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PICTURE DAY

John, an amateur photographer, is desperate for work after being short on rent for the third month in a row. He decides to advertise his photography services on a local job board, and he’s surprised when he gets a call so quickly.

A school is in desperate need of a photographer for picture day. The pay is good, so John doesn’t hesitate. And the day goes smoothly enough, until one final student comes in at the end of the day. She’s stunningly beautiful and amazingly photogenic. And she’s got a special request for John: a private weekend photo shoot. John has his reservations but he accepts the gig. But his reservations only grow when he finds out the beautiful young woman isn’t listed as a student at the school.


CHAPTER I

It was picture day—the day of the week when I posted a new photo to Instagram. It was a Tuesday, to be more specific.

All of the greatest Instagram photographers only posted one photo every week, and I wanted to be one of the greats. Larry Fischer, Toby Ronson, Gayle Meeker—they were all killer and no filler: hundreds of posts without a single stinker. I wanted to be just like them. I wanted to be in a class of my own, with each photo getting a week’s worth of proper attention. I didn’t want to be another aspiring photographer posting twenty photos a day, getting my likes through sheer quantity. I had to be one of the greats if I was going to be a photographer at all.

That Tuesday, my new photo got six likes—six measly likes. I sat on my couch and stared at my phone in a state of disbelief, though I wasn’t surprised. It was actually an improvement over my last photo, which only received six likes after an entire week. At first I thought there was something wrong with my phone, and then I started to wonder if there was something wrong with my Instagram settings. I must have spent three hours searching through settings, trying to find some hidden adjustment so that the world could see my photos. I even made a second Instagram account, just so I could search for my own photos, to make sure they were actually visible to the public. And they were visible to the public—the problem wasn’t my phone or Instagram.

I’d been at it for four months. I almost had twenty photos posted, with hardly one hundred likes across all of them. I had eight followers, and a total of two comments: one thumbs-up emoji and one advertisement for discount sneakers. I squirmed looking at my pathetic numbers, and the thought that I’d spent thousands of dollars on my equipment—never mind the two years I spent at photography school.

I’d spent quite a bit of time in denial, trying to convince myself that I wasn’t the problem—it was my audience. Surely they just didn’t know what a good picture was. Surely they were just tasteless pigs, just looking for pictures of naked girls and cute puppies. And then I found myself back on the pages of Larry Fischer, Toby Ronson, Gayle Meeker, and my other heroes. Their photos were stunning, and their likes and comments reflected that. When I compared my profile to theirs, it became obvious that I was the problem. My photos really weren’t that good. Most of them were pretentious—stupid shots of buildings taken at strange angles. There was something clearly missing, but I couldn’t put my finger on what.

I was staring at my phone, trying to convince myself that my photos weren’t so bad, when there was a knock at my door. I put my phone down and answered the door. It was my landlord. “Rent,” he said, reaching his hand out.

I checked the date on my watch. It was the first of December—rent really was due. I’d lost track of the date. I’d been unemployed for three weeks. When you’re unemployed, you tend not to keep track of the time or the date, seeing as it’s mostly irrelevant… until rent is due. “I’ll go get it,” I said. I went to the cupboard where I kept the cash for my rent. My landlord had stopped taking cheques from me, because so many of them had bounced. I returned with the white envelope I had set aside. “Here you go.”

He counted it in front of me, which I thought was rude, but I didn’t say anything. “You’re short,” he said. “There’s only six-hundred here.”

I grabbed the cash from him and counted myself. I didn’t fully trust him. He had the eyes of a snake and he was always snooping around. But he was right—I was short one hundred dollars. So I fetched my wallet, thinking I had some cash in there. But there was only forty bucks in my wallet. “I’ll get the other sixty today—I just need to run to an ATM,” I said.

“No later than the end of the day,” he said before turning around and walking away. He didn’t say goodbye. He hadn’t said goodbye or hello to me since my first rent cheque had bounced, which was only two months after I’d moved in.

Before leaving for the ATM, I checked my phone, to see if a deluge of likes had suddenly appeared on my new photo. But there were now only five likes—someone had gone back and un-liked my photo. My gut turned but I didn’t get too worked up, seeing as it wasn’t the first time. I’d heard of bot accounts that go through and like photos and then un-like them an hour later—something to do with growing followers.

I wasn’t into all of those tricks. I didn’t even like to use hashtags—they seemed so gimmicky and cheap. I wanted my photos to stand on their own. I didn’t want to go and follow thousands of people I didn’t care about, and I didn’t want to go through Instagram liking photos that I didn’t actually like. My Instagram philosophy was simple: post a photo and let it take off on its own… Though apparently simple wasn’t working for me yet.

I hit up the ATM three blocks from my house. It was in a small convenience store and sometimes the storeowner would give me a free little bag of chips. I think he thought that I was homeless, but I never corrected him. I stuck my card into the ATM, punched in my code, and then I asked the machine for $40.00. I waited a moment, and then I saw the message: ‘insufficient funds. Please enter a different amount.’ My heart plunged into my stomach and burned in my stomach acid. I tried again, thinking there was some mistake—maybe I’d asked for $400.00 instead of $40.00. But I got the message again. So I asked for $20.00, and then I got the message once again.

Surely it was the machine, I thought. So I went for a longer walk down to my bank. I stood in like for the teller, and then I told her about the crazy ATM machine. She took one look at her computer screen and said, “I’m afraid the machine wasn’t wrong.” She couldn’t even look me in the eyes, as if I was too pathetic to look at. “I’m sorry,” she said.

“Where did my money go?”

She looked at the screen again. She looked hesitant. “Well…” she said. “You had one hundred and five dollars this time last month. It looks like you put forty dollars into your account three weeks ago. Then you bought something at a place called Zimmer Cameras for sixty-five dollars, leaving you at eighty dollars. You made a payment to your phone provider, for fifty dollars, leaving you around thirty dollars. Then you spent twenty-two dollars at a place called Tassels.” I felt my face turn red—Tassels was a well-known strip-club. I’d gone in with a friend for lunch—he insisted on the location.

Now there were people staring at me, silently judging me, waiting for me to get out of line so they could do their own banking. I took my bankcard and backed away from the counter. I don’t know why, but I thought I had more money. I didn’t realize how quickly I’d pissed away what I had left. It was only four months before when I had over ten thousand dollars in that account. Where did that money go? What did I have to show for it?

Camera gear. I had an obsession with camera gear. Back when I was employed, I would spend nearly every dollar I earned down at Zimmer Cameras. I would buy new lenses, new bodies, lights, backdrops, stands, reflectors, tripods, remotes, light boxes—whatever they had, I wanted it. And now I was broke.

So for the first time in almost a year, I found myself walking up to my parents’ house. I rang the doorbell. They had a giant front door that always made me feel small and powerless. The main answered the door. “How can I help you?” she asked.

“I’m Terry’s son. Is he home?” I asked.

“Terry!” the main shouted. “It’s your son!”

I knew my dad was going to send me down guilt lane. I knew he was going to scold me for my photography hobby, and then he would try to convince me to come and work for his paper company. And I wasn’t wrong—not even ten seconds into our conversation, he managed to cover all my expectations. “Let me guess—you’re out of money and you need a hand-out. We only see you when you need a handout. And let me guess—you spent all your money on some new camera that’s probably no different from the last one you bought, or the one before it, or the one that your mother and I bought you ten years ago. Are you working? Of course you’re not working—look at your face. You clearly haven’t shaved in weeks. Shave your face and come and work for my company. There’s a desk with your name on it.”

“I just need forty bucks to cover rent,” I said.

“I’ll give it to you, but I’m calling it an advance on your pay. I can have you start tomorrow. You know the address—be there at nine,” he said, reaching into his wallet and fishing out two crisp twenties.

“I’m not coming to work for you, dad. I’ll pay back the forty bucks.”

“With what money?” he said, putting his hands on his hips and leaning to one side like a one-legged owl.

“The money from my job,” I said. My gut turned and my chest fluttered. I knew my face was turning red—I just hoped he couldn’t tell that I was lying.

“What job?”

“I got a job as a, uh, photographer,” I said. “With a company. But I haven’t been paid yet—so I just need a few bucks to cover my rent.”

“Oh,” my dad said. He nodded his head slowly. “Well you should shave. That patchy fuzz all over your face looks unprofessional. You want to be taken seriously, right? Then shave. Here’s sixty bucks—don’t worry about paying it back. Just come over on Sunday for dinner—your mother’s cooking a roast.”

“Sure,” I said. I tried not to squirm as I thought about spending an evening with my parents—a whole evening of hearing how I was doing everything wrong.

At least I had the money for my rent, and the sun was still up.

