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CHAPTER 1:

The year was 1965 and the place was New York City. It was a time where gender roles were still very clearly defined and the Women's Liberation movement was but a flickering ember, waiting to ignite. Sexism and misogyny were the accepted norm in society, and the popular saying "it's a man's world" was taken as the gospel by most people.

For many it was a comfortable enough arrangement. The line between masculine and feminine was clearly drawn and understood. Little girls were raised to think that their greatest purpose in life was to find a man and start a family with him. Advanced education was unnecessary for a girl, because there was only so high she could rise in the world, and men tended to be intimidated by overly intelligent women. Girls played with dolls, or toys that suggested homemaking and domestic chores, always dressed in appropriately female attire, avoided sports, or anything that might seem to be too masculine, and generally tried to act like a "proper" little lady.

Boys, of course, grew up with very different expectations. Aggressive and competitive behavior was encouraged, because it would serve them well in the business world. The doors were wide open to whatever field they chose to pursue. Growing into manhood meant proving your strength and masculinity. It was simply taken for granted that men were stronger, smarter, and superior to women in most every way. Naturally any sign of effeminate behavior by a man was strictly off limits. Homosexuality wasn't just socially unacceptable, it was actually illegal.

While it was horribly restrictive it did make it easier for people to know how they were supposed to behave and what they were expected to do or not do. The economy was good and a typical family of four could live quite comfortably on a husband's salary, while the wife stayed home and took care of the children and ran the house. It was a stable arrangement that had been sailing along for ages.

With the rise of the "Playboy" lifestyle, and the increasingly sexualized nature of movies and entertainment in general, men were coming into a whole new era of sexual aggressiveness. Ten years earlier "sex" wasn't a word that would ever be used in polite conversation, but now it was a much more open topic of discussion. Risqué foreign films, and the burgeoning counter-culture, were beginning to hint at the possibilities of sex, drugs, and rock and roll as the wave of the future. Hair was getting a little longer and skirts were getting a little shorter.

Television still tried to present the wholesome, clean-cut, image of America as it had always done, but that image was starting to feel a little dated. It had always been a white-washed version of life, but that paint was beginning to crack and peel at the edges.


CHAPTER 2:

Larry Bonderman was a fairly typical executive who worked in one of the many steel and glass skyscrapers that made up the impressive Manhattan skyline. He wasn't exactly rich yet, but he was an up-and-comer, with a bright future ahead. Single, in his thirties, and possessing a comfortable income, he was able to enjoy the life of a bachelor in one of the most exciting cities in the world.

As one moved up the corporate ladder it was common to have increasingly attractive secretaries. A good-looking secretary was definitely one of the trimmings of success, and Larry's girl, Victoria Anderson, was certainly a shiny trinket, worthy of his status within the company. She was also surprisingly bright and competent, which was a definite bonus, as she tended to handle so many things for Larry outside of the office. She even organized his dating life, making dinner reservations for him, or getting him tickets to Broadway shows. Larry would have been lost without her.

Vicky seemed to be one of those "modern girls" who didn't mind showing off a little leg, or wearing tops that accentuated her lovely breasts. Larry had certainly made a pass at her more than once, but she had always rebuffed his advances so far. He had a feeling that she was playing for bigger game, holding out for marriage, and didn't want to ruin her chances by giving it away too cheaply. No matter. There were plenty of fish in the sea and Larry definitely enjoyed that kind of fishing.

One morning, as Larry was going over some papers at his desk, enjoying his first cup of coffee of the day, he suddenly felt rather dizzy. The room seemed to be swimming around and when his head cleared at last he almost thought he saw himself standing in front of the desk.

"Well, it worked I see," said the duplicate Larry.

"What the hell?" Larry croaked in a dry, and raspy voice.

Only it wasn't Larry's voice at all. It was Vicky's. To his utter dismay he looked down at his body and saw a woman's breasts protruding from a silky blouse. He knew he was very ill and hallucinating but he still couldn't quite gather his thoughts.

"Don't look so confused, my dear," said the new Larry. "You'll get used to that body in time. I've taken good care of it. Feel how smooth your skin is? See your flat tummy? You won't even need a girdle if you watch what you eat. It would be a shame to ruin that girlish figure, sweetie."

"What's happening?" asked the new Victoria in a shaky voice.

"It's already happened. I slipped something in your coffee and now we've traded places. I'm Larry and you're Vicky. I'm a a man and you're a woman. Don't ask me how it's possible, I honestly have no idea, but I've been saving up for months to buy the stuff and I finally got my hands on it this week," Larry explained casually.

"But why? Why in the world would you want to do something like this?" Vicky whined.

"Why? Because I have ambition. Because I want what you've got and what you've got a chance to get in the future. Do you really think I'd want to spend my whole life being a secretary? Just waiting for some man to turn me into a live-in maid and baby factory? That's not for me, honey. Some girls might like that life just fine, but I wasn't one of them. So I did the one thing I could do that would give me a chance to live the life I want. I became you. Sorry that you had to become me in the process."

"You're insane! You'll never get away with this!" Vicky shrieked.

