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PRETTY MODEL

Michael is a big-time photographer. Jenn is a new model, looking to build her portfolio. Michael doesn’t mind shooting new models for free, as long as they’re pretty and as long as they seem like the type to put out at the end of the shoot.

The shoot with Jenn goes great. The photos are amazing and Jenn is beautiful. But things become complicated at the end of the shoot when Jenn has a little wardrobe malfunction, and Michael sees that she’s been hiding a big, hard secret between her legs.


CHAPTER I

TFP means ‘Time For Print’. It’s a term used in the photography and modelling world, and it means a model gives the photographer her time in exchange for copies of the photographers prints—in other words, both parties work for free, usually for the sake of gaining experience. I was already an experienced, working photographer, so I only did TFP shoots with pretty models.

Sometimes I would feel guilty as I sorted through my e-mail inbox, seeing all the messages from models asking if I would consider shooting TFP. “I don’t have any money, but I really want to get my portfolio together so I can get an agent,” they would say. I would check out their pictures and usually I would pass. A girl had to be stunning if I was going to spend a whole day preparing, a whole day shooting, and another whole day editing. It was a lot of work to pad my already thick portfolio.

It’s also how I determined my rates for models. Even if they were willing to pay, I would want more money from the less attractive girls. I knew they were going to be slapping my name on every Instagram post, so I needed to make sure only quality girls were making the cut. So in a way, a big part of my job was rating women—just don’t tell the feminists.

Another big part of whether or not I was willing to do TFP shoots was whether or not I thought a model would be willing to do more than just shoot. What can I say? I was a single man and I didn’t have a lot of time for dating. I had to get action somewhere.

I would navigate over to their Instagram or Tumblr pages and I would look through their photos. Usually the ones who weren’t afraid to post nudes were the ones who wouldn’t be afraid to put out. You could usually tell by the expressions on their faces whether or not they would be willing to spread their legs for a little bit more attention to detail. Licking the lips in shots almost always meant they would be up for anything.

When girls said, “Is it okay if my boyfriend comes along? He’s not very comfortable with the idea of me being alone with another guy for a few hours in a hotel room,” I always declined or cancelled completely—and not even just because I knew it would mean I would get none. There’s nothing worse than having a guy looming over your shoulder while you’re trying to work. And the boyfriends always tried to get their two cents in: maybe she should stand up straighter, maybe she should cover her cleavage with her arm, maybe she should put on something less revealing… I wasn’t interested in that. I needed a clear headspace if I was going to do good work—and I had to be horny.

Model photographers won’t tell you that secret: the key to getting sexy photos is to be horny. When I had a shoot planned with a hot model, I would always abstain from sex and masturbation for at least three full days—more than enough to make me squirm as soon as the girls got into their little lingerie outfits. There’s a special kind of energy that a man gets when he’s horny, and that energy can be harnessed into great work. And that was another reason I only picked high quality girls for my TFP shoots. If I was going to not only spend days preparing, shooting, and editing, but also abstaining from masturbation, then the girls better be pretty. Sorry if that isn’t very politically correct of me.

It was a late February afternoon when I found a very pretty model named Jenn in my e-mail inbox. Of the fifteen girls who messaged me overnight, Jenn was undoubtedly the prettiest. “I don’t have much money, so would a TFP shoot be at all possible?” she asked in her message. It was a sentence I’d read many, many times. And so far, just judging by the single photo attached to her e-mail, it was a yes. But I wanted to do more digging first.

I copied her e-mail address and pasted it into the search bar on Facebook. Her amateur modelling page came up. I looked through the few photos that were up. She was very pretty: dark hair, stunning eyes, and a thin, curvy figure. I loved curvy girls, but I almost never got to shoot them. Models were always bone-thin, and fucking a bone-thin girl isn’t terribly fun. I always get taken out of the moment when I thrust forward and can feel both of a girl’s hip bones, or when I run my hands up and down her sides and can feel the gaps between her ribs.

I found a few more pictures by digging a bit deeper. I was able to find her personal Facebook page (not just her modelling page) and I was able to find her Twitter. She had a few bikini photos, but none of them were too revealing. She didn’t seem like the type to put out, but that wasn’t a deal breaker for me. I knew I would have enough fun shooting and editing her pictures.

So I messaged her back and asked if she was available on the upcoming Saturday. She replied quickly, within the hour. “I can make it work!” she wrote, so I replied with some more information: location, wardrobe, and so on. For TFP shoots, I always told the models to bring their own outfits and do their own makeup. I couldn’t be bothered to arrange a makeup artist or a wardrobe girl. Plus, I wanted to keep the shoot intimate, just in case there was a chance we would end up fucking.

I would spend money on the hotel room though, and the liquor. Hotel rooms always make the best sets for boudoir-style shoots, and liquor is usually necessary to get a model to make the sexier poses—and it was usually necessary if I was going to have any chance of getting some action.

That shoot was still three days away. I still had one other girl to shoot before Jenn. Her name was Larissa, and she was pretty cute (cute enough that I was willing to shoot her for free, but not quite as cute as Jenn). The only reason I booked Larissa was because she had ten different pictures on her modelling profile page where she was licking her lips. There was even one shot where she was bending over and her panties were being stretched to the point of being see-through. If she were willing to post a picture of her wearing see-through panties, she would almost certainly be willing to get a photographer’s cock in her tight hole.

I had a motel room booked just down the street from my house. I purposely booked a cheap motel because the theme of the shoot was ‘trailer trash’ (I’ve always had a thing for white trash girls—what can I say?). I brought two cases of cheap beer with me: one unopened, the other full of empties, to be used as set decoration. I asked Larissa to bring lots of lingerie, most of it to be used as set decoration. When she showed up, I asked to see her outfits and then I started spreading it all around the room. I hung a pair of panties on the lamp and a bra on the ceiling fan. I ruffled up the bed, sprinkled a few empty beer cans about the room, and voila: a perfect set for the photo-shoot.

Most girls would hesitate when I offered them a drink to loosen up, but not Larissa—Larissa got right into the booze. She pounded back a beer within a minute and then she opened another one. And she still wasn’t even in her first outfit yet. I couldn’t fight the smirk from my face, especially after I noticed her checking me out in the mirror. I couldn’t help but wonder if she was there for the photo shoot, or if she was there hoping for a nice fucking.

She started out in a lacy bodysuit, which was mostly sheer. Her nipples were out in the open for me and my camera to see, and she didn’t seem to care. “What are these photos for, by the way?” I asked. “Your modelling portfolio?”

“Well,” she said. “They were going to be for my boyfriend, but we just broke up last night. So I guess they’re just for me.” She said, already slurring her words slightly, as if she’d had a few drinks before showing up. And my grin only grew bigger. There was suddenly no pressure to get good pictures. She might end up posting a few of the shots on her Instagram page, but she wasn’t going to be using them for modelling, so other models and agents wouldn’t be seeing them.

So we got shooting. She was not a professional model, but she was giving it her best anyway. At least she wasn’t shy—there’s nothing worse than a shy amateur. Without having to be directed, Larissa grabbed her tits, threw her arms over her head, spun around, bent over—she even grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them, and when I zoomed in, I could see the stretchy flesh around her tight asshole, which was hardly being covered by the thin lace of that bodysuit.

When I asked Larissa to change into a different outfit, she didn’t even bother to slip into the bathroom. She just went into the corner and turned her back to me before getting nude. Her next outfit was a bikini, which I thought was strange with the setting, but I didn’t say anything. It was tiny and it held up her big tits nicely for the camera. I snapped a bunch of photos while Larissa posed—some of her poses were better than others—some were downright strange, as if she wasn’t entirely sure what to do with her arms.

We hadn’t even been shooting for an hour when Larissa said, “Can I ask you to take a kind of racy picture for me?” As if the pictures we’d been taking weren’t racy enough. “I want a picture that looks like I’m here about to have sex with someone. I want to send it to my boyfriend—I mean—my ex-boyfriend.” She laughed. “He’ll be so pissed.”

I cleared my throat, feeling my cheeks turning red. “What kind of picture?” I said.

“Well, I’ll be naked. Are you okay with that?” she asked.

I nodded my head, feeling my cheeks getting redder. Larissa was setting a new slutty standard. She reached around and pulled off her top, and then she quickly slipped out from her bottoms. Her face didn’t even turn a single shade redder, as if she wasn’t even a little bit shy. “Maybe I can be touching myself—like this,” she said, and then she reached between her legs and pressed two of her fingers against her plump pussy.

“That’s fine,” I said, my voice cracking a little bit. I’d fucked a dozen models before—Larissa was about to be number thirteen—so I had no reason to be shy. But there was something about Larissa’s shamelessness that made my heart stutter. I took a few photos. She bit the corner of her bottom lip and looked right into the lens, as if she was looking right into my eyes. She rubbed her fingers in a circle.

“Maybe get one of me from behind—like this,” she said, flipping herself over and springing up onto her hands and knees. She let her hair hand down onto the cheap hotel bed sheets. Now, I had a clear shot of her asshole, which was slightly agape as if she’d been plunging a toy in and out of it before showing up for our photo shoot. I snapped a few more shots.

