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CHAPTER 1:

Caleb Rafferty had soured with time. In his nearly eighty years of life he had known some success and material comfort but for the last twenty or so his health had steadily declined and he seemed to go from one medical procedure to another. He was in pain much of the time, despite the medications that he took almost constantly, and even walking to the bathroom was a chore he dreaded.

He had outlived anyone he knew that he actually cared about and was increasingly bitter about the world around him that seemed to him to be going to hell in a hand basket. The pleasures he once enjoyed, like golf and tennis, were just fading memories now. Even looking at some of his trophies brought him no joy as they simply reminded him of what could never be again.

As he sat drinking alone at a table in a dark bar not far from his doctor's office he felt the weight of eternity crushing him even more than usual. His time was running out but despite his pain and physical discomfort that thought brought him no relief. The desire to live, to survive, to carry on was strong within him. It was probably the only reason he had lasted as long as he had.

A rather dapper gentleman of similar age to his own was suddenly standing by his table with a polite smile on his face.

"Do you mind if I sit down?" asked the stranger. "I do hate to drink alone."

Caleb waved his hand and the gentleman took a seat. He didn't particularly want company but what the hell. Maybe having someone to talk to would be nice for a change. At least it was someone old enough to perhaps understand what he was feeling.

"I've never seen you in this bar before," the stranger commented.

"No, I don't go out much these days. I was just coming from a doctor's appointment and this place was handy," Caleb replied.

"Ah, yes the bane of our existence as we age. We used to speak of politics and sports and romances but at some point operations and pills and ailments seems to dominate the conversation."

"You got that right. In my case it looks like it won't be for much longer. I just got the news. Three months...four tops," said Caleb taking a deep swig of his drink.

"I see," the stranger commented while rubbing his chin. "I thought that perhaps that might be the case, or something like it at any rate. Perhaps I can help you with that."

"How? Do you know a better doctor? I've seen plenty and they all say the same thing."

"No, I fear that I have no cure for whatever it is that is ailing you physically but I may have a solution none-the-less. What if I were to tell you that I had in my possession the means of cheating death and more than that, the means of actually becoming young again?"

"Well if that's what you are telling me I guess I would have to say that you're out of your mind." Caleb shot back. "Look, buddy I'm in no mood for jokes."

"Nor am I given to telling them. But when I see one who might benefit from my unique gifts I feel compelled to offer my services," the stranger replied calmly.

"So if you have the power to make people young again how come you haven't used it yourself?"

"As for me I have no fear of death. No desire to live life again. My life has been rich and full and when my time comes I hope to meet it with grace and contentment. Yet as long as I live and still have the power to help other people who wish to turn back the clock, as it were, I continue to serve a purpose on this old world. That and the fact that I'm not too keen about the catch."

"The catch? What kind of catch?"

"Well it appears that the process of becoming young again also causes one to change gender," the stranger explained.

"What the hell are you talking about?" Caleb snarled.

"I discovered this fact the first time I applied my services to someone. A wrinkled old man was turned into a beautiful young girl. It came as a bit of a shock, I can assure you but youth is youth I suppose. One can't have everything."

"I don't want to be some sort of silly girl."

"I don't blame you. I wouldn't either. Still, it always seems to be better to have some sort of option to consider than not."

"So what's this procedure anyway? What would I have to do?"

"Nothing more difficult than drinking a small potion. Almost instantly you will become young again, probably no older than twenty or so."

"But I'd be female?"

"Unfortunately...yes," the man sighed. "I can understand if it's not for you."

"Wait a minute, let me know some more. Would I still live in the same house and have access to all of my money and so on?"

"I fear not. You start with a clean slate. Just the clothes on your back and maybe a few dollars in your pocket. There is no connection between the old you and the new one whatsoever."

"So not only would I be a woman I'd be a homeless bum?"

"Essentially. But you would be a twenty-year-old homeless woman with more than three or four months to live and without the nagging medical problems you've no doubt been experiencing for some time. An enterprising and ambitious person might make something of that. At least you'd be alive."

"And what do you get out of this, if you don't mind my asking?"

"Money of course."

"How much money?" Caleb asked suspiciously.

"How much can you afford? It won't be doing you any good once you drink the potion."

"This is ridiculous!" Caleb snorted as he started to get up from the table.

"How about five thousand dollars...in cash? That's not so much to regain your youth is it?"

"Who the hell are you?"

"No one of any consequence or importance I assure you. There is nothing sinister involved. No blood oaths or selling of one's soul. I have this potion and it helps me pay the bills. Tell you what...I'll be here tomorrow around the same time. If you have the money we'll take care of the transaction right away. If you don't show up within a reasonable time I'll know that you decided not to take me up on my offer. What could be more simple than that? And now I shall take my leave."

With that the stranger tipped his cap, took a final belt of booze and strolled off into the darkness. Caleb watched him go and muttered to himself about the crackpots who ran around loose in this city.

He did have to admit that for a moment or two he had almost allowed himself to believe the lunatic, such was his desperate state of mind. A man lost in the desert can easily fool himself into thinking that a mirage is an oasis even to the extent of trying to drink the sand. Caleb was dying but he still had his sanity, even if that was about the only thing he had left to cling to.


CHAPTER 2:

Caleb tossed and turned all night. He assumed the old stranger was completely insane but something about him didn't feel that way. There was a real sense of honesty and sincerity about him. Of course those were the traits of the skilled conman. He'd have to be out of his mind to walk around this city with five thousand in cash. It was probably a setup. Old people were always easy marks, especially if they were desperate for some kind of a miracle.

To be young again...even a young girl did sound somewhat appealing. A second chance to do it all over again. But as a woman and broke to boot? It was a challenge, that was for sure. Perhaps with the energy and vitality of youth he could turn things around in short order. Hadn't he started out with next to nothing and built a small fortune in his day? Hard work and determination were all that were needed to be successful, weren't they? No one ever gave him a handout.

Of course he had been a strong young man then not a helpless girl. What could he possibly hope to accomplish in that guise? And of course the very thought of himself in anything other than masculine terms was extremely unsettling. 

It was crazy. Utter madness. Not worth losing any sleep over. He was still muttering basically the same things all the way back to the bar the next day with his briefcase full of cash. In the end he decided that he really had nothing to lose. The stranger probably wouldn't show up and if he did his magic potion probably wouldn't do anything and even if it was a scam to kill him and steal the money so what? At least it would be a quick end instead of several long months of agony and depression. If there was even one chance in a million that he could be young again it was a chance he was willing to take.

The stranger appeared right on cue and suggested that they step back into the little hallway that led to the rest rooms. Caleb was on his guard but he realized that whatever they were going to do was better done in some sort of private area.

"The money please," the man asked politely.

Caleb handed him the case and the stranger popped open the lid for a quick look. Then he closed the case back up and reached into the pocket of his coat, producing a small vial of brownish liquid.

"Don't you want to count it?" asked Caleb.

"I trust you. God knows you're putting a lot of trust in me."

"That's for sure. So what do I do now?"

"Just drink this and wait for a moment for the change to take effect."

"What's in it?"

"I honestly have no idea. I only know what it does, not how it does it."

"Then how did you get it?"

"Long story short it was given to me by someone who wanted to make sure that the potion would continue to be passed on once he was gone. I was given quite a bit of the stuff but I've sold a fair amount over the years as well."

"So I just drink it and that's it? I just go away?"

"Well the old you just goes away. The new you will be standing here in his place," the man said with a smile. "Better to just do it and be done with it I think. Waiting will just increase your anxiety."

Caleb took a long look at the bottle and then drank it down in one long gulp. His face indicated that it wasn't very tasty but before he could voice his displeasure he felt a surge of warmth racing through his body and in a few moments his old body was morphing into something new and different. He was becoming smaller in stature but bigger in some places. His hips were widening and he could actually feel his breasts growing. It only took a moment or two but it was the most amazing sensation he had ever known. He tried to look at himself but it was hard to see past the curvy breasts that now hung in front of him.

"Oh, my God! It worked!"

The voice was new and strange and very feminine. It startled her, as one would expect. Her hand shot down to her crotch and felt the absence of a penis. It was terrifying but thrilling. She was dressed in some short pants and a tank top that ended at the bottom of her breasts, that was all. Not even a purse.

"Well I think I shall be on my way. Oh, have you thought of a new name yet?"

"Name? I don't know...I haven't a clue."

"What was your name when you were a man?"

"Caleb."

"Then how about Kaitlin? That's a pretty name and fairly popular these days I believe. You can always go by Kate or Katie if you like."

"But what do I do now? Where do I go? How am I supposed to live?" Kaitlin whined in desperation.

"That's up to you my dear. You're just starting your new life. Once you walk out of this bar the world is yours to conquer."

"But I don't have any money," Kaitlin protested.

"Oh, I am a sentimental old fool I guess but I can never refuse a damsel in distress."

The stranger opened the brief case and pulled one of the one hundred dollar bills from one of the neatly wrapped stacks and handed it to Kaitlin.

"Thank you so much," she said with a sigh of relief.

"That's not a lot of money you know."

"More than I had a moment ago."

"That's the spirit darling. I'm sure you'll do fine. And now I must say farewell. Good luck beautiful."

With that the man was gone and Kaitlin stuffed the money in her pocket. She wanted to find a mirror and began to head for the men's rest room when she suddenly realized her mistake and chose the lady's room instead. The bathroom was almost as dark as the rest of the bar but when she saw her reflection she was stunned.

"My God...I'm beautiful."

She looked around suddenly, hoping that no one had heard her but she had the room to herself. She really wanted to take her clothes off and examine her naked body but this hardly seemed like the right place for that. She had to get organized and she had to do it in a hurry. She needed a place to stay, that was priority number one. Once she had a base of operations she could start to formulate a plan.

As she walked out of the bar she suddenly felt the weight and magnitude of what she had just done crashing down upon her. What had she been thinking? How long would a hundred bucks last? Where did one go for cheap lodgings these days anyway? How was she going to get a job with just these slutty clothes and no identification?

She walked and walked and tried to think and hadn't realized noticed that she had walked into a pretty seedy part of town. A car suddenly pulled over to the curb and a man rolled down the window to speak with her.

"Hey baby! How much?"

"What? What are you talking about?" Kaitlin replied, genuinely confused.

"What do you charge baby?"

"I think you're confusing me with someone else."

"Don't be like that honey. I've got money. You're a fine piece of ass. How much do you want?"

"I don't do that kind of thing."

"How about twenty bucks for a simple hand job? No, make it thirty but I get to squeeze those nice tits of yours while you're jerking me off."

"Leave me alone."

"Forty! That's my final offer."

"Sorry."

"Bitch. Someday you'll be taking it up the ass for ten and thinking yourself lucky."

The man in the car tore away with a great screeching of tires. As he disappeared around the corner Kaitlin felt a shiver run down her spine. She had just turned down forty dollars for a few minutes of unpleasant work. That was an opportunity to increase her total net worth by forty percent but did she really need to be a whore to do that? That wasn't a very pleasant thought. She decided to redouble her efforts to get off the street as soon as possible.

As she was passing a rather shabby old hotel building she noticed the sign that said that they rented rooms by the hour, day or week. The place looked like it was about to fall down in the next stiff breeze but that meant the rooms would probably be pretty cheap.

She entered cautiously and made her way to the desk where a very bored-looking man in a t-shirt was eating a sandwich and reading a pornographic magazine.

"How much for a day?" Kaitlin asked.

"Twenty."

"How about a week?"

"Fifty."

"Jesus, for this place?"

"Look honey, stay here or don't stay here I really don't care."

"Make it a day I guess."

"Hey, you're a real cutie. How about I cut you a deal and we say forty for the week? You can't beat that."

"Okay, make it a week."

"You got any ID?" the man asked.

"No. I...I had my purse stolen."

"But you do have money?"

"Yeah, if you can break a hundred."

"Hell, if I had known you had a hundred in your pocket I would have charged you sixty for the week," the man chuckled. "But a deal's a deal. You must be one sweet little piece of ass to take in that kind of money."

"The key please."

"Right up the stairs baby. I'd offer to help you with your luggage but I see you don't have any."

Kaitlin trudged up the stairs and entered her dingy little room. The guy who sold her the potion may not have been the devil but it was beginning to feel like she was in hell anyway.


CHAPTER 3:

There was a large mirror in the room. It was cracked but still quite useable. Peeling off her shirt and pants she took a moment to look at herself in her panties and bra before getting totally naked. Her body was really incredible. So young and supple. Her breasts seemed to defy gravity and she jumped up and down a few times to watch them jiggle.

She was attractive. That was an asset. The world is always kinder to good-looking people. Prostitution was obviously an option for quick cash but she didn't know anything about the business. What was a fair rate? What sort of limits could she have? Where would she find work? Just walking up and down on the street all day didn't sound very appealing. And of course there was the question of getting arrested...or worse.

She needed some decent clothes. Maybe if she didn't dress like a whore people wouldn't mistake her for one. She would certainly need something respectable to find a job. That would be the first task for tomorrow. She had no refrigerator or means of cooking so her meals would have to be of the fast food variety, and on the cheap side of that. The total lack of identification was a bigger problem in the long run. There might be some kind of government aid or something that she could apply for but she had no way of proving who she was. And who was she anyway? Who was Kaitlin Rafferty? At the moment just a very scared young woman trying to survive.

It became pretty obvious that the hotel did a brisk business in hourly rentals as she could hear everything nearby through the paper thin walls. Beds seemed to be constantly banging while bored women pretended to be going through some kind of ecstasy, only to end very abruptly and resumed again a little later. There were probably drug deals going down as well. Hopefully no one would start shooting because these walls wouldn't stop a hard thrown paperclip let alone a bullet.

She went out a little later and found a place to get a cheap burger combo which she took back to her room to eat. The man at the desk paid her no attention at all at first and then put down his magazine to stare at her ass as she mounted the stairs.

There was no television, no radio and not even anything to read. Everything she owned in the world was on her body, except for the trash from her humble meal. She cried herself to sleep. Drinking that potion was the biggest mistake she had ever made. Better to have died comfortably in her own bed. Still a voice somewhere in her head told her that wasn't true. Better to live and fight and have a chance at a brighter tomorrow even if today looked completely bleak.

The next day she got cleaned up and went looking for a thrift store. Hopefully she could find some decent clothes that didn't cost too much. Once again she was molested on the street by a motorist leaning over to his passenger window.

"How much sweet thing?"

Kaitlin thought for a moment and then made a snap decision.

"Forty for a hand job but you get to play with my tits."

"Inside the shirt?"

"Sure."

"You got a deal, baby. Hop in."

The door swung open and Kaitlin climbed inside.

"Aren't you going to ask me if I'm a cop?" the man said with a smile.

"Why? Are you a cop?"

"Hell no, but you gals always ask that right up front."