On the way home from my parents’ house, I passed Zimmer Cameras. I stopped outside and looked in the window. There was a series of coloured lens filters in the window that I’d never seen before. I went inside and asked what they were. “They’re new polarizing filters. They’re intense. I saw a video of a guy using them to take a picture through a tinted limousine window.”

“Wow,” I said. “How much are they?”

“They’re twenty bucks each.” I bought one using the spare twenty my dad gave to me. I was halfway home when I realized I had no money for food. I thought about turning around and returning my new lens filter. But then I remembered there was a can of beans in the back of my pantry—I could make it last a couple of days.


CHAPTER II

It was Thursday when I finally received a seventh like on my photo. It was officially my most popular photo, though that wasn’t saying much. Seven likes certainly weren’t about to pay my rent or pay my phone bill or carry out my Christmas shopping. I needed a job. I was already getting dirty looks from my landlord whenever I left my apartment. It was like he could tell that I was unemployed… I suppose he was seeing me at all hours of the day, meandering around the building in my pyjamas.

I went for a walk around the block, hoping to find a little shop with a hiring sign in the window. Nowhere was hiring, and then I had the idea of going down to Zimmer Cameras, to ask if they were hiring. The staff there knew me and they knew that I knew cameras. But they weren’t hiring. In fact, the guy behind the counter told me that they were going to be downsizing soon because business hadn’t been great lately. “But if you need work, you should check the job board,” he said.

I’d walked by the job board countless times before, but I’d never looked at it. I hated the idea of being a ‘photographer’, as strange as that sounds. I wanted to be one of the greats—and the greats didn’t take pictures of people’s dogs for Christmas cards. The greats didn’t photograph weddings on the side, and the greats didn’t occasionally shoot corporate headshots. Then again, the greats didn’t work for minimum wage at coffee shops either, but that was now looking like my only option.

The job board wasn’t much help. There was only one job posting, and all the phone numbers had already been ripped off by other starving photographers. I was about to leave the store when the guy behind the counter said, “You could put up a post advertising your services.” I looked back at the board. There were a few business cards tacked to the board, and someone had posted a picture of themselves with their phone number written underneath. The photo was lousy—not about to get them any work. But I had some nice photos that could catch the eye of someone looking for a freelance photographer.

I went home and grabbed one of my prints. Using a marker, I wrote my name and phone number on the print, along with a note: “Looking for any work. Flexible rate.” I went back to Zimmer Cameras and I stuck the print to the board. I stood there for a moment, admiring it, and then I left, and as soon as I was home I found myself staring at my phone once again, this time waiting for it to ring.

But it didn’t ring. I went to sleep, and when I woke up, I quickly checked my phone. But there were no missed calls. I felt defeated. I found myself on my computer, looking up job listings in my area. There wasn’t much: a few openings at the local McDonalds and a position as a janitor at a nearby office building. Strangely, the janitor position required a diploma.

The image of my old childhood bedroom came into my head. That bedroom was still at my parents’ house, still with my old bed and my old dressed and that old Halo poster on the wall. It was waiting for me. Nightly dinners with my parents were waiting for me. My five-year stint as an independent person was coming to an end. I had until the end of the month, and then I would surely be evicted for not paying my rent.

And then my phone rang. I picked it up before it could finish ringing a single time. “This is John, how can I be of service to you today?” I said, trying to force a big smile into my voice.

The phone was silent for a moment, and then I heard someone clearing their throat. “Hi, um, is this John Peters, the photographer?”

“That’s me,” I said. My heart was racing with warm optimism.

“This is Principal Anderson, from Churchill High School. I’m in a bit of a pinch at the moment. Today was picture day at school. But we had a bit of an incident. Our photographer sort of burnt down our gymnasium… He left his lights on when he took off for his lunch break, and one of them caught on fire. All of his gear got destroyed, and long story short, we basically need to start all over again. Photos are supposed to go out next week—do you think that’s something you could do?”

“You want me for picture day?” I asked. My heart fizzled. For some reason, I was hoping for an exciting job—taking pictures of wild animals out in the wilderness, or photographing mountains from a helicopter. I wasn’t exactly excited to take photos of high school students.”

“Yes, that’s correct. But we would need the photos taken tomorrow, and it would have to be in your own studio, seeing as half of our school is now closed while we repair the fire damage. We’ve already informed the parents that the students will have to travel off of the property, and most of them seem to be okay with that. You do have a studio, right?”

“Um,” I said. I didn’t have a studio, but I needed the work. I tried to think of a place I could borrow—a friend’s garage or an abandoned warehouse that no one would notice me using.

“We can pay three thousand, by the way—no more. We’re already over-budget for the year. I hope you understand.” My heart sprung up into my throat. Three thousand dollars? That was more money than I’d ever made in a month, never mind in a single day!

“I’ve got a studio, yeah,” I said. “That shouldn’t be a problem.”

“And of course, we would have you handle all of the orders and the prints—the usual protocol.”

“Yeah, that all sounds fine,” I said. I had no idea how the hell I was going to pull the gig off, but I couldn’t say no to three grand.

“Okay, great. Just e-mail me your address. We’ll have students arriving at your studio at 9:00 AM tomorrow. Don’t worry about scheduling—we’ll handle that. Just make sure you have everything set up by 9:00 AM, and make sure you send every student home with an order form, for prints. We’ll have the filled out order forms sent back to you by Monday. And then hopefully we can get the prints no later than Friday.” Principal Anderson laughed. “Oh my, this is such a relief. I was really worried that we weren’t going to find someone, but it sounds like the students are in good hands with you.”

“Just out of curiosity, how many students are we talking about here?”

“About seven-hundred,” he said. “But they will be quick. No more than a minute per student. Do you have a pen? I’ll give you my e-mail address. You’re really saving our asses here, Mr. Peters. You’re a real life saver.”

“It’s my pleasure. I’ve got a pen ready. Oh—can you pay cash, by any chance? Cash would be best for me?”

“We’ll pay you with a cheque,” Principal Anderson said.

“Of course. A cheque is fine. A cheque is great. Now what’s that e-mail address, so I can send you my studio details. Oh, and will there be a teacher present, or just the students?”

“Just the students—they will come one at a time. You may end up with a bit of a line out your door, but that’s okay, right?”

“No problem,” I said. I picked up a pen and noticed my hand was trembling. I was signing myself up for a job that I was not qualified for—but I needed the money.


CHAPTER III

I quickly called every photographer I knew and asked if they had a studio I could borrow for the day. But none of them had any leads, except for my friend, Lewis, but his suggestion was of no help. The rental rate for the studio he had in mind was eight hundred bucks per day, and I wasn’t about to lose almost a third of my payout to a studio rental… Plus they needed the money up front—I asked.

I considered giving Principal Anderson the address of an abandoned warehouse. I knew a few—I’d photographed inside of some especially grungy ones before. But if there was going to be a line of students out the door, it wouldn’t work—I would surely attract the attention of the police, and I would end up being charged with trespassing.

So I gave Principal Anderson my own address and buzzer number. Then I spent the rest of that night clearing out my living room. I dragged my couch and my television and my coffee table and all of my artwork into my bedroom. Then I set up my white backdrop and a few lights. I didn’t have one of those cheesy blue cloudy backdrops that school photographers tend to use, so the students would have to live with white.

I set the camera up next to my apartment buzzer, so that I could reach over and buzz students up while I took photos. I was already dreading saying, ‘Come on up to the seventh floor, the door is open,’ seven hundred times.

I did a few test shots using my camera’s timer and myself. The shots looked half decent—good enough for a small wallet photo that would end up on grandma’s refrigerator. I tweaked a few lights and then I turned everything off and got my batteries charging. It was going to be a long day—seven hundred students. Even if I could shoot a student every minute, I was still looking at a nearly twelve-hour day.

I didn’t get much sleep that night. I was strangely nervous, and strangely excited. It was my first photography gig, even though I’d always thought that I never wanted to work a photography gig. It was a lot of money and a lot of pressure.

I’d only been sleeping an hour when my alarm went off. The sun was already up and there was only an hour before hoards of students started showing up at my door. I fired all of my equipment up and I waited nervously, sipping coffee, praying none of the students went back to school and said, ‘That studio was just inside the creep’s apartment.’ My heart started pounding the more I thought about it. What if they thought I was some sort of paedophile, luring kids into my apartment to take their photos? What if one of my neighbours calls up my landlord? What if he shuts me down?

My buzzer rang and I jumped. It was only 8:40 AM—they were early. “Hello?” I said. My voice was strangely shaky.

“I’m here for picture day,” a young voice said.

“Okay, come on up,” I said. My voice was even shakier. The voice was very young—so young I couldn’t tell if it was a boy or a girl. And they were alone? A young child was coming up to my apartment alone? Where were this child’s parents? Why were they allowing this? Oh, probably because they thought their child was going to a proper studio with a proper photographer. My gut turned and my legs began to tremble.