And then I took a deep breath. “If you really want to make him jealous,” I said. “Maybe I could be in a few shots.” Larissa looked back at me and her eyes lit up.

“You wouldn’t mind?” she said.

I shook my head. “As long as we keep my face out of the shots,” I said.

She stared into my eyes with a grin. “Would you be okay if maybe I was holding your cock for a few shots?”

I nodded my head. Now my face must have been dark purple. I quickly reached down and pulled away my belt. I tugged my pants down to my ankles, and then I switched to my widest lens: a 14mm. I walked up to the bed and then I climbed up. I planted my knees down and then I got my camera ready to shoot. “Okay, go ahead,” I said. My heart was pounding. She crawled up and kept her gaze connected with my camera’s lens. She had a cute smirk on her face.

She gently unbuttoned the single button of my boxers and then she reached her fingers through the slit. I felt her warm hand wrap around my cock. “You’re big,” she said. “Even better.” She pulled my cock out from that hole, and then I snapped a few photos. She could probably hear my heart pounding. Luckily the camera wasn’t recording audio.

She started to stroke my dick, getting it harder and harder. She never looked away from that camera lens, as if she was looking right into her ex-boyfriend’s eyes, saying ‘fuck you’. I didn’t mind being used as revenge. She was good at stroking cock, and I wasn’t about to turn down a nice stroke. She leaned forward and ran the tip of her tongue up the underside of my shaft. My cock twitched and then a drop of pre-cum oozed out the bulbous tip. She licked it up. I got a few more pictures.

“My ex always wanted to do anal and I never let him,” she said casually. “I also never let him fuck me without a condom. I know this is asking a lot, but would you be willing to stick it in my ass for me? Without a condom. Just for a few pictures. I promise I’m clean.” My heart stuttered and coughed and pounded up into my throat. I nodded my head quickly.

“If that’s what you want,” I said. My voice managed to crack multiple times.

She smiled and then spun around quickly. She reached back and spread her ass cheeks wide, exposing that slightly agape hole. I took a deep breath and pressed my tip against it. It started to pucker, as if she was inviting me inside. I took a pre-penetration photo. Then I pushed my tip inside. She was tight—incredibly tight. I couldn’t believe she wasn’t screaming out loud as I stretched her tight hole. I took another shot, and then I sunk in a bit deeper. I could see the veins in my shaft bulging and pulsing. Her asshole continued to pucker. And then I noticed a streak of fluid dribbling down her inner thigh, emanating from her pussy. She was wet and horny. She didn’t just want pictures. She wanted me to fuck her.

“This camera does video too,” I said awkwardly.

“Really? Perfect. Maybe you could get a minute of fucking then—I promise I won’t show it to anyone but him,” she said.

“Okay,” I said. I took another deep breath. I could feel beads of sweat forming on my forehead. I switched my camera to video mode and then I started to thrust in and out. She was so tight and I hadn’t gotten off in days. I was worried that I wouldn’t last long, that I would end up coming in her asshole—though maybe that’s what she wanted. Maybe she wanted a shot of her asshole spitting up a glob of white cum. My body shuddered with warm elation.

“How does that look?” she asked as she pressed her bum back hard with each penetration. Her big ass squished against my pelvis beautifully.

“It looks good,” I said. My cock looked huge on camera, which made me feel pretty good. The wide lens helped.

Larissa moaned. “That feels good—right there,” she said. So I kept fucking her at that same angle, thrusting down harder and harder with each entry. The rim around her tight hole was red and probably a bit sore, but she didn’t seem to care. “Slap my ass,” she said. So I took one hand off of the camera and used it to slap her ass. “Harder—make my ass dark red.” So I slapped her ass harder. “Harder!” she yelled. So I kept slapping her ass. And it got very red. More fluid was running down her inner thigh, making the cheap motel bed sheets wet and messy.

“I think I’m going to come,” I said.

“On my face,” she said quickly. “I want it on my face, and I want pictures. I never let my ex come on my face. You don’t mind, do you?”

“No, but you need to turn around now,” I said, clenching my teeth hard. I pulled out. A cute little toot escaped her asshole as she quickly spun around. She tilted her head back and opened her mouth. I did my best to keep the camera straight with one hand while I aimed my cock with the other. And then I watched through my little screen as I drenched Larissa’s face with three days worth of stored up cum.

“You can e-mail all these pictures and videos to me, right?” she said, while my cock was still unloading its final few blasts.

“I’ll send you the good stuff,” I said as a warm buzzing shocked through my whole body. I squeezed out the last drop of cum right onto the tip of her nose, and then I slipped my cock back into my boxer shorts. “Hopefully I got what you were looking for.”

“I can’t wait to see them,” she said as she stood up and started getting dressed, as if she didn’t even notice the cum that was now drying on her face. I watched her curiously for a few minutes before beginning to pack up my own things. I was already hoping that my weekend model, Jenn, would be just as horny and slutty.


CHAPTER II

Larissa’s photos didn’t turn out great, but she seemed to like them. The lighting in that motel room was pretty lousy and I must have been off my game because most of the pictures were slightly out of focus, and my compositions were crumby. But it didn’t matter. Larissa just wanted the photos to make her ex-boyfriend jealous, and I’m sure they did the trick. And now, I had a video on my computer of me fucking a pretty model in the asshole. I was sure that video would come in handy on many lonely nights.

It was the day before my shoot with Jenn and I still had lots to get ready. I had the hotel room booked downtown, in a fancy suite with a beautiful view of the downtown core. I had a couple bottles of wine and a bottle of champagne ready—more than enough to make sure my model was nice and loose. But I didn’t have a plan—and a photographer always needs a plan. I’d made that mistake before, going into a shoot, just planning to ‘wing it’. It never works out. After five poses, I end up out of ideas with a disappointed model staring at me, waiting for direction.

I decided that my theme with Jenn would be ‘classic elegant’. I didn’t want to do anything too creative—just a simple, elegant shoot with pretty lingerie and an expensive hotel suite backdrop. I spent a few hours creating a ‘look book’ of poses I would get from Jenn, including many photos of facial expressions I would try to coax out of her.

The lighting in expensive hotel rooms was usually pretty good naturally, but I figured it would be a good idea to pack a few extra lights, just to be safe. Plus, lights always make a shoot seem more professional, even if they aren’t doing much.

I made sure all of my data cards were cleared and my batteries were charged. I got my lenses all packed up with the rest of my gear, and then I went to sleep, excited to spend the next evening with one of the prettier models that had ever reached out to me—I’d even forgotten that I wasn’t being paid for the shoot.

I was always nervous on the day of a shoot, even with amateur models who weren’t paying with anything but their time. I always wanted to impress people, even when I was volunteering. I had a pretty decent following online, lots of people who expected high quality pictures from me. I had to deliver, and a lot of the time I felt like I was just getting lucky, and soon my luck would run out. It always seemed like my best photos were the ones that I didn’t mean to take—the ones that I snapped between poses. My best ever photo, in my opinion, was one that I snapped completely by mistake, while my camera was hanging by its strap, while I was getting into a new position.

What if that luck just ended one day? What if I went into a shoot with a model expecting great shots, and I could get nothing but ho-hum garbage?

4:00 PM came quickly. I spent most of that day pacing around my apartment, double checking my gear to make sure I had everything packed properly, and then it was suddenly time to go, and I was suddenly worried that I had all the wrong gear packed, and that all of the reference photos in my look book were trash. Maybe the poses were stupid and uninspired. Maybe Jenn would cringe when I asked her to hold her arms above her head, the way the reference model held her arms… Or maybe I was just being paranoid, like usual.

I got everything into my car, including a small bag of clothes (as I planned on staying the night in the hotel, since I paid a good deal of money for the room). I tried to calm myself down the whole way to the shoot. I got there early, as I always did. I got all of my lights set up in the room, aimed at the bed where I planned to get most of my shots. I got my camera all set up, with my lenses on standby on a nearby dresser. Then I started pacing the room.

About 30% of the time, models didn’t show up for TFP shoots. So 30% of the time, I just ended up getting drunk by myself in a fancy hotel room. Sometimes I would go down to the hotel bar and try to pick up a chick around midnight. All girls are aspiring models deep down inside. All girls want to have their pictures taken—even the forty-year-old cougars on business trips. But I didn’t want to resort to that. I’d gotten myself excited for Jenn, so I was holding out for Jenn.

6:00 PM rolled around—our meet up time. But she wasn’t there. I tried not to panic. Models were almost always late—sometimes even a whole hour late. Models are notoriously terrible at keeping a schedule. So I took a few deep breaths and I turned on the TV, so I could get my mind away from my anxiety. And then came the knock at the door.

I sprung to my feet and I grabbed my camera. I went to the door and I quickly pulled it open. And there was Jenn, standing with a cute smile on her face. She was wearing a big, fluffy coat and she had her hair tied up in a tight bun on the top of her head. “James?” she asked.

“That’s me,” I said, stepping aside.

She walked into the hotel room slowly and apprehensively. She looked around and slowly nodded her head. “Nice room,” she said.

“I think it’ll make a good set,” I said. “So go ahead and get into your first outfit and we can get started. I’ve got lots of shots I want to get, and I want to make sure you get what you want as well.”