They drove down the street for a time and then the man found a dark alley to pull into. As he switched off the car he unzipped his pants and pulled out his semi-hard cock. Kaitlin was about to jump out of the car and make a run for it but forty dollars was forty dollars and she had sort of regretted passing it up yesterday. Taking a deep breath she reached across the seat and took the stranger's prick in her hand. It was really warm and it kind of twitched the moment she touched it.

"Don't you want to see the money?" the man asked pleasantly.

"Of course."

The man smiled again and pulled two twenty dollar bills from his pocket which he placed on the console between the seats.

"You're new at this aren't you?" he said kindly.

"Maybe."

"That's cool. I think it's totally hot. Now let's get busy before anyone notices us, okay?"

Kaitlin began to stroke his member which became very hard in her hand very quickly. The customer reached over with one hand and shoved it under her shirt. Soon he had managed to get it under her bra and was squeezing her tits rather roughly. As she stroked him he moved his hand back and forth between her breasts, tweaking her nipples and generally manhandling her.

"Wow, they're real! You don't see real one's that round very often."

She wasn't doing anything special and she certainly wasn't saying anything but the man was obviously having a hard time holding back. He started making guttural sounds and before long white goo was dripping from the tip of his dick. It got on Kaitlin's hand but she kept jerking him off anyway. She figured he would expect her to touch him the whole time.

Finally the customer sat back and breathed a heavy sigh of relief as his dick began to shrink back down.

"Damn I needed that," he groaned. "You know one time I was getting a hand job and my cum shot so high in the air it hit the ceiling of my car. That was a mess to clean up let me tell you but well worth it."

"Thanks for the money," Kaitlin said as she stuffed the bills in her pocket.

"I wish I had some more cash on me. I'd sure like you to lick me clean before I put it away."

"Maybe next time."

As Kaitlin started to open the door the man put a hand on her should and she spun around defensively.

"Hey, relax. I just want to give you a piece of advice. You're young and really hot and I'm sure you can make lots of money turning tricks but you might want to work on your people skills. Maybe smile a little or make some small talk. In all honesty I can jack it home for free. What most guys want is a little female companionship."

"Thanks for the tip," Kaitlin said, forcing a little smile. "See you around."

With that she was out of the car and walking out of the alley as fast as she could go. It didn't look like the kind of place one wanted to be walking around, especially with cash in one's pocket.

So she had prostituted herself. She was now officially a whore. It didn't really bother her too much for some reason. Sometimes you have to do unpleasant things to make a buck in this world. As long as it was a means to an end. She had more money for clothes now and food. She had bought herself a little more time. This was a very different world than any she had ever known before but it was just a matter of figuring out a way to take the next step up the ladder.

The fact that she was a whore probably didn't bother her as much as it might have bothered someone who had been a woman all of her life. Caleb had been to a whorehouse or two in his day and the girls were always very nice and friendly. Maybe the guy in the car was right. She could try being a little more personable...if she ever did this sort of thing again.

Her looks were her main asset. She kept reminding herself of that. Yet there had to be a way to parlay that into something better than street walking. That seemed more like the tool of last resort for those who have no other options. She needed to step up in class and some new clothes were just the ticket.

After wandering around and asking a few people for directions she finally found a thrift store run by a local charitable organization. The prices were a little higher than she had expected, especially for the nicer things, but with twenty bucks she managed to fill a bag with some decent items and threw a purse in at the last moment for another $1.99.

When she got back to her room she tried on her new things and was impressed by the transformation. She had a simple dress for walking around town and a fairly snappy suit with a skirt and jacket and she had picked up a blouse that went with it fairly nicely. She also had a sweater, since there wasn't any heat in her room, a pair of shoes and her handbag. In her shorts she looked like a prostitute. In the dress she looked like a college girl. In the suit she looked like a business woman. It was amazing how much simply changing her clothes changed her whole persona. That was a valuable lesson. They say the clothes make the man but they really make the woman even more since she has so many more options to choose from.

She'd probably need some makeup although she didn't have a clue as to what she would need or how to apply it. Fortunately her youthful complexion was quite lovely and she looked great even with no cosmetics.

Kaitlin splurged that night and bought the double cheese burger combo this time and found that she was absolutely starving. By the time she got home she had already nibbled about half of the fries from the bag. She thought about going back for more food but decided not to go crazy. Plus it was kind of scary walking these streets at night anyway.

As she lay back and listened to the hookers serving their clients next door she wondered what they were charging. It certainly had to be enough to cover the cost of the room and still be worthwhile. It was a strange thing to hold another man's dick in your hand, she thought, but not all that unpleasant, at least once she wiped the cum off her hand. Caleb had certainly masturbated plenty of times so this wasn't all that different. How much did you get if you let them stick it in you? Well there were plenty of working girls wandering around this hotel. Maybe she should just go up and ask one.


CHAPTER 4:

"I charge a hundred for a straight fuck, seventy-five for anal and fifty for a BJ. Giving head's the best because you don't have to take off any clothes and most guys will blow their load as soon as you get your lips on them."

Kaitlin noticed a girl who seemed to do a pretty brisk business for herself and had worked up the courage to ask her about prices. The girl called herself Ann and in the light she looked a lot older than she had looked at a distance.

"I do girls too if that's why you're asking," Ann added with a wink.

"Well I guess I was just curious. It does seem to be a way to make some quick cash," Kaitlin replied.

"A hot little thing like you is wasting her time hanging around a dive like this. What you need is a good pimp or a manager who can set you up with some serious clientele. Why aren't you at least working the hotels out by the airport. If I had your tits and face I'd be raking in the bucks with all those horny businessmen on expense accounts. You could get dinner and drinks too. Of course they expect more time and attention from you but they make it worth your while."

"I'd need some better clothes for that," Kaitlin said thinking out loud.

"Yeah, and some makeup and some decent jewelry, even if it is fake. You're fresh meat but you got to look the part anyway. Maybe do something with your hair. Make it more sophisticated. Think Audrey Hepburn or something like that."

Kaitlin found the image of Audrey Hepburn turning tricks at the airport Hilton rather amusing but the world was probably full of Aubrey Hepburn's who didn't become famous movie stars and did all sorts of things that they might not be too proud of.

"This is a bad place, sweetie. You don't want to hang around here any longer than you have to. Find a guy and shack up with him. Make him think you're in love with him or at least get a sugar daddy who can protect you. If you turn a trick with some sick fuck who thinks you've cheated him or just wants to beat the crap out of you it's good to a have a man who can step in and throw the asshole down the stairs. Honestly, if I were you sweetie I'd get myself into college and try to learn something. This is no life for anyone."

Kaitlin didn't ask why Ann did it if it was so bad but she was sure that Ann had her reasons. Maybe she had a drug problem or maybe she had run out of other options and this was the best she could do now. She had obviously lived a pretty hard life and probably had some scars to show for it. All this talk of violence was horrifying to Kaitlin who was more resolved than ever to get onwards and upwards as soon as possible.

The next day she got a schedule for the bus and tried to figure it out. That would allow her to get around town quicker and without having to walk on the streets so much. Caleb used to have his own driver but he had let him go some years in the past when it was obvious that he wasn't getting around so much anymore.

Finding the public library was a blessing because it gave her access to the Internet. Plus it gave her something to read since she didn't have any other form of entertainment.

College wasn't the worst idea in the world but she didn't have any transcripts since she hadn't gone to high school as this person. She could take a test that would count as a high school diploma but the lack of identification was still an issue. Where does one get a birth certificate for someone who was never actually born?

She gave another hand job but had to settle for twenty five bucks this time as the guy didn't want to pay extra to play with her tits. It was quick enough and gave her a little more cash to work with but her week's rent was running out fast and she hated the idea of staying in this dump any longer than necessary.

To get a real job she would need a phone. There were phones you could get where you just had to buy a card to refill the service when you needed more minutes but those were still about twenty to thirty bucks so it represented a big expense for her but it would also represent a big step up in opportunities.

As it turned out an opportunity of a different kind presented itself in an unusual way.

"Hey kid, come here."

It was Ann. She was standing in the hallway of the hotel smoking a cigarette as Kaitlin was coming home from another trip to the library.

"I know this guy who wants a three-way. He'll pay two-fifty for an hour. I'll split it with you. Hell, if we can use your room I'll kick in another ten. Sound good?" asked Ann.

"Sure," Kaitlin replied. "So what goes on in a three-way exactly?"

"He's going to want to put his dick in both of us at some point and he'll expect us to do something to each other. I don't know how you feel about girls but as for me that's my preference anyway. I've really got no use for men other than making a buck. You ever fucked another girl sweetie?"

"Not exactly."

"That's a funny answer. It seems like either you have or you haven't but it doesn't matter really. We just do some tit squeezing and finger banging, or at least make it look like that, and most importantly make it sound like you're having the time of your life. He'll probably say what he wants and he'll want the whole hour even if he shoots his wad right away so you've got to be ready to put on a show. You think you're up to it?"

"For a hundred and thirty-five bucks I think I'm up for just about anything," Kaitlin shrugged.

"Good girl. I'll set it up then. You know, you're so young and hot I bet I can squeeze another twenty out of him. When he gets a look at you he's going to go nuts. If he doesn't he's either crazy or blind. You're a knockout babe."

When the client got a look at Kaitlin he gladly shelled out the extra cash as he then sat back in a chair and told the girls to undress each other slowly. Kaitlin just tried to follow Ann's lead and do everything she was doing.

This was quite different than just sitting in a car jerking some guy off while you stared out the window. As her bra fell to the floor and her boobs were exposed she felt a twinge of panic. What was she doing getting naked in front of these strangers? Still it was kind of exciting in a strange way too. It was just so wicked and even illegal. The feeling of danger and taboo sex kind of sent her head spinning.

The client instructed the girls to get on the bed and play with each other so they complied by getting on their knees next to each other on top of the mattress. Ann stuck a hand between Kaitlin's legs and began to rub the outside of her pussy with her open palm so Kaitlin did likewise. Ann was doing a pretty good job of pretending to enjoy herself but Kaitlin was still kind of quiet. Ann decided she needed to kick it up a notch and suddenly her fingers were slipping into Kaitlin's slit and and expertly probing about. Immediately Kaitlin responded with a sound that seemed to really please the client, who was watching the girls with his hand stuffed in his pants.

Ann knew she had found the way to loosen Kaitlin up so she got down lower on the bed and concentrated all of her efforts on stimulating her young partner. Kaitlin leaned back and supported herself on her arms as Ann begin to flick and tweak Kaitlin's clit. Kaitlin obviously wasn't skilled at faking it so Ann figured she better turn her on for real. Being a lesbian Ann had plenty of experience pleasing other women and Kaitlin was putty in her hands.

After a while the man got up from the chair and took off his pants and underwear without bothering to remove his shirt or shoes and came over to the side of the bed.

"Get on all fours," he commanded. "Both of you side by side.

The girls assumed the position and the man clambered up on the bed behind them. He started with Ann, sliding his cock into her from behind and the bed began to shake and bang up against the wall. It was the unmistakable sound Kaitlin had heard coming from other rooms many times before. Ann moaned and cried and encouraged the man as Kaitlin waited silently for her turn.

At one point the man reached over and slapped Kaitlin on the rump pretty hard. She wasn't expecting it and almost fell over from the blow.

"Now, now...we didn't say anything about spanking," Ann scolded pleasantly.

"Yeah, I know, but an ass like that just needs to be spanked," the man grunted.

Having finished with Ann for the moment he gave her a hard shove that sent her face down into the bed. It was like discarding a used condom. Once it had served its purpose he had no use for it. He then mounted Kaitlin and slid his rod into her pussy with a small degree of difficulty.

"Holy crap you've got a tight cunt!" he said in wonder. "I've never seen a whore with such a tight snatch."

Kaitlin really had no reply to that. Ann's fingers had been the first thing that had ever gone inside her before so whether she was unusually tight or not was not something she had reason to think about.

As the client's thrusts got harder and faster Kaitlin could feel her heart racing and her breathing become heavier. She started to make little yelping sounds that just spilled out of her uncontrollably. She also noticed that she was getting pretty sore and hoped the guy would pull out soon.

Somewhat against his desires the client began to ejaculate into his condom. The grunting noises he made as he did so were kind of frightening to Kaitlin. Did Caleb make sounds like that when he was climaxing? She couldn't quite remember.

It was easier to think of Caleb as someone else, maybe someone she knew once. If she thought about herself as having been a man once it would just make things more difficult for her. Still it was hard not to think about sometimes, especially in a situation like this.

The girls were required to play with each other again until the hour mercifully ran out and then they could relax for a moment and split the money. It wasn't a lot of money compared to what Caleb was used to but to Kaitlin it was a hard earned fortune.


CHAPTER 5:

"Did he pop your cherry sweetie?" Ann asked as they were getting dressed.

"I guess so," Kaitlin replied with a shrug.

"Well that's one way of doing it," Ann said, shaking her head. "I can't figure you out at all."

"Why is that?"

"I mean where did you come from? What's a virgin doing turning tricks on a street corner on Skid Row? You're far too pretty for all this. And you're so quiet. I don't even know which way you swing. You seemed to like it when I finger fucked you but you made some pretty convincing sounds when you were getting banged by a cock too and you didn't seem to be trying too hard to fake anything in between."

"I guess I don't really know either. I don't have much experience with sex either way. It's hard not to feel excited when someone puts something inside you I guess. I really wasn't thinking about much of anything except the money I was going to get."

"You are really something baby. I can't tell if you're really dumb or really smart but if you are smart you'll get the hell out of here as quick as you can."

"I plan to. It's just not that easy," Kaitlin explained.

"Don't I know it. Believe me baby it's not easy being a woman anywhere but at the bottom of the barrel it's like being less than human."

Being at the bottom of the barrel had one small advantage for Kaitlin, aside from access to quick and dirty cash. It was a place where all sorts of nefarious activities took place and one could find almost anything for sale if one really wanted to. Kaitlin made a few inquiries and discovered that she could get a very convincing fake ID that would even pass the bar code scanner test. The street price was $150 but instead she let the guy bend her over the hood of his car and fuck her. It was easier than fucking someone else for the money she reasoned and a lot quicker too.

She had no idea how old she was but she settled on 21 as the logical choice. That way she would be able to buy liquor or go anywhere else that required being a legal adult. She was probably a bit younger but it didn't make any real difference to her. That card was the first step on the road to establishing an actual identity.

Much to her disappointment her stay in the grungy room stretched into a second week as she still needed to stockpile a little more money before making a move. Ann found a couple of other client's who wanted a similar performance so that helped quite a bit. She now had a phone and a slightly larger wardrobe and even a battered old suitcase to put it all in when she finally did break free of this place. The suitcase was a reminder of her goal and she set it out in the room where she could see it all the time. Onward and upward. She was not going to rot here.

When she finally did leave there was no sense of nostalgia or remorse at leaving the rat trap but she did feel bad to be leaving Ann. She wasn't exactly a friend but she was the closest thing to one she had in the world. She had been kind to her and helped her get the money she needed to move out. She wished she could do something to help her but she was in no position to be helping anyone at this point in her new life.