"Of course I will. The minute I walk out into that office everyone will see me as Larry Bonderman, who I am now, just as they will see you as Victoria Anderson. What are you going to do? Call the cops? Who would believe you? They'd lock you away sweetheart. They'd think you were a raving lunatic. You might as well just accept your fate and get on with your new life."

"It can't be that simple."

"It really is, I assure you. I've got your wallet and the keys to your apartment right here in my pockets," said Larry, fishing them out for display. "And you've got my stuff in your purse. How are you going to claim to be me when I can prove my identity? I know all about being Larry Bonderman. I've practically run your whole life for you for the last three years. Now you can try running mine for a while and see how you like it."

"It's not fair."

"Who cares? Was it fair that I was born female? I didn't have any say in the matter. I certainly wouldn't have chosen it had I been given the choice. You know I'm right because you're terrified and humiliated right now. You feel week and powerless, don't you? You can't imagine sitting at my little desk out there, answering the phone and running errands for you all day long with no extra compensation, no opportunity for advancement, except through your bedroom."

"What will I do?" Vicky sobbed.

"Are you going to cry like a little girl? I suppose that's only natural. You've inherited my female emotions, I guess. Just dry your eyes and go get me some fresh coffee."

"But I don't even know how to type?"

"That's a shame, isn't it? I hadn't really considered that. I guess you won't be much use as a secretary, unless you learn quickly. Of course I know you're good for one thing," said Larry as he unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. "Not as big as I was hoping for, but you seem to get plenty of dates somehow."

"You've got to be kidding!"

"Don't worry, baby, it won't hurt. You're definitely not a virgin, and you're on the pill. It's not legal but I know a doctor. They're in that little round box in your purse. Just make sure you follow the instructions religiously unless you want to get knocked up unexpectedly."

"I can't possibly do that," Vicky whimpered.

"Well, you can suck it, if you'd rather. It won't be the first time those juicy lips have wrapped around a man's throbbing penis."

With that Vicky burst out of the office in tears. She didn't stop running until she was several blocks away and found herself completely out of breath. The full magnitude of the horror of her situation was just beginning to hit her and she couldn't fight back the tears, no matter how hard she tried. She knew that she had to get home somehow, but she didn't have the key to her old apartment. The doormen certainly knew Vicky. Maybe she could say that she was coming to pick something up for Larry and have them open the door. There wasn't a lot of cash in the apartment, and she certainly couldn't remove anything large and bulky, but she hated the thought of leaving anything for that bitch who had stolen her life.

She hailed a cab and raced for home. When she got to the lobby of the building she went straight up to Fred, the doorman on duty, and told him her phony tale about her boss leaving some important papers in his office, and her rushing off like a silly little fool without getting the key.

"I'm awful sorry, Miss Anderson," said Fred uncomfortably as he looked at his feet. "Mr. Bonderman just called and said that you don't work for him anymore and that I'm not allowed to let you in under any circumstances."

"That's preposterous!" said Vicky indignantly. "You know who I am, don't you?"

"Sure, Miss Anderson, and I hate to have to say it, but when a tenant tells me to do something I've got to do it."

"There's got to be some kind of mistake," Vicky stammered.

"Do you want to use the phone and call him?" Fred volunteered.

"That's okay, Fred. You're just doing your job. It's my mess to clean up now."

Vicky walked sadly out of the building and battled the impulse to cry once more. The fake Larry was clever, she had to give him that. He had obviously planned this all out very carefully and was leaving nothing to chance. There was nothing to do but go to Vicky's apartment and at least get off the streets in this ridiculous getup. Of course, she had no idea where she lived!

She rummaged through her purse and found a wallet and discovered the address of Vicky's apartment. There were also some keys in there, one of which presumably would let her in. She then hailed another cab and headed for her strange new home.


CHAPTER 3:

It certainly wasn't a terribly great neighborhood they had come to as the cab pulled up in front of an old brownstone apartment complex. There were some teenage boys loitering on the steps who whistled and catcalled at her as she hurried up the stairs and into the building. Apparently she lived on the third floor, and there was no elevator, so she had to trudge up the staircase in her tight heels.

When she found the appropriate door she tried a couple of keys until one fit, to her relief, and soon she was inside. The place was small, and the furnishings quite modest, although it did appear to be decorated with a feminine flair. It was certainly no swinging bachelor pad like his old digs. Was this really the best that Vicky could afford? She was an executive secretary at a major Manhattan corporation. Surely she could do better than this.

It was an eerie feeling to be alone in someone else's apartment and she felt somewhat like a burglar. There was actually a nagging fear that someone would suddenly burst in and apprehend her, but that was ridiculous. This was her apartment now, and everything in it belonged to her.

She looked in the kitchen and opened a few cabinets without much thought. There was some food here, at least, although she didn't know how to cook anything. There was some bread and a toaster so at least she could make some toast.

The bathroom cabinet was full of strange feminine hygiene products that she had absolutely no idea how to use or for what so she closed that door quickly and tried the bedroom. There was a dressing table with a lot of cosmetics neatly organized in various trays, and a large oval mirror where Vicky presumably put on her face before going out. God, what a thought that was. It actually made Vicky shudder.

