” she said. “You look so tense and awkward. I can’t use any of these shots.”

I closed my eyes and I tried to breathe. I didn’t want the photos to be bad—that was the last thing that I wanted. It would have been a terribly waste of my ego to put on that little outfit and all that makeup, just to look like an idiot. If I was going to get dolled up like a lunatic, then I might as well look good doing it.

“Just think about how hot you are,” Quinn said, taking me off-guard. I looked at her curiously for a moment. She was looking at me with a grin. Behind her was a mirror. And she was kind of right: I was hot. My long legs looked sexy and smooth, and my eyes were particularly stunning. I looked into the lens and then she snapped a photo. “Perfect!” she said, even though I hadn’t done anything other than look into the lens.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

She turned her screen towards me so I could see her shot—and she was right: the photo was perfect. My expression was classic: sexy and confident and happy without smiling. It was the perfect model look, the same look I had in my pool photos.

Quinn snapped a few more shots. I remembered my time in front of the camera from the night before, changing my pose every time I heard a few shutter snaps. So I did the same thing now in front of her camera. After a few minutes, she didn’t even need to direct me. The poses were coming naturally, and I felt good. I was in my element.

“You really are a natural,” she said. “And believe me, because I’ve shot over a hundred models before.” I had to strain to keep the smile away.

We were on the bed now. She was standing above me, shooting down. I found myself biting my bottom lip, feeling overwhelmingly sexy. I rubbed my hands gently and slowly up and down my body. She was snapping photos quickly now, as if she didn’t want to miss a single moment. “These are all so great.”

Next I was on my knees on that bed, and Quinn was on her knees next to the bed, getting some low angle shots as I ran my fingers through my hair. I still had that lingering embarrassment in the back of my head, but the strange sense of confidence in my bones was much more powerful. I flipped up my hair and then I cupped my breasts.

“That’s it, baby! Work it!” Quinn said. She turned her camera on its side to get some portrait shots.

Quinn switched her lenses quickly—faster than I’d ever seen a photographer switch lenses. It was as if she really didn’t want to miss a single second of my posing, even though she was getting many, many shots.

We found ourselves in the hallway. She had me walking up and down, one foot in front of the other as if I was on a catwalk. Then, we were back in Jenny’s bedroom, picking out a new outfit. We shot for hours, going from room to room, using all of Quinn’s lenses, and trying on many different outfits. Quinn’s face was bright and glowing. We eventually stopped when she maxed out her second SD card. “I could grab another one from Jenny’s gear room,” I said.

Quinn looked down at her camera. “I’ve got thirty-five hundred shots here,” she said. “That’s probably enough.”

And a part of me was disappointed. We were having so much fun. I’d never felt more confident in my entire life—and now it was over. But that was probably for the best. I probably shouldn’t have been enjoying my time as a sissy so much.

Quinn spent the next ten minutes flicking through her pictures on her camera, admiring her favourites—and there were many favourites. “I really owe you,” she said.

“Just don’t tell anyone about this,” I said.

“No—like, I really owe you. These are the best pictures I’ve ever taken.” She looked up at me with those glowing eyes. “Can I repay you?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess, if you really want to.”

And I thought that she was talking about money. I figured she was going to give me fifty bucks for my time. I wasn’t expecting what she really had in store for me.

She walked up to me and sunk down to her knees. She lifted up my skirt and slipped herself underneath. Then, I felt my panties shimmying down. “W—What are you doing?” I asked suddenly.

“Repaying you,” she said. And then I felt the warm wetness of her mouth enveloping my cock. She was sucking me off. I became tense. I reached out suddenly for something to hold onto. I found an antique side table and held on tight.

“Q—Quinn—I don’t think this is a good idea. I mean—you really don’t have to do this.”

She suddenly slipped her head out from under my skirt. She had my cock firmly in her grasp. “You don’t like it?” she asked.

“No—I like it. It feels really good. It’s just. I mean—look at me. I’m all dressed up. Don’t you want me to change first?”

She smiled. “Use a girl voice. Tell me how much you like it in a girl voice.”

“What?”

“Just do it,” she said.

So I cleared my throat and gave a ‘girl voice’ a try. I don’t think I sounded too bad. Her grin grew even bigger and her eyes glowed even brighter. “Keep talking,” she said. “Keep telling me how much you love it when I suck your sissy cock—and keep using that voice.”