Her new residence wasn't that much nicer but it was definitely cleaner and in a better neighborhood. Of course respectability came with a price and this wasn't the sort of place where she could just turn tricks in the street without much fear of running afoul of the law. On the bright side she found work as a waitress almost right away, despite having no experience. A pretty waitress was better than a competent one, the owner figured, as a pretty waitress would bring more business in. Fortunately she was both pretty and reasonably competent but her conspicuously large tips quickly made her the envy of the other girls who worked in the diner.

Kaitlin tried to be friendly to the other waitresses but she was the new girl and everybody assumed she was doing more to earn those tips than just delivering food in a timely fashion. She overheard some of them calling her a whore behind her back. Of course she was a whore, or had been for a while, but she had done nothing to earn that kind of reputation here. She figured they were just jealous because she had more cleavage to display in her uniform. She couldn't help it if men looked at her tits when she bent over the table.

It was becoming obvious to her that her looks were a double-edged sword. Men were anxious to have an excuse to talk to her but nobody really seemed interested in hearing what she had to say. Some of them were so obvious about it she almost had to laugh. Did those cheesy pickup lines ever really work with anybody? Women seemed to view her as some sort of a threat or competition or something. She was one of those people who just exuded a natural sexual energy about them and that, combined with her looks, was a powerful but potentially dangerous combination.

Working as a waitress was legitimate and it was paying the bills but that was about all. Kaitlin remembered what Ann had said about working the hotels near the airport and decided to give it a try. With her second hand cocktail dress, some nicer shoes and her fake pearls she looked quite different than the fresh-faced girl who worked in a diner. She had been practicing with makeup and gave herself what she thought was a more mature and sophisticated look. She fixed her hair the best she could and set out for a hotel that would likely be full of business travelers.

When she entered the bar it was kind of empty, which she found somewhat disappointing and somewhat of a relief. She was scared. She was inexperienced with men, aside from the few tricks she had turned, and she was stepping into a very different element. She was afraid that she wouldn't charge the right price or wouldn't satisfy the customer or end up in jail or something. At the same time she felt that tingle of excitement that came from the danger and wickedness of what she was attempting to do. She sat at that bar and ordered a drink. There really wasn't anything else to do. As she sat sipping her cocktail a man took the seat next to her despite the emptiness of the bar.

"Whiskey sour and another of whatever the lady is having," the man said to the bartender. "Mind if I sit here?"

"Not at all. And thanks for the drink," Kaitlin said, trying not to appear too eager.

"I stay at this hotel whenever I'm in town on business. I've never seen you here before and I know I would remember a hot number like you," the man said as he began to down his drink.

"No...I've never been here before," Kaitlin replied, not sure if that was the right answer.

"Look, I know it's rude to ask but you are over 18 aren't you?"

"Of course. You aren't a cop are you?"

"No, definitely not," the man chuckled. "Well I guess we got the legal part out of the way. Now shall we get down to the details?"

"By all means," said Kaitlin.

"Well...what's it going to cost me?"

"What do you want to do?"

"How about we just agree on a fee and see where that takes us? I mean I don't want to do anything kinky or dangerous or anything like that, I'm more of a meat and potatoes kind of guy but I'd rather just book the time and play it by ear. How about $200 for an hour?"

"$250."

"Yeah...I think it's worth $250 to get in that tight little body of yours. You look like you've got some serious equipment under that dress."

The man finished his drink with a deep swig and Kaitlin left the drink her had purchased for her largely untouched as they head up to his room together. The man seemed pleasant enough but there was no conversation as they walked. This was a business transaction and there really wasn't much that needed to be said at this point.

Kaitlin had no rules as to what she would or wouldn't do. Ann had talked about limits and things and not kissing the clients but Kaitlin couldn't figure why you would take it up the ass but not kiss someone. At the moment everything was in play until she could figure out for herself what she would want to control in the future.

"Let's get you out of that dress baby."

The man helped Kaitlin remove her dress and then took off her bra. As she stood with nothing but her panties and shoes on the man walked around her in a circle and examined the merchandise. He quickly stripped out of his own clothes and tossed them to one side.

"Oh, yeah I was right. Look at those tits! And that ass....so firm and round. You look like a porn star baby, I mean you really look hot."

"Thanks," was all Kaitlin could think of saying.

He then stood behind her and started to rub his hands all over her body. He squeezed her breasts and pinched her nipples and let his fingers glide over the top of her snatch. Although she couldn't see it she could feel his hard cock rubbing up against her as he stroked her skin and put his lips up to her neck without quite touching it.

"So if I were your boyfriend what would you want me to do to you right now?" the man asked, taking her completely by surprise.

Not sure how to answer that, having never had a boyfriend nor even given the concept a thought, she decided to walk over to the bed and bent over so that she was supporting herself with her arms extended on the mattress while her feet remained on the ground. It seemed to be the way most men liked it and she didn't have to look at them while they were doing it.

"Oh, you're a backdoor babe are you?" the man said happily. "I knew you were a dirty little girl the moment I saw you."

He bounded across the room, stroking his already hard dick as he went and in a flash he was straddling her from behind. She knew what to expect next and braced herself for the penetration. Much to her surprise she felt the cock sliding into her all right, but not in the place she was expecting it to go.


CHAPTER 6:

Having a cock in her ass was a sensation she was not at all prepared for. It just didn't seem possible that something like that could fit up in there but the man was making it go pretty deep somehow. It hurt like hell at first but Kaitlin tried to relax and that seemed to help a little. The condom the guy was wearing was lubricated but it was hardly sufficient to do the job properly.

In fairness to the client all he knew was the he was fucking a whore. She was a professional sex worker and presumably had cocks in every orifice all day long. If a working girl didn't do anal than they would say so up front.

Kaitlin took the pounding and let her mind wander off to other things. The client had asked about her boyfriend. What would it be like to have a boyfriend? Caleb had been in love a long time ago, but of course that was very different. A different time and a different gender. It was kind of hard to imagine finding men attractive, although she had noticed that she made that distinction in her mind already. She might describe someone at work as the cute guy with the red shirt or the good-looking man in the back booth. That was involuntary, really, and not something she had thought about before this moment.

"Oh, baby your ass is so fucking tight!"

Kaitlin realized that she should probably make some noise and tried to moan a little. It probably didn't matter all that much but anything that got him to finish quicker was fine with her. Suddenly the man did pull out but he didn't seem to have finished.

"Play with yourself for a bit, will you? I need to cool down," explained the client.

This was also not something she had expected. She needed to do something but she had honestly never masturbated before. She didn't think of sex as something pleasant and her vagina was a total mystery to her. Of course she had kind of enjoyed it when Ann was putting her fingers inside her so she decided to simply sit on the edge of the bed with her legs open and do what Ann had done to her.

To her surprise it was a very nice feeling. Her pussy had seemed kind of frightening and squishy to her and she didn't really like to think about it at all but as she began to explore her own body she found that there were all kinds of different spots that provoked different responses. Caleb had never been one of those guys who got particularly excited by lesbians or watching girls masturbate but this fellow was certainly enjoying the show. For one thing Kaitlin was beginning to make some very sexy sounds, much more intense and realistic than anything she had tried to fake when she was taking it up the ass.

Although he was trying to prolong his erection the man couldn't help but begin stroking himself again as he watched. He got up and went over to the bed to get a closer look. He was really jerking it now as Kaitlin had discovered the magic button and was starting to shake so much that she was worried that she was having a seizure or something but eventually it dawned on her that she was just having an orgasm.

"Aw, shit I can't hold it any longer. Suck it baby. Open your mouth and suck my cock," the man ordered in an almost sinister tone.

She did as she was told and the man sort of hunched over to get his dick lined up with her waiting lips. He still had his condom on and continued to stroke himself the whole time so Kaitlin really didn't have to do anything but keep her mouth open wide while he jacked off in it. The condom tasted kind of funny, sort of like sucking on a rubber glove or something, but it wasn't in her mouth for long anyway. Soon there were the inevitable grunts and groans of relief as the client blew his wad and then carefully removed the rubber as he headed for the bathroom. A moment later there was the sound of the toilet flushing and the man came back into the room with a very happy look on his face.

"Hey, I've still got about 15 minutes left. Do you mind if we just sit on the bed together and watch TV?"

Kaitlin didn't mind at all. She still didn't have a TV in her apartment and she was getting paid to be here. This room was a lot more comfortable and clean than the one she was going home to.

She remembered what a client had told her about most guys really just wanting some female companionship and that seemed strange to her. On the other hand she actually enjoyed this tiny bit of human contact that didn't involve sex. Ultimately they finished watching the show they had turned on and that made them run a little over the time but Kaitlin didn't care. She was getting some decent money for an hour's work. It wasn't like she had anyplace else to be.

"You were great baby. I come through here maybe five or six times a year. I sure hope I see you again."

"Me too," Kaitlin said as she finished straightening her dress.

"So why do you do it?"

"What?"

"I mean, I know it's good money and all but why does a hot-looking girl who could get any guy she wanted let some stranger fuck her up the ass? No offense, I've obviously got nothing against what you do, I'm just a little curious why you would do it."

Kaitlin just smiled and blew him a kiss as she headed for the door.


CHAPTER 7:

It was a strange life she was living, almost like something out of movie or a bad romance novel; waitress by day...hooker by night. In truth she didn't really turn all that many tricks but she did go back now and again. The extra money really helped.

If there was one thing Caleb had learned it was that money makes the world go round. Money was pretty much everything to him until the very end when he realized that he couldn't take it with him. Something about that had stuck in Kaitlin's mind. She knew she was getting a second chance at life and she didn't really want to make the same mistakes over again if she could help it. While in survival mode a person has a hard time thinking of anything other than finding a way to stay alive but now that she had found some degree of stability she started to wonder what the heck she was going to do with the rest of her life.

Thank God I ended up pretty, she thought. Without that she had no idea what she would have done. She had the gift of being attractive to men. That was a bankable commodity. It had put food on her table and a roof overhead. Yet there had to be more to life than that. Because Caleb had never held a very high opinion of women it was only natural that those thoughts would spill over to his female alter ego. Women had their place. They were nice to look at and pleasant to touch but they were too weak and emotional to really accomplish anything. Hah! What a load of crap that is scoffed Kaitlin to herself. She'd like to see that old man turned out in the streets with just $100 to his name and see how far he lasted.

It seemed as if the worst thing in the world a person could call a woman was a whore and yet she was only doing what she needed to do to live and improve herself. She wasn't hurting anybody and there seemed to be a lot of men who really appreciated the services she provided. She hadn't grown up female so there was no motherly advice about "saving yourself" for marriage to draw on. Caleb's father expected him to lose his virginity quickly and prove his manhood by bedding as many girls as possible, so long as he didn't lose his head to some "gold digging hussy" who was just after his money. Of course he really didn't have any money then but his father assumed that he would rise in the world of business, which he did.

Money had eventually become an abstract concept to Caleb. It was just numbers that moved around from one column to another. You had to invest a certain amount of money to get a certain amount of money in return. He had long outgrown the desire to buy things or do things with the money. The mere accumulation of it was enough. Kaitlin wasn't crazy about that philosophy. It seemed to her like money was just a tool to get the things you want in life. Beyond that what was the point?

Of course at the moment her own life was all about making as much money as fast as she could but she didn't really see a lot of other options. She hadn't made friends with any of the girls at work and the only other people she met where men who paid her for sex. Yes, there were customers in the diner who flirted with her but no one had ever really pressed the issue. She was just the cute waitress they enjoyed being served by.

There was a new guy named Tony who worked in the kitchen who seemed to be nice to her. He was always very friendly at smiled at her a lot but seemed too shy to say much of anything. Kaitlin was glad that there was at least one person at work who didn't give her the cold shoulder all the time so she always smiled back and tried to be polite whenever they crossed paths.

Somewhat to her surprise one day he actually came over and asked her out on a date. Dating wasn't something she had really planned to do but it might be nice to hang out with someone for a change so she smiled and accepted his invitation. She even thought she felt a kind of funny feeling in her stomach when he was talking to her but dismissed it as merely being hungry.

Kaitlin had placed him in the "attractive" category in her general cataloging of the male species. She would have described him as the "good-looking, dark-haired guy in the kitchen" if asked to describe him. She had also noticed his rather muscular, athletic build under his t-shirt but tried not to pay too much attention to that.

She knew she was a woman now and was supposed to be attracted to men but the memory of being Caleb was still somewhat fresh in her mind. Of course it had been many years since Caleb had been sexually attracted to anyone so that memory was kind of a faded one, but the idea of liking boys was still kind of hard to comprehend.

That may have sounded funny for someone who was working part-time as a prostitute but it wasn't really that strange at all. Many prostitutes, like Ann, preferred women or even hated men. Whether it was their true nature or the fact that they hated the way they were treated by men or some combination of both didn't really matter. One could easily be paid to have sex without deriving any sort of satisfaction from it whatsoever. Kaitlin certainly saw herself in that light. She had made a pragmatic decision to trade the one thing she thought she had of value for something else that she needed...money. It was that simple.

Going out on a date with a boy was something entirely different and something that she had no idea how to deal with. She tried to think back many years ago when Caleb was a young man going out on dates. That was back in the 1950's when Marilyn Monroe and Marlon Brandon were the big movie stars and rock and roll was just being invented. The lines between men and women were very clearly drawn and everyone knew their place. Men were expected to be the "bread winners" and "kings of their castles" while women were homemakers. Boys took classes like Woodshop and played sports. Girls took Home Economics and went to ballet lessons.

Boys were supposed to be rugged and strong and smart and girls were supposed to be silly and soft and pretty. It was known as a "man's world" and few people bothered to question that. Men made the money and ran the country and fought the wars and made all the rules. Women kept the house clean and had babies and kept their men happy any way that they could. That was the world Caleb had grown up in. He had been raised with a real sense of male superiority. Of course he had lived a long time and seen a lot of changes but that didn't necessarily mean he agreed with all of those changes or even understood them.

Over the years he had met some "liberated" women and been forced to accept women in the workplace and so on but in many ways it seemed so much easier back when everyone behaved the way they were supposed to. What in the world would dating be like today? Kaitlin really had no idea and that was kind of frightening. She planned on just playing it cool and taking it slow and seeing what happened. Tony seemed like a nice guy. Hopefully they'd just hang out for a bit and get to know one another better. She certainly had no plans to do anything more than that.


CHAPTER 8:

"Come on babe, what's the matter?"

Their "date" had so far consisted of Tony parking the car on a dark street and trying to get his hands under her top.

"I thought we were going to dinner," Kaitlin protested.

"Sure, we can grab something to eat later if we want to. Right now I just want to get my hands on those big titties."

"Jesus, whatever happened to talking first?"