“Okay,” she said. And her cheeks were suddenly a shade of pink. I wasn’t thrilled about her nervousness, but she was pretty enough that I didn’t get too worked up over it. That’s what the booze was for—to get her loosened up.

“Do you prefer red or white wine?” I asked.

She was slow to respond. “White,” she said. “But maybe just a little bit. I want to keep a clear hear.”

I forced a smile. A clear head was exactly what I didn’t want her to keep. I needed her to cut loose. I needed her to allow herself to be embarrassed in front of the camera. I wanted her to do things she wouldn’t even do in front of her own boyfriend—and hopefully she didn’t have a boyfriend.

I watched her as she walked into the room and took a good look around. She slowly unbuttoned her fluffy jacket and then she gently hung it up on the chair by the desk. She was already wearing her first outfit: a black satin dress with a poofy lace skirt that came to life as soon as that fluffy jacket was off of her body. The dress had a sheer top above her breasts and down her arms, and she was wearing a black chocker. She sunk down to her purse and pulled out a pair of black lacy cat ears. I bit my lip and fought back the urge to smile. Girls who wore cat ears almost always put out. Same with girls who wore chokers.

She slipped out from her little sneakers and then she pulled a little pair of black heels out from her wardrobe bag. “What do you think of these?” she asked. Her face was dark red now.

“I think those are perfect,” I said. Now I was trying to force away my smile. Jenn was beautiful—almost overwhelmingly beautiful. I loved the way her hair flowed down her shoulders and teased her tits. I loved how thin her waist was, and how wide her hips were, like she was a walking hourglass. She turned profile to me as she checked her makeup in the mirror, showing off her perky tush, which I already wanted to bury my face in. Maybe Jenn would let me film as I fucked her, the way Larissa did. Maybe she had an ex-boyfriend to torment too.

“How do I look?” she asked with her hands clasped nervously at her waist. And her sexy coy demeanour suddenly inspired me. I could work with her shyness. I could get a whole collection of shots of her beautiful red cheeks, with her shoulders up by her ears. She was constantly reaching down and pulling her skirt down, as if it was riding up, as if she didn’t want me to see the flesh of her tush. It was inevitable that I would, once I started getting low-angle shots (and I planned to get plenty).

“You look fantastic,” I said. “Shall we get started?”

She nodded her head and bit her lip. So I raised my camera and snapped my first shot: a simple shot of her standing and looking more vulnerable than any model before her. I liked her vulnerability. I took a few more shots, changing up my angle slightly. She smiled, which was even more proof that she was inexperienced. Models rarely smile. Magazines and advertisers rarely want pictures of beautiful women smiling—but Jenn got a pass, because her smile was adorable, showing off her dimples and her high cheekbones.

“Turn your back to me,” I said. She turned slowly, tugging down her skirt again, worried I would see that perfect bum of hers. I sunk down to the ground and got a few low angle shots—and in all of them, I could see the fleshy cusp of her ass, and the slight bulge in her black lacy panties. “Look over your shoulder, right at the lens,” I said. And that’s when I saw that her face was dark red.

I tried to remember if any of the shots her small modelling portfolio looked professionally done, or if they were all simply camera phone shots. I remembered the main photo she included in her e-mail, a shot that seemed to be too high resolution for a camera phone—but it was possible she set a camera up on a tripod in her bedroom and snapped the shot herself. And with all of her other shots—maybe those were taken alone with a tripod as well. Maybe I was the first photographer to shoot her, aside from the photographers her grade school principals hired on photo day.

“Let’s move over to the bed,” I said. She took a few steps towards the bed, but she didn’t get on. She just stood by it, again with her hands clasped at her waist.

“What do you want me to do?” she asked.

“Maybe start on your stomach, feet up in the air—keep them crossed and your toes pointed.” She got into position quite naturally, though now she was afraid to look down the lens. I had to remind her constantly, but she kept looking away like a shy girl looking at her first grade school crush. She also kept reached down to give her skirt a tug, apparently still worried that I would snap an unflattering upskirt shot. “Good, now roll onto your side,” I said. So she rolled onto her side. “Every time you hear the snap of my camera, feel free to strike a different pose—make a different facial expression—just keep giving me different looks.” This was a skill that all professional models could do without hesitation, and lots of amateur ones as well. But Jenn was slow, unsure of what to do. She remained frozen in place until I gave her precise direction. So I decided to take a break. “I need to offload this card. In the meantime, why don’t you have another drink?” I poured her a glass before she could reply—and I made sure the glass was full.

She took a slow sip, staring down into the glass. I took the card out from my camera and brought it over to my computer. I didn’t actually need to offload it—I could shoot constantly for hours without filling up half of a card—and I had about ten cards there with me. But I needed to give her a reason to drink. I knew human behaviour well enough to know that a nervous person with a drink in their hand and nothing else to do was going to drink. I’d been to enough house parties to know that was a fact.

And by the time I was finished offloading the seventy or so photos from my card, she was half done that big glass of wine. I could see that her pupils were starting to dilate and her shoulders weren’t quite so close to her ears now. I watched her over the top of my computer screen as she closed her eyes and took in a deep breath of air. “Ready to go again?” I asked.

She smiled and nodded and climbed back up on the bed. I switched to a longer lens, so I could be further away from her. I once heard that director, Akira Kurosawa, would use super long lenses so that his actors would feel more comfortable, and less like they were being watched and filmed. It seemed to work with models too, and it seemed to work with Jenn. I had my back against the wall and she started to pose again. But even though she was a lot looser, she was still constantly tugging at that skirt, pulling it down so that I wouldn’t see her panties. I was almost tempted to tell her not to worry about it. I’d seen many bums before, and she definitely had nothing to be ashamed of. But I kept my mouth shut and continued to shoot.

She was getting into it, starting to strike poses without direction. I shot her from many angles. I particularly liked the shots of her up on all fours, and the shots of her pulling the white sheets up to her chest. I liked what I was getting so much that I decided to pull the same trick again. “I need to off-load again,” I said. And then I didn’t even bother asking if she wanted more wine. I just topped up her glass and took an extra long time getting the photos onto my computer. It was actually a good opportunity to look through my shots, to see what was working on a bigger screen.

I flicked through photos while she nervously sipped away at her wine. I found one shot where she was transitioning from one pose to another. Her skirt was flipped up into the air and I could see that pussy bulge between her legs. But I could see something else: a hint of flesh next to that black strip of panties. Was it her labia? It looked too big to be a labia, and it had a distinct shape to it: long and phallic, as if she had a cock.

I paused, my mouth parting suddenly. I zoomed in on the shot. I was shooting super high-resolution RAW images, at a high shutter speed. So there was plenty of detail to zoom in on. And hell, it really looked like I was staring at a cock slipping slightly out from a pair of tiny panties. But that couldn’t have been true. She couldn’t have been a trap—could she?

I looked closer at the picture. Maybe my mind was just playing tricks on me. She was moving in the picture—it was possible the shaft was just a consequence of the motion blur. I looked at a few other shots, including my first few shots, where I could see her panties. I could see that slight bulge, but there was no proof that I was looking at a cock.

I looked up at Jenn and smiled. “Almost ready to go again?” she asked with her glass of wine in hand.

“In a minute,” I said. I took a quick look at her chest. The top of her outfit was sheer, but I couldn’t see any cleavage. Maybe she just had small tits. Maybe the dress was cut just too high to properly see cleavage. I couldn’t jump to conclusions just because of one strange picture in a lot of hundreds. “You know what—why don’t we switch outfits. You brought a few different options, right?” I asked.

She nodded her head and then grabbed her bag. She pulled out another dress with a frilly skirt. “How’s this?” she asked.

I shook my head. “Maybe something more fitted,” I said. “Like a bodysuit, or maybe a two-piece.”

Her eyes were suddenly glossy. She stared at me for a moment and then she turned her attention back to her bag. She reached in and pulled out a lacy two-piece. The price tag was still attached to the top. “What about this?”

It wasn’t the most revealing two-piece I’d ever seen. The bottoms extended down the leg an inch, and they were high waisted, and the top was more like a bralette than a bra. But I had a feeling there was nothing more revealing in the bag. “That’ll do,” I said. She took the little outfit to the bathroom to get changed, giving me more time to stare at those pictures, trying to find more evidence.

I wanted to believe she was a woman. I wanted to un-see that strange picture of that shaft teetering out from her panties. It must have been wrong. I didn’t even want to look at it again. I’d already convinced myself that I’d just seen some strange motion blur. She was beautiful—no trap has ever been as beautiful as her. She was convincing—and her voice was convincing. No biological male can make a voice like that.

A tingle ran through my body. But what if that picture was correct and my eyes weren’t tricking me? What if she was a trap, all dolled up, and truly convincing? What if she had a little sissy cock hidden in her panties? A smile crossed my face.

I’d always had a bit of a trap fantasy. Back in college, a friend of mine dated a trap. We all made fun of him until we met her. She was super nice, and fairly convincing. She would always look at me with this heart piercing half-grin, as if she wanted to desperately suck my cock. For months I fantasized about her every time I jerked off in the shower. She ended up dumping him and running off to Greece with some tourist she met at work, so I never got the chance to have a go at her.