“I fucking love the way you suck my cock,” I said.

“Call it your sissy cock,” she said.

“I fucking love it when you suck my sissy cock.”

“That’s better.” She got my cock deep in her throat—so deep that she gagged. Drool ran out of her mouth, dribbling down her cheeks and dripping on the floor. But she wouldn’t spit out my cock. She loved sucking it.

I was hard—as hard as I’d ever been, maybe even harder. She had a few fingers slipped under my ball sack and she was massaging gently. It felt good—too good. I was starting to worry that I would come in her mouth in a matter of seconds. I didn’t want her to think that I was a premature ejaculator—especially while I was all dolled up. The last thing I wanted was for the school to find out that I not only got dolled up for my photo-shoot, but that I also got off very easily while dressed up.

She suddenly spat my cock out and took a deep breath. She sprung to her feet quickly and said, “Come to the bedroom with me.”

“But we’re in a bedroom,” I said.

“Jenny’s bedroom.” She dashed off and I followed awkwardly, with my erection bouncing around under my skirt. When I finally caught up to her in Jenny’s room, she was rifling through dresser drawers.

“What are you looking for?” I asked.

She suddenly pulled a long dildo out from a bottom drawer. “Voila!” she exclaimed, holding it high. “Now get on the bed—on your stomach.”

“You want me to—to do what?” I said. My legs were trembling. But once again, I could see myself in the mirror, and I was completely captivated by how good I looked. I stared at myself for a moment while she repeated herself. My reflection was strangely mesmerizing, and almost hypnotising. I walked over to the bed and I crawled up, on my hands and knees. Quinn crawled up behind me and pushed me down, so that I was flat on my stomach. “What are you doing?” I asked, even though I already knew exactly what she was doing.

She didn’t reply, unless you count the little giggle that slipped out from her lips. I heard her spit. I looked back and saw her glob of saliva slowly running down the tip of the dildo. She brought it down, out of my line of sight, and pressed it between my butt cheeks. I felt the wetness of her spit against my tight hole. She started rubbing.

“I thought you wanted to thank me, not punish me,” I said.

“You will like it,” she said with that grin now in her voice.

She started to push. I closed my eyes and clenched. I took a sharp breath of air in through my nose. “Oh my God, you’re so tight,” she said, as if she was in shock.

“It’s not going to fit,” I told her. But apparently I was wrong. As soon as I said it, the dildo penetrated my asshole. It sunk in deep and I let out a sharp gasp. She paused for a moment, holding that dildo in so that I wouldn’t push it out.

“Just relax,” she said, putting one hand gently on my lower back. I remained clenched and tense. It wasn’t until I started running out of air that I finally took a deep breath. Then, I felt my muscles relax and I felt that dildo sliding in deeper. I had to focus hard to make my body remain relaxed. There was no pain, like I was expecting. It just felt… strange, like something was filling up my insides. I could feel every inch of it, squirming through me, pushing up towards my sternum. I opened my eyes and looked over at the mirror. I was shocked to see that Quinn almost had the whole dildo inside of me.

“That’s a good girl,” she said. Now she was pumping it up and down. I could feel its ribbed texture sliding against my anal walls. It still felt strange and unnatural—but there was still no pain. “We should get a towel under you, in case you come.”

“In case I come?” I said. I couldn’t believe it was a possibility. But Quinn went ahead and grabbed a tower and shoved it under me anyway. Then she continued to pump. After a few penetrations, I could feel that warm tingling: that pleasant euphoria. Maybe I could see why some guys liked taking it in the ass. Maybe there was something to it.

That euphoria started to become stronger. That tingling became more intense—and bigger; I could feel it up in my stomach and down in my legs. I squirmed slightly, trying to fight it back so that I wouldn’t do anything embarrassing, like moaning or screaming out in pleasure. But my attempts to hold the pleasure back only made that pleasure stronger. I ended up moaning.

“She likes it,” Quinn said with a big happy smile. She was pumping faster, making sure to get that whole dildo inside of my body.

“I like it,” I said. Though I don’t know why I said it. She was pumping fast now, using both hands for extra leverage. It felt like she was an Albertan oilrig, trying to find oil: in and out, in and out, in and out. My eyes started to roll into the back of my head. Now I was squirming constantly and I couldn’t stop. The moaning was constant too. “Oh God!” I kept saying, over and over.

