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GIRLY BOYS

Kyle, an amateur photographer, is struggling to make ends meet, taking any job that lands in his inbox. He gets a lot of strange requests, including a photo-shoot with a young woman in a cheap hotel room. While he’s snapping shots of her, he realizes she’s not a she at all. But he’s a professional, so he takes the shots that she asks him to take.

And those shots become quite popular on a website called The Trap Lounge—so popular that a mystery client reaches out to Kyle, offering three thousand dollars for every photo-shoot he’s willing to take with similar girly boys.


CHAPTER I

It was my dream to be a professional photographer. So when I got offered an on-going contract that would make my dream a reality, I just had to accept—even though the contract was awfully strange to me at the time.

I was finally able to quit my job at the clothing store, I had way more time to practise my photography and photo editing skills, and I could finally tell people that I was a photographer when they asked what I did for a living. No more, “Well, I’d like to be a photographer one day…” But I still didn’t quite have a proper answer when they said, “Oh cool! What kind of photos do you take?”

“Of people, mostly,” I would say.

“Like portraits?”

“Yeah, like portraits.” And when they asked for me to show them some of my work, I would usually say something along the lines of, “I’m not quite finished my portfolio, but I’ll show you soon.” Because the photos I took weren’t exactly appropriate to show people.

It’s not like I was taking pornographic photos. Everything was artistic, in my opinion anyway. You could call it ‘boudoir with a twist’. Though most people probably wouldn’t be able to get behind the twist.

Before I can tell you what kind of photos I was taking for a living, I need you to understand how the contract came about.

I was always trying to build my portfolio. I had a website where I posted my best pictures, and on that website was a contact form that was hardly ever used. But occasionally, I got contracted to do the odd job. I would always try to organize these odd jobs on weekends. It was mostly weddings—cheap weddings, because I wasn’t a real wedding photographer. If someone wanted a real wedding photographer, there were plenty of accomplished ones in town. But if someone was looking for a photographer under one hundred bucks, I was the guy.

I shot a few weddings that took place in people’s backyards, sometimes even in their living rooms. Occasionally I was hired to photograph people’s pets. That was always a nightmare—animals don’t sit still, not even enough for the autofocus. One guy paid me two hundred bucks to take pictures of his snake. He wanted fifty different shots of his snake, all colour-corrected. So that’s what he got. And then, of course, there was the occasional boudoir. I wasn’t getting the smokin’ hot babes though—not at my price point. I was getting hired by the women down at the trailer parks, hoping to give their husbands sexy birthday presents.

I was photographing one girl—she was probably in her forties and she was at least one hundred pounds overweight—when her husband came home early. He thought that his wife was cheating on him with me, so he grabbed his rifle and chased me away from the place. I didn’t end up getting paid, and I didn’t bother tracking down the money for my lost time.

But one day, I got an e-mail from a girl looking to have some boudoir photos done. We messaged back and forth a little bit, so I could get an idea of what she was looking for. She seemed like a nice enough girl in her e-mails. “Are these for your husband or boyfriend?” I asked.

“No. Just for me,” she replied. I’d never had a single woman order a set of boudoir photos, but that wasn’t any of my business. She insisted on having the photos done at a hotel—she didn’t want them taken in public and she didn’t want them taken at her house. So she rented herself a hotel room for a night and then I met up with her with all of my gear.

She was a cute girl, but she couldn’t have been a day over eighteen. When she answered the door, she was wearing a satin kimono and I couldn’t see what was underneath—or even if there was anything underneath. “You’re at least eighteen, right?” I asked, even before I said hello.

She just smiled and nodded. She was shy—she hardly said a word the whole time I was there. When she did speak, she spoke quietly—almost whispering. “Is this the outfit you want to start in?” I asked. She just nodded ‘yes’. So I started setting up my gear. She stayed in the bathroom until I called out to let her know that I was ready. And then she emerged like a terrified little church mouse. I don’t think she was doing anything in the bathroom—just hiding.

“I thought we would start by the window. The lighting is really nice right now,” I said. And she walked over to the window. “Usually I like to start by getting a few shots of my subjects looking out the window—maybe playing with your hair or the rope of your kimono.” So she stood by the window and stared out. She played with her hair and then she played with the rope of her kimono. Usually girls were more creative—they would do whatever came to their minds. But this girl was too shy. She needed direction. I didn’t understand why such a shy girl would want sexy boudoir photos, but I wasn’t about to turn down the gig.

She had a nice tush. Her kimono only covered half of it. It was firm and perky. When she stood up on her toes, it really came to life—a very photogenic bottom. I asked her to turn to face me, and she did. “Just do the same thing. Play with your hair, keep your back straight, maybe even feel the fabric of the curtains a little bit.” So she did exactly as I said. She was a tougher subject than usual. I had to direct every part of her body, or she wouldn’t move at all. “Bend your leg a little bit… A little bit more… A tad more… Good. Now look up… A little bit higher…”

She never shed the shyness. Sometimes girls were shy, but by the end of the shoot, that reserve was usually nowhere to be seen. This girl was different. I could practically see her heart pounding against her ribcage. I had to raise my shutter speed because her hands were trembling enough that it was causing a bit of blur in my photos.

“Okay, let’s get a few shots of you shedding the kimono,” I said. So she turned her back to me and gently started slipping off her satin kimono. I got a few great shots. She was wearing lingerie underneath—a tight black lace teddy that didn’t cover that perfect bum at all. She didn’t have many curves though—she was quite stick-ish and underdeveloped. My heart started to stutter. What if she was underage? Could I legally photograph an underage girl in lingerie? She told me she was eighteen—would that be enough to clear me with the police? Should I have asked to see ID?

I kept taking photos. Maybe she just wasn’t a curvy girl. Maybe it was just her genetics. I got a few more great photos of her backside. “Okay, now turn around,” I said. So she turned around slowly. She had her hand between her legs, covering herself up, and her other hand was on her chest. She was too afraid to reveal herself, but it made for a few good photos. The redness in her cheeks made her look adorable. Her eyes were glowing, possibly with nervous tears, but it was great for the camera: a natural eye light.

“Why don’t we try a few with your hands in your hair,” I said. That was a popular shot: girls running their hands through their hair. She was slow to remove her hands from her body—very slow. “Don’t be nervous. I do this all the time with women—it’s always one of their favourite shots.”

So she carefully removed her hands, revealing something I definitely was not expecting: a bulge between her legs and a complete lack of cleavage.


CHAPTER II

She was a boy. That explained the lack of curviness. It also explained the red-faced embarrassment. I hesitated for a few seconds, a lump forming in my throat, but then I kept snapping photos. I had to remain professional. And I didn’t want my subject to become shyer than she already was.

I cleared my throat. “Okay, good. Next, I usually like to do a bending over shot—as if you’re going to fix something with your heels, or your stockings.” So she bent over. I could see down her top now—empty cups over a flat chest. She really was a boy. I cleared my throat again. “Do you, um… Do you want me to avoid shooting down your, uh, chest?” I think my voice cracked twice while saying it. It was normal to ask girls if there were areas they wanted to avoid shooting. It was customary to ask if girls wanted to have their freckles and other beauty marks edited out later. But was it appropriate to ask if I should edit out a cock bulge?

“Just keep everything natural,” she said quietly. It was the second thing she’d said all evening. So I kept taking photos. She went to change outfits and then we continued the shoot. We eventually moved over to the bed. I had her start on her stomach and slowly roll over. It was a technique called the rotisserie chicken, and it usually made for some very sexy photos. And don’t get me wrong; she looked good in these photos, assuming the angles hid her personal business.

