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      JESSA

      The phone rings and a needle of dread stirs in my gut.

      It's not a big deal. It's not like you'll be hugging a pole at Teddy’s.

      “Hello?”

      “Is Ms. Jessa Reece there?” a male asks.

      “This is her.”

      “Ms. Reece⁠—”

      “Please, call me Jessa.”

      “Jessa, this is Professor Rock, from the university. I'm calling you regarding the modeling position we have open. Are you still interested?”

      Only because I have to be…

      “Yes.”

      “The modeling position requires you to be fully nude in front of a room full of people. Are you okay with that?”

      You couldn’t have made it more obvious in the ad…

      “Yes. I am.”

      “And that doesn’t bother you?”

      “Not if it pays,” I say truthfully.

      “Because my students will be drawing intricate details of the human body, would you be okay with removing all the hair below your neck?”

      Holy Jesus—all the intricate details?

      “Ummm…sure. That should be fine.”

      “Can you be here in two hours? Building 215, southwest entrance.”

      “Yes.”

      “I look forward to seeing you, Ms. Reece.”

      The line goes dead and I’m left alone in my tiny room with what seems like a lifetime of problems. What a funny thing to say, that he looks forward to seeing me, when it very well might be without clothes.

      But there’s no denying that it’s better to get naked for Professor Rock than him…

      The reminder that Bruce, my landlord, has been casting me lustrous gazes and insisting that we sit down to ‘renegotiate’ my rent moves me to action. I grab my razor and a mirror, make my way into the bathroom, and get to work.

      After spending way too much time on grooming, I unzip my portable wardrobe and look through the various outfits, trying to find one appropriate for my meeting with the professor. I've never been an attention seeker, so I settle on a long skirt, dressy shirt, and a cardigan.

      God, why did it have to come down to this?

      I slip on a pair of two-inch heels, sling my purse over my shoulder, and leave before I can talk myself out of it.

      It only takes me twenty minutes to walk to the art building on the local campus. Instead of going straight in, I take a seat on a bench just outside to gather my wits.

      Smile. Make eye contact. Don't be ashamed.

      Easier said than done.

      State your name. Shake his hand. Don't act like a child.

      The girls walking around campus are all so beautiful, with long legs and dark tans. Their clothes look expensive, whereas mine are worn but still functional.

      Will Professor Rock think I'm unprofessional because I don't wear makeup?

      Suddenly, I want to run home, crawl into bed, and never come out again. I have no business being here around the college crowd. I dropped out of high school at sixteen. They can probably smell the poverty on me.

      “Professor Rock has a giant cock,” a passing girl says and her friends break out into a fit of giggles.

      I wouldn't know what constitutes giant on account that I've never been with a man before, but that doesn't sound comfortable.

      And how would they know, anyway? Aren't relationships between professors and students frowned upon?

      Overwhelmed by the college scene, I'm about to leave when a voice calls out, “Jessa Reece?”

      I look over to see a handsome man at least a whole head taller than me. His hair is disheveled, blond, and perfectly out of place. It’s not fair that a man can put in so little effort and still look…God, he looks amazing.

      He’s calling your name, you idiot!

      “I’m Jessa.”

      He extends his hand for me to shake. “I'm Professor Rock.”

      I accept it timidly and try my best to make eye contact, but my eyes fall on the cords of sinewy muscles lining his arm. Are all professors in such great shape?

      “Follow me inside and we can begin.”

      He brings me to a room with easels set up in a circle and a large pedestal at the center. It’s dim, but Professor Rock slides some curtains to the side, allowing light to pour into the room.

      “You'll be seated there,” he points to the pedestal, “for an hour and a half straight, three times a week. How do you feel about that?”

      “Fine,” I lie. I have no choice.

      “From time to time, some boys have been known to get a little…rambunctious. If anyone makes you feel uncomfortable, come straight to me. Do you understand?”

      “Yes, Professor Rock.”

      “Have you ever done this type of work before?”

      “No.”

      “When you get to class, you're going to change into this,” he hands me a thin, cotton robe, “and remove it once we begin.”

      “Okay.”

      “Why don't you get changed now, and we'll see how you feel?”

      Of course, I have to model for the audition…

      I loathe the idea of feeling so exposed, but I can't tell him no. And why would I rather model for a room full of people rather than this one man?