I bit down hard on my tongue in a final attempt to push the ecstasy back. But it wasn’t enough. I trembled all over, and then I felt a warm, wet discharge between my legs. I reached down to see what was happening, and I stuck my fingers right into a growing puddle of sticky cum. “Shit,” I groaned, pulling my fingers out to look at my mess. Maybe the towel was a good idea.

Quinn pulled the dildo out from my ass, leaving me feeling empty. She looked at it with wide eyes. “I got this whole thing inside of you!” she said, as if it was some kind of record. I felt my cheeks turning red, but in a weird way, I was kind of impressed with myself—and maybe even a little bit proud.

Quinn helped me clean everything up, and then she brought me back to her apartment, which wasn’t too far away. We looked through the photos together. I asked her to send me the photos—then I was excited when I saw that she had gotten a copy of my pool photos from our instructor. I asked her to send those too. She looked at me with wide eyes when I told her that I deleted them. “How could you delete them? They’re literally perfect!”

Though once I got home, I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do with all the photos. Maybe they were better left deleted. Maybe I didn’t need to remember the last two days of utter humiliation.


CHAPTER VIII

I got the best mark in the class for my swimming pool shots: a perfect A+. And I was excited about that for a week, and then I got a call from the school administrator. The school wanted to meet with me in private.

My first thought was: they realized it was me in the photos, and that would somehow disqualify me and leave me with an F when my A+ once was. The whole point of the assignment was to work with models, and I hadn’t worked with one, unless you count Tae—but they didn’t know about Tae, and it was probably best that they didn’t know about Tae.

I made my way over to the school. On my way, I had a more optimistic thought go through my mind: maybe they loved my pictures so much, they wanted to feature them on their website. Maybe they were going to ask if they could use my shots for their marketing. Hell—maybe they were even going to pay me. But why would they bring me in to chat about that? I’m pretty sure I signed a form when I signed up for the school that said they could use any shots I took while I was enrolled without having to ask for permission. But maybe they were just going to be courteous?

I arrived at the office and I was told to wait in the lobby. I took a seat and admired the photos on the wall—all taken by students from previous classes. Some of them were pretty good. There was one particular photo of a model that stuck out to me. She was striking an interesting pose, with her elbows against her sides and her hands in the air. It was a cute shot—and I found myself storing it away in my memory so that I could do a similar pose for my next shoot.

What next shoot? Why was I thinking about doing another shoot as a model? There would be no more modelling—no more getting dolled up. That was all behind me.

“Frankie—they’re ready to see you now,” the secretary said. So I stood up and walked over to the department head’s office. A chill crept down my spine.

Three department heads were sitting in the office, all on one side of a long boardroom table. They told me to sit down, so I sat. “What’s this all about?” I asked.

“We need to talk about your grade, Frankie,” said the lone man of the three. The two women shook their heads in agreement.

“What about it?”

“You’re failing,” he said.

“What? How is that possible? I just got an A+ on the most recent assignment. I can’t be failing.”

He pulled out a folder and held it close to his face. He had old eyes and his vision was poor, even with the spectacles on his face. “You’ve missed forty classes, and you have sixteen lates on your record.”

“Forty?” I said. “I haven’t missed that many.”

“You have four classes each day, and you’ve missed ten days without being excused.”

“But I’m paying to be here. I can miss whatever I want.”

“You get docked a percent for each missed class, and half a percent for each late. That’s forty-eight deductions. So even if you had aced all of your assignments and tests, you would still be failing, seeing as you need a sixty-percent to pass at our school.”

“What? So I basically failed a long time ago—is that what you’re saying? So why haven’t you told me until now? Why have you been wasting my time?”

“Well, like you said: you paid for the school. You paid for the lessons and the access to our equipment and facilities. But you didn’t pay for a certificate. You need to earn a certificate. So basically, you’re welcome to continue attending classes and using our facilities and gear until the end of July—but you won’t be getting a certificate.”

“That’s horseshit! All of my photos are just as good, if not better than the other students. Well—maybe not all of them. I’ve had a few bad assignments—but my good stuff is good. Just ask my instructors! He even compared me to Kate Moss the other day. Well—he didn’t compare me to Kate Moss, but—but you know what I mean.”

“I’m sorry, Frankie,” the woman to the man’s left said.