But now she was wearing a little satin nightdress. And she wasn’t wearing anything under that nightdress—not even a pair of panties. So when I asked her to lift a leg, I could see everything. And she was hung, and she was slightly aroused. I wasn’t sure whether she wanted pictures featuring her cock, but I was too afraid to ask. So I just kept taking photos, my heart pounding the whole time.

Once I had all of my standard shots, I asked, “Are there any special shots you want to get?”

She nodded ‘yes’. She didn’t say what the shots were, but she started to undress. She took everything off, leaving her completely naked, showing off her smooth, boyish body. Then she got back on the bed and struck a classic Venus pose. So I bit my tongue and took a deep breath and started snapping more photos. They weren’t pornographic shots—I tried to keep them as artistic and classy as possible. But I was taking pictures of a naked man with long hair and makeup. She didn’t even have breast implants.

Once the shoot was over, I was quick to leave. Her face was dark red and so was mine. I wasn’t looking forward to editing those photos, staring at them for a whole day while I made them perfect. I thought about simply sending her the raw files, hoping she wouldn’t notice the difference, but I wanted to be a professional—and professionals do their jobs, regardless of who’s hiring them.

So I spent the next day editing the photos with my blinds closed. There were some great shots in there, and there were some shots that were a real battle to work on. But I got the lot done and I sent it off that night. She simply replied, “Thank you so much,” and I never heard from her again.

But I did see those photos again.

I had a Google Alert set up with my photography company name. Every time a website mentioned Prairie Dog Photography, I got a notification in my e-mail. It was a few weeks later when my e-mail let me know that someone had credited Prairie Dog Photography on a website called The Trap Lounge. I had never heard the term trap before. I clicked on the link. And there she was: the photos I’d taken of her in her lingerie. She even posted the photos of her when she was completely naked.

Thankfully, there were a few other companies called Prairie Dog Photography in the country, and she didn’t specify me in her post. I was about to click away from the website when I noticed a number at the bottom of the page: “11,454 Likes”. I refreshed the page and the number went up by a few dozen. Were those real likes? Was each like a different person? I’d never had that many people even see my photos before, never mind ‘like’ my photos.

I found myself curiously browsing through that website, with my blinds closed of course. There were other profiles with photo galleries, but no one that I could find had nearly as many likes as my subject. All of the other ‘traps’ seemed to worship my client. One comment read, “These are the best photos I’ve ever seen. I wish I could get photos like this done.” I caught myself smiling. It wasn’t where I wanted to find a compliment, but my mom always told me to take compliments wherever I could get them. There were a few other comments that specifically mentioned the quality of the photography. “I don’t know if I’m in love with you or your photographer.”

I had a big, dumb smile on my face for the rest of the night. They really were good photos, aside from the fact they were of a man in drag. In terms of composition and lighting, they were some of the best photos I’d ever taken. And I really liked what I’d done in editing with the colour balance.

I kept refreshing the page and reading new comments, until reality hit me like a speeding train: I was spending hours on some transsexual sex website. I clicked off of the website and then I cleared my browsing history. It was fun watching people complimenting my photos, but I wasn’t so pleased realizing that my most popular shots were of a young man in lingerie.

But I felt like I learned a lot from the shoot. I studied those shots for a long time, trying to figure out what was so appealing about them. There was something very organic about the shots. When I was taking them, I wasn’t in my own head, criticizing every little detail. I was just taking the shots, trying to get through the evening. But I’d tapped into something profound. I was looking forward to my next shoot, to see if I could recreate that same look.

Two weeks later, I was contracted for another boudoir shoot. She insisted on doing it in her own bedroom, in the basement suite she rented with her husband. Her husband was there when I was taking the photos, which didn’t make things easier, particularly when he was looking over my shoulder at every shot I took.

So it was hard not to scrutinize every shot when I had an active audience. I didn’t want to tell him to back off, seeing as he was paying for the shoot. So I bit down on my tongue and I kept taking photos. I tried to pretend like he wasn’t there. I tried just snapping photos whenever I saw something I liked with my eyes—not even looking through the viewfinder at times. But the husband was quick to say, “I don’t like that shot. That’s not a good angle on her.” He seemed to only want photos of her tits and ass. He wasn’t interested in artistic shots. So that’s all they ended up getting: a collection of very standard shots—nothing even remotely nude: the husband wouldn’t allow it.

A week later I had a similar gig in a client’s home, shooting glamour shots. I got a few good ones, but the location was small and unappealing to the eye. I did the best I could on tight lenses, but the shots weren’t amazing. The girl thought she was extremely sexy, even though she was only average at best (no offense to her or anything). But her confidence wasn’t terribly attractive. I liked when girls were shy. It was more real and interesting.

And then a few weeks later, I got an e-mail from an anonymous sender. “I would like to pay you to take some photos for me,” he said simply. “I will pay $3,000 for every set of photos you can give me.”

“What kind of photos are you looking for?” I asked.

It took him a few days to respond, but of course I was fascinated. So those few days felt like a lifetime as I constantly refreshed my inbox.


CHAPTER III

He didn’t sign his e-mails with his name, or even a company name. And he never wrote more than a few sentences. He sent me a link to that photo shoot I did with the young man in drag. “Photos like this. Send them to me and I will send you $3,000. Photos won’t be published anywhere. It’s for a private collection.”

“Can you be more specific?” I asked.

“Nudity not necessary. When I receive the photos, I will send the payment. Please send me your address.”

I wasn’t sure if it was a joke or not. So I asked. “Are you kidding around with me?”

“Not kidding. You get the money when I get the photos. Different person for each set, please.” There was a strangeness in the way he worded his sentences, as if English wasn’t his first language. I tried searching his e-mail address online, but nothing came up.

“Where should I find models?” I asked.

“That’s for you to figure out,” he replied.

“How do I know you’re serious?”

“Send me the photos and find out.”

$3,000 is a lot of money to someone who works a minimum wage job fulltime. So of course I was interested. I didn’t even care about the subject matter. If the offer was real, and I would really get three grand for every photo-shoot I staged, then I could quit my job and be a fulltime photographer. I could do two shoots a month and spend the rest of my time with passion projects. It was perfect… But it seemed too good to be true. And my mom always said, if it seems too good to be true, it probably is.

But the only way to find out was by staging a shoot.

So I put out an ad looking for models: “Looking for trans women for boudoir photo-shoot. Paid $200.” I only had two hundred bucks to spare. I got no replies after three days. I thought about raising the price to a grand, but I didn’t have a grand—and what if this mystery man didn’t send me the money? “Looking for men willing to wear lingerie and makeup for a photo-shoot. $300,” was the headline of my next ad. But again, I got no replies.

This contract—if it was real—was going to be harder than I thought. I couldn’t find one willing candidate, never mind many candidates each month.

But I wasn’t out of ideas. I searched through my e-mails and found that old Google Alert. I’d forgotten the name of the transsexual sex website. Maybe I could find someone on there. They even had a message board. So I created an account and posted an ad. I even posted a link to that original photo-shoot, as reference. “Willing to pay $300 for the right person.” I got plenty of replies from people all over the world—but none of them were within five hundred miles of me. And I wasn’t about to hop on a plane for a contract that might be a hoax. I didn’t even have money for a plane ticket if I wanted to do it that way.

So I kept thinking: how could I get subjects to put on wigs and makeup and lingerie? Hell, I still needed to save some money to buy the wigs and makeup and lingerie—and I would need heels in their size, maybe some accessories, too…

I posted ads everywhere—on every classified website and paper in every town within one hundred and fifty miles. I didn’t mind having to drive. And I was going to have to rent a hotel room anyway—I wasn’t going to host the photo-shoots at my own house.

If I did find myself a model, I was taking a big risk: with the cost of the outfits, the wig, the makeup, the shoes, the hotel, possibly the gas, and the model’s fee—I was probably getting close to a thousand bucks, which I didn’t even have. Thankfully I had a bit of room left on my credit card.