"Talking's overrated. I've seen you checking out my body, I know you want it and God knows your tits are all I can think about at work. Just let me get a glimpse at least."

"What made you think I'd just jump in the car and show you my tits?" Kaitlin asked defensively.

"Get real. The way you flaunt them for the customers?"

"I do not!"

"Yes you do. You bend over so far most guys have their noses stuck in your cleavage."

"That's not a very nice thing to say."

"I meant it as a compliment. If I was a chick and I had a killer rack like that I'd want to show it off too, especially if it got me bigger tips," Tony smirked.

"I think maybe you should take me home."

"Don't be like that babe. The night is young. You're just so hot it drives me crazy. You can't blame a guy for being turned on. From the first time I saw you I've been dreaming about what you looked like naked."

"I'm not really comfortable with this conversation," said Kaitlin.

"You wanted to talk," Tony pointed out.

Maybe this is what dates were like these days Kaitlin thought but something instinctively told her that she shouldn't just be a pushover. Getting a woman in bed used to be something a man had to work for and the more attractive the woman the more the guy had to work. If she was really as hot as everyone said she was why should she let this clown cop a feel just because she agreed to get in a car with him? Playing with her tits usually cost extra when she was turning tricks and she barely knew this guy better than the guys who were paying her to jerk them off.

"Look, I don't fuck on the first date. That's just how it is. If you want to take me to dinner and show me a good time we'll see how it goes. If you're cool with that than let's go eat and if you're not please take me home."

"Man you bitches think your pussy is made of gold or something," Tony grumbled as he started up the car. "You act like getting laid is no big deal but as soon as you get a real man's cock inside you you're all screaming and moaning and biting the pillow. I want it, you want it, why can't we just cut through the bullshit and get it on?"

They drove on in silence. As dates went this was one was shaping up to be pretty crappy but they did end up having dinner at a taco joint. Kaitlin tried to spark up some kind of conversation but Tony seemed to be in a sullen mood.

When they were back in the car Tony tuned to face her with a scowl on his face and Kaitlin slowly moved her hand for the door handle. This could get ugly in a hurry she thought.

"Look, I don't want you to think I'm an asshole or something but how come you're playing so hard to get with me when you've gone down with every other guy who comes into the diner?"

"What are you talking about?" Kaitlin stammered.

"People talk about it all the time. I heard you blew some truck driver in the bathroom on a five minute break. And you suck Gary's dick all the time to get the shifts you want."

"That's ridiculous! Who told you that?"

"Everybody says it. It's common knowledge. They say you'd give it up for an extra quarter in tips. I mean I'm packing some serious heat down here baby. If you like fucking so much why not at least do it with a guy who knows how to make a bitch happy?"

"Hey...all that shit you've heard is total bullshit," Kaitlin said, trying not laugh. "I've never fucked a customer or anyone at work for any reason. The girls don't seem to like me for some reason so they probably make up nasty things to say about me behind my back but none of it is true. So tell me...did you ask me out because you like me and wanted to get to know me better or because you heard I was a slut and figured I'd be an easy lay?"

Tony never exactly answered the question directly but their date came to a pretty abrupt end after that. Maybe he didn't really believe her when she said she hadn't done all those things or maybe he couldn't really think of anything else he wanted to do with her. He had gotten his hopes up for a good bang and when it became obvious that it wasn't going to happen that night he just couldn't get over his disappointment.

His ego was probably bruised. He no doubt worked out a lot to get that muscular body and maybe he really was packing some serious heat down below. He probably got lots of girls to jump on his pole so going out with a known slut must have seemed like shooting fish in a barrel. Kaitlin felt kind of sorry for him in way but she was glad she had stood her ground. He had taken way too much for granted. When a man paid her for sex it was a straight business transaction. If they didn't feel like being nice they didn't have to, although most of the men she had turned tricks for had actually been very friendly to her.

She knew she had sex appeal and she knew that was a useful tool but for some reason she didn't really want to be completely defined by that. Caleb would have assumed that a woman's ability to please men was all she could have asked for in life but Kaitlin felt very different now that she was in this body. Was that her old masculine nature rebelling or was she just experiencing a natural sensation that all women felt? It was hard to say at this point. She hadn't been a woman long enough to know.

Tony never did ask her out again. Maybe he became bitter and joined the gossip hounds in spreading rumors about her or maybe he just couldn't really think of anything that he wanted to do with Kaitlin besides fuck her brains out and the price was something he wasn't willing to pay. No doubt if he knew which hotel to hang out at he would have scraped up the money to have an hour with her but so far her secret was intact.

In fact he was referring to her as a "cock tease" and a "spoiled little cunt" who wouldn't put out. It wasn't the same old rumor that everyone else was spreading but it was equally unpleasant and mean-spirited. Maybe dating was a waste of time if sex was all that anyone was ever going to want from her.

She found it kind of funny that everyone thought of her as a slut without having any idea that she was actually a prostitute. If they knew the truth what would they say about that she wondered? Would the other girls hate her even more or just be more jealous that she was making so much money on the side. Maybe they'd want her to tell them how to do it too.

In any case it was a pretty lonely life she was leading. She wished she at least had someone like Ann around to talk to. Someone who understood what she was going through. She thought about going back to the old hotel and trying to find her but something told her that was a bad idea. Who knows if she was even still there anymore? Maybe she wasn't even alive. That was a place to escape from and never look back at. So was this diner but she needed a plan to take the next step up.


CHAPTER 9:

When Caleb was a boy he had a habit of sketching things wherever he went. He had a box full of scraps of paper and the backs of envelopes with drawings of various types. It wasn't something he was encouraged to do so he never tried to develop his talent and in time it was all but forgotten. Art wasn't a career with a very bright financial future so it became dismissed as a childhood hobby like collecting baseball cards.

With no TV Kaitlin had found herself doodling little pictures on whatever paper was at hand. They were mostly things from her daily life like people in the diner or the neighborhood where she lived. They were just quick impressions jotted down with a pen or pencil and then usually thrown out with the other trash.

She had never been in an art supply store in her life and had no idea what kind of tools she might need to do a more proper job of things but that put an idea into her head. There were night classes at the local community college on all kinds of subjects. Maybe it would be fun to take an art class, just for the hell of it. Of course it wasn't going to make her money and would actually cut down on the amount of time she had for her more lucrative "hobby" but it sounded like something that would be really interesting. 

It was easy enough to enroll with her fake ID since this wasn't a course that gave college credits. Still it was kind of fun to be able to walk around the campus and have access to the school's facilities. The art class seemed to attract people of all ages but the college in general was full of other young people about her age. Maybe she could finally make some friends.

The class was pretty basic but it gave her a lot of information about the various ways of creating art using charcoal or watercolors or oil or whatever. She learned about composition and lighting and got to experiment with a lot of different tools and techniques. Kaitlin loved every minute of it and the class always seemed to end too quickly for her taste. Much to her surprise she was told that she was very talented. Instead of being resented many of the other students were totally supportive and praised her work or even asked for her advice or opinion. The teacher said she had a lot of potential but what could that lead to she wondered?

At the moment it wasn't doing a damn thing to advance her climb up the ladder of success but it was filling a void in her soul. She had a happy place to go to with people she liked and who seemed to like her and she was doing something that she really enjoyed. It was still hard to shake the idea that she shouldn't be doing anything that didn't put money in her pocket but maybe there wasn't so much of a rush to get rich. Maybe it was okay to do something for a while just for the joy of it. She was young. She had her whole life ahead of her.

On one of her off days Kaitlin decided to take the bus to an art museum. She picked up the guidebook at the front desk and began to stroll around the various galleries, just sort of taking it all in without any idea of what she was really looking for. She had no background in art history so it was all kind of new and intimidating. She could hear other people talking in great detail about the "scope and dynamic use of color" for this thing and how something was "a lesser example of neo-impressionism" about some other thing. It made her feel very dumb and she was about to escape back to reality when a voice came from behind her.

"Do you like it?"

She turned and saw a middle-aged man, probably in his mid forties or early fifties with a salt and pepper beard and kind of wild, unkempt hair. He was smiling at her so she smiled back.

"I think so," Kaitlin replied softly.

"You're not sure?" the man pressed.

"Well I like it but I'm not an expert."

"Fuck the experts."

Kaitlin couldn't help but giggle at the way he said it. Most people weren't quite that blunt with total strangers.

"Aren't you an expert?" Kaitlin asked.

"What makes you say that?"

"I don't know...you look so...artistic."

"And what do you think you look like?" asked the man.

"Well...just a girl I guess. I wore this outfit because I thought it would make me look more sophisticated or something but I don't know if I succeeded. What do you think I look like?"

"I think you look like a goddess of sensuality trying to hide under a blanket of conformity. I think you look like what a real woman should look like but so rarely does these days in an age when everyone wants to be as thin as a pencil. And I think you look like someone with a lot of secrets who doesn't share them easily or often. I think I'd like to paint you."

"What would I get out of it?"

"What would you like to get out of it?"

"I take an art class at the community college. I'm just a beginner but if you didn't mind looking at some of my stuff and maybe giving me a few pointers that might be a fair trade."

"Deal. Let's go back to my place."

"I don't have any of my work with me."

"We can pick it up on the way. I have a car outside."

Kaitlin wondered what she was getting into but living dangerously was something she was no stranger to. Maybe this guy really was an artist and maybe he was just a dirty old man who wanted to get her up to his room before he put a move on her. He seemed pretty harmless and she was really interested in learning anything she could about art so she climbed in his car and gave him directions to her apartment. He waited in the car while she ran in and grabbed some of the things she had been working on in class.

She was a little nervous as they drove into a slightly rundown part of town, more like the neighborhood she used to live in, but when they actually got inside his place she was relieved to find that it was very nice and brightly lit. He led her upstairs to a loft area with a large skylight. The room was full of paintings, mostly of nude women, and she began to wander around and examine them. They were very bold with strong colors and she took a liking to them immediately. If this guy had actually painted them he was very good indeed.

"You seem to like to paint nudes," Kaitlin pointed out casually.

"Yes."

"Would you want me to be nude?"

"Absolutely."

"What if I wasn't comfortable with that?"

"Then you wouldn't make a very good nude model I suppose."

Kaitlin laughed and the man smiled as he went to pour her a glass of wine. It didn't appear that there was anything sneaky at work here. He painted naked women and that was just the way it was.

"Would you like me to get naked now?" asked Kaitlin.

"No rush. Why don't you finish your wine first."


CHAPTER 10:

Kyle Fergus was a fairly well-known painter in some circles although there were those who called his work "old fashioned" while others praised him for his "inspired sense of style and form." As Kaitlin stood naked before him she had no idea what other people thought of him. She just knew that she liked him and she liked the other paintings she saw in his studio. She thought that she could probably learn a lot from him and felt absolutely comfortable stripping totally nude and letting him examine her. Of course she had been naked around strange men many times before but this felt like something entirely different.

When he had finished his inspection Kyle informed her that she could get dressed. It was kind of a funny feeling for Kaitlin who had never taken her clothes off for a man and not had sex with him but it just underscored how different this relationship was probably going to be.

He had made no comment whatsoever while he walked around her naked body. Taken no notes. Made no sketches. She was curious to know what the verdict was but didn't know how to ask.

"When can you start?" Kyle finally inquired.

"Well, I work as a waitress and I take that art class two nights a week but I can try to schedule as much time as possible if I have some advance warning," she replied.

"That will have to do for now. I don't work fast and I tend to paint in series so once I've found my muse I stick with her for some time. You may find it convenient to just move in here for a while if we get that far. Wanting to paint and painting are two different things. I think I can paint you but we'll have to see how it goes."

That was a strange thought to Kaitlin but what the hell did she know? They made an appointment for her first sitting and Kyle drove her home. If it was some kind of a sex scam it sure must be an elaborate one. He hadn't laid a finger on her while she was there and he certainly didn't drug the wine or anything like that. She was a little nervous of the easy way he suggested that she move in with him, but again, there was nothing sexual implied. If she was getting room and board out of the deal it would at least make up for some of the lost income she would be suffering.

She suddenly realized that he had failed to even look at her work but she shrugged it off and figured there would be time for that down the line. She didn't know what modeling for a painter entailed exactly but it seemed like they would be spending a good deal of time together.

On that score Kaitlin couldn't have been more correct. Sometimes she would have to stand still and hold a pose for what seemed like an eternity and other times he would work for barely twenty minutes and then whisk her off to some gallery or museum or coffee house and they would spend the day in deep conversation. He had a great ability to explain things to her without talking down and never treated any of her questions as dumb or silly. She was a sponge soaking up everything he had to offer and he began to expose her to all sorts of music and literature and philosophy as well as art.

Kyle was a great mentor but more importantly he was a great friend. Sometimes he would come to pick her up after work at the diner and that would naturally spark more gossip about the "old man" she was banging. She didn't really care anymore. Shad had already agreed to move in with Kyle.

She quit her job and took a total leap of faith that she wasn't ruining everything she had worked so hard to get. There was a spare bedroom at Kyle's place and she moved her few meager possessions in there.

Kyle provided whatever she needed. When she did the shopping he gave her cash and never asked for receipts or for the change. In fact he was constantly giving her things like books and CD's to check out. She had never bought anything for herself before except clothes and cosmetics so it was kind of strange to actually have possessions of her own for the first time.

She wasn't making any money but she wasn't spending any either. It was actually a very nice balance. In many ways she felt like she was getting way more in the bargain but Kyle was inspired and working off and on all the time. With her in the house they were free to work at any hour of the day or night and often the mood would strike the man at the oddest hours. She got used to his funky rhythms and actually grew to enjoy not being tied to a schedule.

Consequently Kaitlin often walked around the house wearing nothing but a silk kimono which she could slip off at a moment's notice. She loved the way the silk felt on her bare skin underneath and always felt slightly restrained now when she had to dress up to go out somewhere.

One morning, as the sun was coming up after a late session, Kyle went to clean his brushes while Kaitlin picked up her kimono and prepared to slip it on. For some reason she let it fall back to the floor and walked over to the table where Kyle was engrossed in his work. When he noticed her presence he turned to look at her and was about to speak when Kaitlin threw her arms around his neck and began to kiss him passionately.

She then dropped to her knees, pulling his pants down to the floor as she went. His cock wasn't hard so she took it in her hands and began to stroke it; gently at first but increasing in friction and speed. It responded immediately and soon was rock hard in her grasp. Then she was kissing it adoringly before she let it begin to slip down her throat.

Kaitlin had given quite a few blow jobs by this point and was getting very good at it but she had never tasted a cock that wasn't wrapped in a condom. It tasted hot and sort of musky but it was a wonderful scent she thought. Kyle leaned back and rested his arms on the table and let her do whatever it was that she had in mind.