The closet was extremely well-stocked with a variety of very neat and fashionable clothes. This was obviously one area where Vicky didn't skimp on the budget. There were some pretty daring evening dresses in there, she noted, and wondered where Vicky wore those to. Those perky tits would really be something in an outfit like that, she thought, before realizing that she was talking about her own bosom now.

As she went through the dresser drawers she found the slinky under things and let her hand gently rub against the soft material. Hiking up her skirt she realized that she was just wearing some basic cotton panties, but Vicky obviously had a taste for sexier things. She wondered what that girl did in her off hours, and who she did it with, and prayed that none of them would come knocking at her door.

In a desk she found a little metal box, which was locked, and tried her other keys until she got it open. There was a little cash, Vicky's "mad money," a checkbook and savings account, both with woefully small balances, an address book, and a few pieces of jewelry. There was a lot more jewelry in the dresser, but that was probably all "costume" stuff and not worth anything. These were probably the few valuables that Vicky possessed. It was kind of sad, really, considering how hard that girl worked, but under the circumstances the situation actually called more for self-pity and Vicky was balling her eyes out again.

She decided to run some water in the tub and take a hot bath. That might relax her a little while she tried to figure out what to do next. Her blouse unbuttoned like a man's shirt, except the buttons were on the other side, which took a little getting used to. The skirt fastened at the top of one side, and then had a short zipper that needed to come down, but she wiggled out of it fairly easy, despite the width of her hips. The shoes she had kicked off earlier, as they were terribly uncomfortable. That just left her with a bra and panties and a garter belt and stockings. Fortunately she had taken all of these items off of many different women over the years so undressing herself came fairly natural.

Before she got in the tub she stopped and looked at her nude body in the mirror. It was Vicky Anderson, all right, no doubt about it. How many times had Larry undressed Vicky with his eyes? Even in his dirtiest daydreams he hadn't quite done her justice. She had the ideal body for a woman. Full, firm breasts, wide hips, skinny waist, seductive lips. The things a man could do to that body, she thought, before shuddering again in horror and jumping quickly into the tub.

The hot water felt delicious. It was the first time since this ordeal had begun that she had felt good about anything. It was so strange that she could remember who she really was, and everything about that life, but she also knew that she was changed in a lot of ways, as well. She was smaller and weaker physically; just running a couple of blocks down the street had gotten her out of breath. She was definitely more emotional, as evidenced by the ease with which she seemed to cry. Men were simply not allowed to cry, but she couldn't help herself when the feeling came upon her.

She wondered what else might have changed. Would she still like the same foods? Read the same books? Laugh at the same jokes? She had obviously changed physically, that was for sure. Her hands ran across her body as she applied some soap, and she noted that Vicky had been right about her smooth skin. Maybe that was what some of that crap in the medicine cabinet was for. She was clueless.

As her hand wandered and explored her new features it ended up between her legs. She noted that she didn't have a huge, tangled mass of pubic hair, lot many of the women Larry had dated had. The hairs were straighter and less bushy. It was actually kind of a nice look, she thought. Then her hand discovered her vagina.

She had been curious about her pussy almost from the moment she realized that she had one. Who wouldn't be? It was the mysterious box that men spent most of their time thinking about how to get inside. It was the ultimate prize. It was kind of shocking that Vicky had claimed not to be a virgin. That was something men bragged about, not women. Who had she slept with? And how many times? Maybe she had been raped at some point. That certainly wasn't uncommon for a girl living in the big city. It was probably inevitable. On the other hand she had also implied that she had performed oral sex on multiple occasions. Maybe she was just trying to shock, but Vicky wondered. There were those sexy dresses in the closet.

While thinking about luscious Vicky Anderson stuffing big cocks in her mouth the new Vicky found herself exploring her snatch. What a sight that would be! Gorgeous Vicky, down on her knees, lovingly serving a man while she looked up at him with devotion in her eyes. Totally submitting to his will.

Her heart was beating faster now and she sort of arched her back as she let her fingers poke and probe freely inside herself. It almost felt like being a man who was sexually aroused, only somewhat different. Somewhat more intense. As her hand brushed against her clitoris things got a lot more intense in a big hurry.

Her breathing was increasingly erratic, and she felt flashes of heat snapping throughout her body as her pelvis heaved up and down. It was scary, but there was no stopping at this point. When she had masturbated as a man it was all so focused and concentrated. Everything basically happened around the tip of the cock. When you were fucking your arms and your back got strained, and it always felt good to finish so that you could give your body a rest, but there was nothing really localized about this process, it seemed.

After she had climaxed she instinctively pulled her hand away from her vagina but she didn't feel like she really wanted to stop there for some reason. She was reasonably certain that she had felt an orgasm, but it wasn't like the male kind where you had the big fireworks at the end and immediately lost all interest in sex for a while. She felt very aroused and sensually inspired. Fuck, she really needed a cigarette.

After getting out of the tub and toweling off she found herself in a bit of a dilemma. What in the world was she supposed to wear now? Her office clothing were still lying on the floor, but that seemed like kind of a hassle. There was a bathrobe hanging on a hook on the door so she just grabbed that and slipped it on.

Rummaging once more through her purse she found about half a pack of cigarettes. Ugh, Silva Thins! Definitely not her brand, but at least they weren't menthol. Vicky found a lighter and sparked up her smoke. She absently-mindedly picked up a magazine and flopped down on the bed.