But now, I might have been standing before an even cuter trap—and a trap that was very possibly single. Maybe she really just wanted these pictures for her dating profile. I often got girls asking me to shoot them for their escort profiles online. I usually declined the shoots, but I’m sure I’d done many for girls who just didn’t tell me that’s what they were using the photos for. Hell, I wouldn’t be surprised if Larissa actually wanted photos of me coming on her face for her prostitution profile.

Jenn came out from the bathroom looking beautiful, as expected. My gaze went quickly down to her crotch. There was a slight bulge there, but nothing telling. The bralette top was almost completely flat to her chest. She either had A-cups or a boy’s chest—and there was no way of knowing without asking outright.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Me? I’m fine,” I said.

“Your face is white,” she said.

I forced a smile. “Oh—I’m just a bit hungry I think,” I said, lying.

“We can order some food if you want,” she said. “I can pay for it, seeing as you paid for all of this.”

“That’s okay,” I said. “Unless you’re hungry.”

“I could eat,” she said. Then she went over to the hotel restaurant menu that was propped up on the desk. “Why don’t we just order this platter for two that they have. It’s only twenty-five bucks.” She went to the phone without waiting for my confirmation. She picked it up and dialled the restaurant. Then she looked back at me with a smile. “What room are we?” she asked.

“1108,” I said.

She turned back towards the wall and I looked down at her ass. She had a perky ass that belonged on magazine covers. I’d never seen a trap with an ass like that, but that didn’t mean one thing or the other. She ordered the food and then she turned around with a big, cute smile on her face. “They said it should be up in ten minutes. Is your card done offloading?”

She was definitely loosening up, letting go of that anxiety and exchanging it for some spunk. I got my camera set up and we kept shooting, moving over to the window for a few poses, and then over to the big sofa chair in the corner for a few more poses. I got down on my knees whenever possible, hoping to get a good shot between her legs. I snapped a few while she was crossing one leg over the other, though I didn’t stop to zoom in on my shots and inspect for a cock. I would have to do that later.

The food came. We ate while we shot. I got some cute pictures of Jenn dangling cured meat into her mouth, and then I got some shots of her drinking more wine. She was on her fourth glass already and she hardly seemed buzzed. I’d never seen a woman drink so much without getting sloppy—except for my friend’s trap ex-girlfriend. So maybe it was true. Maybe Jenn was hiding a bit of extra meat between her plump thighs.

I was getting buzzed myself, stumbling slightly whenever I went for those hard-to-get shots. We did one set of shots while I was standing over her, pointing the camera down. She gently cupped her small breasts and bit her bottom lip, looking cuter than ever. The sight made my nerves tingle. I was worried I was about to get an erection while standing over her, so I climbed down to change up my angle.

We ended up ordering another tray of food, and then we ordered up some more wine, because we ran out. We chatted lots between poses and outfits. Jenn was funny—she was always quick to make a joke, and her laugh was downright adorable. I switched back to my wide lens so that I could get up close. She was wearing a nice perfume—it was a little bit oaky, and a little bit floral.

“I think your boyfriend will really love these pictures,” I said.

She laughed. “My boyfriend? What boyfriend?”

“Didn’t you say these were for your boyfriend?”

She giggled again. “No. They’re for my modelling portfolio.”

“Oh, that’s right. The girl I shot the other day—those were for her boyfriend.” I was lying, of course. It was just my way of finding out if she was single, and it sounded like she was indeed single. Maybe I would make a move. She was certainly tipsy enough now that she would probably go for it. She was loose and having fun, and she was occasionally looking into my eyes with that look that girls make when they’re feeling a little bit frisky. My heart rate was starting to increase.

“For this next pose, I want you on your side, with your hand comfortably on your hip, and your other hand holding up your head—yes, just like that. Maybe open your legs up just a bit.” She giggled and then opened her legs up as asked, and that’s when a bit of her ball sack slipped loose. I could see it with my own eyes. I didn’t need to zoom in or enhance any footage—it was right there, and she didn’t even notice it.

I tried to swallow the lump in my throat but it wouldn’t go down. My head was suddenly spinning and my heart was pounding. I held the camera up to my face and I stared at that loose testicle. There was no mistaking it—it was not any bit of labia. I cleared my throat.

“Okay—I got it,” I said. “I think that’s it.” I forced a smile. I could feel the colour draining from my face. I wasn’t sure if I was excited or terrified. A part of me wanted to make a move on her and another part of me wanted to rush her out of that hotel suite, so that I could be alone to process what I’d just seen.

“This was fun,” she said, putting her coat on over her lingerie, the way a prostitute in a rush would. “Maybe we can do it again sometime.”

“Yeah, totally,” I said. I was tempted to wipe the cold sweat off of my forehead. I said nothing else as I watched her go to the door. She turned and said goodbye, and all I was able to do was wave. Once she was gone, I sat down quickly on the edge of the bed, worried my legs would give out if I kept standing upright.


CHAPTER III

I took well over a thousand photos during our session. Now I had to pick just a dozen to process and send back to her. There were so many to choose from, but the best photo of the lot was unfortunately the last photo we took that night, of Jenn on her side with her ball sack hanging out the side of her little panties. I thought about editing the ball sack out, but I ultimately decided it would be too much work. So I picked twelve photos that didn’t have any wardrobe malfunctions.

It took me a whole day to properly process those shots. I found myself in a constantly state of disbelief, staring at Jenn’s face from shot to shot. She was so beautiful, but how was it possible? Her cheekbones were so prominent and her lips were so plump… Did she have a surgery done? If she’d undergone surgery, why hadn’t she had her tits done, or her cock? Maybe she wasn’t a fulltime female. Maybe she got home after our shoot and washed everything off and then went out to the clubs to hit on girls. Maybe Jenn was just a cross dresser, and not even a proper tranny.

It looked like she was taking hormones—she must have been, to have a face like she had, and soft, radiant skin like she had. But there was no proof that she was taking anything. Surely if she was taking hormones, she would have more than just tiny A-cups, no? I had one photo of her on her hands and knees in her first outfit, and in that photo I could see down her top. I couldn’t quite see nipples, but I could see that there was no bust. But strangely, she didn’t even try padding her chest with anything. She just embraced her bust-free chest. And somehow she still looked curvy.

It wasn’t long into the editing process before I had a big erection. No man can stare for hours at pictures of a beautiful girl in lingerie without getting a boner. But strangely, I kept finding myself returning to those few pictures where her panties failed to hold everything in. I kept finding myself staring at her ball sack, and staring at her shaft in that one photo where I first realized Jenn wasn’t exactly as she seemed.

It wasn’t until late that night that I sent the photos off to Jenn. It was always a nervous few hours, waiting to find out if the model approves. It wasn’t until the next morning when Jenn replied with, “I love them so much! Thank you!”

“If you ever want to shoot again, just let me know,” I said. And she replied with a smiling emoji and nothing else.

And then I waited for those pictures to pop up on the local modelling platforms. I found myself constantly refreshing all of the local model/photographer Facebook pages, and looking through all of the new photos on the Model Hire website, with the location set to my town. But those photos didn’t pop up. For days I kept checking back, but the photos never popped up. So I navigated over to Jenn’s Facebook page, which I could still find by searching her e-mail address. She hadn’t posted them there either. Maybe she didn’t actually like the pictures. Maybe she was just being nice when she said ‘I love them so much!’ Maybe she hated them.

I pulled the photos open and looked at them all closely. They were good photos—great, even. They were some of the best photos I’d ever taken, though maybe I only thought that because I thought Jenn was more attractive than any of the models I’d ever photographed.

It was a week later and my anxiety was still high, even after completing three more paid shoots. I didn’t bother to see if Larissa had posted her photos anywhere, and I didn’t bother to check to see if any of the other models had poster their pictures anywhere—so why did I care so much about Jenn? It’s not like she was a famous or even budding new model. It’s not like I needed the exposure.

I didn’t actually care if she posted the photos or now—I only cared that she liked them. I wanted her to like them because I wanted her to reach back out to me for another shoot. I wanted another shot at her, so I could get more pictures in more outfits, and so I could possibly make a move. It was all I could think about: kissing those lips, feeling her smooth skin, and rubbing my cock against hers. It was a long-time fantasy that I finally had a chance to entertain, and I blew it. I could have made my move at the end of that night, after our second bottle of wine. There were plenty of moments when her eyes were shining and she was ripe and stunning. But I froze up. I saw that glimmer of testicle hanging out the side of her panties, and I chickened out.

Because maybe I liked that my trap fantasy was just a fantasy. Maybe I didn’t want to ruin it by making it into a reality and finding out that fucking a trap isn’t any more fun than fucking a proper woman. Maybe it’s even less fun. Maybe it’s just messy and dry and uncomfortable for both parties. Or maybe it’s the best thing ever, and I missed my chance…

It was ten days after the shoot when I decided to search Google for all of the pictures I sent her, to see if they’d been posted anywhere. I couldn’t find any results, so I ended up using a special website that does a much more thorough search than Google, and even that search didn’t turn up any results. I kept telling myself that there was probably a good reason—maybe Jenn had just gone and had the photos printed. Maybe she was going to modelling agencies the old school way, with a binder full of printed shots. Maybe she wasn’t much of a tech girl—her Facebook page only had five pictures on it, after all.