She wondered why this was so different from what she was used to, aside from the lack of a rubber. She was enthused...inspired really. When a man pays you for sex there are five basic places he can stick his dick. Your hands, your mouth, your pussy, your ass and between your tits. She had done all of these things. Some were easier to take than others but aside from that there had never really been much of a difference to her. Whether she was paid by the act or paid by the hour the main thing was to get the guy off and get on with your life with as little hassle as possible. Now on her knees before this man who was easily twice her age she became lost in the moment for the first time.

Suddenly she was bent over the table; paint cans and brushes clattering about everywhere. She felt something wet creeping up below her breasts and looked down to see that they were lying in blue paint. She couldn't care less. Kyle had his cock in her pussy now and was humping away like a mad man. As he lifted her up at the waist he put his hands on her tits and began to rub the paint all around. She had always loved the smell of that paint and feeling it coat her body now was better than any oil or lotion could have been. He was painting her in a whole new way.

There was no bed in the studio but there was a couch and eventually they made their way over to it. He sat on the edge and she straddled his rod, riding him slowly up and down until he could hold it no further and let his warm milk fill her insides. As he was finishing she gently climbed off of his lap and licked his cock as clean as she could make it with her tongue. Then they curled up together on the couch and went to sleep. No one had said a word the entire time that she could recall. There hadn't been any need to.


CHAPTER 11:

Any fears that what they had done would somehow spoil their relationship vanished very quickly. Everything was just as it used to be except that now she was Kyle's lover. She kind of liked the sound of that. It sounded more mature and passionate than girlfriend.

She thought about Tony and how he might have been her first real love affair and she was glad that she had resisted. He was young and attractive and probably looked very good naked but so what? Kyle was a man. He was smart and talented and he knew how to treat a woman. And as for sex...well...he seemed to know a hell of a lot about that too. There was something to be said for experience.

Caleb's voice may have been screaming out in protest somewhere in the back of her mind but she couldn't hear it. She was a woman now. Why shouldn't she love a man? She was certainly physically equipped to do so and had quickly discovered that she was emotionally equipped as well. It wasn't like she felt some great need to fuck a man it was just that she really wanted to fuck this man in particular.

Kaitlin thought it was a little odd that Kyle never asked her what had driven her to make the first move. There had been no flirtation or suggestive talk between them at all before that first time. Of course she didn't have a very good answer for that question anyway so maybe it was just as well that he didn't ask. She knew that she admired him and that she appreciated everything he had done for her but it wasn't really an effort to try and compensate him. It was something deeper.

She had actually thought of suggesting an exchange of sex to help pay for her expenses and all the gifts he had given her but she was very glad that she had never mentioned it to him. She wanted him to know how much she cared about him and didn't want him to think that she was just letting him use her in lieu of contributing cash for the rent.

Naturally everything wasn't all smooth sailing. Kyle could get into some pretty dark moods that even her gentle caresses couldn't pull him out of and she flew off the handle sometimes when they seemed to be working too long and she was bored and tired but they always put those things behind them and went on.

Keeping in the spirit of their unconventional scheduling sometimes they would make love for three straight days, barely stopping to hastily grab some food, and other times they might go for weeks without any sex at all. She was on the pill and kept to it religiously, not so much because she didn't like the idea of having a child with Kyle but because it didn't feel like the right time for that. He might not want to start a family at his age and their strange Bohemian existence would be kind of a weird world to raise a child in.

"Get dressed. We're going somewhere special tonight," Kyle said one afternoon as they were finishing a session.

"Where are we going?"

"You'll see. Wear something nice."

That was all the information she could get out of him so she simply had to wait until they had arrived at their destination later that evening. It was a smallish art gallery. One that they had visited before but this time it was crowded with people, many of whom applauded as they walked in the door.

As Kaitlin looked around she saw some very familiar works of art hanging on the walls. They were paintings by Kyle and some of them were of her! She had no idea when he had removed them from the house. Probably when she was on a shopping trip she supposed. It seemed so strange to see them anywhere else, especially in such a public place and she felt a bit of panic.

"Kyle...that's me on the walls...naked," she whispered when they had a moment together.

"Of course. That's the only way I've painted you."

"You should have warned me," Kaitlin protested.

"Why? Would you not have come?" he asked.

"No, of course I would have come. I just never expected to see myself on display like that."

"Are you getting shy on me all of a sudden," he chuckled. "I thought you liked being naked."

"I like being naked for you."

"And this is the fruit of our labor. We collaborated to make this art and now we're sharing it with others. It's an abstract expression of your nakedness on that canvass. It's the essence of your sensuality. It's not like I'm asking you to perform a strip tease in front of all these people you know."

In some ways that might have been easier she thought. She could go to that place she went when she was turning tricks and just have an out of body experience where her mind could go blank and whatever she did could be rationalized away. This seemed so much more intimate. Each of those paintings reminded her of some moment they had shared. Every time she looked at them she could feel the warmth of his manhood and smell his sweat. It wasn't what was on the canvass itself, it was what those paintings represented to her.

At the same time she was thrilled and excited. She had been to many galleries with Kyle and learned to appreciate so many different things about art but now she was looking at paintings of herself and it was kind of surreal to say the least.

People mingled about the gallery sipping champagne and nibbling on little pieces of cheese and she tried to eavesdrop on as many conversations as possible. It was fascinating to listen to what people had to say. She had learned enough by now to know that some of them were just talking through their hat; saying something for the sake of saying something without really having a clue about what they were saying.

"He always finds the most amazing models," said one woman to her date. "Where do you suppose he finds them?"

"Who knows?" the man replied. "He certainly has an eye for beautiful women, that's for sure."

Kaitlin was flattered but also a little jealous. Of course she knew that he had painted other women. Some of those paintings were here tonight in fact. Yet she never liked to think of the women on those canvasses as real somehow. Obviously they had come to his studio and posed naked for him as she was doing now. Had they lived there too? Was that what the spare bedroom was for? Had he made love to all of them and perhaps most importantly...where were they now?

The evening was a rousing success and Kyle sold a few paintings. When Kaitlin got a look at the price tags she finally started to realize what a significant player Kyle was in certain circles at any rate. He wasn't a nationally famous figure or a household name but he was a type of celebrity and that was a little hard for her to wrap her head around.

"What happens when you're done with me?" she asked as they drove home that night from the gallery.

"What do you mean done with you?"

"I mean when you finish your series or find another muse. What happens to me then?"

"I don't tend to think that far in advance," he replied with a shrug.

"I know. You're very impulsive and spontaneous and I love that about you but that leaves me in kind of a precarious position you know."

"I'm sorry we went tonight if these are the sort of thoughts that it put in your head," he half growled.

"No, I'm just opening my eyes to some things that I preferred not to think about before," she replied calmly. "Do you always sleep with your models?"

"Usually."

The reply stung but she appreciated the honesty. At least he wasn't trying to feed her some bullshit that she would probably see through anyway.

"And did they live with you?" she continued.

"Sometimes. Most times I suppose if we were working together for any length of time."

"So how did it end?"

"I don't know," Kyle snapped, getting more than a little uncomfortable with this line of questioning. "I suppose it ended like any other type of relationship ends, I'm really not an expert on that. Sometimes a woman chooses to move on. They've found somebody else to model for or some other line of work or some younger man who sweeps them off their feet. Sometimes I suppose I've grown restless and started painting other models or desiring to and that usually doesn't work out so well as you can imagine. Would you still want to live with me and share my bed if you knew that upstairs I was painting some other woman in the nude?"

"I don't honestly know. I think I would probably be very jealous, not so much of the idea that you might have sex with them but with the idea that you didn't want to paint me anymore."

"I love you because you're young and beautiful and inspire my work and because we can have honest conversations like this. At this moment in time I couldn't be happier. Well...I was probably happier before we started this particular honest conversation, but I couldn't be happier with my life with you as it is right now. If you need me to promise that I will never touch another woman or even paint one for the rest of my life I don't know if I can make that pledge. How does anyone really know what the future may bring?"

They made extremely intense love that night after they returned home but a seed was planted in the back of Kaitlin's mind. She needed to plan an exit strategy. She needed to be able to make a life for herself no matter what happened down the line. Preferably it wouldn't be something that required her to fuck strangers in a hotel room all the time but if that's what it took she knew that she could do it again. She wanted to be more than just something that a man could use and discard at his leisure.


CHAPTER 12:

Life went on as usual for several more months but Kaitlin found that she was concentrating more on her own artistic efforts than ever before. She was also seeking Kyle's advice and guidance and trying to take everything he had to say to heart without abandoning her own style. She didn't just want to be a copy of him. She was gaining the confidence to choose to go her own direction even if he was pointing her in another.

One day, when she returned from shopping, she went upstairs to the studio and found a very pretty girl sitting on the couch. Kyle was nowhere to be seen.

"Oh, hello. Are you one of Kyle's models?" the girl asked very cheerfully.

Kaitlin just nodded and the girl took a closer look at her. Suddenly the girl smiled broadly.

"I recognize you!" the girl said happily. "I've seen your work in Fleischman's Gallery haven't I?"

"I don't know. Have you?" Kaitlin replied flatly.

Suddenly Kyle appeared and seemed to show no sign of embarrassment or distress. He simply introduced the two women and explained that Barbara, the new girl, was there to discuss the possibility of modeling for him.

"Well, I'll go put the groceries away and let you get to work," Kaitlin said calmly as she walked out of the studio and went back down to the kitchen. After putting things away Kaitlin retired to her old bedroom where she sketched for a couple of hours before Kyle came in and sat on the bed.

"She's very pretty," Kaitlin commented without stopping her work. "Where did you meet her?"

"Does it matter where I met her?"

"No. I am a little surprised though that you didn't tell her you lived with someone."

"It didn't seem like any of her business," Kyle replied. "I was talking to her about modeling for me, not moving in with me."

"Are you going to use her?" asked Kaitlin.

"Probably."

"So your work with me is done?"

"I didn't say that. You've been concentrating a lot on your own work lately. Maybe it wouldn't be the worst thing to take a little break from modeling," Kyle suggested.

"Are you going to fuck her?"

"How can I answer that? I didn't plan on fucking you it just sort of happened as I recall."

That was very true. There had been absolutely nothing sexual about their relationship despite the fact that they lived together and Kaitlin was nude in front of him most of the time. She had been the one who initiated the sex.

"Well I guess then I'll stay for a while, if that's all right with you," she said.

"Of course it's all right with me. I love you. I don't want you to go anywhere."

Just hearing those words brought Kaitlin to tears and she flopped on the bed next to Kyle, burying her head on his shoulder.

"I love you so much and I'm so happy here I don't want anything to change."

"Change is inevitable in everyone's life," Kyle said softly as he stroked her hair. "I think maybe you're too young to understand that."

Yes she was young but she had a part of her that was older than he was. She was tempted to tell him that even if you lived to be 100 you never really got used to change but what was the point? It was time to start looking for a new place to live and a new way to support herself. Maybe things would work out just fine and their life wouldn't be totally disrupted by the presence of a new girl in the house or maybe it was the beginning of the end. If the end was coming Kaitlin knew that she needed to be ready for it. She wasn't going to let anything blindside her.

For a while everything was more or less as usual. Barbara was cheerful and polite and Kaitlin found that it was kind of nice to have a girl her age to talk to sometimes. They probably could have become good friends but the jealousy Kaitlin felt at having to share her man with her was always bubbling under the surface.

It was an ugly feeling that Kaitlin didn't like but she couldn't help feeling that Kyle was her man. She had no idea if he had ever touched Barbara but the thought of her upstairs naked with Kyle all the time was pretty hard to take. If they hadn't already made love it was probably just a matter of time she figured.

On the other hand having more time to do her own work was nice. It was also sort of a relief to not have to stand in some awkward pose for hours on end. She had a set of keys for the car and could go anywhere she liked so with all this new free time she began to do more things on her own. Other than shopping she had rarely left the house without Kyle so it was sort of interesting to be independent again.

She still slept with Kyle during this time and her old room had become her studio but when Barbara moved in Kaitlin was forced to pack up her supplies and look for somewhere else to work. There was plenty of room elsewhere in the house but the act of moving out of her old space felt very symbolic.

Since Kyle worked at odd hours she really had no clue as to whether he was screwing Barbara. If most men crept into bed at 5 AM it would be a pretty suspicious thing to do but with Kyle it may have been all business. Even when Barbara came down to the kitchen with her robe open and her nakedness exposed it meant nothing. Finally she decided to just ask him.

"Have you had sex with Barbara yet?"

"Yes."

Well, she had her answer. She knew Kyle would never lie to her but sometimes she half wished he would just to spare her feelings.

"You could join us if you like sometime," Kyle suggested pleasantly. "She really likes you. I'm sure you would be a welcome addition."

That thought sent her head spinning. It was an option she had never considered. She had just assumed that once Kyle took a new lover that would be that but this was something different entirely. Barbara was very pretty and Kaitlin had to admit that she liked her very much but did she like her enough to jump in bed with her? She thought back to the times where she had done three-ways with Ann and some client and recalled how much she actually enjoyed touching the other woman and being touched by her. That had just been a job but it was the first real brush with sexual pleasure she had ever known as a woman. Maybe sharing Kyle with someone was better than losing him entirely. It was kind of an exciting thought but depressing at the same time. None the less she decided to keep an open mind. Living with Kyle all this time had exposed her to a world that Caleb would never have begun to understand but that was his problem. This was the world that she was living in now and it was up to her to decide what worked and what didn't.

"We'll see," was all she said as she poured some more milk on her cereal.


CHAPTER 13:

Kaitlin had no way of knowing what was going on up in the studio but she had a gut feeling that Kyle and Barbara were making love. Maybe she had some kind of feminine intuition she thought, smiling at the idea despite her nervousness. She slipped on her kimono and walked very softly up the stairs. Quietly opening the door just a crack she could see Kyle and Barbara naked on the couch. They weren't actually fucking at the moment but they were involved in some pretty heavy making out.

She watched them for a while feeling jealous but also somewhat aroused. Barbara was very pretty in a much more slender and petite way than Kaitlin but still quite lovely. It was odd to watch Kyle kissing someone else. He really is a great kisser she thought. They look quite sexy together.

Kaitlin was about to close the door and go back downstairs when something inside her told her to do the opposite. Maybe there was some way this unconventional little family could get along together. Maybe she shouldn't just assume that it wouldn't work out. She would never know unless she tried.

She walked softly across the room, let her kimono fall to the floor and sat down next to Kyle. He was now surrounded by the two women and began to work his way back and forth between them. Barbara reached her hand over and Kaitlin took it. They sort of rubbed each other's hand and arm as they waited for Kyle's lips to come around again. 

With their arms extended across Kyle's body they occasionally brushed up against his very rigid member and Kaitlin broke her grip with Barbara so that she could slowly begin to stroke him. Kyle let his head rest on the back of the couch and Barbara leaned across his chest to kiss Kaitlin.

While they were kissing Kyle brought his hands around so that he could reach between their legs and soon they were both enjoying the feeling of his fingers playing with their pussies as they continued to kiss their lips, their necks and their breasts in no particular order.