“There must be something I can do to make up for the missed classes. I mean—if I had known that I was being docked, I wouldn’t have missed any classes—well, I wouldn’t have missed many classes. Not nearly as many as I missed.”

“Well it says here that you missed the class that went over grading,” the man said, as if it was funny.

“Let me make it up. Just tell me what to do.”

The department heads all looked at one another. Then they looked back at me. The woman to the man’s left said, “Well—you mentioned your photo shoot from the other day—the one that got you the A+. We all saw the photos, and we all agree that they are top-notch.”

“Okay. So you want to use them for marketing or something? Go for it. They’re yours. As long as I can graduate.”

“No—we’re already using them. You already gave us those rights when you enrolled. But we were maybe hoping that you could stage a shoot just for our school—perhaps around the campus—making sure to get our buildings and logos in your shots. You know: in that same dreamy style that you shot your swimming pool set.”

“Okay, fine. Consider it done.”

“And we were hoping you could use that same model. We’re all very sure that she’s going to be big one day, so we want to capitalize now, while we have her. You can arrange that, right?”

My heart stuttered. “Um,” I said. “She’s actually gone. She went home. She was only here for a few days. But I’ll find someone else—someone just as good.”

The three of them shook their heads, almost in unison. “No, that won’t work. We were really hoping to get her, so we could sort of make her the face of our 2019 marketing campaign. You don’t think she would come back, do you? It would be a lot of great exposure for her resume.”

My stomach turned. “I don’t know. I don’t think so,” I said. I could feel the defeat seeping into my bones. There was nothing I could do: I was going to fail school. There was no longer any point in attending classes. There were only two weeks left, and the remaining classes were mostly just covering topics like set etiquette and gear maintenance—nothing I didn’t already know. So as soon as I left that administration office, my time at photography school was over. I chose partying over certification. I chose fun over an invaluable piece of my resume. I chose cheap thrills over my professional reputation.

“So there’s no way you can get her, huh?” the man asked. “That’s really a shame. I suppose you can go now.”

My gut swirled. There was still one way to finish school that I could think of, but it meant sacrificing the last of my ego. It meant becoming the laughing stock of the school. But it would only be for a few weeks. Then I could cut off contact with everyone. At least then I would have my certification. I would be able to apply for all of the jobs I wanted to work. I would even have a nice first job on my resume, as the lead photographer for a major photography school’s marketing campaign… And I would also have a line on my resume as the lead model.

“I think I can get her,” I said. Cold nausea filled my gut. But I just had to do it. I had to go through with it. “I’ll do the shoot tomorrow. Is that okay?”

“That sounds perfect!”

I forced a smile, and then I pulled out my phone to send Jenny a text message. “Are you home tomorrow? Can I swing by?” I wrote.

“Sure—what for?” she asked.

And I didn’t have the courage to write up a reply. The whole thing was so humiliating. I still couldn’t believe that I was actually going to do it, out in public where everyone could watch me and laugh at me.


CHAPTER IX

I enlisted the help of Quinn the next morning. I had her come with me to Jenny’s house, and then we pretended like we were doing a shoot together. “And Quinn is going to model for you?” Jenny asked with a single raised brow. Quinn wasn’t exactly built like a model, so the story wasn’t exactly believable. But it didn’t need to be believable because within the next twenty-four hours, Jenny and everyone else would know that I was actually Jill.

“That’s right,” Quinn said. “You don’t mind if we borrow a couple outfits and maybe some makeup, do you?”

“No—go right ahead,” Jenny said. And then she followed us as we went up to her bedroom. Quinn picked through Jenny’s makeup, then she started grabbing outfits. “You’re quite a bit taller than me, Quinn,” Jenny said. “I don’t know if any of that will fit.”

“I think it will fit fine,” Quinn said with a smile. My stomach turned. I managed to force a casual smile when Jenny looked over at me.

When Quinn grabbed the wig, Jenny’s eyes narrowed. “What’s the wig for?”

“Just for fun,” Quinn said.

Then Jenny stepped in front of the doorway as we were about to leave. “Okay—what’s really going on here? None of those outfits will fit you, and that wig is shorter than your natural hair. What’s this really about?” She had her hands on her hips, and she wasn’t going to move until we either put everything down or told her the truth.

So I told her my secret. The biggest smile crossed her face and then she said, “That’s you in those pool photos?! Wait—is that my pool?”