I accepted this theory—at least I tried to. I moved Jenn’s pictures onto my hard drive where I stored all of my old photos and then I deleted them off of my computer, so I wouldn’t be tormented by them every time I opened up Photoshop.

I also accepted the fact that I’d missed my chance to sleep with a beautiful trap. It was probably for the best—at least that’s what I kept telling myself. I went into my e-mail and I scanned through all of the models begging to shoot TFP. I found a cute girl with perky cheekbones and big, heavy tits. Her name was Kyla and she was looking to start a portfolio. She was a senior in high school, unemployed and broke, and she mentioned twice in her e-mail that she was eighteen. “I really want to be a model but I have no idea where to start,” she said. Normally I would have passed her by. She was cute but her inexperience was seeping through her iPhone selfies that she included in her e-mail inquiry. I knew she would be tough to work with—tough to pose and she wasn’t legally old enough to drink. But the other options in my e-mail inbox weren’t exciting by any means, so I messaged her back.

“Hi Kyla, I’d love to do a shoot with you. Are you free tomorrow afternoon?”

She replied quickly, with lots of emojis, which made me question whether she really was eighteen or if she just felt she needed to say that for me to photograph her. “Tomorrow is perfect,” she said. So I started planning the shoot—the perfect escape from my Jenn-related anxiety.

I decided not to spend too much money on Kyla, seeing as she wasn’t spending any money on me and the photos likely wouldn’t even end up in my portfolio. So I scheduled the shoot in a park at the edge of town. It had nice trees and it was hardly ever used by people—especially in March, while the snow was still frozen to the ground.

I didn’t even bring along any lights or special equipment—just my camera and my smaller lens bag, with my 35mm, 50mm, and 85mm. It was more than enough for a shoot with a high-school girl who had probably never even seen a real camera before.

She was at the park early, before I even got there—which was the first sign that she wasn’t a professional model. Professional models are always at least five minutes late, and never early. So I had to awkwardly scout out the woods for nice spots while she stood there watching me. Then she watched me as I set up my camera and pulled out my look book. I didn’t like it when models saw my look book—I liked to make them think that all of my ideas were in my head, and not pulled from various sources on the Internet. But she was so shy, I’m not sure she even really noticed.

She stood stiff the whole time, not saying anything. I had a bottle of vodka in my bag and a pair of shot glasses, but I knew I could get in trouble for breaking them out. She wasn’t legal drinking age, but she needed to relax if we were going to get anything useful from the shoot. “Why don’t we start with some basic poses? I’ll put the 35mm on for some full-frame shots,” I said, and then she stared back at me with a blank expression.

So I forced a smile and said, “Let’s start with your hands on your hips, standing upright.” She didn’t know the lingo—new models usually didn’t know the lingo. But it didn’t matter if she knew the lingo or if she posed well or if the photos ended up online or not. I wasn’t there to get nice photos. I was there to get my mind away from Jenn and her big, hidden package.

Kyla put her hands on her hips and stood upright, and she looked very nervous. I snapped a couple of photos. She flinched every time the shutter went off. I paused and thought about offering her some vodka. I could tell by looking at her that she was definitely the type of girl to sneak out and go to parties. It wouldn’t have been her first shot of vodka, though I wasn’t sure I wanted to end up getting in trouble when her parents smelled vodka on her breath when she got home.

“Try to relax,” I said. “Just move around and pose however you want. Every time you hear the snap, just change it up.” I snapped a few shots, but she didn’t move. Her eyes were wide and her skin was pale. I’ll never understand why girls think they want to be models but they can’t even breathe in front of a camera…

“Okay, good,” I said, lying. The photos weren’t good. I looked back at my bag where that vodka was. I bit my tongue and then I caved. “Here—this might help you loosen up a bit.” I pulled out the bottle and then her eyes lit up. She zipped up to my side without hesitation, which I wasn’t expecting. I thought she would be at least a little bit apprehensive, drinking hard liquor out in the woods with a complete stranger. But apparently I was wrong. I poured her a shot and she pounded it back before I could pour one for myself. She held out her glass, so I poured her another one. Then she took a long, deep breath. Some colour started to return to her face. “One more for good luck?” I asked. And she thrust that little glass back towards me without a second of hesitation.

I gave the liquor a few minutes to work its way through her system. And then I got my camera out, took a few steps back, and started snapping away. With each passing minute, she was becoming more and more comfortable, letting her shoulders down, spinning and posing without me having to say anything. She asked if she could have another shot. I poured her one and then I went to check my look book, to see if there were specific poses I wanted to get. When I looked up, I saw that she was pouring herself a drink. She stumbled slightly and then she giggled. So I went and grabbed the bottle. “That’s probably enough. We don’t want you too relaxed,” I said with a smile.

She tapped me on the nose and said, “You’re cute.”

I switched to a tighter lens and got some nice portraits. She was staring right down the lens now without any hesitation, as if she was trying to seduce the camera. She bit her bottom lip, and then she even licked her lips. I kept snapped the camera and she kept changing up her pose. I paused briefly when she reached up and grabbed both of her tits and squeezed them. Then she giggled and said, “Is that too much?”

I shook my head. “There’s no such thing as too much,” I said. She took her tits and started bouncing them up and down. She was giggling and snorting. She stumbled slightly but caught herself. She was too drunk for the shoot now. None of the poses looked even a little bit professional anymore. She was just goofing around and having a laugh.

So I figured I would take advantage of the situation. “Do you mind if I put you into a pose? I have one in mind, but it’s too hard to explain.”

“Go for it,” she said. So I walked up to her and I gently spun her around. I put my hands on her side and bent her over slightly. Then I turned her shoulders before bringing my hands down to her hips.

“We’ll just turn your hips slightly,” I said. I was standing close to her, my pelvis nearly pressed against her ass. She decided it would be funny to press her bum back and grind it against my crotch. She giggled and snorted.

“What’s this pose? The doggy style pose?” she asked before snorting again.

“It’s a popular pin-up pose,” I said. I stepped back and snapped a few shots. She wiggled her bum in the air and then she started twerking. She giggled and snorted some more, and then she even flipped up her skirt and flashed me. I was slightly disappointed to see no bulge in her panties. She was just a normal girl with normal girl parts.

“How’s about this. I’ll lie on the ground and you straddle me. It’ll be good for some low-angle shots.” I smiled and got down onto my back. She didn’t hesitate, sitting down on my lap with that big, crooked grin on her face. She grinded her butt against my crotch and then let another little snort slip. I had to admit, her snorts were kind of cute. She didn’t need any direction. She put her hands behind her head and then she tilted her head back and closed her eyes. She got right into character, pretending to have an orgasm—and it actually made for a set of pretty good pictures.

Then she threw herself forward and planted her hands on my chest. She looked right into the camera lens with that teenaged seductive look. “Are you getting good shots?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “I think you’ll like them.”

“Do I look sexy?” she asked.

“I think you look sexy.” I felt my cheeks turning a shade of red.

She rubbed her bum against my crotch. “It doesn’t feel like you think I look sexy.” She had a big grin.

I let a nervous laugh slip. She sat back upright and then she reached down for my belt. She started undoing it. “I want these pictures to look sexy, so I need some way of knowing.” She yanked my belt away with a swift tug and then she tossed it aside. She didn’t hesitate before going for my fly. She unzipped it and reached in for my cock. She pulled it out and then giggled and snorted again. “See? If I was really being sexy, this would be much harder.” She lifted it up with one finger and then she let it fall down, limp on my pants.

I laughed nervously again.

“Keep snapping photos,” she said.

So I rose up my camera and continued to snap shots. She grabbed her tits again and squeezed them. Then she grabbed her top and pulled it down, over her rack, exposing the red lace of her bra. Her tits were huge. She unclasped her bra in the front and then pulled the cups aside, letting her amazing jugs fall loose. Her nipples were perky. She grabbed them between her thumbs and pointer fingers and gently rolled them, making them harder and perkier. Then she looked down at my cock. “Still not doing it, huh?” she said. I kept snapping photos. I could feel my cock throbbing and getting harder, but apparently it wasn’t enough for her.

She stood up with her heeled feet planted on either side of my chest. She hiked up her skirt and then she pulled her panties aside, exposing her plump and moist cunt. A small part of me was disappointed when a small cock didn’t flop out. She slipped two fingers between her plump lips and she started to rub. She giggled and let another little snort slip. “What about this?” she said. She rubbed fast, squirming slightly as she began to moan. I kept snapping pictures. She looked down at my cock again. “Better?”

I nodded my head. I changed my point of focus from her face to her dripping pussy.

She sat back down, rubbing her moist cunt on my abdomen, leaving a wet streak as she got herself repositioned over my erection. She used her right hand to stand my cock upright, and then she pushed it easily into her warm, wet hole. She started bouncing. “Am I naughty?” she asked.