The magazine was something called Cosmopolitan. At least there was a picture of pretty blonde girl on the cover, Vicky noted. The cover also promised some pretty spicy content like:

"The Pill That Promises to Make Women More Responsive"

"World's Greatest Lover - What It Was Like To Be Wooed By Him! From The Best-Selling Book Ally"

"When A Working Girl Sees A Psychiatrist"

The thing was positively pornographic! Did women really read stuff like this? Vicky found it surprisingly compelling and lost track of the time completely. There were all sorts of similar publications around and it was fascinating to see what they contained. Her growling stomach brought her back to her senses eventually and she realized she hadn't eaten anything since breakfast. She decided it would be better to continue her reading on a full stomach and began to contemplate her options.

She might be able to get by with some cereal and toast, but she wanted something a little more substantial. There must be somewhere in the area where she could grab a bite, but that meant getting dressed. Finally she decided to just put the clothes on that she had been wearing earlier and made her way down to the sidewalk. Fortunately the rowdy teens were gone and she was able to walk more or less unmolested for a little while, though she still got plenty of looks and leers and whistles along the way.

There was a drugstore on the corner, that appeared to have a lunch counter, so she opted for that. The men in the place, both customers and employees, all eyed her hungrily as she took her seat at the counter. She placed her order and tried to ignore everything around her. She didn't even notice the cute blonde who suddenly appeared and took the seat right next to her.


CHAPTER 4:

"Hey Vicky, how the heck are you?" asked the blonde as she settled onto her stool.

"Oh, just keeping pretty busy," Vicky replied shakily, having absolutely no idea who this woman was.

"You still seeing that guy?"

"Ah, which guy?"

"Oh, that's so like you," the girl teased. "Some of us are lucky to get one guy but you've always got a whole army of men at your feet. You should share some of the leftovers, you know!"

"So what's new with you?" asked Vicky, quickly trying to change the subject.

"Same old, same old. Working my tail off but never getting anywhere. But I did see this darling handbag the other day. It was way too expensive, but I just had to have it, even if it meant peanut butter and jelly sandwiches for a week."

They made a little more small talk for a while but then mercifully their food arrived. Vicky was struggling to communicate but she felt like she hadn't made any major gaffes so far. Still her companion seemed to notice that something was amiss and inquired if she was feeling well.

"I'm just a little distracted, I guess," Vicky admitted. "I sort of quit my job today."

"That's terrible! You were doing so well. What in the world happened?"

"It was my boss. He...well...he made it impossible for me to work there anymore."

"You said he's made passes at you before," the blonde pointed out.

"It was worse than that. He actually unzipped his pants and pulled his...thing out," Vicky whispered softly.

"You probably should have fucked him, darling," the girl whispered back sadly. "If you were lucky you might have gotten pregnant and then he'd have to marry you and all your troubles would be over."

"I just had to get out of there."

"I understand. Still, that was a darn good job to give up over a little thing like that. What are you going to do now?"

"I don't know. I haven't had time to figure it out," said Vicky.

"Well, I'll keep my ear to the ground. If I hear of anything I'll let you know. But honestly, with your looks and your figure I don't know why you'd want to keep working. I'm sure you've had plenty of marriage proposals. Shoot, I've got to run," said the girl suddenly as she glanced at her watch. "Don't be such a stranger. I miss you!"

With that the blonde touched Vicky on the shoulder and leaned over to give her a quick kiss on the cheek. Then she was gone as quickly as she had appeared.

Vicky wondered who the hell that was. She also wondered about that "army of men" the blonde had mentioned. Vicky did not like the sound of that, or the idea that there might be men out there who had proposed marriage to her. Maybe it would be best to start looking for a new place to live, as well as a new job. She certainly didn't want to bump into any "boyfriends" like this.

As she walked home she became really disgusted with the amount of unwanted attention she seemed to get wherever she went. The comments were surely meant as compliments, but it was very uncomfortable when she wasn't doing anything. It made her feel like she was naked or something. Being able to simply walk down the street was something she had always taken for granted.

Of course she knew that she had been guilty of some of that behavior herself. Larry wasn't as crude, or vulgar as some of these men, but he never let a pair of pretty legs pass by without turning his head and his eyes had wandered down to examine lots of cleavage in his time. Men were just wired that way. It was sex, sex, sex, all the time. A man didn't think about it or plan it, it was as involuntary as an erection. Knowing this just made Vicky feel all the more nervous. She wasn't used to feeling weak and vulnerable, and she didn't like it.

When she got home she opened the metal box again and took a harder look at her financial situation. She found a monthly budget that Vicky had jotted down, and it wasn't pretty. It was very obvious that if she didn't find employment soon she would be in big trouble. She might be able to hock those trinkets in the box for a few bucks, but then what? She needed a job and she needed one quick.

But what could she do? All those years of climbing the corporate ladder meant nothing now. No one would hire a woman to do the kind of work that she had the skill and experience to do, even if she somehow convinced them of her capabilities, with no references. She had no clerical or secretarial skills whatsoever. She couldn't type, or take shorthand, she had never worked a switchboard, and had no idea how secretaries managed to know all the things they seemed to know or do all the things they were called upon to do.