I had to awkwardly tell her that I broke into her house to take the shots. But she didn’t seem to care. In fact, she just thought that it was funny. “I thought I recognized that bathing suit!” she said before letting out a roar of laughter. Then she looked into my eyes. “So you’re the next Kate Moss, huh? I always thought the next Kate Moss would have bigger tits.”

“That’s fine—laugh it up. I didn’t want to do it to begin with, and I don’t want to do it now, but if I don’t do it, I’m not graduating. So please just let us borrow this stuff.”

“You can only borrow it if I can help,” she said.

I sighed. “Fine. But no laughing. This is already embarrassing enough.”

She gave me a tilted took with a half-smile. “Why is it embarrassing?” she asked, as if it wasn’t obvious. “If that really is you in those photos, there’s nothing to be embarrassed about. I bet you every girl in school wishes she could look just like you.”

I wasn’t sure how to take the comment. I felt a warm glowing in my chest and a cool tingle in my spine. “Let’s just get this over with.”

Jenny and Quinn did my makeup together. It took a while, as they constantly deliberated over what would look better: the orange or the blue eye-shadow, thick eyeliner or a minimalist look, lipstick or lip-gloss, hair down or a French braid—it took almost two hours to doll me up. But even I had to admit that I looked stunning. They had me in a little red dress, but they had three other outfits packed for me, along with three pairs of heels. On my legs I had tall black leather boots that were tight to my skin. They actually felt kind of nice, and it was cool feeling like a normal height for once in my life (I was so used to always being the short kid).

We all got into Quinn’s car and made our way over to the campus. It was Saturday and no classes were running, but the campus was still crawling with students using the facilities: the dark rooms, the green screens, and the studios. As we started to set up our cameras and lights and diffusers and reflectors, a small crowd started to form. “Is that Jill—from Frankie’s pool photos?” one of my classmates called out.

Quinn turned and smiled. “This is her,” she called back. But I wished she would have actually said, ‘Screw off while we work!’ I managed to force a smile at my classmate. Then, more students started to migrate over to watch.

We were set up in front of the campus’ sign, by the road. Cars were slowing down to see what we were doing, and men were staring at me, ogling me, admiring my body in that tiny red dress. My heart throbbed, but it was actually a nice feeling.

Quinn and Jenny both had their cameras. They started snapping photos before I was even posing. That crowd of students remained behind them, all watching me as if I was about to perform a miracle. I tried to pose, but my muscles were stiff. I couldn’t even make myself smile, unless I was showing an awkward amount of teeth. I could see the unimpressed faces of my classmates. They were expecting more after seeing my pool photoset. But I didn’t have more to give them. I was terrified and waiting for them to realize who I really was. My moment of humiliation was just seconds away—I could feel it.

“Just relax,” Quinn said. “Just like before.”

“I can’t,” I said with a quiet voice. “There’s too much pressure. This was a bad idea.”

“Try to use your shyness. Give us a few shy poses. Look at us over your shoulder. Tuck your chin down. You can do better than that.” I was doing everything she said, but I still felt tense and awkward. This wasn’t going well.

Finally, Quinn stepped up to me. “What’s going on?” she said.

“What do you think?”

She looked back and saw the crowd. Then she looked back at me. “I have something that will help. Come with me.” She grabbed my hand and led me into the nearest building. We snuck around the corner. She looked around to make sure that no one was watching, and then she reached into her camera bag and pulled out a vibrator. “Bend over,” she said.

“Are you nuts!?” I snapped.

“Just do it! Quick—before someone sees us.”

I looked around. My heart was pounding and my legs were trembling. But I felt like I had no choice. I wanted to pass school, and I’d already humiliated myself this much… I turned around and bent over. She flipped up my skirt and pulled my panties to the side. I heard her spit and then I felt that wet tip pressing up against my hole. “Don’t clench,” she said. Then she pressed it in. I gasped. She pulled up my panties and dropped my skirt. Then I stood up just as Jenny came around the corner. “What’s going on?” she asked.

“Just giving our pretty model a pep talk,” Quinn said with a big smile. Then Quinn pulled a little remote out from her camera bag. “Oh, I’ve been looking for this. It’s the remote shutter for my camera.” She pressed a button, and then I felt the vibrating in my butt. I perked upright and nearly let out a loud gasp, but I managed to hold myself together. “Let’s keep shooting, shall we?” Quinn said with a big grin on her face.