The student couldn’t have been older than fourteen. He had scruffy hair and a pale face, and big beady eyes. He stood in my doorway and looked around. He hesitated before walking in. “Is this picture day?” he asked.

“Sure is,” I said, forcing a smile. My gut turned again. “Just take a seat on the stood and we’ll get started.” The young boy cautiously walked towards the stood (which I’d found the night before in the alleyway). He took a seat on it. I heard the old wooden legs creak, and I was worried it was about to snap. My body was tense. The boy looked at me with terrified eyes, as if he was being kidnapped. I walked over to the camera and I said, “Smile.” I snapped a shot.

The child didn’t smile, but I was too overwhelmed to notice. “Okay, you’re done. Good job. Have a nice day.” I rushed the young boy out. My stomach was filled with regret. I shouldn’t have taken this job. I was out of my element. I took artsy photos—pictures of landscapes, buildings, sometimes models, and sometimes boudoir—but never kids.

It was ten minutes of gruelling silence before the buzzer rang again. I told the child to come upstairs. Thankfully, this child came with a friend. I didn’t feel so creepy this time. I snapped their photos and sent them on their way. The buzzer rang again while they were on their way out, so I buzzed the next few kids up. And then I remembered I was supposed to be sending the kids home with forms—and I didn’t even have any forms. I quickly scrambled, grabbing a stack of recycled paper from my office nook. I quickly wrote a price sheet out: $10.00 per print, $15.00 for a sheet of wallet-sized photos, $10.00 for skin correction. I had no idea what photographers charged. Then I put the stack of recycled paper under the little sign, which I taped to the wall with masking tape.

As soon as the next couple of students walked into my apartment, I pointed to the sign. “Grab a piece of paper and write down the rates,” I said. “And tell your parents to write how many prints they want on the bottom of the page.” None of the students questioned my laziness. They just did as they were told, as if I was one of their teachers. I used a notebook to keep track of the students’ names and what order they came in, so I would know who was who when the orders started coming in. I still had no idea how I was going to handle the orders, but I could figure that out later. Now, I just needed to get through the photographing process.

Strangely, no one questioned my sketchy setup at all—until the afternoon rolled around and the twelfth graders started showing up for their senior-year photos.


CHAPTER IV

I felt like less of a creep once I was finished with the eleventh graders. More than half of the twelfth graders were eighteen, so they were technically adults. I was only seven years older than them, so it seemed less weird when one of the girls was wearing a top that showed off a bit too much cleavage (one of the tenth graders showed up with her tits almost billowing out of a small tube dress, which was extremely uncomfortable to photograph).

Almost all of the twelfth graders looked around my apartment and scoffed. “Is this for real?” I heard one student say. A few of them stuck around after I took their photos, hanging out in my kitchenette, leaning against my cupboards. Another student lit up a cigarette in the hallway. I was terrified my landlord would smell it and come shut my whole operation down. Luckily, my landlord didn’t come around that day.

“Are you a real photographer?” one of the female students asked.

“Yes—I just don’t have a studio available at the moment, and your school was in a bind,” I said. 

“Is that a bed sheet?” she asked, pointing at my white backdrop.

“No, it’s a proper backdrop. It’s just white—they shoot models on white backdrops.”

“Do you shoot models?” she asked.

“Sometimes,” I said.

“Are you single?” she asked. The question made my stomach turn. I was fairly certain this particular student was not eighteen. It wouldn’t have been so uncomfortable had she not been the only one who asked me about my relationship status. A few girls came in and asked if I was single, and then they asked if I would consider dating a high-school student. One girl asked for my Instagram, and then she looked it up in front of me. She was disappointed to see that I didn’t have pictures of models. “Can I be your first?” she asked. “Can you shoot me like a model once you’re done with the school pictures?”

“I’m just focussing on this right now,” I said. The last thing I needed was for Principal Anderson to find out that I took a few girls aside for a private photo shoot. I didn’t even want him to know that his students were asking—I just wanted students to come in, get their picture taken, and then leave.

One of the male students got into my fridge, and I didn’t notice until I heard him cracking one of my few remaining beers. “Hey—put that down!” I shouted from my post behind the camera.

“Chill, bro,” he said. “You’re cool, right?”

Now my heart was pounding. I certainly wouldn’t get paid if Principal Anderson found out the students were drinking in my flat. I had to abandon my place behind the camera to snatch the beer out of his hand.

I was relieved when the buzzer finally stopped going off, and students finally stopped funnelling into my apartment. I took a deep breath and then I walked over to the corner of the room. I sat down on the floor with that beer in my hand—there was no sense in letting it go to waste.

I’d survived picture day. I had almost two thousand pictures of high school students on my camera, waiting to be processed—which would probably take me fifty hours, at least (certainly my entire weekend). But I’d done it. I was officially a professional photographer, which brought a smile to my face, even though it wasn’t the type of photographer I wanted to be. I took a long sip from my beer, and then my buzzer rang again. I looked at my watch. It was 5:20 PM—there should have been no more students.

I put the beer down on the counter and I answered the buzzer. “Who is it?” I asked.

“I’m here for picture day,” a female voice said. “Sorry I’m late.”

“Oh, okay—uh, come on up,” I said. I quickly turned my lights back on and I fired up my camera. I retrieved my notebook with the students’ names on it and I got ready behind the camera—ready to get this girl in and out as quickly as possible.

There was a knock at my door. I’d forgotten that I’d closed it. “Come on in!” I called out. My heart skipped a beat. I was strangely nervous all over again, as if I hadn’t already done this a few hundred times. The door opened. I looked back with a smile, and then my smile disappeared as soon as I saw my final subject for the day.

She was a short, stunning blonde with big eyes and full lips. Her hair extended down past her black belly shirt, and her legs were neatly clad with tight pleather plants. Her ass was stunning, though she didn’t have much of a chest. She pushed her hair back. “Where do you want me?” she asked. Her voice was gentle and soft. I almost had to strain to hear her speaking because she spoke so quietly.

“Just on the stool is fine,” I said. I was trying my best not to check her out, even though I desperately wanted to. She was gorgeous—she had the looks of a top-ten model, and I wouldn’t have been surprised to find out she was a model when she wasn’t in school. She took a seat on the stool, pointing her back straight. Her belly shirt rode up, almost to her sternum. She looked into my eyes and my heart fluttered. “We’ll just get a couple shots and then you can be on your way. Oh, I almost forgot. What’s your name?”

She smiled. “Kat,” she said with that delectably soft voice.

“Kat—What’s your last name, Kat?” I asked, with my notebook in my hand.

“Stevens,” she said with a grin.

“Your name is Kat Stevens? Isn’t that a musician?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess so,” she said. And she still had that smirk on her face, as if she was trying not to laugh. She looked cute with that smirk.

“Okay, Kat. Just so you know, if your name is wrong here, I won’t be able to deliver your photos when your parents place an order.”

“That’s okay,” she said, still with that smirk.

“And that makes this kind of… pointless,” I said, forcing a smile.

“I’ll place my own order. Don’t worry. Now how do you want me to sit?” She straightened her back again, curving her spine in the most beautiful way. She crossed her legs, leaving her heeled foot dangling at the edge of my frame. She had her toes painted a teal colour.

“Just like that is fine. We can, uh, do a few different shots, if you want.” I felt colour rushing into my cheeks. I bit my tongue in an attempt to gather my composure. She was pretty—stunning even—but as far as I knew, she wasn’t a legal adult, and I wasn’t interested in having anything to do with a minor.

I snapped a shot, and then she changed her pose naturally, like a trained model. “Okay, good,” I said. I snapped another shot, and she changed her pose again. We ended up taking twenty different shots, including a couple of standing shots.

I looked through the pictures. She was a natural—beautiful in every single photo. “Great shot,” I said. “But I, uh, can’t send these to you. They don’t really look like school photos—your parents would get the wrong idea. But if you place an order, I’ll use that first shot we got. That one should be fine.” I forced a big smile. I could still feel my cheeks burning warmer. Why was I so flustered? Why was I so obsessed with this young woman? I bit down on my tongue again.

“Oh, my parents won’t see them. Like I said, they would be for me. I would order them separately, if that’s okay. Just one of each. Could I get a deal if I order one of each? Maybe 50$ for all of them? I don’t have much money.”

“Um, okay, sure. I guess we can do that. As long as your parents know these aren’t school photos—they aren’t meant for your yearbook or anything like that,” I said.

She laughed. She had a cute laugh that made my head spin. “You’re cute,” she said. “Don’t worry. They’re just for me. Thanks, sweetie.” She took off without saying anything else. While she was going, I caved to my desires and I took a look at her perfect bum as she walked out of my apartment. And then I noticed the open beer sitting on the counter and my heart trembled. I hoped she didn’t see it—it wasn’t the most professional sight in photography history.