I took a deep breath. It felt good, but it could feel better. I grabbed her by the hips and lifted her up, until my cock flopped out from her wet hole. Then I pulled her back down, closer towards me, so her asshole was lined up with my dick. She giggled nervously. “What are you doing?”

“You’ll like it,” I said, lining my throbbing tip up with her tight back door.

Her face was suddenly red. “I’ve never taken it up there before,” she said.

“You’ll like it,” I said again. And then I pulled her down by the hips, thrusting up with my hips. It took a second to penetrate. She gasped as soon as my tip was inside of her. I let a long, deep sigh out. Her eyes were closed tight and she was biting her lip hard. Her asshole was being stretched for the first time ever—it probably hurt a little bit, but I knew she would get used to it. I sunk my cock a little bit deeper. I loved the feeling of her tight anal walls throbbing against my cock. I let my head rest back and I closed my eyes and I imagined Jenn was sitting on my cock, with her ball sack and cock resting on my pelvis. I imagined my dick was sinking deeper and deeper into her tight trap hole. I let a sigh of my own slip through my lips.

“It hurts,” Kyla said as she continued to take more and more of my hard dick.

“Just give it a minute,” I said, hoping she would quiet up. Her voice was ruining my fantasy. I couldn’t picture Jenn as long as Kyla was talking.

Kyla squirmed and sunk deeper. She let a pained moan slip and then she planted the palms of her hands against my chest. Suddenly she was the one pulling her ass up and dropping it down, doing all of the work, stroking my shaft with her tight asshole. It felt nice. I closed my eyes and brought that image of Jenn back into my head. I imagined her cock getting harder and harder, lifting up off of my pelvis, dancing from side to side with every penetration. I imagined a bout of pre-cum oozing out from her erect cock.

And then Kyla started to moan. “Oh God, it’s so tight,” she said, taking me away from my fantasy. Her pussy was dripping warm juice onto my pelvis. I closed my eyes and tried to pretend like it was pre-cum—but there was just too much for it to be pre-cum, so I imagined Jenn was coming: a seemingly endless amount of warm cum, emptying out onto my pelvis. With my eyes still closed, I reached down and wiped that warm moisture up my abdomen, to my chest. Her asshole clenched my cock hard and she groaned again.

“Fucking take it,” I said, reaching for her hips and pulling her down hard.

“Oh God,” she cried again, once again erasing that image of Jenn from my mind. I strained to bring that image back, but now Kyla was becoming too vocal. “I love the feeling of your fucking cock throbbing in my asshole. Oh God, it feels good. Fuck my little asshole. Fuck my slutty little butt!” It was sexy, but not as sexy as Jenn. I couldn’t stop thinking about how I wasted my chance to fuck a beautiful trap. I couldn’t stop thinking about how badly I wished Jenn were there with me and not this eighteen year old slut who was skipping her last period class for this pointless photo shoot.

“I’m coming!” she yelled, and then a bout of warm fluid splashed down my lower half. She was a squirter in a big way. She squirmed and groaned and clenched two handfuls of my chest.  And it was enough to make me come, deep in her asshole. She yelped and then giggled and snorted as she felt my hot load filling her up deep. Once I was empty, she stood up and reached around back to catch my creampie with her hand. “Oh my God, there’s so much!” she said as it pooled into the palm of her hand, out from her gaping asshole.

I forced a smile as a cold tingle ran down my spine. My trap fantasy was more overwhelming than ever before. I couldn’t stop thinking about it. I couldn’t stop hating myself for not making a move on Jenn. I needed to see her again. I needed to get her alone one more time, so that I wouldn’t end up with a lifetime of regret.


CHAPTER IV

I started by searching the Internet again for those pictures, to see if she ever ended up using them. My search once again turned up no results. All of my anxiety from the week before came back to me. She probably hated the photos and she probably didn’t want to hear from me again. But I knew if I didn’t try, I would regret not trying forever.

So I wrote up an e-mail. “Hey Jenn, it’s Michael. Hope things are going well for you, and I hope you liked the pictures. I was wondering if you wanted to do another shoot. I’ve got a few ideas in my head and thought you might be interested. Okay, let me know!” I sent the message before I even read it over. And then I read it over and cringed at how stupid and desperate I sounded.

I couldn’t pry myself away from my computer. I kept refreshing my inbox, hoping her response would come quickly. It was 2019—everyone got their e-mail to their phone, and everyone had their phone on them at all times. So why wasn’t she replying right away? Surely she’d read the message, right? I paced around my apartment, feeling stupider and stupider, and then finally I heard the ding of my e-mail inbox. I rushed over to my computer.

“Hi Michael,” said Jenn. “The shoot was fun. Like I said, I really love the photos. But I’m out of town at the moment and not sure when I’ll be back. Cheers!” My heart sank into my stomach. It was an obvious rejection. Who leaves town without knowing when they’ll be back? And why wouldn’t she add something like, ‘I’ll let you know when I’m back so we can shoot again,’ unless she just didn’t want to see me again.

Did I make her uncomfortable during our shoot? Or did she really just hate my photos?

I went to my bed and planted my face into my pillow. I wanted to shout. I should have made a move. I shouldn’t have ended our session so abruptly. I should have spent more time processing each photo. Maybe she was expecting more than just twelve shots—maybe I should have sent her twenty-four, or even a hundred. Or maybe I just needed to accept the fact that she wasn’t interested in me.

It was later that night, after lots of anxious theorizing, when I decided to casually search through the Internet to see if there really was such a thing as a tranny escort website. Sure enough, there was, and it was shockingly easy to find. As I entered the page, I was overwhelmed by pictures of surprisingly pretty girls, though none of them were terribly convincing. They all tried to hide their big Adam’s apples with choker necklaces. But nothing could hide their broad shoulders.

Some of the girls were more convincing than others. And some were horribly unconvincing, though I assume there is a market for that. I was just curious to see if I could find a girl to satisfy my trap fantasy, which had only been getting worse and worse since my photo shoot with Jenn. I searched through pages and pages of girls. I couldn’t believe how many there were in my town: hundreds. Had I seen any of these girls out on the streets before? Had I flirted with them before? Had any of them ever asked to do a TFP shoot?

It was on the eighth page of results when I froze. On my screen was a picture that I took, of Jenn on the hotel bed. The image was cropped, which explained why it didn’t show up when I searched it on Google. Or maybe the tranny escort website blocked Google’s image search.

As I clicked on her profile, I noticed my hand was shaking. So my craziest theory was true: Jenn actually just needed the pictures for her escort website. She was selling herself online, and her rates weren’t even that bad. For two hundred bucks, I could have her and her slippery cock for an hour. I stared at that screen for fifteen minutes, flicking through those pictures that I took, and a few others that she took with her own camera phone. In one shot, she was naked and holding her hand in front of her cock, with her other arm over her tits. Her skin looked smooth and buttery. I suddenly remembered the smell of that amazing perfume she was wearing. I suddenly remembered that warm glimmer in her eyes when she smiled for the camera.

How could she have been a prostitute? She was too gentle and sweet and innocent. Even once she’d had a few drinks, she was still timid—almost too timid for being a model, never mind sleeping with strangers.

I stared at her profile for a long time as my mind spun around in circles. My heart was racing, and it took a few minutes before I realized why: I was considering buying her. I could afford her, no problem, and I knew she was in my area. I kept telling myself that I couldn’t do it—I couldn’t sleep with a prostitute, but my heart just continued to pound because I just couldn’t convince myself.

It was easy to come up with reasons why I should do it: she was affordable, I knew she was convincing and beautiful, I’d always wanted to sleep with a pretty trap… But there was another reason: I nearly tried to sleep with her when I had her in the hotel room. And what difference did it make if I had slept with her in that hotel room versus sleeping with her over an arranged date? At the end of the day, I was still sleeping with a transgender prostitute.

My mind was spinning so quickly and everything became a blur, as if I was nearly blackout drunk, unsure of how I got from one place to another. The next thing I remember, I was typing out an e-mail from a newly created e-mail address, with a fake name of course. I would have stopped myself had I been in the right state of mind, but the next thing I remember is checking my outgoing mail to see that the e-mail was there, sent, waiting to be read by the trap hooker I desperately wanted to sleep with.

And then I was in my bed, staring up at the ceiling, waiting for my computer to ding, worried that I wouldn’t hear it over the sound of my heart pounding against my ribcage. I’d just messaged a transgender prostitute, asking if she was available. Was I insane? At some point in the past few days I’d lost my mind, though I couldn’t pinpoint when exactly.

I’m not sure when I finally fell asleep. I wasn’t asleep for long before a crack of sunlight crept into the room to wake me up. And even though I’d hardly had any sleep, I sprung from my bed and bolted over to my computer. I saw the bold letters of an unread message, and it was from Jenn, who went by ‘Trisha’ when she was turning tricks.

“I’d love to meet up with you. Are you free tonight? I’ve got my whole night free,” she wrote. And I wrote back quickly, with many typos as my hands trembled across the keyboard.

“Tonight works. I can swing by around 8 PM.”

This time she replied quickly, as if she was at her computer when the e-mail reached her inbox. “8 PM works. I’m at the Berggren Hotel on 4th, room 301. See you there.”