I even posted ads on university bulletins. It was two weeks before I finally got an e-mail in my inbox. “Hi, I found your ad and I’m interested. Can the shoot be discreet?”

I perked up and quickly typed a response. “Of course it can be. We will have the shoot in a hotel room—just the two of us, unless you want a friend or your wife to be with you, to make you more comfortable.”

“I don’t want anyone to know. What’s going to happen with the photos?” the person asked.

“It’s for a client’s private collection. I’ve been promised that the photos won’t be seen online.”

“Okay. Can we do it this weekend? I really need the money.”

“Absolutely. Just send me your phone number and I’ll text you the place and time. If you could just send me your sizes and maybe a photo of yourself so I have an idea of what we’re working with, that’s all I need to get started.”

It was a few hours before I got another reply, as if the guy was seriously deliberating over whether he wanted to subject himself to the humiliation. But he ended up sending me his sizes and a photo. He was a young blonde man—I’m not sure I can even say man. He looked sixteen, but he assured me he was eighteen. It didn’t technically matter, seeing as my client wasn’t looking for nude shots anyway.

But I felt nervous regardless of whether it was legal or not. I was about to meet up with a boy at a hotel to take sexy photos. When I decided that I wanted to be a professional photographer, this wasn’t exactly what I had in mind.

The boy was blonde, so I started by buying a long blonde wig, to match his natural hair colour. And then I went to the mall to buy a cheap makeup kit. I had no idea what I was looking for. Everything was so expensive. I would have tried to find a deal online had I not been working on such short notice. I ended up buying the cheapest kit I could find: it was almost two hundred bucks.

I felt silly wandering into the lingerie store. I’d never bought lingerie before. I felt even sillier when I told the store clerk that I was buying for my girlfriend. The image of the young man popped into my head and a chill ran down my spine. I spent another four hundred bucks at the lingerie store, making sure I had a few different outfits I could rotate through. If this photo shoot was a success and I actually received three grand, then I could always reuse the outfits with new models.

The lingerie store also sold heels and accessories, so I didn’t have to make any more stops. I had everything I needed. So I checked to see how much credit I had left, and then I rented a hotel room just outside of downtown for the next day. And I sent my model the address. “Be there at 3:00 PM. It should only take a few hours.”

“Can I be paid in cash? I need to pay my rent tomorrow night,” he said.

“Yeah, sure,” I said, so I went down to the bank and I emptied out my bank account. I only had $280 in my account, but thankfully I found a twenty in my nightstand at home. I was all-in. If this failed, I was going to have to pick up shifts at the clothing store for the next few months.

I hardly slept the night before the shoot. If this mystery man was real and he really was going to send the money, then my life would be changed forever. If not, then I was going to feel really stupid with a computer full of lingerie-clad photos of a young man.

I showed up at the hotel at 1:00 PM to start setting up. When 3:00 PM rolled around, I took a deep breath and made sure I had the cash in a neat stack on the dresser. When 3:30 PM rolled around, I started to feel very nervous. My heart was racing. I sent the young man a text message but he didn’t respond. “Goddamnit,” I muttered to myself. I really didn’t want to have to squeeze into that lingerie myself. I had a tripod and my camera had a timer—but the thought of sending a stranger sexy photos of myself in women’s clothing made me nauseous.

I looked at the clock. It was 4:00 PM. I looked back at the door just as there was a knock.


CHAPTER IV

I opened the door slowly. It was the young man. “Sorry I’m late,” he said. His cheeks were red and the rest of his face was pale. He wasn’t looking forward to this shoot. Neither was I. But I needed him to feel at least a little bit comfortable if I was going to get him half naked on that hotel bed.

“No problem. We’ve got the room all night—as long as you don’t mind staying later.”

He shrugged his shoulders. My God, he looked so young. Another chill crawled up my spine. “How old are you?” I asked. “Are you sure you want to be doing this?”

“I’m eighteen—I turned eighteen last week. And I need to do it. My mom’s sick and my dad’s disabled. We’re two months behind on rent. Let’s just do it and get it over with. He looked around the room.”

“Your money is on the dresser there. We’ll start by getting you in this wig and some makeup,” I said. It dawned on me in that moment that I had no idea how to apply makeup, and he probably didn’t either. But I was a professional, and sometimes professionals have to bullshit their way through a job. So I told him to sit on the toilet seat and then I did his makeup for him.

I didn’t go too crazy with it. He already had a fairly feminine face, thanks in part to his youth. I just applied some eyeliner, a little bit of eye shadow, and some pink lipstick. I had a pretty good idea of what I was going for—I’d spent countless hours touching up boudoir photos, and a lot of that time was spent zoomed in on model’s faces. Sometimes I even had to fix makeup flaws in Photoshop.

“What’s your name, by the way?” I asked.

“Just call me John,” he said, as if that wasn’t his real name. And it probably wasn’t—but at least I had something to call him.

John didn’t look half-bad. In the future, I would probably think about hiring a professional makeup artist—maybe someone who knew how to make boys look like girls. I could still tell that John was a boy, but I could probably fix that to an extent on my computer—and my client never said anything about the boys having to look exactly like girls. I mean, he wanted boys specifically after all.

The wig looked surprisingly real, and thank God for that. I’d seen too many wigs that looked absolutely ridiculous before. I told John to shake his head, to make sure it was on secure. It was.

Finally, I showed him the different lingerie options. “I’m thinking this,” I said, holding up a sheer white lace two-piece. His face became pale at the sight of it, but I think he would have had the same reaction to all of my selections. “Take your time getting dressed. But maybe just shave your legs and armpits for me first. There’s a razor in the bathtub.” I gave him some privacy while he got shaved up. I could remove body hair in Photoshop, but it was just easier if he did it himself in the hotel.

I paced around the hotel room, my heart pounding. He was only in the bathroom shaving for fifteen minutes, but it felt like hours. The young man obviously didn’t want to be doing this—he was only doing it because he was completely desperate. And I was only doing it because I was desperate. So I understood his torment. Though I was happy in my position over his, so maybe I didn’t fully know the extent of his torment.

He finally emerged from the bathroom. His skin was smooth and his body was squeezed into that white lingerie. “You look good,” I said.

He blushed just a little bit—enough to make me think that he had looked in the mirror and agreed. He actually looked like a young, pretty woman, though there were a few obviously masculine traits about him—like his broader shoulders and the bulge that was hardly being held by his white lace bottoms. “Let’s just get this over with.”

So I started him by the window. He looked out and I got a few shots of his backside. He had a surprisingly feminine tush—perky with a bit of bounce. I told him to reach around and lift up his butt cheeks. It sounds silly, but it’s a very common boudoir pose that clients are always very happy with. I told him to lean his weight onto one leg and put his hands on his hips. “Great. That looks great,” I said.

He was a surprisingly natural model. Almost every shot I took looked good. He looked shy but cute. He looked back over his shoulder at me when I asked him a question. He was gently biting his bottom lip. I quickly snapped a shot, worried I would miss the moment.

We worked around the room, getting a few mirror shots (I love a good mirror shot), and then we changed outfits, into something a bit more provocative: a strappy one-piece with fishnet stockings and tall stiletto heels. It all fit him surprisingly well, as if it was made for his body. We started working on the bed. I had him go through the rotisserie chicken poses. He was starting to get more comfortable.

There was a pose that women always loved: the ‘is she masturbating?’ pose. The client reaches down between their legs and pretends like they’re masturbating. It forces their body into different naturally pleasing poses. So I asked John to reach down. He hesitated, but he did it. I stood up on the bed and shot down, getting lots of shots of him pretending to rub his pussy.

“Okay, now let’s stand up on your knees, facing the camera, hands in your hair,” I said.