      Because he’s gorgeous and just looking at him makes your heart race….

      But that’s not all he does. He makes me throb unbearably. That small pulse between my legs that I rarely feel lets me know it’s alive again, and demanding to be noticed.

      Maybe it’s just fear.

      Another lie.

      If he weren't so damn big, towering over my small frame, I wouldn't feel so afraid. But as it is, he's a giant, and I still feel very much like a girl.

      You can do this. You need this job.

      I enter the changing room, praying he didn’t notice me trembling. My figure isn’t meant for graceful poses. My boobs are too big and ungainly, and my hips a little wide. Don’t get me started on my backside.

      I change into the robe and give myself a look in the mirror. It's cold and my nipples are standing at attention under the thin layer of fabric. I try to coax them down, but they refuse to be tamed and only show more prominently, screaming ‘look at me!’

      Most girls pray for large breasts, but I can attest that they are not worth all the problems they cause. It's hard to find a supportive bra, and when you do, they're not cheap. You can't go braless. Men ogle you. Women hate you. And you don't look as cute in clothes.

      “You ready?” the professor shouts.

      No—I’ll never be ready.

      Get your ass out there! You're acting like a child!

      I exit the tiny stall and find the professor hanging portraits on a wall.

      “Take off the robe and get into a position that's comfortable to you.” He gestures to the pedestal.

      You can do this…

      I take a deep breath, walk over to the sacrificial altar, and say a silent prayer to the god of modesty.

      Here goes nothing.

      The robe cascades off my shoulders, down my back, to the floor. Professor Rock doesn't even bother to look over at me. He just keeps putting pieces up on the wall.

      I hop onto the pedestal, which is cold under my bare butt, trying out various poses until I find one that I can hold for a while. My legs are jackknifed under my body, and I'm upright, leaning into my extended arm.

      I sit for at least a full five minutes while Professor Rock says nothing. I don’t even think he’s noticed me yet, that’s how insignificant I am to him.

      Finally, Professor Rock steps into view.

      My initial reaction is to squint my eyes closed and hide my body, but I know that would be inappropriate. I’m supposed to be a model, after all.

      But I can’t deny that some small part of me wants to be seen by this man. He isn’t like the boys I went to school with. He’s older, mature, and carries himself with a confidence that comes from life experience.

      Then, something happens. I’m not as afraid as I was. It sounds absurd, but part of me wants to be here, on this pedestal.

      It must be the fear of dire poverty, which is very much knocking at my door.

      Unfortunately, the professor’s face tells me something isn’t right. His eyes are round with surprise, his mouth slightly ajar.

      It’s mortifying because this is the first time a man’s ever seen me naked, and there’s not even a hint of appreciation.

      After several minutes of silent inspection, he says, “I'm sorry, but I'm afraid this won't work out.”

      My mouth gapes open, appalled by his rejection.

      Without another word, he goes back to the wall to hang more paintings.

      “I don't understand,” I say, my hands now covering my breasts.

      “You're not model material,” he says in a deadpan tone.

      “Model material? Because I'm not pretty? Ugly people get drawn and painted too. Just look at the Mona Lisa.”

      Professor Rock snickers. “I said nothing about beauty. You have that in spades, and that's the problem.”

      He thinks I’m beautiful…

      It’s not that I haven’t gotten attention from men before, it’s just had nothing to do with how pretty I am. It’s always been about my hard-to-hide breasts and how they look in my clothes.

      “Professor Rock, I don’t understand.”

      He sets down a painting, turns to me, crossing his massive arms over his chest. “I’m going to have a class full of freshmen, many of them boys, and your body type is only going to serve as a distraction.“

      “A distraction? Wouldn’t all nude models be a distraction?”

      “Many of these boys have never touched a pair of tits in real life, and yours,” he gestures to me, “will be enough to turn my art class into a circus.”

      My cheeks burn with heat.

      “Now if you could leave, I have another applicant to call.”

      “You're-you're cruel,” I stutter out.

      “Please, hurry. Semester starts next week.”

      I return to the stall, pull my clothes back on, and throw a little pity party for myself.

      I hate my breasts. The attention they bring me has only led to trouble. In high school, teachers would ogle me, the men with lust, the women with
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