I unloaded the pictures to my computer that night. It took almost an hour just to get all of the photos from my SD card onto my hard drive. There were so many photos, and I would have to process all of them. And what was I going to do when everyone ordered prints? Where could I go to get potentially thousands of prints made, seeing as I hadn’t even been paid yet? My heart stammered. I kept telling myself that I would figure it out once the orders were placed. I’d figured my shooting set up in just twelve hours—if I could do that, I could do anything. I was sure I could find a small printer willing to print on a deferral.

Before shutting my system down for the night, I found myself looking at the picture of the girl who called herself Kat Stevens. I couldn’t believe how beautiful she was. I couldn’t believe how natural she was in front of the camera. And I couldn’t believe how enamoured I was with her.


CHAPTER V

The orders came back to me by courier on Monday evening. They were all packed into a medium-sized moving box. I didn’t know what to expect until I opened the box, and then I felt sick as soon as I looked inside. The box was over-flowing with paper. The orders really were being put through with my lazy recycled paper system. Some of the pages were crumpled; some were covered in student doodling. Some had notes from the parents: ‘My son wore his white shirt to picture day. Had I known the backdrop was going to be white, I would have sent him in his blue shirt. Please change the colour of his shirt before sending me my twenty-six prints. Thank you.’

I had a daunting task ahead of me, but I was determined to see the job through. The box was also filled with cash and cheques—so how could I say no?

I dragged the box over to my computer and I got started right away, picking up the first order and referencing it to my little notebook. It took me a few minutes to sift through the pictures to find the correct student. Then it took me another few minutes to make the photo look nice and proper, and then it took me another few minutes to export and correctly label the photo so I could find it again once I went to order prints. Then I put the order page to the side, starting a new pile. I looked at the clock and realized I’d just spent nearly twenty minutes on a single student and I had hundreds to get through.

I stayed up late that night, until 4:00 AM, and my finished pile was hardly half an inch tall—and I still had about six inches of orders left. I went to sleep and woke up early the next morning. I made a pot of coffee and I got right to work. I sat at my computer for sixteen hours, but I was only half done, so I did the same the next day. And it was midway through the next day when I came across an order from ‘Kat Stevens’. She wanted one of ‘every good photo’. There was a fifty-dollar bill attached to the order, as promised.

So I opened up her pictures, which I had in a separate folder, because I didn’t want them lumped in with the school pictures, in case someone from the school came around asking for the whole folder. I went through the photos and picked out my five favourites. I’d already done some minor colour correcting with the photos, and Kat’s skin was perfect—so there was no need to do any tweaks in Photoshop. I saved the photos, and then I found myself staring again at Kat. And that’s when I realized she looked familiar. There was something about her face—something I’d seen before. It was suddenly bugging me.

I started processing more student photos, but that nagging image of Kat remained in my mind. Why was she so familiar all of a sudden? Why didn’t she seem familiar before? Or was I just exhausted from sitting at a computer for multiple days in a row?

I didn’t finish the photos until noon the next day—about thirty-two hours before the prints were due at the school. I grabbed all of the money from the box, swung around the bank to get the money into my account, and then I started going from print house to print house with my hard drive. “You want how many prints by tomorrow morning?” just about every print shop asked me.

“Roughly twenty-two hundred,” I said. “Each file is labelled with how many prints I need.”

Of course I was turned down more times than I could count. But I eventually found a small shop that was willing to take the job. The owner’s eyes lit up when he saw the order. “I’ll have to charge you rush order pricing,” he said.

“That’s fine.”

It was almost two thousand dollars for the prints, but there was almost four thousand in the box, so I still came out with a profit. I walked that box of prints into the school the next morning, ten minutes before the bell rang and classes started. With a big smile on my face, I placed the box down on the administrator’s desk. “Here are all of the prints from picture day,” I said. I couldn’t stop smiling. I was the school’s hero—and I was officially a professional photographer. I deserved that smile that was stuck on my face, and I deserved all of that money that was now in my bank account. I was already starting to think of where else I could post an ad, so I could get more work. Maybe I could go from school to school, advertising my picture day services. Maybe I could use some of my new money to invest in a proper backdrop—maybe the classic cloudy sky backdrop that schools seem to love.

But my picture day job wasn’t technically over yet. I still had a small bundle of photos left to deliver: the photos of Kat Stevens. I decided not to leave them with the rest, in case one of the teachers decided to look inside the manila envelopes. But I had no idea where to deliver them. I didn’t even know Kat’s real name.

So I slipped the one appropriate picture day photo of Kat out from my folder and I asked the school administrator, “Do you know who this student is?”

She stared at me with narrowed eyes, only looking at the photo very briefly. “Why?” she asked accusingly.

“She asked for her pictures to be delivered to her home, but she didn’t give me an address,” I said.

The administrator continued to stare me down. I wondered if she thought I was a predator or a paedophile. She slowly looked down at the photo. “I’m not allowed to give out the students’ addresses. But even if I was allowed, I wouldn’t be able to because I have no idea who that is. She does look familiar though. Why don’t you leave the photos here with the rest and we’ll see to getting them sorted.”

“Um, no, that’s okay,” I said. I found myself taking a step back. “I’ll, uh, hold onto them for now. But if you hear anything about a student missing some photos, be sure to let me know.”

I found myself rushing out of the school, as if I’d been caught—though I knew that I hadn’t been caught. And even if I had been caught, I had nothing to hide. It’s not like the photos were illegal. Kat wasn’t naked in the shots, though she did look as sexy as hell. I brought the photos home and I tried to think of a way to track Kat down, so I could deliver the photos to her home address.

I spent most of that day, trying to look Kat up on Facebook. Like a total weirdo, I found myself searching her classmates and finding students with profiles that weren’t hidden with privacy features. I went into their friend lists and searched through thousands of profiles, hoping to find Kat. I thought that if I could find her profile, then I could message her to let her know that her photos were ready. I could ask for an address. But I couldn’t find any profile that looked like her. I was scrolling through another student’s friend list when my buzzer rang, making me jump. It took a moment to bring myself up to my feet. “Hello?” I said into the two-way system.

“Hey, it’s me,” a feminine voice said. The speaker was tinny and crackly, but I knew I was speaking to Kat.

“Oh, uh, hey. I’ve got your pictures here. I’ll bring them down,” I said.

“Mind if I come up?” she said.

My heart bounced and bobbed. I knew the correct answer was ‘no’, but under the stress of the moment, I blurted out, “Sure, come on up,” and I pressed the button to unlock the front door.


CHAPTER VI

I buzzed through my apartment, cleaning up as much as I could in the tiny amount of time that I had. My counter was covered in dishes and my desk was covered in boxes of takeout. I hadn’t had time to clean over the past week, trying to get all of the prints ready for order. I opened all of my windows—I couldn’t smell anything off, but that didn’t mean that my apartment didn’t smell off. It couldn’t have possibly smelled very good, seeing as I’d been sitting in front of a computer screen for five consecutive days.

There was a knock at my door. I looked around, still dissatisfied with how my apartment looked. My living room was still barren, everything still stuffed into my bedroom. I hadn’t had a chance to get everything back to normal after I moved it all for picture day. “One sec,” I said. I wanted to light a candle and I wanted to spray some Febreeze, but I had no time. I knew I needed to answer the door—so I did.

And there stood Kat, in a cute floral sundress and glossy white heels. Her long blonde hair was down, some strands were straight and some were wavy. Her big eyes were shining and burning into my better sensibilities. “Hey,” I said with an awkward smile.

“Hi there,” she said with an adorable smile that made my heart hurt. I tried to mentally remind myself that she was possibly only seventeen. I cleared my throat and I corrected my posture.

“I, uh, have your pictures,” I said. “I’ll grab them.”

“Mind if I come in for a second?” she asked. But she didn’t wait for an answer. She simply let herself into my apartment. She looked around, still with that smile on her face. I hurried to the kitchen and grabbed that folder of photos. I passed it to her. “Here you are,” I said. I just wanted her gone as quickly as possible. I didn’t want her to stay long enough to smell the musk in my apartment that I couldn’t smell.

But instead of leaving, she started opening the envelope. She quickly pulled out the photos and then I watched as her face lit up. “Oh my God,” she said. “These photos are amazing.” She slowly flipped through all of them, her eyes glowing at the sight of each. “I look so… pretty.”

“Well you are very pretty, so it wasn’t hard,” I said, and then I immediately regretted saying it. She was just a kid—at least she was possibly a kid. There was a good chance that she was an adult, though. There was a good chance that I had nothing to worry about… But there was also a good chance that I was flirting with some serious danger. “I guess that’s that then,” I said. “You’d better be getting home.”

“Wait,” she said. “Did you have to Photoshop these pictures at all?”