He stood up on his knees, but his hands didn’t do in his hair. They stayed over his crotch.

“Don’t be shy. Remember that these are just for a private collection,” I said.

So he took a deep breath and lifted his hands to his hair, revealing his throbbing erection. It was hardly visible through the lacy one-piece, but it was visible nonetheless. His cheeks became dark red. He was embarrassed. My cheeks probably turned dark red, too. But I pretended not to notice. I kept snapping photos.

He remained erect. The photo shoot was turning him on. At one point his cock slipped out slightly and he didn’t notice—I didn’t notice either, until later, when I was editing the photos. He didn’t have a big cock, but it sure was rock-hard.

John said nothing after I told him we were finished. He went straight to the bathroom to clean himself up and then he left with his money. I felt bad for him—knowing he was in a tough position with his poor family. I told myself that I would send him a generous tip if my client actually came through.

I spent the whole next day editing the photos, trying to pick out the best of the lot. There were many great shots—some of the best shots I’d ever taken. Apparently I had a peculiar knack for sissy boy boudoir.


CHAPTER V

I sent off the photos as soon as they were finished. And then I waited for a reply. I waited all day, and then I waited for another day. I sent a follow-up e-mail. “You got the photos, right? I just want to make sure they sent successfully.” But he didn’t reply.

I was starting to worry that I’d been conned into exploiting some poor young man. Over the next few day, I reverse image searched for those photos, to make sure they weren’t being posted on some creepy website. But they weren’t anywhere on the Internet. If the man (at least I assumed the mystery e-mailer was a man) had received them, then he really was just keeping them for himself.

I sent yet another follow-up e-mail. “Hi again. I just want to make sure that you got the photos. Do they look okay? Please respond.” That afternoon, I got a letter in the mail. It was a plain white envelope with $3,000 cash inside. My heart skipped a beat and my lips parted. I counted every bill at least three times; to make sure it was all there. And then I looked closely at the bills to make sure they were real.

So the on-going contract was real: I really was going to be paid three grand per photo-shoot. “Holy shit,” I said aloud. I hardly made three grand each month, working at my crappy minimum wage job. And this cash was tax-free. I didn’t have to declare it (maybe I should have, but why would I?). Maybe sometimes things can be too good.

I told my model to come by my house to pick up a little tip. He swung by that afternoon and I handed him an extra three hundred bucks. He looked like he was going to cry when he took the money from me. “You have no idea what this means to me,” he said. Hell, he almost made me cry.

“I’m just glad I could help,” I said.

“I’ll do it again. You want to do another photo-shoot?” he asked. He looked eager. His eyes were wide and glowing. But I’d been told that I would only get paid if I worked with a new model each time.

“I’m sorry, but my client wants new models right now,” I said. He looked to the ground with disappointment on his face.

“I understand,” he said.

“Do you mind if I ask, how did you find out about this gig?”

He looked back up at me and shrugged his shoulders. “Some kids at school were looking at the ad and laughing at it. They were saying things like, ‘who is poor enough to do that?’ And, well, I was poor enough I guess.”

“School, huh?” I said.

“Yeah. Anyway. Thanks for the tip. I appreciate it.” He took off, leaving me with an idea that was terrible and great at the same time. I needed to set my targets on poorer people.

So I made up a new ad on my computer. I made sure that it said: ‘These photos are for a client’s private collection. They won’t be shared anywhere with anyone.’ I raised the price to $500. I printed off hundreds of these ads and then I tacked them up on posts around town. I made sure to tack them up near schools, where kids could pull them down to laugh at them and show their friends so they could all laugh together. Every group of friends has a poor friend who might laugh along until he’s by himself.

Was it amoral to go after poor young men? Maybe—probably, even. But I was also giving them an opportunity that they didn’t otherwise have. They needed money and I was giving it. Who else was going to pose for lingerie-clad photos?

Over the next few days I got a few e-mails from different young men—all seniors in high school trying to save up to go to college. They all said the same thing; “No one will ever see these shots, right?” And I got very good at persuading them into taking the gig.

The next week, I held two shoots. My first subject was Ryan. He was a brunette with a petite body and a very feminine face. He was a perfect candidate. I booked a room at a downtown hotel and I bought a few new pieces of lingerie. I even bought some rose petals, to give me a little bit more production value. He showed up an hour late, just like John—probably because he wasn’t so sure if he wanted to go through with the shoot.

It took another hour to get him ready. I gave him time to shave his legs, and then I applied his makeup for him. It was a bit easier, now that I had a bit of experience.

I dressed him up in a floral lace chemise. The wig I had for him was a bit darker than his natural hair, but it really brought out his big eyes. He had naturally thin eyebrows, so I had to use a bit of eyebrow filler, and I made sure to use lots of eyeliner. His eyes were his best feature and I wanted to highlight them.

I even asked him to paint his fingernails a teal colour for me, to contrast the rose petals I had around.

Once he was all dolled up and pretty, he asked, “Where do you want me now?”

I thought about getting him to stand by the window, but I was feeling a bit more adventurous. I decided to fill up the bathtub and start there. I sprinkled some of the rose petals on the water and asked him to get in, in his lingerie and heels. “Try to keep your hair dry, if possible,” I said. It was a bit awkward for him, getting into the tub, wearing heels for the first time in his life. But he managed. And I just stared him off by telling him to pretend like I wasn’t there. “Close your eyes and imagine you’re in a hot tub listening to your favourite song. Maybe there’s a girl in the tub with you.” He closed his eyes and took a deep breath.

He squirmed around a bit while he got comfortable. But eventually, a slight smile crossed his face. I snapped a few shots. “Run your hand through your hair,” I said. And he did that. “Pretend like your spreading lotion on your legs.” He did that, too.

We spent a good forty minutes in that bathtub. He looked super sexy when I had him cup his breasts and lean his head back, as if he was being eaten out. “Okay, let’s get out of the tub and move to the bed,” I said.

He stayed in the tub, his cheeks turning red. He waited until I was out of the bathroom before he got out. When he walked to the bed, he was covering his cock. I asked him to uncover, so we could get a few shots of him reaching out—striking more flattering poses.

“Don’t judge me,” he said, his cheeks redder than ever.

He uncovered slowly, and then I noticed his erection. Like John, he was aroused. Why were these young men so turned on? We finished the shoot on the bed, getting some fantastic shots with the glowing downtown core in the background.

Before my next session of the week, I got an e-mail from my mystery client. It was a simple message. “$5,000 if they show their cock.” He was offering an extra two thousand for nudity—but how could I ask any of these young men to bare everything for me?

My next model’s name was Tanner. Tanner was tall and slender—taller than me. I had to buy all new lingerie just for him. He looked good as a redhead, especially once his hair was braided. His features were a bit more rugged, but he still looked cute once I had him in a sheer black bodysuit with long lace sleeves. He said that he needed the money to buy textbooks, and he started out hesitant like the rest of them. But I couldn’t help but notice his cock hardening throughout the shoot, trying to break free from his tight lace holdings.

I got all of the shots that I needed, and then I said, “You know, uh, my client would really like some full nudity, if you’re comfortable with that. I can give you an extra four hundred—but no pressure. Only if you’re comfortable.”

His face became pale. “No one will see this, right?” he asked. I was getting surprisingly used to hearing people ask that same question.

“Not a soul—just my client,” I said.

So he slowly started to undress. I snapped photos as he carefully slipped out of the body suit. He was still erect. His cock was quite large, even for his already-tall size. There was a cold sweat on the back of my neck. “Why don’t you, uh, hold your cock,” I said, my voice cracking. It was uncomfortable for me—I can’t imagine how uncomfortable he was.