We went back outside. I walked with stiff legs while that vibrator buzzed inside of my body. I stood in front of that sign and then I reassumed a pose. They started snapping. My legs trembled. My knees wanted to buckle. I tried to smile, but I ended up biting my lip. “Great! That’s perfect!” Jenny said. “I don’t know what you told her, Quinn, but it worked!”

That amazing euphoria was slowly growing inside of me. I tried to clench it away, but it just kept coming back stronger. I managed to strike a number of poses. Now the faces in the crowd were brighter and more impressed. I saw heads nodding.

I remembered that pose I saw in the administrator’s office. I mimicked it, getting an audible approval from the crowd. Then we moved over to the next building. The buzzing felt intense now. My cock was throbbing, but luckily it was still flaccid and tucked back in my panties. I had to press my thighs firmly together to stop myself from bursting.

“Shit,” I muttered as that euphoria filled my whole body.

“What was that, Jill?” Jenny asked.

I shook my head quickly. “Nothing,” I said. I bit down hard on my tongue and I took a deep breath. The shoot continued. I listened to those shutters snapping as I changed my pose every few seconds. I was wobbling in my heels, so I decided to sit down. The photographers didn’t mind. They lowered themselves down and got some different angles.

But I wasn’t okay. I could feel things happening between my legs. I squirmed and groaned but managed to keep a half-smile on my face. Then I came. I felt my panties filling up with warm cum. I let a soft sigh slip out from my lips—and the cum wouldn’t stop coming.

Then, I saw the familiar face of the department head walking towards us. He raised his hands in the air with a big smile. “There’s our model!” he said. “So Frankie pulled through after all. But where’s Frankie?”

Everyone looked around. Quinn looked at me with wide eyes as I rose to my feet slowly.

“Frankie was supposed to be the photographer—that was the one condition.” He shook his head. “But once again, it looks like he’s absent—getting his classmates to do his work for him. What a shame.”

Jenny and Quinn were both looking at me. Half of our class was standing there. I was about to humiliate myself in a big, big way. “I’m right here,” I said. But it came out in my girly voice.

Everyone looked at me. “I see that,” the head of department said. “And you’re doing a great job. We really appreciate it. I can’t wait to see the girls’ photos.”

“No—I’m right here. I’m Frankie,” I said. “This is a wig.” I took the wig off to prove it.

Then I heard the gasp in the crowd. The air became silent and that humiliation quickly started to set in. Everyone was staring at me with parted lips.

“I organized the shoot and I’m also modelling—I’m doing everything you asked me to do. So please don’t fail me.”

But the air was still silent. I couldn’t figure out why my classmates weren’t rolling on the floor with laughter. Why weren’t they mocking me? Why weren’t they pulling out their phones to text their friends? What was happening?

“I see,” the head of department said after a long moment of silence. “I suppose you can carry on then.” He stepped to the side, but he kept watching. My classmates also remained in place, still watching me with open mouths.

Quinn and Jenny were slow to hold up their cameras again. They pointed them at me, and then I continued to model. And it was only a minute later when the crowd’s reactions went right back to normal, as if they were watching a real model, as if they never heard me say that I was actually their classmate. They didn’t seem to care. The head of department didn’t seem to care.

And how could they care? How could they make fun of me after ogling me for weeks? If they made fun of me, they would also be making fun of themselves.

After the shoot was done, a small crowd formed around me. “Are you free this weekend? Do you want to do a shoot with me? I have a hotel room booked, but my model just cancelled on me. Want to do it?” one student asked.

“On Monday we have a day off. Want to do a shoot at the outdoor swimming pool on Moon Street? It should be empty in the morning. We can do it just like you did in your other pool shoot.”

No one was mocking me. I was more popular than ever. And strangely, I couldn’t wait to do more shoots. I liked modelling. I loved the way people looked at me, as if I was some hidden gem. I loved how perfect every single shot seemed to turn out. Maybe I liked modelling even more than I liked shooting—but I could still do both, right?

Jenny let me keep the wig and a few of the outfits. She even gave me a bag of makeup that she didn’t need. “We can go shopping together later,” she said, as if she knew that I would keep up my feminine persona. And she was right: I did plan to keep it up, but I don’t know how she knew that. Maybe it was the smile on my face that just wouldn’t go away. Maybe it was the way my eyes lit up when I looked at the photos she took.

THE END
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