“What do you mean? No—not at all.”

“So this is really how I look?” she asked. She seemed flabbergasted, as if she’d never seen a picture of herself before.

“That’s you—that’s the girl I’m looking at,” I said.

“Let’s do it,” she said. My heart started pounding and fluttering around in my chest, swirling down into my gut. My legs began to tremble and my knees nearly buckled.

“Excuse me?” I said, my voice suddenly cracking.

“I said let’s do it—let’s do another photo shoot.”

“I—uh—I don’t think that’s a great idea, Kat,” I said. “But I’m glad you like the photos. It’s always nice to see a satisfied customer.”

“I’ll pay you. I don’t have much—I get my allowance tomorrow. Fifty dollars and we’ll do another shoot. I know that’s probably not a lot to you, but it’s all I’ve got.”

“Kat—you’re just a kid, and I don’t think it would be appropriate,” I said.

“I’m eighteen,” she said. And I’d never found so much relief in two words before. I tried not to exhale a relieved breath of air in front of her.

“Well, I still don’t think it’s right. You’re still in high-school,” I said. My heart was still fluttering about inside of my gut. I bit down on the edge of my tongue and I tried my best to maintain my composure.

“I promise it would be fun,” she said. And then my heart skipped a beat. How could she promise such a thing? What was she insinuating?

“I’m sure it would be fun, it’s just… I don’t know.”

“Great. Tomorrow—I’ll be here in the morning with my makeup done. I’ll bring a few different outfits. I was thinking we could shoot downtown—there’s a really cool alleyway with lots of colourful graffiti. We can get some cool urban shots.” Her excitement was childish, making me wonder if she was telling the truth about her age. I was tempted to ask for ID, but I didn’t know how to do so comfortably. All I could do was smile and nod and hope that my legs didn’t give out while she was looking.

“Okay,” I heard myself say.

“Thanks, John!” She looked at her photos again while she slowly turned and headed towards my building elevator.

My heart was still stuttering, and I was still trying to think of a way out of the photo shoot—but it was fifty bucks, and fifty dollars goes a long way when you’re nearly broke. Even with my big payout from the school, I still wasn’t rich. I still had bills to pay and equipment to buy (if I was going to get more gigs).

So I went inside and I got my camera and LED light batteries charging. I prepped my camera bag with a few lenses that I figured would be best for the shoot, and then I found myself cleaning everything, worried Kat was going to show up again and see my dirty apartment.


CHAPTER VII

It was 7:30 AM and the sun wasn’t even up yet when my buzzer rang. I was awake, so I wasn’t taken off guard, though I was surprised that an eighteen year old was up so early. And she had her makeup and hair all done up, which meant she’d probably been awake at 5:00 AM on a Saturday morning. But she was excited, and it’s hard to sleep when you’re excited—I know because I was awake at 5:00 AM, making sure my batteries were properly charged and all of the correct equipment was packed into my camera bag.

As soon as I opened the door for Kat, she asked, “How do I look?” She did a little spin, making her dress lift up into the air. She looked phenomenal. She was wearing a little black dress with the tiniest little skirt. She had black stockings up her perfect legs, and a black choker necklace around her throat. “I have a few other outfits,” she said, motioning to the bag in her hand, “if you think this one is too Goth.”

“I think you look great,” I said. The outfit was a bit Gothic, but it was undeniably sexy. A part of me was excited to be seen out on the street with Kat, looking so sexy. Maybe people would think that we were an item—that I was dating a beautiful younger woman. But I was also terrified to be seen out with her, worried people would think that she was too young to be getting sexy photos taken. I still only had her word to go on.

We walked together to the alley she had in mind. I’d walked by it before and had always thought it would make a great spot for a photo shoot. I put my camera bag down against a wall and I started setting up my gear. Kat pulled a tube of red lipstick out from her bag and she went over to an old rusted car to apply it, using the cracked side view mirror as a makeup mirror. She bent over with her legs straight and she puckered her lips. She looked adorable. I snapped a couple quick shots—sometimes candid shots are the best.

Then we got right to it. I didn’t know what she was looking for, so I just said, “Change up your pose every few shots or so. You can hear the shutter, right?”

“Yup!” she said with a little, childish bounce. I held up my camera and she struck her first pose, putting one hand on her head and the other on her hip. I snapped a few shots and then she put both of her hands into her hair. She’d been practising. She knew exactly what she wanted. So I just focussed on getting the best compositions. I didn’t even have to tell her to tilt her head up—she naturally held her head up, as if she’d been watching posing tutorials online—and I’m sure that’s exactly what she’d been doing.

I snapped almost three hundred shots before she said, “Maybe I should change into another look.”

“Sure,” I said.

There was nowhere for her to change, so she just took her bag behind a tall green dumpster, and I turned and looked the other way. While I waited for her to change, I looked through my photos. I had so many great shots—it was going to be hard to choose just a few to send to her.

When I turned around again, Kat was ready to shoot, and now she was dressed in something a little more racy—maybe too racy to be wearing out in public. She was clad in a red lace halter-top and a black skirt, that didn’t even fully cover her tush. On her legs she had tall thigh-high leather heeled boots. She had a big smile on her face, and her cheeks were red. I found myself looking around, making sure no one was looking. It was still early on a Saturday morning—hopefully most people were still asleep.

“Is this okay?” she asked.

“It’s, uh, yeah—it’s a bit…” I didn’t know what I was trying to say. I could feel my cheeks becoming redder and redder. I bit my tongue and then gave up on saying anything at all. I held up my camera and I started snapping photos. She started posing—and she had a whole new set of poses ready, without hesitating. Maybe she’d done this before. Maybe this wasn’t her first modelling gig.

“That’s great,” I said. I could feel my pants tightening once she turned her back to me and she started posing over her shoulder. When she bent over slightly, I could almost see her entire tush. I could see her tight red panties and the slight bulge of her camel toe.

I switched my lens to change it up—switching to something wider. So I walked closer to her and started taking more shots. Now I could smell her perfume. At times I could feel the warmth radiating off of her body. She truly was a treat to photograph. I shot another three hundred photos of her in her sexy lingerie. “Do you have another outfit?” I asked. It was getting later into the morning, and soon people would be out on the streets, looking down the alley at my model, who looked a bit like a prostitute.

“I have one more, but…” Her cheeks became a shade of dark red.

“What is it?” I asked. My heart fluttered.

“It’s maybe too sexy for public. Do you still have that backdrop? Maybe we can shoot the last outfit at your place.”

My heart was pounding. Too sexy for public? How could her outfit get any sexier than what she was wearing now? My heart soared up into my throat, preventing me from speaking. So all I could do was smile and nod my head slowly, probably looking like a complete idiot. It was a minute later when I was able to say, “Okay, sounds good.” The sensible side of me was screaming in my ear, telling me to say ‘no’. If Kat’s school found out about this shoot, they would surely have something to say—I would never get another picture day gig—that’s for sure.

My heart was pounding out of control as we stepped out of the alleyway, onto the street. It must have looked like I’d just picked up a prostitute. I was terrified of walking into my building with her, with her short skirt only covering half of her perky ass. What if one of my neighbours saw me? What if my landlord saw me? My landlord already hated my guts—I didn’t need to give him another reason to want me out.

Thankfully the apartment lobby was clear, and the elevator was desolate. The building was still asleep, thanks to some miracle. I rushed Kat into my apartment and a wave of relief washed over me once the door was closed. “I just need a few minutes to set up the backdrop and a few lights. So take your time getting changed.”

“Okay,” she said with that cute smile.

I felt weird—terribly nervous and strangely excited. I had a beautiful young woman alone in my apartment, and I was about to take sexy photos of her—apparently sexier than the sexy photos I’d already taken.

I pulled out my backdrop and I got it all set up. Then I dragged out a few lights. Kat was in my bathroom the whole time, getting changed and getting her makeup touched up. Once I had the lights all set up, she was still in the bathroom. “I’m ready when you are,” I called out.

“Just a minute,” she said. So I waited a minute, and then I waited two minutes, and then I waited five minutes.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

There was a short silence, and then she said, “I’m just a little bit nervous,” she said.

“Don’t be nervous,” I said. “If you want, we can stop with what we’ve got—we have tons of great shots already.”

And then the bathroom door creaked open and she stepped out.


CHAPTER VIII

Kat was wearing very little—almost nothing at all. She had a band of fabric around her chest, covering her small tits (which now almost looked non-existent), and she had a thong covering her pussy. Otherwise, she was all smooth skin. I stared at her for a moment and then I looked away, worried I would make her feel uncomfortable. I cleared my throat. “And you are eighteen, right?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said.

“Um, would it be possible to see some ID?”