Kaitlin gave up her grip on Kyle's pole and began to use her hands to explore Barbara's tight little body and Barbara quickly did the same. Kaitlin's tits were much bigger than Barbara's and that seemed to fascinate the other girl for some reason. She knew men had a thing for big boobs but she had never thought of it doing anything for another woman.

Barbara then let her head slowly slide down so that her mouth was resting just above Kyle's dick and a moment later her tongue was running around the rim where the helmet met the shaft. Kaitlin watched Barbara begin to suck his cock with a certain amount of curiosity. She had come to think of herself as a pretty skilled cocksucker but this Barbara girl seemed to be no stranger to the art of taking a man in her mouth. Kaitlin found Kyle's lips waiting for her and let thoughts of what was happening between his legs pass for the moment.

While no stranger to group sex it was certainly the first time she had been doing with someone she actually cared about and it was hard not have conflicted feelings. She didn't mind playing with Barbara at all and in fact found it surprisingly enjoyable but there was still something about the idea of sharing her man with someone else that didn't quite seem right for some reason.

Soon Kaitlin was aware that Kyle was about to cum in Barbara's mouth and she let his head fall back on the couch as his breathing increased and his body twitched. She watched as he pumped his load into the other girl's throat and was impressed that Barbara made no move to spit it out. Instead Barbara immediately brought her head up to meet Kaitlin's and opened her mouth for a kiss. As the unmistakable taste of Kyle's sticky goo slid onto Kaitlin's tongue she was astonished at how much of his essence she had managed to keep in her mouth. Kaitlin was the whore but Barbara obviously had a few tricks up her sleeve as well as Kaitlin had never experienced cum swapping before.

After a little more group kissing and touching Kaitlin silently got up and put her kimono back on. She left the two to carry on as they wished and went back to bed. Kyle joined her about an hour later sporting an enormous erection which he used to great advantage in satisfying Kaitlin who wasn't really feeling sleepy anyway. It was a nice gesture on his part to show that they still shared a bed and that he didn't need anyone else to make him hard.

She had to admit that for a man of his age he was incredibly virile and had great recuperative powers. Sometimes, like any man, he would cum too quickly but he was always ready to keep the action going with his fingers and his tongue so that she never felt disappointed in his performance. Ultimately her favorite moments were probably when they had just finished making love and were lying in each other's arms. That's what she was going to miss the most she thought. The warmth and security of being in his embrace. He was a mentor, teacher, father figure and friend as well as a lover and that was a hard thing to walk away from.

Kaitlin stayed on a few more months and had to admit that things weren't that bad at all. She even posed with Barbara for a few paintings and the three of them sometimes spent the night together in the same bed. She didn't have to leave and she wasn't angry or anything but one day it just seemed like it was time to go.

She had found a place to live and used Kyle's car to move her possessions there. They were parting as friends and might even stay in touch but Kaitlin had no idea if that would actually happen or not. Kyle gave her some money and a few of the paintings they had done together which she could keep or sell at her discretion. They were probably worth a pretty nice sum of money but at the moment she had no intention of parting with them.

There were tears and hugs at her parting and Barbara tried hard to convince her to stay but Kaitlin's mind was made up and that was it. She was alone again, this time without a job, but she had money in the bank and knew there was always money to made on the hotel scene if she chose to go back to that old life.

For a while she just kind of absorbed the concept of being alone again and tried to look at it as a type of freedom. Kyle had enjoyed the benefits of having two young girls for his pleasure but Kaitlin hadn't touched another man since she met him. Kyle was a skilled and potent lover but it might not be such a bad idea to try being with someone closer to her own age. She had been living a very high-brow, intellectual kind of life so maybe a little youthful fun was in order.

She decided to go back to the community college but wanted to enroll in some classes that she would get credit for this time. Since she had no high school diploma she had to take a test to demonstrate her proficiency which she passed with no real trouble. She had been a little fuzzy on some of the math questions but she scored surprisingly well and sat down with the college course book to choose what she wanted to take.

Art was naturally high on her agenda but she knew she needed some general education courses as well if she had any long-range plans to get a degree someday. She also enrolled in a dance class, primarily because she liked the idea of going dancing sometime but didn't have the slightest idea of how to move in this body. It sounded like fun and it would probably be good exercise too.

Kaitlin knew that she could probably afford to spend a semester without generating any income, perhaps a little longer if she sold one of her paintings, but she found her next job opportunity in a place she had never thought of looking before.


CHAPTER 14:

"You know with your looks and those hooters you could make some pretty good money stripping."

Kaitlin was doing some warm up stretching exercises in her dance class next to a girl named Caroline that she sometimes hung out with.

"Oh, yeah? If the money's so good how come you don't do it?" Kaitlin shot back with a smile, assuming that her friend was joking.

"I have done it but look at me...I've got dancer tits. I've got to move my ass off up there to make any money but you could just walk out on a stage and shake your boobs and men would be throwing money at you. With the right outfit and a trashy hairdo you'd be a sensation."

"I don't know that much about dancing," Kaitlin protested.

"It's more important to know about stripping," Caroline replied. "You should come by the club sometime and check it out. Unless you're uncomfortable being around other women who are getting naked."

Kaitlin tried hard not to smile too broadly at that concept. Caroline had no idea about the ménage à trois she had just come from or the fact that she had done three-ways as a hooker. To most women that might be an uncomfortable situation to be in but to Kaitlin it was a walk in the park.

Her dance class was certainly fun and she was a quick learner but she had no idea what stripping was all about. As a young man Caleb had been to a few of those places but that was a different time and styles had probably changed quite a bit. A woman in heavy underwear twirling some tassels on her tits probably wasn't what was called for these days. Caroline was going to be performing in about two weeks so Kaitlin agreed to come and watch.

Kaitlin wasn't the only woman in the audience but she was definitely in the minority. The room was pretty dark and the music was extremely loud. Definitely not the kind of quiet bar or cafe that she and Kyle had frequented. You could barely hear yourself think let alone hear anyone speak.

Most of the ladies onstage seemed to have bleached blonde hair and very obviously fake boobs but that appeared to go over well with the crowd. Caroline was a much better dancer than most of the other girls and Kaitlin thought she looked very sexy as she seductively peeled out of her outfit but tits did appear to be the coin of the realm in a place like this. Kaitlin knew she had the real deal, well as real as a magic potion can make them at any rate. She started to imagine what sort of a routine she could come up with and what sort of costumes she might want to employ.

Getting the job proved to be no trouble at all. She had to perform a short routine for the club manager who was practically drooling as she got her top off and started to bounce her beauties around the stage. Caroline put in a good word for her, which was nice but probably unnecessary and Kaitlin found herself a stripper.

"I don't care what kind of drugs you do on your own time but I won't put up with bitches who are drunk or wasted on the job," the manager said sternly. "And this isn't a dating service. Don't fall in love with the customers. Your job is to make as many of them fall in love with you as possible. You need to let them feel special but don't let it go to your head."

Again Kaitlin was tempted to tell him that she had been a hooker and was in little danger of falling in love with any of her clients but that didn't seem like information she needed to volunteer.

As it turned out dancing was only part of the job. Much of the time would actually be spent trying to get men to buy her very expensive drinks before convincing them to let her perform a private lap dance for them in a little curtained room in the back. The whole thing seemed like kind of a rip off to her, as far as the men were concerned, because they were shelling out some serious bucks for watered down booze and a party with a girl they weren't even allowed to touch. It was kind of odd bouncing on a guy's lap without having his dick inside her but rules are rules and the money was surprisingly good. Better on some nights than others but always worth the effort of showing up.

She thought about how funny it was that people had such different attitudes about a woman's use of her own body. When she was turning tricks it was illegal and about the most socially unacceptable job you could have. When she was stripping it was legal, but still something you tended not to mention in polite society. Yet when she was a nude model her paintings could be enjoyed in public by all kinds of respectable people. You never wanted to tell anyone that you were a whore but telling them that you were an artist's model was like being a celebrity. There were probably women who had very specific lines that they wouldn't cross for all the tea in China. Somehow in their own mind there was some kind of a difference pornography and art or stripping and hooking but that line was kind of blurry to Kaitlin.

It was hard for her to really understand what the big deal about being naked was. She liked being naked. She liked the way it felt. It was comfortable. Still she understood, almost from the moment she had been transformed into a woman that her naked body was something that people would pay to look at. Sometimes that involved more than just looking but the concept was basically the same. Her body was a bankable asset. No one would have paid two cents to see Caleb in the nude, even when he was young, but Kaitlin had turned her looks into a meal ticket and then some.

Having worked as a prostitute while being employed at the diner Kaitlin was quite used to the idea of keeping her side interests secret. Hopefully anyone who saw her on the campus these days just saw another college student trying to get an education. It seemed as if that was the case until one day a young man in her biology class came up to her at the conclusion of the session and kind of cornered her against the wall.

"Hey, I hope you don't mind me saying this but I saw you dancing the other day," the young man said with a broad grin.

"You mean in my dancing class?" Kaitlin replied, surprised that anyone outside of the class would have had a chance to observe.

"No, this was a very different kind of dancing. You see, some of my fraternity brothers and I sometimes drop by this club we know and you were there. In fact you gave one of my buddies a lap dance."

"Well I hope he felt like he got his money's worth," she said as she started to break away.

"Oh, he did, believe me. He couldn't stop talking about it actually."

"Bring some more money next time and I'll try to do the same for you if you like. Now I've got to get to my next class so if you'll excuse me..."

"Oh, hey I'm not trying to be a jerk about it or anything. I think it's great that you're totally comfortable in your body. You looked great up there. Of course you look great in here too. I noticed that about you before I ever saw you dance. I was just wondering whether you might want to go out sometime, you know, like on a date or something."

"I keep pretty busy. Now I really do have to go."

"Okay. No offense intended. Just think about it at least."

It was a moment she had really dreaded for a long time. She always wondered whether someone would walk through the door at the diner someday and recognize her but she had always tried to put those thoughts from her mind. And even if they had they weren't likely to call attention to the fact that they had committed a crime. On the other hand it was probably stupid to be stripping at a place so close to the school. Of course horny college boys might easily wander in there. Still the odds of actually being in the same class with any of them seemed pretty remote to her. She also looked very different at school than she did on that stage and sort of assumed that no one would know it was her even if they saw her.

Well it wasn't the end of the world she thought. It wasn't a crime to be a stripper so he couldn't get her in any real trouble. In fact if guys on campus were bragging about her lap dances it would probably only make her all the more money. It wasn't like she was planning on becoming a nun or something, so what if she stripped? She didn't want to be cold to the guy but it had just taken her so completely by surprise. Her manager certainly wouldn't like the idea of her dating a customer but as they were also classmates that put things in a slightly different light.

As it turned out he was a persistent fellow and made a few more attempts to get her to agree to go out before she finally accepted his invitation. His name was Jon Palmer and he was a decent-looking fellow with his hair cropped very short and a perpetual stubble beard that gave him sort of a rugged handsomeness.

He took her to sort of an amusement park where they played miniature golf, road go-karts and fooled around in an arcade area for a while. When he tried to steal a kiss in the photo booth Kaitlin let him. She was actually having a blast doing some silly, youthful fun things for a change. At first she had sort of dismissed Jon as a mere boy who wasn't the intellectual equal of Kyle by any means but as the night wore on she kind of appreciated that fact. This seemed like the sort of normal fun a girl her age was probably used to more than poetry readings and gallery visits.

At the end of the date she kissed him goodnight and did so with some enthusiasm but went no further. She was quite open to the idea of seeing him again and figured there was no need to rush things. This was the kind of date she had been hoping for with Tony so it was nice to just spend some time with a guy without it turning sexual right away. Jon seemed happy with the evening too and if he was disappointed at not getting a free lap dance he didn't show it in any way. That was a definite plus in his favor Kaitlin thought as she went to do some homework before going to bed.


CHAPTER 15:

She did have a busy schedule so she didn't have a ton of free time but she managed to go out with Jon now and then whenever they could arrange it. They went to the movies or had ice cream or something simple and innocent like that and they had fooled around a bit here and there. It was kind of typical kid stuff but rather pleasant.

Jon was studying Business Administration, that sort of generic catchall that looked good on a resume and could be applied to a variety of jobs. Kaitlin was a little disappointed that he didn't seem terribly interested in anything other than doing the minimum necessary to skate through school and had no particular cultural pursuits. He seemed intelligent enough but kind of lacking in ambition. He liked to have fun and it was fun being around him.

One night while she was working in the club she was a little surprised to see Jon walk in with a few of his friends, including the guy she had previously given a lap dance to. They sat very close to the stage and it seemed like they had already done a fair amount of drinking before getting there.

When she finally went on to perform her act they were very raucous and threw lots of dollar bills her way. She wasn't sure why she was kind of uncomfortable with Jon right there in the front row but it seemed odd to her that he would just pop in unannounced with his buddies.

Afterwards she had to go mingle and of course she couldn't very well avoid the boys who were waiting for her.

"What did I tell you about her tits? Was I right or what?" Jon kind of stammered in a drunken voice.

"Hey, I've already seen her tits you know," her former lap dance customer pointed out proudly.

"Baby you got a rack that's out of this world," another buddy chimed in.

They sort of talked about her more than actually talked to her or with her but it soon became apparent that they were all planning on going in the back with her. Everyone except Jon. Kaitlin was very confused by this and wanted a chance to speak to Jon in private but the manager was watching and if her dance card was full that just meant more money for the club. He didn't really give a shit who these guys were as long as they had plenty of cash to spread around. Drunks are usually welcome in a strip club as long as they don't cause trouble and have plenty of money to blow.

It took a while to service all of Jon's friends and eventually the gang stumbled out of the place with Jon making some vague comment about calling her soon.

When she saw him next she was expecting some kind of an apology or at least an explanation of what that had all been about but Jon seemed to think it was no big deal for some reason.

"What's the problem babe?" he asked with genuine bewilderment. "I thought you'd appreciate the extra business. Didn't everyone tip well enough?"

"Hey, that's not the point. I'm just kind of surprised that you want to pass me around to all of your friends like that."

"You're hot. I guess I just wanted to show you off. It's not like you were actually fucking them or something," Jon pointed out.

"You know guys do cum in their pants when I'm doing my thing on their lap? They can't put their hands on me but they get their rocks off just the same. I'm kind of surprised you didn't go for a dance."

"I didn't want the guys to think that we hadn't fucked already. I guess I kind of gave them impression that we did it all the time," Jon confessed.

"Now why the hell would you do that?" Kaitlin protested.

"You don't know what it's like being a guy. If you're dating a stripper everybody assumes that you've got a wild sex life. How could I explain that I had barely even touched your boobs? They'd think I was gay or something. No one is going to believe that a stripper is a virgin."

"Who said I was a virgin?"