I stood up and realized my legs were trembling even more intensely than my hands. A cold sweat bathed the back of my neck. I had a date with a trap prostitute. I had a date with one of the most beautiful girls I’d ever seen—definitely the most beautiful trap I’d ever seen. But was I really going to go through with it? Could I really sleep with a girl who slept with men for a living? Could I really sleep with a chick who was technically not a chick at all? What if I suddenly panicked once the pants were off? What if she became offended that I used a fake name and that I tracked her down? Could she sleep with me knowing I knew her true identity?


CHAPTER V

I couldn’t believe I was actually standing at that door, after a long day of pacing around my apartment with the worst anxiety I’d ever felt in my life. So many times I managed to convince myself that it was a bad idea—there was even a moment of relief when I finally sat down on my couch, convinced that I wasn’t going to show up at that hotel. I’m not sure when that relief fluttered away and I ended up back on my feet, pacing up and down the hallway. I couldn’t not do it. I knew that I was never going to feel satisfied until I gave it a try. I knew that Jenn would always be on that website, available for me whenever I was ready, so it made no sense to delay the inevitable.

I raised up my fist to knock on the door. The skin on my hand was white, and the skin on my face was probably just as white. I don’t know how I mustered up the courage to knock on that door—though maybe it wasn’t courage at all. Maybe it was just absurd stupidity. I still didn’t know how I managed to convince myself to show up for that date. I don’t know how I managed to get dressed in my best clothes, make the trip down to the ATM, and then travel across town to my date with a well-hung prostitute.

I could hear her heels tapping as she approached the door. I could still turn around and run. I wanted to run but now my legs were frozen, my joints stiff. I tried to take a deep breath of air into my lungs but my lungs were also stiff. So all I could do was stand there with a terrified look on my face as she slowly pulled that door open.

And then somehow I managed to force a smile. “Hi,” I said, showing too much teeth.

I watched as her expression dropped and her eyes became wide. “M—Michael?” she said.

I slowly nodded my head. I hadn’t come up with a good excuse as to why I tracked her down and used a fake name. I knew it would look weird and maybe even creepy. I probably should have used some of my free time that day to come up with some sort of excuse—but what could I have said? What sequence of words could have made her feel relaxed, and not like a crazed photographer was stalking her?

She stepped aside and said, “Come on in,” with a timid voice. I entered the room slowly and looked around. I’d shot in that hotel before, so I was familiar with the layout of the rooms. In fact, I was pretty sure I’d shot in that very hotel room before, with another model—who sucked my cock on the very bed I was now looking at.

“Do you want something from the mini bar or anything?” she asked me as she awkwardly skirted by me. She was clearly uncomfortable, and I should have seen it coming. Why did I want this? Why did I want to sleep with a girl who would obviously be uncomfortable with the idea of sleeping with me? Was I actually insane? Was I actually a perverted stalker?

“I’m okay,” I said, taking off my coat and gently placing it on the back of the desk chair. “I’ve shot in this room before.” I don’t know why I said it—maybe just because it was the only sentence my mind could muster.

“It’s a nice room,” she said with a forced smile.

And then I found myself staring at her, into her eyes, trying to think of something else to say. I was still trying to come up with that excuse, but at this point it was obvious that I didn’t have an excuse. “So you’re a working girl,” I said, and then I regretted saying it. It didn’t matter what I said—I would have regretted saying anything. I was regretting everything already. I hated that I was still standing in that room.

“I guess so,” she said, looking down at her heeled feet. And that’s when I realized she was wearing the same outfit we shot in: the poofy lace dress with the sheer chest and arms, the black choker, and the lacy cat ears. She was even wearing the same costume jewellery, and that same intoxicating perfume. I got a good whiff of it as she skirted by me again on her way to the mini bar. She pulled out a small bottle of whiskey and took a big swig, straight from the bottle. I didn’t blame her—I could have used a swig of it—though I wished she would have taken a swig of something a bit more feminine than whiskey. I didn’t need the reminder that I was in a room with a biologically male prostitute. “Should we just get right to it then?” she asked.

And I wasn’t sure how to respond. I still wasn’t sure I even wanted to fuck her. I mean—I did want to fuck her, but not under the circumstances. I certainly didn’t want to sleep with a girl who didn’t want to sleep with me. But at this point, what other choice did I have? I’d come this far. I’d made her keep her entire night clear. She probably needed the money… Maybe I could just give her the money and leave, and then pretend like this night never happened. It wasn’t a ton of money—nothing I would miss too seriously.

But if I left, then that lingering curiosity would never go away. I had to go through with it. I had to sleep with Jenn—or Trisha, or whatever her name was.

I walked over to the bed. I took a deep breath as I pulled my shirt over my head, leaving my chest exposed. Jenn walked up behind me and reached around my body. She pressed the palms of her hands against my chest and began to rub. “What are you doing?” I asked, suddenly tense.

“Massage is part of the package,” she said. So I let her go on. I didn’t want to throw a wrench into her routine. I looked down and watched as her hands moved in sensual circles, slowly up and down my torso. It felt kind of nice until I started to stare closer at those hands and think about the fact they really belonged to a man. I closed my eyes and tried to picture her face. But the only image that came to my mind was her cock.

But that’s exactly why I was there, was it not? If she were just a regular biological woman, I wouldn’t have been in that hotel room. I wouldn’t endure this much anxiety for some boring male-female sex. Or maybe I would still have gone through with it—maybe I was there for Jenn and not for what Jenn had between her legs.

Her massaging hands managed to get my belt undone without me noticing. She was skilled with her hands, well worth the money. Her fingertips were starting to tease their way down the front of my pants, underneath the elastic waistband of my boxer shorts. I closed my eyes again. I could feel those fingers worming down across my pubic bone, towards my shaft. “Are you sure you want to do this?” I asked before opening my eyes.

She paused. “Do you not?” she asked. The tension in the room was terrible. I could already tell that this was going to be something I regretted. I was literally paying money to have a regret that would probably stick with me for the rest of my life. “It’s your money,” she added.

“I want to,” I said, and I felt like I had more to say, but the words didn’t come. So she resumed her routine, pressing her hands down further. I felt her fingertips slipping onto the shaft of my cock. My heart stuttered and I took a sharp breath in.

She took a step closer, pressing her body against mine. “Oh, I forgot,” she said, suddenly stepping away from me, taking her warm body and hands with her. I looked back at her and watched as she tapped something on her phone. I suddenly had a terrible thought in my head: what if Jenn was a cop? What if this was all a big sting operation? What if she was now alerting her squad, telling them to move in? I felt dizzy and faint.

And then some soft music came on. She’d used her phone to turn on a Bluetooth speaker. She placed the phone down and walked back over to me, putting her hands right back to where they were: one on my chest, one pressed down the front of my boxers. And now she was swaying to the music, rubbing her body against mine. I could feel the tickle of her black lace, and I could feel the slight bulge of her chest—or maybe I just imagined that bulge. Maybe I just wanted there to be a bulge, so I wouldn’t feel like I was fooling around with a man. She wasn’t a man—she was a beautiful woman. She just happened to have a cock.

The image of that cock was suddenly back in my head—and I could feel the bulge between her legs rubbing against my bum, through her skirt. That bulge was real. I knew I wasn’t imagining it.


CHAPTER VI

She had her fingers wrapped around my cock now. She was massaging expertly. It felt good, but everything about it still felt wrong. I didn’t care that she was a trap—but I hated that she was being paid. Would she fool around with me if I didn’t give her money? Probably not. I was just a sleazy John, just another pervert she had to put up with so that she could make a living. She was probably hoping I would come quickly so that she could get on with her night—get in the shower and forget I ever existed. Hell, she probably wished I would drop dead so she wouldn’t have to go through with the paid romp.

At least that’s what I thought, and then I felt something move: her cock. It suddenly felt harder, and I was pretty sure I could feel it throbbing, even through her panties and skirt and my pants and boxer shorts. She was getting hard—faster than me. Was she more aroused than me? Or had she taken a pill before I arrived? Maybe she had to take pills in order to get it up with perverts like me—or maybe she was really attracted to me…

I looked back at her, over my shoulder. Her cheeks were red. Her eyes were heavy and lethargic. She was gently biting her bottom lip. I was no body language expert, but it certainly looked like she was aroused. Or maybe she was just a very good actor. Surely acting is a skill that every successful prostitute needs to have, right?

But surely no actor can get a stiffy without actually feeling aroused—how could that be fake? Unless she took a pill—but the timing was just too perfect. It couldn’t have been an erection from a pill.

Suddenly, my cock was rock hard, throbbing in her tight grip. She wasn’t just massaging anymore. Now she was tugging and stroking. Her fingernails were gently digging into the skin of my chest. And she was rock hard against my bum. I carefully reached back and pulled up the skirt of her dress, so there was less between her and me. I wiggled down my pants and boxers, so her warm rob was bare against my skin. I liked the way it felt. I liked the way it made my heart race. And I was pretty sure I could feel her heart racing against my back as she continued to sway to the music.

“You’re my first,” she said without prompt.

“What?” I said.

“You’re my first client.” She continued to sway, still tugging my cock up and down.

“How is that possible?” I asked. I didn’t believe her. Surely she was just lying to me. She probably told all of her first time clients the same thing, to make them feel more comfortable and excited.