She decided to check the want ads tomorrow morning and see what there might be for a girl with little or no experience. She was pretty, at least. She had that going for her. That always helped land a girl a job, even if they weren't the most qualified applicant.

Another examination of the kitchen demonstrated even more how unfit she was for the task of feeding herself. There were plenty of things there like flour, and eggs, and butter, and whatnot, but what did you do with them? Larry had a housekeeper who cooked for him sometimes, but most of the time he just dined out. Once in a while a girlfriend would make breakfast after spending the night, but dining out for every meal would get expensive in a big hurry.

Maybe some of those magazines would give her some tips on cooking, although it looked like Vicky favored the gossip and glamour type of reading material. It couldn't be that hard, she thought, but it definitely sounded like a pain in the ass.

A little later in the evening there was a knock at the door and Vicky's heart froze. She didn't want to answer it but she didn't know what else to do. Maybe Larry had come to his senses, once he realized that being a man was a lot tougher than it looked, and come to switch things back.

When she opened the door at last she saw a familiar face from the office, but it wasn't Larry. It was Tim Parker, a junior executive who worked in Larry's department. He had a coat draped over his arm and appeared to be holding something behind his back.

"Hey sweetheart, I see you made it home all right," Tim grinned. "I brought your coat. When you didn't come back to get it I figured I'd swing it by your place. Oh, I brought you these, too."

Tim revealed the bouquet of flowers that he had been concealing and Vicky accepted both the coat and the flowers with shaky hands.

"I would have brought your final check but they told me they had to mail it if you didn't pick it up in person," Tim continued.

"Thanks Tim, that was very thoughtful of you," Vicky said as she moved to close the door.

"Hey, I was thinking, if you're not busy tonight I thought maybe we could grab some dinner. Take in a movie, or something? I mean, I did come all the way across town to bring your coat back."

Vicky was definitely hungry, and seeing a movie would probably help to take her mind off of her troubles for a while, but the whole thing sounded suspiciously like a date. At least she knew who this person was so she wouldn't have to spend the whole evening trying to guess what their relationship might be. She decided there was no real harm in it, and having some company might be nice. She felt so lost and alone just sitting in that little apartment.

"Sure thing, Tim, let me just grab my things," she said as she tried to figure out what that meant exactly.

Tim followed her inside and noticed that she had just set the flowers down on a table. He picked them up and called after her.

"Hey, do you want me to put these in some water?"

"Oh...sure, why not?" Vicky called back in reply.

Tim rummaged around looking for a vase while Vicky picked up her purse and her recently returned coat. Those were her "things" she guessed. She stopped in front of the mirror for a moment and took a quick glance at her face. She had no idea how you applied this stuff, but figured that she better learn pretty fast if she was planning to go on job interviews looking her best. She figured that she looked good enough for now and met Tim at the door.

"Italian food sound good?" asked Tim.

"Sure, that sounds just fine."


CHAPTER 5:

Tim was certainly the gentleman. He held doors open for her, and held her seat at the restaurant, and the moment she produced a cigarette from her purse his hand was there with a light. It was the normal stuff that men always did, but it was funny seeing it from the other side. Tim pressed her for details about her sudden departure from the office but she politely declined to get very specific. She was trying to get away from all of that, not go over it again.

"Yeah, that Larry is a real jerk. I guess I can say that now that you don't work for him. If you were my secretary I'd treat you like gold," Tim said.

It was kind of infuriating to hear herself spoken of that way by an underling, but she knew Tim was just trying to be supportive so she let it go. The meal was very filling, and she certainly appreciated the wine. If there was ever a time to have a drink it was now. It kind of surprised her how quickly it went to her head though. Larry could hit the bottle pretty hard with no sign of wear and tear, but Vicky didn't seem to have the same tolerance. She would have to be careful about that in the future.

After dinner they went to see Dr. Zhivago, a sprawling epic about the Russian Revolution that everybody had been talking about lately. It was incredibly long, at over three hours, but Vicky found it sad, and romantic, and quite beautiful.

Three hours was plenty of time for Tim to put the moves on her and he certainly did. He started with his arm around her shoulder and later he put a hand on her knee. Occasionally he leaned over and tried to blow on her ear, but Vicky wasn't responding to his advances. For a while Tim sat pouting with his arms folded across his chest, but he never stopped trying and even managed to cop a feel at one point. Vicky was really interested in seeing the movie so she didn't want to make a big scene or storm out or something so eventually she let him paw away at her pretty much as he pleased.

When they got back to her place Tim was right behind her before she could get the door and made himself at home. She tossed her stuff down in the bedroom and was trying to think of a polite way to thank him and get him the hell out of her apartment when he suddenly grabbed her and forced his lips onto hers. Vicky struggled, like a character in a movie, and managed to push him away.

"What are you doing Tim?" she asked, rather indignantly.

"What do you think I'm doing baby? I've just been sitting there for three hours waiting to get my hands on you for real," Tim replied with a grin.

"It was a long movie and it's pretty late you know," Vicky pointed out.

"Well I know you don't have a job so I know you don't have to be anywhere in the morning."