She laughed. “I don’t have it here,” she said. Though I didn’t believe her. She was hiding her ID from me, and probably for a good reason—probably because she wasn’t actually a legal age. Though technically, as long as her nipples and her slit was covered, there was nothing illegal about taking some photos. In fact, there was nothing illegal about it, even if she was exposed, because she told me she was eighteen—at least that’s what I kept telling myself.

I had her stand in front of the white sheet, and then I started snapping photos. She went straight to posing, but her cheeks were still red and her body was stiff. She was a confident young woman, but even she had a line. “So, uh, what are you planning on doing with these pictures?” I asked.

“They’re just for me—so I can remember how I looked when I’m older.”

“Right,” I said. I snapped a few more shots. I kept my distance, keeping a long lens on my camera so I wouldn’t have to get too close. I could still smell her sweet perfume from my distance, and I could still feel her comforting warmth.

“I really am eighteen,” she said. “I can’t show you my ID though.”

“Why not?” I asked. My heart just wouldn’t calm down.

“Because it’s embarrassing.”

“Why?”

“I don’t want to say why,” she said, her cheeks turning redder. Her red cheeks worked for the photos. She looked even cuter when she was shy. I found myself looking through the photos while she had a sip of water, and I could feel my pants tightening. I was worried she would see the bulge of my erection, even though my undies were tight and my jeans were firm.

“We’re getting some great photos—we probably have more than enough,” I said.

“I want to get a few more,” she said. “Does your camera have a timer?”

“It does. Why?”

“Maybe you can be in the shots,” she said.

“Me?” I asked. I felt that familiar trembling in my legs. “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“Please,” she said.

So I went and grabbed my tripod and then I set my camera to snap a photo every five seconds. My head was spinning too fast for me to figure out what was happening—I had no idea why she wanted me in front of the camera, and I had no idea why I was going along with it. Yet there I was, standing stiff in front of the camera, right next to her. She turned me to face her and she looked into my eyes. She smiled, so I smiled. Then she sunk down slowly to her knees and began to fiddle with my belt.

“W—What are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m paying you—fifty dollars isn’t enough for all this work.”

“I can’t let you do this,” I said.

“Sure you can.” She pulled down my jeans with a tug, revealing the bulge of my erection in my undies. Her eyes lit up and she let a little giggle slip.

“W—Why do you want me to shoot this? You don’t actually think I’m going to send you these photos, do you?”

“The photos are for you—part of your payment,” she said, looking up at me with a big smile.

I was too paralyzed to stop her from moving forward. She shimmied down my boxers, so I covered my cock with my hands. Then she pulled my hands away from my crotch and stared with glowing eyes at my throbbing erection. “It’s so big,” she said, curling her fingers around it. She gently pulled back and stared at my bulbous tip. Her fingers felt nice, and her grip was perfectly firm. I didn’t stop her. Now I couldn’t stop her. My body was surging with dopamine. I was excited, nervous, and a bit nauseous.

“That feels nice,” I said softly.

“It feels really nice,” she said, letting a little breath out. She watched my cock as she stroked it, and then she leaned forward, parting her lips and allowing my cock into her mouth. I heard my camera snap a shot. It had been snapping shots every five seconds, but I only noticed for the first time in that moment. I was still as stiff as a board, still trembling, trying not to fall to the ground in a nervous puddle of my own excitement. She sucked the tip of my cock while she stroked the length of my shaft. Her mouth was warm and wet. And I just found myself praying that she truly was eighteen.

She bobbed her head slowly at first, and every move was elegant. She twisted her hand while she stroked, making sure to cover every inch of my throbbing member. With her free hand she played with my ball sack, and she even teased my butthole with the tips of her fingers. I was worried she was going to penetrate my butt, but she was only teasing, only keeping me on edge—and I truly was on edge.

She looked up at me with her eyes. She looked so harmless and so gentle. Even with a cock in her mouth, she looked like an angel—like a precious creature that couldn’t possibly have a single dirty thought in her head. But looks can be deceiving. “I want you to hold me against a wall and fuck my face.”

My heart skipped a beat. I didn’t deny her request. I turned the camera towards the nearest wall and then I brought Kat over to the point of focus. She stayed on her knees and rested the back of her head against the wall. Then I slipped my cock back into her mouth—and now I was in charge of commanding the flow of the act. I spread my legs with and I began to thrust, gently at first. I went a tiny bit deeper with each thrust, making sure I wasn’t gagging her. I hesitated briefly when I felt the back of her throat with the tip of my cock. But she didn’t gag, so I kept going. I pushed my cock right down that throat, and she only gagged a little, but she told me to keep going, so I did.

I had to plant my hands against the wall for stability while I fucked her face. She gargled and gagged but she had a smile on her face. Saliva ran down her cheeks and dripped onto her smooth torso. But she held her ground and continued to grin with excitement.

And then I felt the warm tingling. I was approaching my orgasm. I closed my eyes and bit down on my tongue. “I think I’m about to come. No, I’m definitely about to come,” I said. A groaned and squirmed and clenched. I thrust harder.

And then I pulled out and grabbed my cock firmly, milliseconds before it erupted. I coated her face with my white load. She closed her eyes a second before a blast coated her eyelid. She held her mouth open, but I only got a few shots through her lips. The rest streamed down her face and dripped down onto her body. But she was still smiling. She wiped her eyelid and opened her eyes. “That was fun,” she said.

I could still hear my camera snapping photos. The whole act was caught on camera, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about that—though I was excited to see the pictures. “I’ll have all your photos done in a few days,” I said.

“Take your time. I’ll be back on Wednesday,” she said. “And if the photos are good, maybe we can shoot again next Saturday.” She winked and my heart skipped a beat. I forced a smile and nodded my head, and then I watched as she slipped into my bathroom to get changed back into her little black dress—the only outfit she had that was appropriate enough to wear out on the streets.


CHAPTER IX

It was that night, while I was looking at the photos, that I was struck by that sense of familiarity again, as if I knew Kat from somewhere. I found myself staring into her eyes as I looked at her photographs. I knew those eyes—but how did I know those eyes?

Then I found myself looking at the blowjob photos. There were lots—a couple hundred shots, one taken every five seconds. But it was one of the shots against the wall that caught my attention. Kat had one of her legs up and the pussy bulge between her legs was especially apparent. I zoomed in on the photo and stared at that bulge. It didn’t look quite right—it was too cylindrical to be a pussy.

Was it a cock? I felt a cold dread filling my gut. No—it couldn’t be. Kat was a woman, right? She looked and sounded like a woman… but maybe she wasn’t. I’d never seen a woman with a bulge like that before.

And that’s when I found myself looking through the picture day pictures, one student at a time. I looked into the eyes of all the twelfth graders, and after ten minutes of searching, I found her eyes—but they were on the eyes on a young man with his hair tied up into a bun on the back of his head. I pulled the picture up and compared it to the clear pictures I had of Kat’s face (if which I had many). And it wasn’t just the eyes—it was her lips and her nose and even her ears. Kat was the young man.

Now my heart was sizzling in my stomach acid. I wanted to throw up. I’d gotten a blowjob from a man? How was it possible?

Even as a man, he had a feminine look to him. He had big eyes and a small nose and soft features. But who was he? I referenced my little notebook and managed to find his name: Karl Stanley. I’d face-fucked a young man named Karl Stanley.

Now I really felt sick. I even found myself on my knees in my bathroom, thinking I was going to lose my stomach contents. I gagged a bit, but I didn’t throw up. I wasn’t happy. I felt betrayed. No wonder she didn’t want me to see her ID—because she didn’t want me to see the capital M next to the word ‘gender’.

I closed my computer down and I threw myself into my bed. I stuffed my face into my pillow and I tried to convince myself that what I’d done wasn’t so bad—so I’d gotten a blowjob from a male—so what? At least he looked and sounded like a female? At least his body was waxed smooth and his hair was long and soft. At least he didn’t have big muscles and rugged features, like some football player or a bodybuilder. At least Karl was feminine.

I didn’t get much done the next day. I wanted to make ads to post around on various job-posting boards, but I wasn’t able to focus. The image of Kat kept returning to my mind, and the image of Karl was never too slow to follow. I was already thinking of how I was going to dodge Kat when she showed up on Wednesday. Perhaps I could get away with pretending to not be home. I could fail to answer my buzzer when it rang, and I could hide my face for the next few weeks every time I left my apartment. I was even trying to think of ways to return her fifty dollars.

But I knew the best solution was to simply finish her photos and deliver them to her, and then refuse to do another photo shoot. So I figured I would pick the ten best photos from the lot, process them quickly, and be done with them. She never said she wanted prints, so I could just toss them onto a cheap thumb drive and there would be no more Kat Stevens or Karl Stanley in my life.