"I don't know. We've gone out a bunch of times and you've never let me get close to fucking you so I just sort of assumed you were saving yourself for marriage or something."

Kaitlin couldn't help but laugh out loud despite being in kind of a pissed off mood. It's amazing the assumptions people make she thought.

"If you only know, baby...if you only knew."

"What does that mean? You have had sex before?"

"Yeah, lots of sex actually if you really want to know," she shot back.

"You just don't want to have sex with me?" Jon pouted.

"I didn't know there was any big rush. I thought we were having fun just hanging out and going places," Kaitlin explained.

"Sure that's fun, but I sort of assumed it would lead to something. Dating is usually just the thing you do before you have sex, isn't it?"

"I don't know. I haven't done a lot of dating," Kaitlin replied.

"But I thought you just said you've had lots of sex."

"And so I have."

"That doesn't make any sense," Jon said shaking his head. 

"You want to fuck so bad then let's fuck," Kaitlin said as she started to unbutton her blouse.

"Right now?"

"Why not. Get those pants off and let's get busy."

Jon was totally confused but he wasn't about to pass up this chance. He scrambled to get out of his clothes as Kaitlin sat on the bed and removed the rest of what she was wearing. They were in her apartment but this was the closest Jon had ever gotten to being in her bed. As he stood in front of her his dick was noticeably limp.

"You don't seem too excited," Kaitlin pointed out indicating his crotch. "Oh, well I can fix that."

She slipped to her knees and began to expertly stroke and suck his cock. In a jiffy he was sporting a nice hard on.

"How do you want me?" she asked flatly after taking his dick out of her mouth.

"What do you mean?"

"How do you want to fuck me?"

"I don't know...the normal way I guess."

"It's your party," she said as she got back on the bed and spread her legs. "Well come on, this pussy isn't going to fuck itself."

Jon climbed on the bed and tried to position himself between her open thighs. Kaitlin noticed that he seemed to be shaking a little but it definitely wasn't cold in the room. Jon seemed to be having a little trouble getting his dick to slip into the appropriate hole so Kaitlin grabbed his cock and helped to guide it in.

Once inside Jon started to vigorously thrust away as Kaitlin just stared at the ceiling as she had done so many times before with so many men. She made a few obviously fake noises and said a few hollow sounding words of encouragement but Jon wasn't buying it.

"You don't seem to be enjoying it too much," he panted.

"You wanted to fuck and we're fucking. Did you really think you had put me in the mood?"

Jon pulled out and sat on the edge of the bed. His hard dick was twitching away and there was a very sad look on his face.

"I don't get what kind of game you're playing," he said, seemingly almost on the verge of tears. "When we go out you act all innocent and virginal and sweet but when you're dancing on that stage in front of all of those men you're a total sex kitten. Now you tell me you want to fuck but it seems like some big chore or something. You're one whacky bitch."

"I guess you pretty much figured it out," Kaitlin said with a shrug as she picked up her bra. "Maybe I'm just too complicated for you. I don't fit neatly into your classification of types of woman."

"So we're not going to finish?" Jon asked, look down at his erection.

Kaitlin tried not to laugh and grabbed some tissues from the box next to the bed. She sat next to him and began to stroke his member.

"Use this when you pop," Kaitlin instructed as she handed him the tissues. "I don't want that getting all over my bed."

A moment later Jon was shooting his wad into the tissues and groaning with relief. He looked around the room for some place to put the soiled papers and Kaitlin indicated the bathroom. When he came back she was already half dressed.

"See you around I guess," said Jon once he was back in his clothes and heading out the front door.

"Yeah. See you around."


CHAPTER 16:

She felt kind of bad about the way she had treated him once the whole thing had sort of simmered down but what was done was done. The poor guy. He was probably the virgin she thought. Well he got his dick sucked, a little pussy fucking and a hand job. That was probably at least 75 bucks worth of action he got for free. She hated to think like that but it seemed like she was a whore whether the guy put the money on the table or took her to play miniature golf. Dating was just the stuff you did before sex. That was a really depressing thought.

Is that how it really worked? A guy buys you dinner instead of asking what your rates were? Wasn't the idea to establish some kind of connection and develop some real affection for one another? God, she had lived with Kyle for months before they ever touched each other. There was never the feeling that he was trying to buy some sex time with her. They genuinely enjoyed each other's company and were perfectly happy just doing things whether they led to sex or not.

She had been having fun with Jon and might very well have enjoyed hitting the sheets with him if he had worked a little harder at being romantic. Back in Caleb's day a guy brought a girl flowers and whispered sweet nothings in the moonlight. At least it seemed that way. Maybe that was just in the movies and those memories had sort of replaced the real ones. Kaitlin didn't really like thinking about her days as a man too much. It made everything creepy and kind of confusing.

It wasn't Jon's fault that he was young. That was one of the things Kaitlin liked about him but on the other hand it was hard not to compare him to Kyle on many levels. Kyle was moody and blunt and often very self-serving but he was also sophisticated and cultured and a superb lover. When he bought her gifts he was hoping to expand her mind not spread her legs. She began to wonder whether she had been an idiot for leaving but she knew in her heart that there would always be another Barbara turning up and they might not all be as nice and accommodating as she had been. Life would have been pretty unbearable if she had to fight a constant running battle with some other girl who was trying to push her out of the master bedroom all the time.

Men do like to brag about sex. That thought popped into her head with sudden clarity. That much she could remember from the past. It seemed very important when you were young to show off how attractive your girlfriend was and to make sure all of your pals knew how great the sex was, even if it wasn't all the hot or you hadn't really done much of anything. There was nothing that made you rise quicker in the esteem of your peers than to be thought of as a great cocks-man.

Stripper, model, hooker, student, waitress, artist...she had worn all of these labels in her short time as a woman. But why was it so important to everybody that she have a label and that she behave accordingly? Even the way she dressed was really like slipping into and out of various costumes. The first time she was walking down the street men assumed she was a prostitute because of the way she was dressed. If she had been walking down the same street in the clothes she wore to school these days she might have gotten whistled at but it's doubtful that anyone would have mistaken her for a hooker.

When she was working the hotel circuit men always just knew what she was there for. She could have been on a date and just waiting for her boyfriend to come back from the bathroom or a businesswoman in town for a conference or something but they always knew. Her dress was always a little too short, her cleavage a little too revealing and her makeup a little too heavy. It wasn't hard to figure out what worked. By why in the hell should it be that easy to tell? Why couldn't a woman wear a short skirt and show off her boobs a bit without being taken for a call girl, or at least an easy lay who could be had for the price of a drink?

It's funny that she had thought that being a woman would be easier somehow. Just look pretty and find a guy to take care of you. Well her looks had probably kept her alive so far and opened the door to some wonderful things like meeting Kyle but she knew that she didn't want to just hook up with some guy who had money and be his trophy wife. It would be nice to not have to worry about money but she was smart and capable and should be able to support herself. Maybe she'd never be able to make a living as an artist but she was getting good grades and had a whole world of opportunities in front of her.

It was the sex thing that kept clouding the issue. She rather enjoyed the idea that she could be sexy and appealing but it did always seem to come with some strings attached. From the moment those breasts appeared on her new body they seemed to dominate every aspect of her life in a way. They were big. They stood out. What was she supposed to do, strap them down?

Without trying to do anything to call attention to herself she did often seem to be the victim of petty jealousies and salacious gossip of various types. And she had found herself in competition with another woman for the same man. Whatever she did pleasing a man seemed to always be the main objective whether they were paying her directly or indirectly. Maybe it was still a man's world after all. All of the typical happy ending scenarios always seemed to require a handsome prince, or a rich one at any rate, scooping up the damsel in distress and making all her troubles disappear.

She liked men, hell, she used to be one but she just didn't want her whole life to be defined by the size of her tits or how appealing she was to the opposite sex. Obviously relationships could be very good, as her time with Kyle had proven, but she was also striving for respect that didn't involve taking her clothes off. Even with Kyle her naked body had been the core of their partnership.

Kaitlin decided to give up stripping despite the fact that she didn't really mind the work and the money was good. It would probably be better to go back to being a waitress if she had to if she was really going to search for respect in a sex-obsessed world that both loved and hated those who provided the entertainment they desperately yearned for.

She was actually at kind of a confusing crossroads in her young life. She had done so much and been part of a very seedy world that most people would assume was a fate worse than death and yet she had taken it all in stride. There was a determination to survive and succeed that Caleb would certainly have understood even if he never would have understood the choices she had made to accomplish those things.

Fortunately she was extremely frugal. The money she made, above her living expenses, tended to go straight into the bank. She still didn't even have a TV set yet although she could have afforded one a long time ago. A car would be really helpful but she wasn't quite prepared to throw down that much money yet. The money in the bank was her safety net. It was her fall back option. She could go for lengthy stretches without needing to have a job but she knew it wouldn't last forever so she tried not to indulge in any unnecessary extravagances.

With stripping out of the way she had more time to draw and sketch and even painted a little when she had something she really wanted to put on canvass. She still saw Jon in class and walking around campus once in a while but he didn't seem in any hurry to spark up a conversation. Such is life. She really wanted to say how sorry she was about the way she had acted in her bedroom but never really quite felt like actually making the effort. If that was enough to drive him away then what was the point of reaching out to him?

She was definitely in a quandary. She had absolutely no idea how to balance her natural sensuality with a sense of inner pride and self-worth. She liked being pretty but she didn't always like being thought of as only some kind of sex object or plaything. She assumed it was because she used to be a man and the male side of her nature was struggling with the female one but in reality she was facing some of the same struggles all women went through. There was massive pressure to be as attractive as possible no matter how accomplished you might be in your given field. Ultimately she would just have to learn to live with that and strike the appropriate balance somehow. It might not be easy but she wasn't afraid of a challenge. You can't become a woman overnight without some complications popping up along the line.


CHAPTER 17:

When she found the job in the art supply store it was sort of a dream come true. She loved being surrounded by the tools of her passion and she got a nice employee discount which allowed her to keep well-stocked on anything she wanted. Naturally the customers were artistic types and that was kind of nice too. There weren't any horny delivery men coming in to leer at her boobs as she served them coffee. Of course there weren't the tips that went with that but it was a steady income and that's what mattered most.

Another benefit of the job was the fact that it kept her inspired to work on her art. Living with Kyle art was part of their everyday life but it was easy to get caught up in other things when you were studying for tests or taking dance lessons or stripping. At work she could talk about art with other people and discuss techniques and styles again. The other employees were all very nice to her and there didn't seem to be the catty jealousy and gossip that had plagued her before.

The store offered art classes and after attending a couple of times the manager could see how advanced she really was and asked her if she would like to teach some of the classes. It was a scary idea considering the fact that she hadn't been doing this sort of thing for all that long but she was thrilled for the opportunity. It made her a little extra money and gave her a nice feeling of respectability. She was an art teacher. Who would have ever imagined that would be so considering where she had started out?

Kaitlin found that she really liked teaching and began to think about that as a career. She would have to stay in college to get the necessary credentials but that seemed quite obtainable as long as she had a way to support herself while going to school. She seemed to have a natural gift for explaining things in a way that was easy to understand and entertaining at the same time. Her students loved her and her manager was happy to be relieved of the responsibility of both running the store and conducting all of those classes.

One day while she was at school just walking to the library she saw something that took her breath away. It was a young man in shorts and a t-shirt with a gym bag slung over his shoulder. There was certainly nothing unusual about that but there was something about his look that made Kaitlin feel a little dizzy. He was the most gorgeous man she had ever seen.

It was kind of startling to realize how insanely lustful she was feeling about this total stranger and that her lust was based entirely on his appearance. She knew at once that she wanted him to model for her but had no idea of how to approach him. Well, Kyle had just gone up to her in a museum and started a conversation. She just needed some pretense to get the ball rolling.

While she stood around trying to think of something to say to this paragon of manliness he disappeared into the athletic building and she scrambled to catch up with him. The library could wait.

She was able to catch a glimpse of the guy at the end of a hallway heading into one of the rooms. She tried not to be too conspicuous as she slipped up to the door and noted that he was in the weight training room. She would have cleaned out her entire bank account to be invisible for 20 minutes right now she thought. Instead she tried to peek in the little window in the door. She felt like a total stalker but she was on a mission and it was all for a good cause. The world should see this man in all his glory on canvas.

Although she was terribly embarrassed of being seen snooping around like this she was mesmerized by the sight of this Adonis pumping iron, at least what little she could see from her vantage point. The way his muscles flexed and rippled was just amazing.

She knew she couldn't peep in the window forever and reluctantly pried herself away. She hung around the building trying to look like she had some reason to be there but no one seemed to pay her any attention. Finally the door opened and the stud strolled out, wiping sweat from his brow with a white towel. It was now or never she thought.

"Hey there, can I ask you something?" Kaitlin said as the man was about to walk past her.

"Sure. Are you looking for somebody?"

"Well, I was sort of looking for you," Kaitlin replied.

"I just noticed you looking in the window of the weight room and I thought you might be looking for your boyfriend or something."

"Oh, I don't have a boyfriend. I just happened to notice you when you were walking around the campus and I was wondering if you had ever done any kind of modeling," Kaitlin explained, trying to sound casual.

"No, not really. I have been in a couple of weight lifting contests but that's about as close to show business as I've ever gotten," the man said with a charming smile.

"Well the kind of modeling I had in mind was artistic modeling. I'd like to paint you sometime."

"You're kidding."

"No, why? You don't believe I'm an artist?"

"It's not that, it's just not something that I ever expected to be asked I guess."

"You have a nice body."

"Thanks, so do you," the young man replied.

"Thank you for that but what I meant was that you had a good physique. It's kind of like a Greek god or something. I think you would make a great subject."

When Kyle had tried a line similar to that on her he had made it seem so smooth and natural but it seemed to be working on this boy so what the hell.

"So what would I have to do exactly to model for you?"

"Well, it basically involves standing kind of still in a certain pose while I try to capture what I see on canvass. I like sketching so we'd probably start with that while I try to find the best way to pose you for what I'm going for. Oh...and you'd probably be naked most of the time."

"Is there any money in this?" the guy inquired.

"I'm not rich and famous but I'm sure we could work something out."

"So where would be do this thing?"

"I just work out of my home. It's not too far from the campus. I don't know what your schedule is like but maybe we could get together for an hour or so sometime soon just to see how it goes?"

"Sounds like fun."

Yes it did sound like fun. It was also kind of terrifying. What was she getting herself into she wondered? Well, that was a question she had asked herself numerous times and she had always survived so why should this be any different?

It was kind of odd having the shoe on the other foot. He certainly would make an attractive model and Kaitlin had wanted to try painting someone soon but she knew absolutely nothing about him and yet her knees felt like they were made of melting butter. She hoped that she would be professional enough to concentrate on the work once he was standing naked in her room but feared that she'd just stare at his body the whole time and forget to do any painting.