"I do have to start looking for one."

"Don't be like that sweetie. I bought you dinner, I took you to the movies, I returned your coat, and I even brought you flowers. Don't I deserve a little something in return?"

It suddenly struck Vicky how transactional sex really was. A man could literally project what it would cost to get in between a girl's legs and be reasonably accurate with the prediction. Some girls took a little more coaxing, but most of them had their price. She knew that, of course, but it wasn't something men liked to think about, unless they felt they were getting cheated, as Tim obviously did. The male ego required that women be magnetically drawn to their sex appeal and masculinity, but down inside most men knew that some kind of bribery was usually required.

Tim grabbed her again and again tried to kiss her and once more Vicky was able to slip out of his grasp.

"I don't think this is a good idea, Tim," said Vicky firmly.

"Your lips say no but your eyes say yes," he replied as he made another lunge for her, which she managed to evade.

Wow, did men really use that cheesy line? It was just so corny, she thought. She obviously hadn't thought this whole thing through all the way. Of course the man would be horny. He didn't bring the coat back purely out of the kindness of his heart. The flowers were the dead giveaway that he had romance on his mind.

"Hey, why are you acting all shy and virginal?" asked Tim, starting to sound a little angry. "We used to work in the same office. People talk. You've got a reputation. I know you put out. What's the matter? Don't you find me attractive?"

Suddenly she was struck with a horrifying realization. She did find him attractive. She had noticed that early on in the evening. Apparently she was biologically attracted to men. Something else she must have inherited from Evil Vicky. He was a very handsome young man, and other than all the groping at the movies, he had been a very polite and entertaining companion, although the groping wasn't all that bad and the movie did get a little boring in spots.

"I do think you're very attractive, Tim, but..."

"So what's the problem? Don't fight it baby. You know you want it and I sure as hell want you badly."

Vicky found herself literally cornered, with her back to the wall, as Tim put his strong arms around her and bent her back once more. This time she didn't try to fight the kiss. What was the point? She knew that men expected to get what they went after and usually did. At least he was young and attractive. It could be a lot worse. This is what happens when you let a man into your apartment.

The kissing actually felt pretty nice, once she relaxed and accepted it. It was a lot like kissing always was. She felt so small, pressed up against his firm body like this. Was she a terribly hussy to have put up such a feeble resistance? Well if she was it was Evil Vicky's fault. She was the one who had developed the reputation for being a loose woman. And here Larry had been assuming that she was saving herself for marriage. She wondered why Larry didn't know about this reputation and Tim did. But her thoughts were suddenly focused on the fact that Tim had unbuttoned her blouse and was now in the process of fondling her breasts.

"We might as well go in the bedroom," Vicky suggested softly.

"Sure thing, sweetie. Whatever you say."

They walked towards the bed as Tim pulled off his tie and tossed his coat on a chair. Vicky pulled off her blouse, which was fully unbuttoned anyway, and just stood looking at the man as he quickly peeled off his clothes. This day had started like so many others but it definitely appeared that it was going to end in a way that had been impossible to imagine.


CHAPTER 6:

Once they were both completely naked they climbed into bed together and got under the covers. Vicky reached over and turned off the lights. Her magazines were still resting on the foot of the bed and her mind wandered to some of those articles about how to please your man, and saying the magic words that men can't resist. Having a man to resist was definitely not her problem at the moment.

Vicky lay on her back and instinctively spread her legs open. This was the drill and she knew it by heart, although she had obviously never done it from this point of view. There really wasn't much of anything she had to do now but wait for the inevitable. Tim was soon in position and slid his cock inside her. It went pretty effortlessly, but she definitely felt filled up. She was glad that they were under the covers and in a dark room because she didn't think she could go through with this if she had to look at his erect penis beforehand. This way it was just sort of sex as usual. In and out. Back and forth. At least it was a lot easier on her back.

As Tim worked his cock in her pussy she suddenly had a feeling similar to what she had experienced in the bathtub. It was different, and certainly more violent, but her senses were beginning to come to life again and she found herself yielding to his thrusts more and more.

Her brain was in revolt with her body. She wanted to run but Tim was strong and handsome and smelled like a man. Ever since she had touched herself she knew that she was capable of enjoying sexual pleasure in this body, but the psychological aspect of allowing herself to be taken by a man was just so hard to cope with. But of course she was a woman now, and would logically feel the way a woman feels in such an embrace. At least she was on the pill, she thought, and didn't have to worry about getting knocked up. She knew how much men hated to wear a rubber. Interesting that Tim didn't even ask. Oh, well, birth control was a woman's obligation. He probably figured that she was taking care of it.

It felt surprisingly good to get fucked like this but it still wasn't quite as intense as her solo session had been. Her clitoris just wasn't getting enough attention she thought. When Tim ejaculated with several noisy grunts she realized that she hadn't had her own orgasm but Tim immediately pulled out and rolled over.

"Can you fetch me a cigarette, honey?" he asked. "They're in my coat pocket. Get one for yourself if you like."

"That's okay, I've got my own," Vicky replied as she retrieved both brands of smokes and brought her lighter with her back to bed.

"Let me get that for you, honey," said Tim, taking the lighter from her hand and lighting her cigarette first.