He held his cock and stood up on his knees. His legs looked good in black fishnets. My pants started to feel tight. Was I getting an erection? Thank God I was wearing a strong pair of jeans…

I shot a few more shots. He started to stroke his cock gently. He leaned back and I got in close. I had no idea what kind of shots my client was looking for, so I got whatever came to mind, including a close-up of his throbbing erection (I tried to keep it as artistic as possible, and not too pornographic).

“Oh fuck,” Tanner said with dark red cheeks.

“What is it? What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I think I’m going to come,” he said. He had already stopped stroking, but apparently the work had already been done. His cock suddenly erupted: white streams shot into the air and onto his lap. I snapped a few shots with my shutter turned up high. I got one amazing shot, with a stream of white in the air and his adorable face biting his bottom lip.

My client sent me the five thousand. “More please,” was the note written in the envelope with the money. I had another six applicants in my inbox, all desperate for that $500 payout. “How many of these do you want?” I e-mailed to my client.

“As many as you can shoot,” he said.

So I called my work and told them I had to quit. I was making better money than I’d ever made in my life. I wasn’t about to waste the opportunity. I went to the camera store to buy myself some new lenses, a new lens bag, a new flash, and a few other goodies. And on my way home, I stopped at the lingerie store and bought over one thousand dollars worth of lingerie. I had my new gig and I was embracing it. Besides, many of the photos were truly amazing—magazine worth, even. It was almost a shame that I would never be able to share them with anyone. Some of them would have made excellent portfolio pieces.


CHAPTER VI

The payments didn’t stop coming. One week I shot five different models and the next week, I received five separate payments, all for the full amount of sometimes three thousand dollars, sometimes five thousand. It was shocking how many young men were willing to strip down to be fully nude for a few hundred bucks. And strangely, they were always erect. And they always felt the need to apologize with dark red cheeks.

There was never a young man who wasn’t erect when it came to shedding the lingerie. And it was shocking how many of them came when I asked them to stroke their rods, so I could get a few lewd shots. My mystery client seemed to like the cock-stroking shots the most. Sometimes he would send bigger tips when I snapped shots of cum erupting for the young men’s cocks.

One day I decided to ask my mystery employer where he got all of his money. I received no response. I had no idea if I was dealing with some celebrity hiding behind an anonymous e-mail, or if I was dealing with a criminal. How did I know whether or not these photos were really just staying with him? Maybe they were being sold on the street in India or something—there was no way for me to know. I just had to trust that he was a reliable man—but how could I have faith in such a delusion? He was anonymously buying pictures of young men on the Internet—is that not a giant red flag right from the start? As far as I knew, he was paying me with stolen credit cards… At least he was paying with cash.

It was six weeks into my new ‘career’, if you can call it that, when I received a new e-mail from him. “Enough of these shoots. I want something more,” he wrote.

My heart stuttered at the sight of the e-mail. I’d managed to save a great deal of money already: almost thirty grand in cash, sitting in stacks in my closet. I’d taken some of it to the bank, but I didn’t want to deposit it all at once—if you deposit too much in your bank account at once, the bank is required to notify the IRS.

But I hadn’t considered the possibility that this gig could end at any moment. I mean—I knew deep in my heart that it would end eventually, but I thought I could wring at least a year out of it, and save enough to live for a few years so I could focus on my photography.

“What would you like, exactly?” I replied, and I had to wait a few nervous days for a response. Those were long days—days in which I had nothing to do. I had no work to do. I wasn’t even sure I still had a job. And how could I go out and work on personal projects, knowing a career-changing e-mail would pop up in my inbox at any moment?

“I want two men together: one dressed up. The more you can give me, the better. And they must be straight men. If they aren’t straight, I’ll know.”

“What do you mean when you say, the more I can give, the better?” I asked, but he didn’t respond.

My job just got a whole lot harder. Now if I wanted to earn that three grand, I needed to find two men willing to pose sensually together. And they needed to be straight. Most of the guys I’d photographed over the past six weeks had hardly been comfortable with me seeing them dress up—how was I going to convince models to expose themselves to another person as well?

The cost per shoot was going to go up as well—now I needed to pay two models, and I would probably have to pay them more than five-hundred each, now that they would be giving me more. So I was looking at spending half of my earnings just on models, never mind sets and props and costumes. I would be lucky to walk away from each shoot with eight hundred bucks… Though that was still more than I was making at the clothing store. And if I could convince the men to get naked, then maybe that five thousand dollar offer was still on the table.

I had new ads made up and posted all over the city; two separate ads: one looking for male models and one looking for male models willing to dress up like ladies. I upped the rate on the sissy ad, but I didn’t mention that the men would be posing with other men. That was a detail I was saving for later—like a used car salesman, not mentioning the issues with the car until he’s made sure you want it.

I got plenty of hits on the male model ad. “Are you okay posing with another person?” I asked every submission. “Poses will possibly include some holding and maybe some kissing—that kind of thing.” Most men didn’t have any issues with it. Some asked, “With a chick, right?”

“Sort of,” I replied. After going over the full details with dozens of applicants, I got one man who was still willing to go through with the shoot. And it surprisingly wasn’t as hard to find a young man willing to dress up like a girl for seven hundred bucks.

My first shoot with two models took place at a hotel on the edge of downtown. It was an old heritage hotel with floral wallpaper and antique furniture. It was a great set. I set up all of my camera gear and got the models’ makeup and wardrobe all ready in the bathroom before my models showed up.

I asked my sissy model to show up an hour before my other model. He was thirty minutes late, which I wasn’t terribly impressed about. I started by telling him to shave up. His name was Ross. “I’m going to call you Rose, okay?” I said. His cheeks turned red. “And maybe try to speak in your best female voice for the shoot.”

He took a deep breath and looked down at the ground. I could tell that he was desperate for the money, and deeply embarrassed. “Does this sound okay?” he asked. He sounded surprisingly feminine.

“Sounds great. Now get shaved up and I’ll come do your makeup when you’re ready,” I said. He went into the bathroom and I paced the hotel room, waiting for my next model to arrive.

He showed up ten minutes early. His name was Erik. He was a big guy—six and a half feet, made almost entirely of muscle. The floor creaked wherever he walked. While Rose was shaving her legs, I powdered Erik up and made sure that he was only getting paid if he got through the whole shoot, “Even the uncomfortable poses.”

“Yeah, whatever,” he said. “Let’s just get it over with.”

“My other model was late, so you’ll have to be patient while she gets ready.” I couldn’t remember whether I told Erik that his modelling partner was actually a man. Based on his red-faced nervousness, I was pretty sure that I had told him.

Erik was wearing a black suit, just like I’d asked. I didn’t mind spending a hundred bucks or so on lingerie, but I wasn’t about to go out and spend a thousand bucks on a tailored suit. Most men already owned suits, so it worked out in my favour.

It took me thirty minutes to get Rose’s makeup just right. She didn’t say a word while I dolled her up. It wasn’t easy to cover the redness in her cheeks, and unfortunately there was no makeup to hide the tension in her shoulders.

When I brought her out to meet Erik, the room became completely silent. She looked good—pretty cute as far as I was concerned—but you could tell that there was a boy under that makeup. Erik looked at her for one second and then he looked around. Rose only looked at Erik for a second before she looked away as well. It was going to be a long and awkward shoot.


CHAPTER VII

It started out slowly. I got Rose and Erik to pose side by side, just facing the camera at first. And then I got them to turn towards one another. I asked Erik to put his hands on her arms. He was slow to do it. I figured I would wait for them to get a bit more comfortable before I asked them to kiss and undress one another.

“What are you going to do with these photos?” Erik asked, after I asked him to put a hand on her cheek. His body was tense.

“They’re for a client’s private collection. No one will see them but him.” I was painfully used to repeating that same line.

Erik slowly turned to look back at Rose. He couldn’t look her in the eye, even when I asked him to, he just looked at her forehead.

