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Punishing the Perverted Photographer

Cara flipped through the pages of the website displaying photos of her roommate and fellow gang member, Desiree. The young lady with dark curly short hair had shots of her ample cleavage billowing out of a low-cut sweater as she danced at a night club. Another shot of her ass, the leather miniskirt riding so high a peek of ass showed. Many images of her in scantily clad outfits, the kind she enjoys wearing. Cara frowned as she did research about the voyeur site and figured someone nearby must have followed Desiree around and snapped the photos. 

“Hey, chicky, what’s up?” Desiree asked as she bound in through the door after an evening out with a few of the other gang members. Desiree had on the same sweater as in the photo on the website, her fleshy goods bouncing as she walked.

“Come here. Who could have done this?” Cara asked as she shoved the laptop to her friend. Desiree looked through the photos and she became angry, her face scowling.

“I don’t know, but let’s go to the desktop computer. I’m going to find out who did this and we’ll have to pay the jackass a visit. No doubt it’s someone we know,” Desiree said as she turned on her computer and together with Cara hacked into the voyeur website to discover the IP address of the contributor who took and uploaded the photos of her.

“IP is around here,” Cara said as she searched on her laptop.

“Duh. Of course, it is. These are shots of me at the club, taken recently. I don’t recall seeing a camera, so it must be with a phone, someone sneaky. Let me think about it,” Desiree said as she sat back and began considering each person she’d seen. Her eyes lit as a thought came to her and she bent over typing frantically on the keyboard.

“Oh, you’re onto someone. Who?” Cara asked as she stood by her friend.

“Let me go out in the hall and up the stairs, I have an idea,” Desiree said as she leapt up and raced out the door with Cara on her heels.

Desiree’s phone had an app that could leach into people’s modems. As she walked up the hall slowly, she pulled up the neighbor’s modem IP address. Stopping at the apartment directly above theirs, she smiled and nodded. “Bingo,” she mouthed. Before saying anything, she turned, and the two went back to the apartment, excited to have caught the peeping Tom.

“Ethan Carmichael!” Desiree said as she smiled at Cara.

“Damn. Old perv. He’s what? Forty-five?  He goes to the night club?” Cara looked at the IP’s from the voyeur website and saw they matched that of their neighbor.

“Yes, I’ve seen him a few times. He tries to act like he’s younger. But he’s pathetic. I’ve noticed him staring at me a few times, I didn’t think anything of it though, I figured he just liked what he saw,” Desiree said.

“We need to punish the perv. Let’s go grab him now!” Cara stood as she cracked her knuckles.

“No. Wait, patience. We can’t barge in and grab the man right now,” Desiree said as she shook her head.

“Why the hell not?” Cara placed her hands on her hips, her blonde hair snapped behind her ears. 

“Because,” Desiree laughed at Cara’s enthusiasm. Ever since Cara joined Lola gang, she looked for excuses to punish people. “We need to think this through, come up with a plan. Sit, let’s plan our steps and we’ll lure the man out and trap him.”

“Yes. Now that sounds fun. A trap. So, what? We want to get him into the back alley? Knock his teeth out?” Cara asked her eyes wild.

“Calm now, you act like it was you that he snapped. No, we need to catch him in the act. Like catch him taking pics of me. I’ll have to make a show of letting him see where I’m going, because he’s always in the hall when I leave. I think he waits at the stairs for an opportunity to do this. Tomorrow evening. Tomorrow is Friday, so it’s perfect. I always go out on the weekends,” Desiree said.

“Yes! We’ll head to the night club...”

“No. I’ll head to the night club, alone. I’ll dress for the occasion, flash a little flesh. You need to be sneaky. You stay behind and wait for him to leave his apartment and follow him, but don’t let him see you. Stay in the shadows and keep low. Just watch him.” Desiree lifted her brow to her friend and hoped Cara wouldn’t pounce first before she caught him.

“Okay, so when he pulls out his phone and snaps the photo, I can knock him out?” Cara asked.

Desiree giggled at Cara’s eagerness. “I want you to hang back and watch. When he starts taking pics of me, I want you to take pics of him. It’s very important he doesn’t see you doing this, you hear? You are not going to pounce on him out in public. But I will need evidence he’s doing this. So, you be stealthy and take the pics of him capturing me, okay?” Desiree nodded at Cara.

“Well, what then? Aren’t we going to punish the man?” Cara asked, disappointment in her voice.

“Once we have the pics of him taking pics of me, then I can lure him back to our apartment. He’ll willingly come. I don’t want you anywhere near. Once you get the photos of him doing this, you let me know and head back home. Then hide and I’ll bring him over. I’ll start in on him, you know in compromising positions. You come out and start snapping pics of him. Then we’ll take out our revenge on him. But not before I have him here and have him naked. He needs to be naked, got it?” Desiree asked as Cara flashed a big smile at her friend, and they waited for the next evening to execute the plan.

Friday evening arrived and Cara smoothed the leather miniskirt and adjusted her blouse, opening it right at the bra, revealing a mountain of flesh. After slipping into the stilettoes, she twirled in front of Cara. “Well, do you think the man will want to photograph this?” Desiree asked as she gyrated her hips.

“Hell, you’re making me hot, I’m sure the forty-five-year-old perv will be hard and dripping for you. His phone will be full of photos,” Cara said as she lifted her brow. She pulled up the charcoal gray hoodie so she could easily hide in the shadows.

“Let’s go. Stick with the plan. Don’t be seen or heard, but gather evidence. Text me when you have it and I’ll lure him back here,” Desiree said as she stepped out alone into the hall. Footsteps sounded in the stairwell as she fished in her tiny back until the door opened.

Ethan Carmichael walked through the door, his blue-gray eyes settling on Desiree. “Oh, hi Ethan. How are you tonight?” Desiree asked in a friendly chirpy tone and produced her keys. “Thought I locked them in the apartment.”

“Good evening. Heading out?” Ethan asked, his eyes settling on Desiree’s chest. She wanted to bend down to capture his eyes but didn’t.

“Yeah, in the mood for some dancing
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