It was all just a funny ritual, Vicky thought. A man always lit a woman's cigarette, but it was her job to fetch things for him. Once they were both lit they lay in bed, side by side, and quietly smoked before anyone spoke.

"You were really amazing, honey. I knew you'd be great between the sheets," said Tim in between puffs.

"Thanks. So were you," Vicky replied, trying to think of something to say.

They exchanged a few more meaningless pleasantries and then Tim extinguished his cigarette and rolled over to go to sleep. Apparently he was spending the night. Vicky got out of bed and quietly made her way to the bathroom. She closed the door and reached between her legs. She wanted to finish and it looked like Tim wasn't interested in doing the job so she masturbated rather furiously, while standing by the sink, flushed the toilet to cover her absence and went back to bed.

Even something as basic as peeing had been a challenge to her the first time she tried it. She realized that she couldn't do it standing up very well, but had no idea what to do with her hands. She was so used to grabbing her penis and aiming that it felt completely unnatural to just have all that liquid kind of dribbling out of her. It was just one of a million things she was going to have to get used to.

"Hey, baby, how about making some breakfast?" Tim suggested when they woke early the next morning.

"Oh, darn, I haven't been to the store yet. I didn't know I was going to have company," Vicky replied.

"That's all right, sweetheart. I've got to get going anyway. I'll just grab something on my way to the office."

There was a little more chitchat but Tim did need to get going so Vicky was able to usher him out without too much trouble. Of course now she would have to figure out her own breakfast, but there was always the cereal and toast option to fall back on if all else failed.

Suddenly it struck Vicky with horror that Tim would no doubt go back to the office and brag about his conquest. Even if her so-called "reputation" was all bullshit she had certainly earned her stripes now. What if Larry heard about it? She could just picture that asshole laughing his butt off as Tim described their sordid night of passion. Could anything be more humiliating?

Clad in just her bathrobe Vicky peeked out the door and looked down the hall. There was a newspaper a couple of doors down so she tiptoed over and swiped it. Returning to her apartment she opened the want ads and begin to search. There were ads for just about everything...if you had the right qualifications. She circled a number of the less demanding positions and tried to figure out what to wear. So far she had only worn her original outfit, a bathrobe, and been buck naked. She would have to get the hang of what clothes to wear in which situations but she finally found a dress that seemed like it would be suitable for putting in job applications.

After several days of trudging all over town she finally landed a job as a waitress at a rather shabby diner. Her lack of experience was forgiven in light of her attractiveness and she was issued a uniform, which at least solved the problem of trying to figure out what to wear to work every day. It was a blue and white checked dress, with a very short skirt, and a little apron in the front. Fortunately she was allowed to wear more comfortable shoes, which was good, because it looked like she was going to be on her feet a whole lot.

She got the hang of taking orders pretty quickly as she was accustomed to holding a lot of facts and figures in her head and had a sharp memory. The physical act of carrying trays laden with food took a lot more effort. She tried to be careful but speed was often required so there were a few times where things went crashing to the floor. It was embarrassing, and anything broken was docked from her pay, but she seemed to be a favorite with the customers and got tipped quite generously.

The first time someone pinched her ass she swung around and was about to make a fist, but she collected herself and just went about her business. Another time she was bending over a table to pour some coffee when the man seated at the end of the booth reached under her skirt and rubbed her inner thigh, grabbing a quick squeeze of her butt cheek before she straightened up and moved on to another table.

It was hard work, and she got groped and pinched and fondled constantly, but the tips were good and she was able to eat a lot of her meals at the diner. The scariest part was going home after working a late shift. Cabs were expensive, and there weren't a lot of them in this part of town, at that time of night anyway, so she usually rode the subway. She found that wearing a long overcoat was somewhat helpful, because it covered her legs a bit. Her skirt was so short, and it rode up quite a bit when she sat down, that she noticed men trying to stare up her dress all the time.

She wasn't that modest and didn't really care if some idiot on the subway caught a glimpse of her panties, but it was the idea of it that bothered her. Of course she wasn't the only one on the subway who favored long coats. There were more than a few perverts who could be seen noticeably jacking off under their coat, or one who even exposed himself as she was getting off the train.

Then there was the walk back to her apartment, which was always a bit nerve-wracking. Anytime she heard footsteps coming up behind her she glanced nervously over her shoulder. It wasn't a terrible neighborhood, by any means, but she was an attractive young woman, walking alone at night, wearing a short skirt. That made her quite a target, and she knew it. She had never known this kind of fear from just going about her daily business, but presumably it was something that women had to think about all the time, especially in a big city like New York, which had so much crime and violence.

She always felt so much more secure when she finally got inside her apartment and locked the door. And she always felt relieved to have made it through another day. In her free time she watched a lot of television or went to the movies by herself. It was partly to kill time but she also used those vehicles as sort of instruction manuals on how to be female. The plot wasn't usually as important as picking up on little details about how to dress, and how to walk, and what to do and say in various situations. It was a weird way to learn about life, but media has always played a role in shaping people's behavior so she really wasn't that far off the mark by turning to Hollywood for inspiration.