I wasn’t getting great shots: just shots of two straight men looking terribly uncomfortable. “Should we have a few drinks maybe?” I said, walking over to the mini bar. The drinks were expensive—another expense to account for in my dwindling budget—but I wasn’t going to make any money if I couldn’t get these guys to loosen up. They had no qualms with having a drink. They were quick to rush towards the mini bar. Erik slammed two straight vodkas and then he took a deep breath. Rose slammed a vodka of her own. There was none left, so I called the front desk and asked them to send more up.

And then I had to call and ask again, twenty minutes later. I decided to just let my models drink whatever they wanted. It was helping. Erik was getting tipsy—stumbling slightly between shots. It didn’t take much to get Rose drunk. She only weighted 120 pounds, after all.

Once the liquor set in, I was able to get them to touch one another. I even got Erik to look into Rose’s eyes. “My client would really like a kissing shot. If you can hold a kiss for five seconds, that would be perfect. Then we can move on.” They were slow to go in for the kiss. I took plenty of lead up shots. Erik slipped his hands behind her head. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, and then he leaned in. They kissed. I snapped as many shots as I could, worried the moment would be so quick that I would miss it.

But it wasn’t quick. The kiss went on and on. I snapped multiple angles, but they kept kissing. And they weren’t just pressing their lips together—they were really kissing. When I got up close, I realized she had her tongue in his mouth. He had his hands on her sides, caressing up and down gently.

I didn’t break them up. “Rose, could you take off Erik’s suit jacket for me?” I said. They didn’t stop kissing while she wiggled off his suit jacket. “And now his tie?” I said, so she pulled off his tie, still without breaking the kiss. Her cheeks were dark red and her hands were trembling.

She was wearing a sheer black blouse over black lace lingerie. “Erik, could you remove her blouse, please?” I said. And that was the last order I had to give. He pulled off her blouse and then he cupped her breasts with his big, muscular hands. She let out a gentle moan. Then they continued progressing on their own. I just stood back and snapped photos.

I don’t know what had happened: the alcohol made something click in their brains. They were all over one another like lovers who had been apart for years. I was switching lenses and they were still kissing, still exploring each other’s body with their hands. I was about to go in for some face close-ups when I noticed Erik’s hand down between Rose’s legs. He had his fingers under her lingerie. He was massaging her throbbing erection.

Had I actually found two gay models, was this a consequence of the alcohol, or was this just what happens when a cute sissy boy and a hunk let go of their inhibitions? I was worried that there was too much passion between them. My mystery client told me he wanted straight models, and that he would know the difference. What if he thought Rose and Erik were gay? Would I still get paid?

They undressed one another. It was shocking to watch the scene unfold, but I wasn’t about to complain—nudity meant I made a couple extra grand.

Erik had Rose’s throbbing erection in his hand. He was stroking it. Rose had her hands on Erik’s bare chest. She was clutching at his rigid muscles. Her face was dark red. They stared into each other’s eyes. Rose bit her lip. “Oh God,” she moaned. Then she trembled all over. Erik aimed her cock right at his abdomen. She started to cum. She blasted his torso with her hot load, and I got it all on film.

I was about to call it a shoot, seeing as I had everything I needed to please my client, but they kept going. Erik pushed her down to her knees and she didn’t hesitate: she pulled his massive cock out from his dress pants and she started to suck it like I wasn’t even in the room. I snapped a few more shots. What she couldn’t fit in her mouth, she jerked with a clenched fist. She wanted his cum badly. And he wasn’t too far away from giving it to her.

I focussed all of my shots on her. I knew that my client liked sissy boys. He wasn’t looking for shots of some muscular man holding back an orgasm. So I got down on my knees and I took plenty of shots. I got a great shot of her stroking his rod and holding his bulbous tip to the tip of her tongue. I also got a great shot of his first blast of cum streaking across her eyelid.

The room became painfully silent after he was finished coming on her face. She quietly slipping into the bathroom and he wiped himself off using a handful of tissues. I gave him his money without saying anything and he left without uttering a word. When Ross came out from the bathroom, cleaned up and in his masculine clothes, he asked, “That’s it, right?”

“Yeah,” I said, handing him his stack of cash. He took the money and left. His cheeks were dark red, embarrassed and probably humiliated. Some stranger somewhere in the world was about to see pictures of him sucking a man’s cock.

My client loved the photos. He sent me six thousand dollars and a message that read, “More like that.” So I put out more ads and I picked out some more models.


CHAPTER VIII

After a month, I had a good rhythm going. I was shooting a couple each week, which gave me lots of time to find models, get the lingerie, rent the sets, shoot the models, edit the photos, and deliver them to my client. And surprisingly, it wasn’t hard to get the models to expose themselves on camera. I never even had to ask—they just ended up doing it themselves.

I had more money in my bank account than I’d ever had before in my life. I went out and bought lenses that I’d wanted for years. I was even starting to look at houses with nice big unfinished basements that could be turned into photography studios. I never imagined myself as a homeowner before the age of thirty—but with the money I was making, why would I continue to rent?

It was all going perfectly until one afternoon, one hour before a photo shoot, when I got a text message from one of my models. “I changed my mind. I can’t do it. I’m sorry,” he said. I’d already gone out and spent four hundred dollars on his dirndl costume for the shoot, and a new three hundred dollar wig. And in one hour, my other model would show up, and I couldn’t just not pay him for his time.

I opened up my e-mail to see if there was a backup I could call in. I had one model who had been on the fence for a few weeks. I tried calling him, but he didn’t pick up the phone. I was becoming nervous—so much money wasted on a photo shoot. So I tried calling my original model, to see if I could convince him to do it. “I’ll give you a thousand dollars,” I said. I was desperate. But he just wouldn’t do it.

So I picked up my phone and I began to dial my male model. But I hated the idea of wasting that whole shoot. I’d even rented an expensive hotel room for the shoot: six hundred bucks, plus fees.

And then I got an idea. What if I put on the dirndl? What if I did my own makeup and set my camera up on a timer. I wouldn’t be the easiest shoot, having the model and set up the camera—but I could set the camera to auto-focus. It had an option to take a photo every five seconds. It’s not like I had to go full nude or anything—I could survive with just three thousand dollars for the week.

I looked at the clock. I still had thirty minutes before my model arrived. So I rushed into the bathroom and I got undressed. I shaved my legs and my crotch and my armpits. It felt strange, but a temporarily strange feeling was certainly worth three grand. I rubbed some moisturizer on my arms and legs to give myself a bit of shine, and then I checked the time. I still had twenty minutes.

I started to do my makeup. I went thick with the eyeliner and dark with the eye shadow. I would never have gone so extreme with one of my models, but I didn’t want to be recognized. If these photos did end up on some website, I needed to stay unrecognizable.

The long blonde braided wig helped hide my identity more than anything, covering my naturally dark hair. I first tried a dark red lipstick, but I thought it looked silly, so I cleaned it off and I tried a pink-ish lipstick. It looked much better.

I had to squeeze into the dirndl. It was a size smaller than my body, but I had to make it work—I didn’t bring any other options, even though I had plenty at home that would have probably much better. Slipping the panties on felt the strangest—I wasn’t used to having something so tight on my crotch.

There was a knock at the door. My heart jumped up in my chest. My hands were trembling and so were my legs. Was this how my models felt before a shoot? No wonder they were always so rigid…

I didn’t even have time to look at myself in the mirror. I had no idea if I looked good or like a complete idiot. What if I sent the photo set to my client and he said, ‘What the hell is this shit?’ I didn’t have time to reconsider. I took a deep breath and I looked through the peephole. It was my model: a tall, thick blonde man with a dark stubble beard. I opened the door. He was surprisingly overwhelming. His face became red as soon as he looked at me. “So you’re the other model?” he asked before clearing his throat.