So that’s what I set out to do. My plan was to be quick, but my plan quickly fell apart as soon as I started looking at her photos. I started with the photos in the alley, which I had over five hundred of. I went through each, deleting the ones that weren’t in focus, and deleting the ones where she was blinking or yawning. But even with those deleted, I still had hundreds. So I started making my favourites, and then I went through my favourites and marked my absolute favourites. And I found myself staring at Kat in the photos, unable to convince myself that she wasn’t beautiful.

She truly was beautiful—even though I knew she was really a man. Her eyes were stunning in every photo, and her body was sexy. The shots of her backside when she was wearing the black skirt made my cock hard in my jeans, and then shots of her in the thong made pre-cum ooze out the tip of my dick. I couldn’t force myself to be repulsed to her—the damage was already done. I found myself closing my eyes and remembering the amazing blowjob she gave me. I remembered her face dripping with cum. And then I remembered that I had photos, so I pulled them up. I had one fantastically clear shot of her face coated with my warm load. She had the cutest smile in the photo, and her tongue was out, licking up the cum around her lips.

My heart was pounding as I shut the blinds of my apartment. And it was pounding the whole time I stroked my cock while staring at the photos. It wasn’t long before I came. I didn’t have a cloth or any tissues ready, so I just aimed my cock at my abdomen and I coated myself. I cleaned up quickly and got back to work, finishing the set of photos for Kat. Instead of ten, I ended up with sixty-five.


CHAPTER X

I had no idea what time she was arriving on Wednesday, so I found myself lingering in my apartment, pacing back and forth, waiting for that buzzer to sound. She didn’t have my phone number or e-mail address, so she had no way of letting me know when she was planning to show up—so all I could do was wait. I knew she had school, so I figured she would swing by sometime after that—and throw in enough time to get dolled up, even though that wasn’t necessary now that I knew her true identity—though she still didn’t know that.

It was around 4:00 PM when my buzzer finally went off. I’d already been up for nearly twelve hours, and my eyes were already starting to feel heavy from my restless day. I cautiously approached the two-way communication system and I pressed the button. “Hello?” I said.

“Hey, it’s me. Let me up,” she said. And a shiver ran through my body. I’d spent the whole day mentally preparing for this meeting—hell, I’d spent the past three days mentally preparing for this meeting. But I wasn’t anywhere near being mentally prepared. I held my finger over the button to unlock the front door, but I was too afraid to press it. I had to close my eyes and just lunge my finger forward—and even that took all of my willpower.

I started pacing again. I still hadn’t decided if I was going to confront her, or if I was just going to ignore her—get her out of my apartment as quickly as possible so that I could start the process of forgetting about her and the amazing blowjob she gave me. But I knew that sending her away wouldn’t necessarily make her stop coming around, unless I explicitly told her to stop coming around. The girl had a will of her own, and it was a strong one.

But I couldn’t just not say anything—I couldn’t just accept that she was actually a boy under those clothes and that makeup. I couldn’t just allow myself to photograph her again and again. I had to have some morals—I needed to draw a line somewhere.

She knocked at my door, making my heart skip a beat. And then a moment later, my door opened and she skipped into my apartment. My heart skipped another beat and my legs trembled. Was she really so comfortable with me that she had no qualms letting herself into my apartment? It was as if she had declared herself as my girlfriend—but even every girlfriend I’d ever had would wait for some form of approval before letting themselves in.

“Hey there,” she said with excitement in her voice. “How’d the photos turn out?”

It took me a moment to break free from my rigidity. I managed to force a smile. “Good,” I said. I watched her as she let herself into my kitchen, to pour herself a glass of water. I realized I was looking at her for the first time as a man—at least I was trying to. I looked closely at her throat. She was wearing a choker necklace, making it hard to spot an Adam’s apple. But her shoulders didn’t appear to be too broad, and she had hips to die for—and men don’t generally have wide hips. Her ass was perky and round, but I suppose that didn’t mean anything. Any slender man with a gym membership can have an ass like that.

But then there was her chest—her almost non-existent chest. And her feet did appear to be slightly bigger than they should have been for her size… Or maybe that was just me trying to see something that wasn’t there. Maybe I had her all wrong—maybe she wasn’t actually Karl Stanley. Maybe Karl was her cousin, hence the similarities. Or maybe the similarities were all just in my head.

I walked over to her and handed her the thumb drive filled with her pictures. “Here you go. It was a pleasure doing business with you,” I said.

She shook her head and laughed. “You aren’t going to show me the photos?” she asked.

“You can look at them whenever,” I said.

“I want to see them now. You’ve got a computer, right?”

I slowly nodded and forced another smile. Even standing a few feet away from her, I still couldn’t see the boy behind the makeup. I could still only see Kat and her stunning eyes and cute nose and soft features. And it didn’t help that I could now smell her intoxicating perfume. “Um, okay, sure. Follow me.” I brought her over to my office and I booted up my computer. I sat down in my office chain, and then she leaned over behind me, resting her chest right near my head on the back of my seat.

“I can’t wait,” she said, leaning her head in close. I could feel the heat radiating off of her body.

“I hope you like them,” I said. My heart was pounding. I was worried my computer would turn on and all of those blowjob photos would be on the screen—I’d looked at them earlier in the day, but I was fairly sure that I’d closed them all before closing my computer. Thankfully, they weren’t on the screen, but I had to navigate around them to bring up the selection of photos I’d picked for Kat. She leaned over my chair with glowing eyes.

“That’s me?” she said with a glimmer of a smile.

“That’s you,” I said as I flicked through the photos. Every single one excited her. And I have to admit, it was nice seeing someone so excited about my work. She was hardly blinking and her lips were parted with awe. I had an impressed client on my hand, but there was still a gigantic elephant in the room—there was still a biological male leaning over my body.

“And that’s it,” I said, closing everything down.

“Wait—what about those other shots?” she said.

“Other shots?” I asked.

“You know the ones,” she said with a slight grin.

My heart surged around in my chest. “Oh—those aren’t for you,” I said, forcing a smile. I still wasn’t 100% certain if I was being sucked by a male or a female in those photos.

“I get it—keeping the good ones for yourself. Well I can’t wait to shoot again on Saturday,” she said.

“Oh, Saturday,” I said. I tried to think of a quick excuse. Why hadn’t I thought of an excuse before? I had all day to think of an excuse! “I’m, uh, busy on Saturday. So that won’t work for me.”

“Okay, then Sunday,” she said.

“Weekends don’t quite work for me.” I looked back at her and saw the disappointment seeping into her face as she realized that she was being rejected.

“Evenings?” she asked without much hope in her voice.

But I couldn’t do it—I couldn’t see her broken like that. Even if she was a male, I couldn’t stand to see her so disappointed. “Actually, my thing doesn’t start until the afternoon on Saturday, if you wanted to come by in the morning.” And then I watched as life returned to her face. She stood up straight and smiled and her eyes glistened.

“Saturday morning is perfect for me,” she said.

“Anything in particular you want to add to your portfolio?” I asked.

And then I watched as her cheeks turned a shade of red. “Well, I was thinking that maybe we could do a bit of boudoir.”

I felt my own cheeks turning a shade of red. “Um, okay, sure,” I said. I’d done boudoir shoots a couple of times before, but never with a beautiful woman—and never with a woman who was very likely actually a man. I managed to force one last smile, which was enough to see her to my apartment door. “I’ll see you on Saturday, Kat,” I said.

“See you, Johnny Boy!” She skipped down the hall towards the elevator, leaving me with a pounding heart and a churning stomach.


CHAPTER XI

My crisis only worsened as Saturday approached. I found myself looking at those photos again, and looking at Karl’s Facebook profile. I was sure that it was her—I could see her in every single one of his photos. But I didn’t want it to be true. I wanted to think that I’d received a blowjob from a biological woman—and I wanted to think that I had a massive crush on a biological woman. But the photos weren’t lying to me: Karl was Kat. Karl even had a few photos where his hair wasn’t lied up in a bun—and those photos were truly damning.

It was Friday evening when I got a call from someone who found one of my ads around town. They ran a professional photographer hiring website, and they wanted to invite me to create a profile. It was a nice distraction from my pestering thoughts of Kat, so I spent most of that evening creating my profile (once I was finished setting my bedroom up as a boudoir photography space). But the distraction was short lived—as soon as the website asked me to upload ten of my best photos, I could only think of my photos of Kat.

I ended up using three different photos of Kat for my portfolio. I felt nervous as I went to press submit—scared some client would see the photos and know that she was actually a man (and see what I apparently couldn’t see). But the fact of the matter was: they were some of the best photos I’d ever taken in my life. Kat was a joy to shoot. I felt so free with the camera when she was with me.

I hardly slept at all on Friday night. I managed to squeeze a couple of hours in before Kat buzzed my apartment. I unlocked the front door and then I went to the kitchen to make a pot of coffee. I was going to need lots of coffee to get through a whole morning with Kat—the ten minutes she spent in my apartment a few days before were hard enough.