“No one’s messaged me. You were the first.”

“That’s hard to believe. You were by far the most convincing girl on that site.” I realized how creepy that sounded once I said it. Now she probably thought that I was a frequent user of prostitute websites—not that it made any difference. 

“Maybe that’s the problem,” she said with her cute little laugh. “Maybe no one actually believed that I’m trans.”

She tightened her grip on my cock and I felt her cock twitch. She let a little moan slip out from her lips. I became tense, suddenly overwhelmed by the same euphoria that had hit her. “You’re big,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said. I nearly said ‘I get that a lot’, but I managed to stop myself.

But I couldn’t stop my next urge: to reach around and feel her erection. I still hadn’t looked at it. I still wasn’t entirely convinced that it was real. But once my fingers were around that warm, throbbing shaft, all of that uncertainty vanished. The cock in my hand was real, and it was really hard. I looked back and down. She was all shaved, so her cock looked big, even though it wasn’t even as big as mine. Her tip was a shade of pink and there was a wet glimmer dribbling out from the tip.

“Do you want to suck it?” she asked with a timid voice.

I didn’t answer. I was too afraid to answer. I just spun around and slowly dropped down to my knees. I’d never sucked a cock before. I’d never even touched one that wasn’t my own. But I wanted to do it. I had to do it. I grabbed it, aimed it down, and I opened my lips. First, I stuck out my tongue for a little taste. I ran the tip of my tongue across the tip of her cock, tasting that little wet dribble. It was salty, but not off-putting. She moaned slightly.

I watched it throb for a moment, and then I leaned forward, allowing it into my mouth. I closed my eyes as it slid down the length of my tongue, towards the back of my throat. I closed my lips firmly around her girth and I began to suck, bobbing my head slowly. It wasn’t gross like I was half-expecting. It was actually strangely satisfying, the way it sat perfectly on the flat of my tongue. I liked the feeling of her veins pulsating against my tongue and the insides of my cheeks. I especially loved the feeling of her fingers nestling into my hair as she began to gently thrust herself back and forth, using my head like a glorified sex toy.

I stopped bobbing and let her take over. She had her eyes closed and her head tilted back. Her lips were parted and moaning. I couldn’t believe how hard she was. Her foreskin was stretched far back—as far as it could possibly go. I used one of my hands to cradle her ball sack. I gently pulled on it, stretching it downwards. I loved the way her testicles swelled and contracted warmly in the palm of my hand.

She started thrusting harder and harder, gripping my hair tighter. Her tip was pushing into the back of my throat, but I managed not to gag—though drool was beginning to dribble out the corner of my lips, down my cheeks. My own cock was pressed firmly against my abdomen, throbbing intensely. I’d never been more aroused in my life. I loved sucking her cock. I loved massaging her ball sack. She didn’t even stop me when I reached around and began to push a finger into her butthole.

She pulled out suddenly. She was breathing heavily and quickly. A strand of saliva connected her tip to my lips. “Everything okay?” I asked with a pounding heart.

“I nearly came in your mouth,” she said.

“I wouldn’t mind,” I said.

“I don’t want to be done yet,” she said with dark red cheeks.

“Fuck me in the ass,” I said. And then I felt the colour drain from my face. Did I just say that? Did those words just escape my lips?

“Are you sure?” she asked.

I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. I was shocked into silence. Some sort of foreign presence had entered my body and was now in control. Instead of replying, I climbed up onto the bed and I laid myself flat on my stomach. It was only a few seconds later when she climbed up on top of me, her lacy skirt teasing across my skin as she got herself positioned. I felt her warm cock slap down between my butt cheeks. Her knees were planted firmly at my hips and her bum was pressed down on my thighs.

“Have you ever done this before?” she asked.

“No,” I managed to say.

“It might hurt a bit then,” she said.

I didn’t reply. I was ready for it. I was ready to feel her warm throbbing pushing down inside of my body. I couldn’t wait to feel her cock stretching out my asshole. I wanted to feel her sticky cum filling up my tight hole. I needed it.

She lined her tip up with my hole. She was gentle at first, carefully mashing herself down until her tip penetrated slightly. Then she paused, waiting for my body to relax. I was biting down on my tongue, trying my best to stay relaxed and unclenched.

She sunk in deeper, at least an inch. I clenched again but then I managed to relax after she stopped for a second. “Don’t stop,” I said suddenly. “I don’t want you to stop. Just fuck me. Use me like a sex doll.” My heart was pounding harder than ever before. My cock was so hard—it was drooling all over those hotel bed sheets.

She didn’t reply. She just started pushing in. And she was right—it hurt, but I managed not to scream. I just bit down on my tongue and kept my face pressed firmly into the pillow. I squirmed a bit and then I began to groan and moan. But she kept pushing until her pelvis was pressed against my ass. “You’re so tight,” she said. But I couldn’t reply.

She started to thrust in and out, slowly at first. The pain was intense. I felt like my asshole was being stretched as wide as a coke can, but I knew it wasn’t that bad. Her cock was big, but it wasn’t that big. “Fuck,” I finally groaned, but she didn’t stop. Good—I didn’t want her stop.

Her hands gripped my waist tightly. She clenched her knees tight against my hips, holding me from squirming. She came down hard with loud slaps. The pain was finally starting to go away, being replaced by a swirling euphoria—the euphoria I knew I would feel. I could feel every inch of her throbbing dick inside of my body. I could feel her bulbous tip exploring my back door, pushing against my prostate, making my legs tremble. There was a nice tingle in the tip of my cock.

“Oh God, it feels so good,” I moaned. There were tears in my eyes, pooling on the pillow.

I gripped two handfuls of bed sheets. I pulled them hard, still squirming and groaning. She was coming down hard now—and fast, fucking me like I was her dirty whore. God, it felt so good. I didn’t want it to end. I wanted her to last forever—but I could already feel her cock bloating up. I could hear her straining to hold back her cumshot. I knew she wasn’t far—I knew she wouldn’t last long. But I didn’t realize I wouldn’t last long, even though I wasn’t even touching myself.

I could feel a warm pooling between my legs. It took a moment for me to realize I was feeling cum—my own cum. She was making me have an orgasm. She was pressing against the perfect spot in my asshole. I screamed out and began to tremble, and that warm puddle continued to grow. And then I felt another warmth, deep inside of my ass. She was coming, filling me up deep. A big smile crossed my face and I felt more satisfaction than I’d ever felt in my life.

But it was short lived. Once my cock was finally empty, a new thought came into my head: she was a prostitute. After this night, she was going to go and find new guys to fuck, new guys to fuck her. She wasn’t mine. She would probably feel the same euphoria with other guys—and that made me sad. I wanted her to be mine. I wanted to be hers.

“Don’t do it,” I said as she stepped back and grabbed a tissue to wipe her cock.

She looked at me with wide eyes. “Do what?” she asked.

“This—don’t be a prostitute—or an escort, or whatever you call it. Don’t do it.”

A slight smile crossed her face. “I have to.”

“Why?”

“Because I need the money,” she said.

“Get a different job.”

“Easy for you to say,” she said. “You’ve got a skill that you can turn into work. I don’t have that. The only special thing I’ve got is this cock.”

“You’re beautiful,” I said.

“That’s not a skill,” she said.

“Are you kidding me? Do you know how much money photographers like me pay to shoot beautiful models? I know models who charge a thousand dollars an hour—and they get more work than they can handle.”

I watched as a glimmer grew in her eyes. But it disappeared quickly. “But I’m no model. You saw me the other day.”

“You were one of the best models I’ve ever worked with. You just need a portfolio and a bit of experience.”

And that glimmer returned again: maybe she didn’t have to sell herself for money—at least not sexually.

My heart was pounding. I sprung to my feet and then I felt her warm cum dribbling out of my gaping asshole. “We can do a bunch of shoots and get a portfolio going. I’ll make some calls to photographer friends, so you can get some more experience. I even know some runway guys who need new faces. It’s easy—all you have to do is walk up and down a runway. There’s a certain way you have to walk, but you can figure that out with YouTube or whatever, I’m sure of it. And hell, you can stay with me until you’re established,” I said. “And, I don’t know, maybe you can stick around. Just don’t go back to this—don’t let strangers have their way with you. There are creeps out there, and some of them will hurt you. Be a model—you’ll be a great model.”

She stared into my eyes with a conflicted smile, like she wasn’t sure if I was pulling her leg or not. “Really?” she said.

“Those pictures I took of you were some of the best pictures I’ve ever taken. You’ll blow up fast. You have to believe me.”

“No—I mean, I can really stay with you?”

“I’d love it if you stayed with me,” I said. “I’ve only got the one bed though, so I hope you don’t mind sleeping with me.”

Her smile grew. She tried to hide it with her hand, as if she was embarrassed by how happy she was. “Okay, I guess I can give it a shot.”

I bit down hard on my tongue in an attempt to hide my own smile. I couldn’t wait to get started. There were so many shoots I wanted to do with her, and there was so much I wanted to do with her in the bedroom. I now had my very own pretty model, and maybe a sexy trap girlfriend on top of it.

THE END
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