“Yeah, and the photographer,” I said, and for some reason I said it in a feminine voice. I think I was afraid of having him hear me speak in my usual voice—worried it would scare him off or make him uncomfortable. My feminine voice wasn’t great.

He stepped into the room and looked around. It must have seemed so unprofessional, having me as the model and the photographer, but he was getting paid so it didn’t really matter to him. “I’ll just start by putting a bit of powder on your face,” I said. “If you don’t mind taking a seat.”

He looked into my eyes while I powdered his face. I felt a chill run down my spine. Was he staring at me and wondering why I looked so ridiculous? Was he considering backing out of the gig? He was only being paid a few hundred bucks—maybe he would realize it wasn’t worth putting himself through such unprofessional nonsense. “You look cute,” he said. The comment took me by surprise. My cheeks suddenly became hot and that trembling returned in my legs.

“What?” I said. I don’t know why I said it—it was such a stupid thing to say.

“You look cute—in that dress thing. It suits you,” he said. I was used to silent models—models who needed a few drinks before they could even look into each other’s eyes. But this guy was different. He seemed completely comfortable with me and the shoot. And then it dawned on me that I’d never told him that he would be posing with a man.

Some guys didn’t ask—they just assumed. And I let them assume until they saw their modeling partners. Usually by that point, they were more likely to stick around—they’d already convinced themselves that they were getting paid.

But instead of telling him that I was actually a man, I decided to just go with it. He was comfortable, and it would be easier to get the shots I needed if he was comfortable. I just had to force myself to be comfortable and the shoot would be done and over with in an hour at most.

“Thanks,” I said after a long, red-faced delay. I couldn’t tell if the compliment was genuine or just his way of getting me to loosen up a bit. I felt tense and I probably looked tense to. I had to keep reminding myself: it’s just for a few pictures. I only needed to give my client a few different poses—maybe a little bit of kissing. But how bad could that be? I just had to remember that it was for a lot of money. It’s not like it would mean anything.

He was wearing a nice suit—nicer than most of the suits that I’d photographed over the past few weeks. It certainly wasn’t a cheap suit, which made me think that he wasn’t desperate for cash. And that worried me—desperation was generally the only thing that kept guys in front of the camera for these shoots. Without it, they had no reason to stay. Once this man found out that I wasn’t really a woman, would a few hundred bucks really be enough to keep him around?

“What’s your name, by the way?” I asked. He’d told me in an e-mail, but I’d forgotten. The names of all the model applicants quickly got mixed up in my head.

“Daniel,” he said. “You can call me Dan if you’d prefer.”

“I’m Kylie,” I said, forcing a smile. I could feel a cold sweat on the back of my neck. I hoped that my face wouldn’t start sweating.


CHAPTER IX

I had him stand up and I asked him to stand in different spots around the room, so I could find the spot with the best light and the best composition. There was an open space by the window that was perfect. I snapped a few shots of him, getting my exposure just right, and then I took a deep breath. I needed to get in front of the camera. I still hadn’t taken a second to look at myself in the mirror. But I wasn’t sure I wanted to look in the mirror. I had at least another hour I had to spend all dolled up—I didn’t need it to be a torturous hour knowing I looked totally ridiculous. At least if I didn’t look at myself, there was hope that these photos weren’t going to be a complete waste.

“So I’m setting a timer to go off every few seconds. We’ll run through a number of poses before I move the camera,” I said.

He smiled. “Sounds good,” he said.

I pressed the record button and I stepped towards him. “So I thought we could start by looking out the window,” I said. It was always the best shot to get a model comfortable: they don’t have to look at the camera and they don’t have to think too much about the way they look. But I wasn’t doing it for Dan—I was doing it for myself. We stood side by side and looked out the window. My head was spinning. I felt a slight draught teasing my bum and I wondered if the skirt of my dirndl was covering my whole ass. I pulled it down, but the draught persisted.

Dan reached down and held my hand. I became tense. I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath. It’s just photography—it’s just for a few photographs.

But my client wasn’t just looking for a few photographs of men in skirts. He wanted sensual shots. He wanted the kissing. He really wanted sex, but he wasn’t going to get it—not from me. Once I was more relaxed, I could give him some sexy, flirtatious poses and maybe a kiss or two, but that’s where I would draw the line. Every single photo shoot can’t be a winner.

“Okay, now let’s face one another. We’ll do a few looking at each other and a few looking away,” I said. My voice was shaken. I don’t know why I was so nervous. I knew the photos weren’t going anywhere. I knew that as soon as I pressed send tomorrow, I would never have to see or think about this moment again. So why was I so tense?

Dan leaned his head forward, pressing his forehead against mine. He looked into my eyes and smiled. He was good at posing—this wasn’t his first time. Hell, he might have been working towards being a professional model. Or he was just trying to give me my money’s worth.

He had a nice cologne. I didn’t realize how big his hands were until they were on my sides. He ran them up and down, slow enough so the shutter wouldn’t catch any blurring. He really did know what he was doing. 

I put my hands on his sides. I wasn’t expecting them to be so hard, like chiselled stone. I had to admit that he was a handsome man—not that I was into men or anything. But it made it easier than taking photos with some greasy creep.

The camera continued snapping away. I knew that I couldn’t have every shot taken from the same angle or my client would know that something was up. So I asked Dan to wait while I repositioned the tripod. I wanted to place it so it wouldn’t see my face, but I knew that my client wanted to see me—not Dan. So I put the camera closer to me, and I told Dan the next pose. “I’ll stand with my back to you now,” I said. “And we’ll just run through a few poses—whatever feels natural.” So I turned my back to him and he was quick to put his hands back on my body.

He even got his chin on my shoulder. His scratchy stubble tickled my cheek. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. My dirndl felt so tight and I felt like my makeup was starting to smudge. I probably looked so stupid—these photos were going to be such a waste.

But I bit my tongue and powered through. Surely I could save ten or so shots from the bunch—enough to satisfy my client enough that he would continue the contract. I would make up for it on the next shoot.

He wrapped his arms around me and pressed his lips to my neck. I wasn’t expecting it. My body became tense as his stubble continued to tickle my skin. It felt kind of nice, in a weird way. But I still wasn’t looking forward to going through that lot of photos.

“How sexy are these photos supposed to be?” he asked.

I had a lump in my throat. That cold sweat was starting to make its way to my forehead. “As sexy as we can make them,” I said coyly.

He bent me over, taking me by surprise. He ran his hands up my sides. “Do you mind if I put my hands on your breasts?” he asked. He really did think that I was a woman. Was I really that convincing? I couldn’t stand not knowing anymore. I looked across the room at the full-length mirror next to the bathroom door. And there I was, with my long blonde braids and my dark eye makeup. And hell, I really did look like a chick. I mean—my Adam’s apple was still apparent, and my shoulders were broader than a girl’s should be—but I was convincing. And my voice must have sounded more convincing aloud than it did in my head, because Dan was seriously buying it.

“Go ahead,” I said. It felt strange when he slipped his hands over my chest and squeezed. I was wearing a padded bra that was supposed to feel realistic—I had all of my models wear the same one (it wasn’t cheap). He squeezed gently, trying not to be too creepy, but he didn’t seem to notice that he was just squeezing silicone pads.

He crotch was rubbing up against my tush, which was probably fully exposed now that I was bent over. I could feel the bulge of his cock against my bum. It felt strange. I couldn’t tell if he was erect or just really, really big.

“What are you planning on doing with these photos exactly?” he asked, his hands still on my chest.

“They’re for a client’s private collection,” I said for the hundredth time in the past few months. “No one sees them but him.”

I turned around. I had a feeling we had some good shots already, but we needed more.