She showed up wearing a sweater and a pair of sweatpants, which surprised me. She was always wearing tiny, tight outfits—but not today. She had a bag with her, which I assumed was her boudoir outfit—probably too racy to be worn out on the streets. “How’s it going?” I asked.

It took her a moment to smile, but her smile didn’t seem genuine. Her face was strangely pale and her eyes were heavy, as if she hadn’t slept much. “Good,” she said without any enthusiasm at all.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

And it took a moment for her to shake her head. “Nothing’s wrong,” she said, forcing an awkward smile. But something was obviously wrong.

“If you’re too tired, we can do this shoot another day,” I said.

“No, I want to do the shoot. Though would it be possible if I paid you another day? I don’t really have the money I told you I would have,” she said.

“Um, yeah, sure,” I said. I’d spent the past few days trying to convince myself to see through her makeup, to finally see her for the man that she was, so I could cast her away from my thoughts and move on with my life. I wanted to hate her—I wanted to be repulsed by her. But now, as she stood in front of me looking broken and sad, I only wanted to help her. I wanted to hold her and protect her from whatever had hurt her. And I couldn’t bring myself to care that there was a man under that makeup and that sweater and those sweatpants.

I brought her to the bedroom and showed her the set up. I already had lights and reflectors set up, and my camera was assembled and ready on the dresser. “We can get started whenever you’re ready.”

She smiled and then she went towards the bathroom without saying anything. I took a seat on the edge of my bed and waited. My heart was aching. I felt miserable and helpless, knowing there was something wrong, but I couldn’t do anything about it. “How’s it going in there?” I called out.

“Almost done,” she said. She usually didn’t take this long. She usually got changed with speed and excitement. But now she was moving slowly and without enthusiasm. She emerged from the bathroom slowly, with an arm across her chest to hide her flat chest—as if she suddenly cared. She was wearing a nude one-piece romper. It was semi-transparent in many spots, but not the one spot that mattered: between her legs. I could see the bulge, but the bulge wasn’t enough to make a decision. It could have just been a big pussy. She looked beautiful, even with her sulking demeanour.

I told her to get up on the bed. I was surprised when she didn’t immediately strike a pose. She got up onto her knees and asked, “What would you like me to do?”

“Just be yourself,” I said.

But she didn’t move. She just stared at me, as if that wasn’t enough direction.

“Why don’t we try putting both hands behind your head—and push your chest out.” She followed the command, but her pose was still lacking interest. She looked stiff and she didn’t have that cute smile. Her eyes were lost. Something was terribly wrong, and I just couldn’t take it any longer. “What’s wrong?” I asked again.

“Nothing,” she said.

“Bullshit,” I said. “Something’s wrong, and I’m not going to take a single photo until you tell me.” I put my camera down. My heart was pounding. I felt so angry, but it took me a moment to figure out whom I was angry at: a complete stranger—someone who possibly didn’t even exist. I was angry with the person who had hurt my sweet Kat, but as far as I knew, there was no person.

“I don’t know what to say,” she said.

“Look—I know that your real name isn’t Kat. I know who you are,” I said.

I watched her face become increasingly pale. Her eyes filled with fear. “You’re wrong,” she said.

“No I’m not—Your name is Karl Stanley. You came in to get your picture two hours before you came in as Kat. And I don’t care—I just want to know what’s wrong. What happened to you?”

Kat suddenly looked small and scared. She recoiled slightly and looked away, unable to look me in the eyes. “I got kicked out,” she said finally, after a long silence.

“Kicked out of what? Of school?”

“I got kicked out of the house. My dad found the pictures you took. I had them under my mattress. I should have known he would look under there.”

My gut turned. So I was right—Kat really was Karl. I really had gotten a blowjob from a man. But why did I not care? Why was I suddenly not able to bring myself to feel disgusted or betrayed? Why did I still feel so bad for her, even though I knew she wasn’t really a girl? And why did I still think of her as a girl, even though I knew better? I just wanted to help her.


CHAPTER XII

I took a deep breath and looked into her eyes. I bit down on the edge of my tongue, and then I said, “You can stay here.”

She stared at me with wide eyes, in a complete state of disbelief. She was silent for a moment. “I couldn’t do that to you,” she said, looking back down at her bed.

“Do what to me? The bed’s comfortable, and so is the pull-out in the living room.”

“I lied to you,” she said.

“So what? I don’t blame you. The world is filled with people like your dad—people who just don’t get it. And to be honest, I’m not sure I really get it, but I’ve seen you enough to know that you aren’t just some guy in disguise. You aren’t just playing a character for fun. You seem so free and lively when you’re dolled up. I don’t know you as Karl—I only met Karl briefly the other day, and I don’t even remember that meeting—but I remember meeting Kat. I remember how much fun you had shooting out in the alley. I remember how excited you were to see pictures of yourself.”

Finally, she looked up at me. Her eyes were wet and glowing. “What are you saying?” she asked.

“I don’t know what I’m saying, to be honest. When I found out that you were actually a guy, I was put off—I’m not going to lie. But when you’re here, as Kat—as yourself—it seems preposterous to me to think of you as anything but a woman. You’re a woman. So you’ve got something different between your legs—so what? That’s no one’s business but your own, and the people you choose to be with intimately. People like your dad exist—maybe they will come around eventually, or maybe they won’t. All you can do is be yourself and live your life the way you want to live it, and I guess just hope for the best.”

She smiled, and I couldn’t believe that the words had actually come out from my mouth. Where did they come from? Did I just project my own thoughts out into the real world? It took me a moment to gather my composure and relax my pounding heart. “Just do your thing, and I think most people will come around.”

Her smile was big now—the smile I was familiar with. She raised her hands up and slipped them behind her head. She stood up straight on her knees and said, “Well aren’t you going to snap some photos?”

I lifted up my camera, my heart pounding with excitement. I felt like a heavy weight had been lifted from my shoulders. I felt free and relaxed and strangely happy, even though I knew that I was snapping photos of a boy in drag. It didn’t seem to matter. I had Kat—I didn’t have Karl or any other guy. I just had Kat, and Kat was beautiful—she was my dream girl.

We snapped photos for the next few hours, changing outfits every couple hundred shots. She had a whole bag full of lingerie. And each outfit was a bit more scandalous than the one before it. It was the pair of red panties with the hole in the crotch that finally made me put down my camera. The hole was pushed back and lined up perfectly with her tight asshole. I got up onto the bed and I pushed her down onto her back. I lifted up her legs and spread them out to her sides. And then I looked down and could see the bulge of her package. She was erect, being tediously held in by that thin strip of red lace. I reached down and pulled that strip aside, enough for her erection to spring out and slap against her abdomen. She was surprisingly big—considering she was able to keep herself concealed for so long. I slipped my fingers around her girth and I gently stroked her length.

She was smiling with crimson cheeks. She bit her bottom lip and moaned slightly as I pulled her foreskin back to expose her bulbous tip. She liked the feeling of my fingers exploring her shaft. I quickly undressed myself, revealing my own throbbing erection. As soon as she saw it, she had to suck it. We traded places as I let my head sink into my pillow as her tongue explored my shaft. Somehow I managed to get harder inside of her mouth. She sucked with a smile on her face.

“That feels good,” I moaned.

She puckered her lips around my tip and circled the tip of her tongue around the hole on the tip of my cock. It felt amazing. I was worried for a moment that I would cum prematurely. I could feel a warm tingling growing in my cock. But I wanted to save my climax for her pretty butthole. So I pulled back and I rolled over. I pushed her down onto my bed, on her stomach, and then I mounted her. I pressed my cock into her asshole. She was tight but I slid in easily—she probably had lots of dildo practise before me. I sunk in deep and I started pumping her tush without restraint.

She moaned and groaned and clutched the bed sheets tightly. I could feel her clenching but I didn’t stop. I was filled with sexual energy that needed to be released. I wanted to ravage her tiny butthole. I wanted to make her squeal—and she squealed.

I gripped her hips tightly and then I remembered that long beautiful cock between her legs. So I reached around and slipped my hand between her and my bed. I found that cock and I slipped my fingers around it. I started jerking her off while I slammed my pelvis into her ass. And she liked it. She clenched harder and groaned louder, and it wasn’t even a minute before I could feel the warm wetness of her cum pooling around my hand. She was climaxing.

Her butt clenched and relaxed over and over as she screamed out loud, and that was enough to bring me to my own orgasm. I filled her supple tush with cum. And then I fell down next to her and I tried to catch my breath. I looked over into her eyes and saw that she was still smiling. A tear rolled down her cheek.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“I’ve never been better,” she said, and that smile grew larger, and I knew she wasn’t lying to me.

THE END
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