CHAPTER 18:

Her subject's name turned out to be Dylan Bradley and he arrived promptly on time at the appointed hour. Kaitlin was nervous but she made her best effort to seem cool and poised. Dylan was dressed rather casually in some very worn jeans and a pullover shirt that really showed off his upper body development. They chatted for a bit and Kaitlin explained that for their first session she would just ask him to sit or stand in a variety of poses which she would make preliminary sketches of on her pad of paper. From that she would develop a plan for a complete painting.

"So where do you want me?" Dylan asked cheerfully.

Between my legs Kaitlin thought then regained her composure. She suggested that he just stand right where he was.

"Do you want me to take off my clothes?"

"If you're not uncomfortable with that."

"No problem. When I do some of those body builder shows I'm only wearing a little thong so I'm practically naked."

She made a mental note to take a greater interest in weight lifting competitions. She tried not to leer as Dylan stripped out of his clothing and placed it neatly on the bed.

"So how do you want me to stand?"

She tried to explain what she had in mind but quickly realized that it was much easier to simply move his limbs into the desired arrangement. She gave him some idea of the expression she was looking for and pretty soon had him in a very comfortable but masculine looking position. She felt like a total pervert but she couldn't help but admire his cock. Even in this completely flaccid state it was pretty fucking huge. For a moment she felt kind of insulted that he wasn't hard but that was the prostitute in her head talking. He wasn't here for sexual purposes he was trying to be an artist's model. Now she just had to calm down and be an artist.

Maybe Dylan didn't even like girls. She seemed to recall that when she was a man there was always kind of a disparaging assumption that body builders were all gay. They spent so much time around half-naked, sweaty men primping and preening after all. The theory was anyone that in love with the male body had to be a queer. Maybe it was just jealousy. Dylan had commented that she had a nice body but he could just be polite. She had noted the way he neatly folded up his clothes instead of just tossing them aside.

They chatted a bit as she worked and found to her delight that Dylan had a terrific sense of humor. He was being an incredibly good sport about the whole thing and was quite cooperative even though the process could be kind of tedious. When they took a break Kaitlin offered him some wine and Dylan seemed to be enjoying himself and was in no hurry to get out of there.

"Believe me I know how tiresome modeling can be," said Kaitlin. "I used to be a model and sometimes it felt like I was frozen in one spot forever."

"You've certainly got the looks for a model," Dylan said. "Have you got any examples of your work around here? I mean your work as a model. I'd kind of like to see that."

"Well ah...yeah I have a couple of things."

She went to retrieve her paintings feeling a little odd that she was naked in all of them but of course Dylan was sitting at her table completely nude and not thinking anything of it in the slightest. He hadn't even asked for a towel to wrap around himself.

"Wow, those are incredible," Dylan gushed. "I mean I don't know anything about art but you look amazing."

"Well they were done by a very highly respected artist. I think I have to give some of the credit to him," Kaitlin joked.

"I have to admit that ever since I met you at school that day I've been kind of wondering about what you would look like naked. No offense, I'm sure you're a great artist and all but you're also an extraordinarily beautiful woman and it's kind of hard not to notice that. Seeing you in those paintings just kind of proves my point."

Well this body builder didn't sound very gay to her at least. There was a moment where Kaitlin was about to go into full seduction mode and get that huge prick of his nice and hard like it should be but she once again managed to get control of herself and suggested that they do a little more sketching while they still had the time.

Once Dylan had departed Kaitlin propped her sketches up where she could see them and masturbated like she had never done in her life. She tried to picture what it would be like to have that incredible hunk of a man propped up on those huge arms while he drove his hot spike into her over and over again. Masturbating had never really been her thing and she had certainly never done it while thinking of a single guy so specifically but she was dripping wet as she worked her fingers wildly in and out of her pussy.

Had Kyle wanted to fuck her the first time she posed for him she wondered? Maybe he just knew that it would happen eventually. Dylan obviously found her attractive but that didn't necessarily mean he was as anxious to bone as she was. He never showed the slightest sign of getting turned on. That was one advantage of being female: stealth horniness. No one could really tell just by looking at you whether you were bored out of your skull or raging with fire.

The irony of Kaitlin's situation suddenly struck her. She was totally objectifying this man on a purely sexual basis, precisely the thing she had been worrying about happening to her lately. One look at Dylan's hard body as he did nothing more than walk across the campus had completely obsessed her. She could tell herself that she was just looking for a model all she wanted but she knew that it was lust that made her so desperate to meet the man.

In a flash some things about human nature suddenly started to make more sense to her. Attraction was obviously just a part of life and one that was often beyond our control. There were certain impulses hard wired into our brains, despite centuries of evolution, and when the switch was flipped logic and rational thinking just went out the window. Having reluctantly been turned into a woman she had been walking around with a chip on her shoulder about the unfairness of men only thinking of women as sex objects to be used and toyed with for their own amusement but now she saw that a woman could feel the same way and act upon those impulses just as a man did.

She had become attracted to Kyle because of his brain and his talent and his personality. There was a strong emotional element to their relationship which developed slowly over time so it seemed appropriate to Kaitlin. That was the way people were "supposed" to do it. Kyle was a good man and worthy of her affections. Dylan could have been the biggest jerk in the world but she still wanted him to get in her panties. He could have fucked her on the campus lawn if he wanted to. He triggered something primitive inside her that just made her go crazy as obviously she had done to any number of men who were mesmerized by the curve of her hips and the bounce of her boobs.

Maybe that was okay. People are naturally obsessed by all things sexual. It's why there were so damn many people on the planet. It's why pornography was the biggest business in the world. There was nothing wrong with being horny and longing for whatever it was that turned us on. Physical lust may not be the best foundation for a long lasting relationship but sometimes you just needed to get laid.

Her notions of what it meant to be a woman were based largely on the old-fashioned ideas that Caleb had developed. Caleb had tended to think of women as inferior so Kaitlin inherited those insecurities. She was beginning to realize that sex, for men or women, could be used in a variety of ways, just like money or power could. The human body was a beautiful thing. Isn't that why she wanted to paint it? Kyle liked to paint beautiful women why shouldn't she want to paint beautiful men? If that combined with a sexual attraction so what? It would probably be surprising if it didn't.

When she stopped banging herself and really looked at her sketches later she was quite proud of what she had captured. The human anatomy is one of the hardest things to draw properly and often a real stumbling block to beginning students. She had learned so much from Kyle. Her work was actually getting pretty good. She was presenting the raw, masculine power that she was hoping for. If she could take these sketches and actually paint what she saw in her head she might have something fairly decent for her portfolio. She knew she still had a lot to learn before she could actually hang her work in a gallery or try to sell something but at least she felt like she was heading in the right direction.


CHAPTER 19:

Kaitlin and Dylan were working together more often these days although it was still difficult to find time with their various work and school schedules. She really understood why Kyle preferred his models to move in with him since it was hard to create inspiration on demand. Unfortunately she didn't have a big house with a loft studio or the money to support someone else on her income, especially since she sometimes had to cut back on her hours to make time for Dylan.

She paid him a modest sum for each of their sessions and always offered to pay for any meals if they stopped to go somewhere to eat during their work. Dylan didn't seem too concerned about the money but he didn't refuse it either. Just as she had thought of offering sex to Kyle before they were lovers to help pay for her room and board she definitely toyed with idea of paying Dylan in pussy instead of cash but was again glad that she had resisted that temptation. She had learned very quickly that sex could be exchanged for goods and services as easily as cash but she didn't really want to make a habit of it, especially with someone she might actually want to be in a relationship with.

As for the work itself she thought it was coming along nicely, but sometimes an artist is too close to their own material to see it clearly. Dylan was always curious to see how it was going but Kaitlin generally refused as she didn't like the idea of anyone seeing her work until it was done. One day, when she had finally completed a painting to her satisfaction she let him examine the piece.

"Wow, you really made my dick look big," Dylan commented appreciatively.

"Well it is kind of massive you know. It's sort of hard not to notice it when you're standing there naked letting it all hang out," Kaitlin replied with a slight blush.

"You're really good at this. I mean it. Like I said before I don't know anything about art but to me this is great. I mean, it looks like me, yet it doesn't quite look like me at the same time. It's sort of like the way I'd like to see myself in my mind."

"Thank you. That's a really nice compliment. I think you know more about art than you think you know," Kaitlin chuckled. "That's really what it's kind of all about. You can take a photograph of something if you just want a snapshot for reference but a painting should be something more, something deeper. It's the way I see you in my mind."

"And what do you see with your eyes right now?" Dylan asked.

"Beauty...power...strength...a man who could throw me across the room with one hand but who has a gentle enough soul to be tender as well."

"You see all of that do you?" Dylan said with a slightly crooked smile.

"Okay...I also see a hot guy with a cute butt and a huge dick if I'm being totally honest. You told me that you wondered from the start about what I looked like naked. My confession is that I've been wondering all this time what your cock would look like if it were totally erect."

"There's an easy way we could answer both of those questions."

Dylan, who was naked as usual, took a step towards Kaitlin and began to help her out of her clothes. When her bra hit the floor and her pendulous globes were finally free she felt something hard brushing up against her leg. So that was the secret weapon that brought this man to attention she thought. Maybe I should paint topless all the time.

Dylan, like most men who beheld them, was completely fascinated by her breasts. It wasn't even so much the size but the perfect shape and proportion of them. They were obviously real but they seemed too good to be true somehow. They were the kind of tits that only came in a bottle of magic potion.

For a change it was the man dropping down to his knees as Dylan pulled down her panties and began to caress the area between her legs with his fingers and then his tongue. Kaitlin wasn't really used to this but she instinctively put her hands on his head as so many men had done to her when she was giving them head.

Whether Dylan could actually throw her across the room with one hand or not they thankfully didn't put to the test but he certainly had no trouble picking her up and wrapping her legs around his back before preparing to lower her down onto his waiting rod.

"I don't think I can take all of that," Kaitlin whispered in his ear with some genuine concern.

"You'll probably be surprised at how much you can take once we get started but I'll go slow," Dylan replied.

He had been supporting her by her butt and now let her down gently as inch by inch his mighty staff disappeared inside her. This standing position wasn't ideal for maximum penetration but he had more than enough for her to ride happily without having to go down on it all the way.

Kaitlin had loved Kyle dearly, probably still did, but he was not so well-endowed and definitely not in the kind of physical condition for this sort of thing. Dylan's massive arms seemed like tree trunks and his grip on her almost gave her the sense of being weightless.

She bounced and gyrated and tried to see how much cock she could really take. Every time she thought she had reached the limit she somehow managed to accommodate just a little more. He was reaching parts of her pussy that had never been reached and it only added to her frenzy as she hopped up and down faster and faster.

While she continued to hump herself on his rigid joystick he deftly carried her over to the bed and deposited her on top of the mattress. He never pulled out and they never skipped a beat as he continued to pound her as she now lay on her back. From the moment she had become female she had always felt a sort of defensiveness about her new status. The part of Caleb that still resided in her brain always winced at the way people would sometimes talk down to her as if she were a child or something delicate that needed to be handled with extra care. She also rebelled against the opposite extreme that she sometimes encountered, especially when turning tricks, where men seemed to regard her as something less than a real person. She always remembered the outrage she felt when Ann was shoved down on the bed when the client had finished with her. To some people she was just a "dumb bitch" or a "slutty hole" that only had one purpose in life but Ann was a friend who had been kind to her when she needed it most. She may have made some bad choices in her life or fallen in with evil companions or something but she was a far better person than a lot of the mean-spirited bitches she had worked with in the diner or the crass men who couldn't be bothered with the soul inside the body they were jacking off in.

Kyle was always a gentleman and certainly never treated her badly in any way but he was kind of old and sweet and soft himself and never particularly demonstrated any traits of the Alpha Male. Kaitlin had always assumed that she would never enjoy being taken by a man that she could not defend herself against. As a prostitute she had to always be on her guard to protect herself if need be. Knowing that she had nothing to fear from Dylan she was able to relax and enjoy the sensation of being completely in the power of someone so much larger and stronger than she was. Instead of fear it made her feel secure and safe. She felt something primordial and instinctive. Perhaps for the first time since she had been reborn in a female body she felt completely happy being a woman.

Somehow she managed to wriggle free and got on all fours. She looked back at her man with an expression of longing and desire that no words could have expressed so completely. Dylan was soon in position behind her, almost squatting down as he prepared to mount. Then he was inside her again and slowly built up his thrusting like an old steam engine gathering speed as it pulled away from the station.

"Pull my hair," Kaitlin gasped.

Dylan complied at once. He truly was an engine now; a perfect fucking machine. Kaitlin cried out and moaned and made noises that no words exist to describe. She wasn't just surrendering her body to a man she was surrendering the male impulses and instincts that she had still been clinging to with quiet desperation. It felt good to finally accept who she was. To embrace her femininity with joy instead of reluctance. When Caleb agreed to the terms of his transformation he had no idea exactly what it would mean to start over as a woman but he assumed that it would be a terrible price that he would have to pay to have more years of life. Finally it was becoming clear that not only was it not terrible, it could be pretty damn wonderful to be a girl.


CHAPTER 20:

Sex wasn't everything. It obviously wasn't the complete measure of what made someone a man or a woman but it was one of the most obvious differences between the genders. Even in the schoolyard children realize that there's a difference, even if they don't have any understanding of what those differences really mean.

Caleb would never have purchased that potion at the age of thirty, or forty or even fifty. It was only when he could count his remaining time in days that he would volunteer for such a transformation. It wasn't just the idea of being embarrassed to wear strange clothing or having to put on makeup. It was the deeper embarrassment of feeling like he was settling for something weak and silly and helpless.

Kaitlin, in her very short time on Earth, had proven to be none of those things in a big way. Most importantly she had come to realize that her strength wasn't derived from her memories of being a man, it came from within herself regardless of what body contained her.

Going forward she would try to stop fighting the fact that she was female and learn to embrace it. She had been given a wonderful gift; the chance to live life over again, and perhaps the most wonderful part of all was the chance to live it as a woman.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I wonder how many people would drink a potion that turned them young again even if it meant having to change gender in the process? For people who already yearned for or leaned towards that desire they would obviously drink it immediately at any age but for someone who had never even remotely considered the idea of walking a mile in someone else's shoes it would probably be a hard choice. We're taught so many things about who the opposite sex is or who they are supposed to be but how does anyone really know without actually changing places?

It was not my intention to imply that all anyone needs to feel feminine is to have some stud fuck the hell out of them, it's simply the moment that triggers something in Kaitlin's mind. Those who are familiar with my work know that I have kind of a thing for muscular male bodies and this is a work of erotic fiction so a guy banging some sense into someone is kind of fun fantasy I enjoy!

Sometimes when I come to the end of a story it feels like the definite conclusion of whatever I might want to say but sometimes, like in this case, I can see where Kaitlin's journey could continue. She's still very young and has a whole female lifetime in front of her. Perhaps I will check in on her again to see how she's doing.
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