CHAPTER X

“I’m going to take your shirt off. Is that okay?” I asked.

He smiled. “Yeah, sure,” he said. So I slowly slipped his suit jacket off, letting it fall to the floor, and then I started to unbutton his dress shirt, slowly exposing his chiselled body. My heart started pounding. I kept catching myself looking over at the mirror, shocked at how feminine I looked. And I didn’t just look feminine—I looked good. I looked sexy. That dirndl fit me perfectly, even though it felt awfully tight. I suppose women’s clothing is generally tighter than men’s.

Once his shirt was off, and we’d taken a few shots of me running my fingers down his pecs and abs, I went to move the camera. And while I was moving the camera, I took a close look at myself in the mirror (pretending to check my makeup). I was so pretty. I couldn’t believe how pretty I looked with long blonde hair and some makeup. A strange warm buzzing filled my body. Feeling sexy was a nice feeling that I wasn’t used to.

And the fabrics all felt so nice. The dirndl was tight but it was soft, and the panties were amazingly soft, made from beautiful satin. Even the bra felt nice, though the straps were a bit annoying.

I got the camera positioned down low. I thought that I would get a few shots of me down on my knees in front of him, maybe a few shots of me pawing at his crotch as if I wanted his cock. But they were just supposed to be tease shots—something to make my client happy.

I didn’t expect Dan to start unzipping his fly while I was down on my knees. That tension re-entered my body. I took a deep breath and stared at the big bulge in his underwear. I could hear the camera snapping behind me now. I carefully reached through his fly, just to get a few shots that I knew my client would like. I could touch the bulge for a second, just to make sure I made my three thousand dollars. But that second turned into a few seconds.

Dan was looking down at me with lust burning in his eyes. That wasn’t just some modeling face—that lust was real. And no one had ever looked at me like that before. I could see now why so many guys surrendered so easily to becoming lewd on camera. Feeling incredibly sexy can do that to you, especially when you aren’t used to the feeling.

I found myself slipping my fingers down the waistband of his undies and wrapping my fingers around his warm girth. He took a deep breath in. His cock was strangely mesmerizing. It was throbbing and growing—getting harder. And it was getting harder for me. I wasn’t just a convincing girl—I was hot enough to make a man hard. And that felt really good, in very strange way.

I stroked his cock. It wasn’t so bad. It was just another part of his body—no different from rubbing my hands on his torso or his arms. Right?

He reached down and slipped his hands into my hair. My heart skipped a beat. If he wasn’t careful, he would pull my wig right off, even though I had it secured firmly with bobby pins. He pulled my head forward. I didn’t resist too much. I was kind of curious to taste his cock, to feel it sliding on my tongue. I’d watched so many men before me become completely submissive as soon as a cock touched their tongue—I wanted to feel that same submission.

His cock was almost too thick for my lips, but he managed to slip inside my mouth. I sucked, feeling his veins throbbing. He pulled me in tight, gagging me slightly, but I didn’t mind. I liked the feeling, and I loved the way he was looking at me, like I was all he wanted in the whole world.

I was definitely going to make my three thousand bucks. The question was, could I make five?

My client wanted nudity, but it wasn’t the male model’s cock he wanted to see. It was my cock. But my model thought that I was a woman, so how was I going to get my cock out without him seeing?

A squirt of pre-cum fired onto my tongue. It was sweet and tangy, but it wasn’t so bad. My heart was pounding. I was sucking off a man on camera. A few hours before, I thought that I was just going to be a simple photographer…

“I need to change the angle,” I said. I looked in the mirror. My face was dark red, and I had a smile that just wouldn’t go away. I tried biting my tongue in an attempt to pull myself back down into reality, but I continued swirling. I was having fun and I hated to admit it—but I just had to admit it.

When I walked back over to Dan, he didn’t waste a second. He spun me around and bent me over. He put his hands on my hips and ran them down my thighs. I found myself reaching back and pulling down my panties, just enough to expose my asshole. “Just in the ass,” I said. I couldn’t believe what I was doing and saying. I was willingly exposing my asshole for a man to fuck—and I was telling him to fuck it.

I’d watched so many other men succumb to their feminine personas, and I never understood why—until now. Now I understood it too well. Now, I couldn’t figure out how they hadn’t gone even further than just stroking each other with the occasional blowjob. How could they not bend over and take a thick, throbbing log in their ass?

Dan held me tight as he pushed in. The camera was pointing right at my face, right into my soul. But it only made my adrenaline pump harder. My cock was rock hard, begging to be let out from my panties. I was trembling all over. If Dan wasn’t holding me up, I might have fallen over.

He pushed in deep. I didn’t even clench to stop him. It felt too good. I couldn’t wait to see those pictures. I couldn’t wait to spend the next day or two editing each one and reminiscing about how amazing it felt and how sexy I looked. I couldn’t wait for Dan to start thrusting in and out of my body.

“You’re tight,” he said with a grin in his voice.

“You’re big,” I said. He started pumping me. It was everything I wanted and more. The tip of his cock was perfectly pressing against the warmest sweet spot. I didn’t want the moment to end. I wanted him to fuck me for the rest of the night. I wanted him to pump my ass until I was limp and weak on the floor.

And that’s basically what happened. He started thrusting in and out of me. I kept screaming, “Harder! Harder! Harder!” And he kept pumping me harder until he was grunting with each penetration and sinking his fingernails into the skin of my hips.

I looked over my shoulder. His eyes were closed as he tried to hold back his orgasm. It was my opportunity to pull out my cock for the camera. So that’s what I did. I pulled it out and let it bounce mercilessly for my auto-firing camera. I didn’t expect it to start coming as soon as it was out in the open.

I shuddered all over. Strands of white cum fell into a puddle on the hotel room floor. Once I was drained, I slipped my cock back into my panties, before Dan noticed anything.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, and then I felt warm blasts filling me up deep. He was coming. In just a couple of minutes, I’d managed to make a male model come inside of me. I felt strangely happy, smiling like a fool. I felt like I looked so stupid—and then I looked at the photos that night. I didn’t look stupid at all. I looked hot. I was amazingly beautiful. I stared at those shots until late in the night, amazed at just how feminine I looked.

I got the full five grand for the photo shoot, plus an extra grand for a tip. “You look good,” my mystery client said. But how did he know it was me? How did he even know what I looked like as a man? It was a mystery that I would never figure out. I never did find out who was sending me money after every photo shoot, but it never stopped. Even to this day, he still sends me a bundle of cash for every shoot I send to him. He even pays me when I do the modeling myself—he doesn’t mind me reusing models when the model is me.

It was a month later when I decided to take a few of the shots of myself (ones I hadn’t sent to my client) and upload them onto The Trap Lounge. I wanted to see what other people thought. I knew my client liked them, but he was easy to please.

I got tons of likes—almost ten thousand on one picture where a strand of cum was connecting my cock with the floor. People really loved that shot. It ended up making its way around the Internet, but I didn’t mind—no one could really recognize me.

At least I thought no one would recognize me. I got a few personal messages on The Trap Lounge from users. “Finally got dolled up yourself, huh?” was one message. I recognized the trap that sent it from one of my photo shoots. It turned out, many of them were on the site—creating profiles just weeks after our photo shoot. It seemed like I wasn’t the only guy addicted after one little taste.

“How much do I have to pay you to shoot me now?” one of them asked. I did it for free, as a thank you for helping launch my new career. I asked if I could post a few of the shots on my website. And within a month, I had an inbox full of commission requests: hundreds of sissies wanting me to take their photos. I was so high in demand by the end of the year, I had traps across the world offering to fly me out for exotic photo shoots.

And I was always sure to get a few extra shots that were exclusively for my mystery client: the man who made my career a reality.

THE END
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