She was attempting to learn how to cook, without too much success so far, but each little triumph in the kitchen seemed like a major victory to her. Cleaning up the apartment, on the other hand, was nothing but drudgery, and she had a feeling that most women would be horrified at how sloppy her home was. That's what wives or cleaning ladies were for, and she obviously wasn't going to have the former and couldn't afford the latter.

Still, she was getting by. She was making ends meet...barely, and she was trying to make the most of her terrible situation. She had actually thought about suicide, in those first few desperate days, but now she was reconciled to her fate. If she had to be a woman she might as well try to be as good at it as she could. Otherwise life was bound to be very long and miserable.


CHAPTER 7:

Even with her tips Vicky just wasn't making enough money to survive. She was used to having some security and being able to do things when she wanted to. She was also uncomfortable with the amount of phone calls she received from people she didn't know. She tried her best to pretend like she knew them, and usually found an excuse to cut the call short, but she really didn't want any ties to that other Vicky's life. If she made friends she wanted to make her own friends. And if she went out with men she wanted to have some say in the matter.

To solve both problems Vicky started looking around for a cheaper place, or maybe at least something with a roommate where they could share the expenses. That was how she found herself, rather apprehensively, in Greenwich Village, answering an ad for a roommate wanted. She knew that most respectable people considered the Village to be full of dope fiends, drop outs, and beatniks, but she also knew that rent was cheap here, and that she wouldn't be likely to bump into anyone she knew.

The building had kind of a ramshackle appearance to it and there was a young man strumming a guitar on the steps as she made her way up. The guy didn't seem to pay any attention to her at all, as he was slouched over his instrument in deep concentration...or maybe just heavily stoned, she thought. There was a thick smell in the air she couldn't quite place but guessed, quite correctly, that it was pot. Jazz music was blaring from somewhere up above. Vicky found the apartment she was looking for and a pretty young girl answered the door.

"Hi, are you Monica?" asked Vicky.

"Maybe," the girl replied, eyeing Vicky rather suspiciously.

"Well I'm looking for Monica. I came about the ad for a roommate."

"Really?"

"Ah...yes, really. Is the offer still available?"

"Sure thing. Come on in. I'm Monica."

Monica was dressed in a top that sort of looked like a gypsy sort of thing, with her shoulders bare and the bottom flaring out like a skirt. She also wore blue jeans, like a man, which was something Vicky was not accustomed to seeing. She wondered whether that meant that she was a lesbian.

"Sorry to be so suspicious, but you don't exactly look like the kind of chick who would be looking for a pad in the Village," Monica explained as she lit up a cigarette.

"No. What kind of a chick do I look like?" asked Vicky, genuinely interested since she was so concerned with getting her appearance right.

"I don't know. More like a high society, glamour girl, I guess," Monica said with a laugh.

"Well my bank book says that I'm more of the Village type, I suppose, whatever I look like."

"Hey, that's cool. I don't judge. It's just that there's a definite vibe going on here that a lot of people aren't in tune with. Are you uptight?"

"I try not to be," Vicky answered, feeling a little confused.

"I mean, you're not easily shocked, I hope."

"No, I'm not easily shocked."

"So what's your thing?" asked Monica.

"Ah...I'm a waitress."

"No, I mean what's your thing? What do want to do, like, with your life?"

"I'm not exactly sure. I'm just looking for an affordable place to live," Vicky admitted, somewhat ashamed that she didn't have a thing.

"That's cool, that's cool. We're all just trying to find ourselves, aren't we?"

"Yeah...I guess so. You know, maybe this wasn't such a good idea," said Vicky as she turned for the door.

"Hang on, I dig you! And you've got a steady job, which makes you like a millionaire around here. I just wanted to make sure you knew what you were getting into. Things can get kind of freaky, and I didn't want you to think that you hadn't been warned," said Monica with a grin. "Let me show you around anyway, then you can decide."

The apartment in question was actually quite large but furnished rather erratically. It was decorated in very bright colors and there were colored beads hanging in the doorways instead of doors. There were some potted plants by the window, and Vicky wondered whether they were marijuana plants, having absolutely no idea what they looked like. The bathroom was down the hall and the ground rules seemed to be non-existent. The rent included utilities and the food was apparently pretty much fair game. Fortunately Monica claimed to be a good cook, so that was a definite selling point.

Despite her initial misgivings, Vicky started to feel more comfortable around Monica. Monica was right that Vicky didn't seem very Bohemian, but she was open to the idea of reinventing herself. At least here it seemed like she wouldn't have to do a lot of cleaning, or agonize over what outfit to wear. Things looked pretty casual and laid back, which seemed kind of appealing.

The place was about as different from her old classy Manhattan high-rise apartment as you could get, and the people about as different from the people she knew, as well, which made it all seem like the perfect place to escape her past and start over. She had been struggling to try and figure out how to "play" the female role in society, with varying degrees of success, but here it looked like she might have the chance to just be herself, whoever that was really, or whoever that would turn out to be in time. She decided to move in.

Vicky got the delivery guy from the diner to move her stuff in the company truck. She checked with her old landlord to see what she owned and what came with the apartment but didn't really care about much of it. Any personal mementos belonged to another person so she just boxed up some of her house wares, grabbed her toiletries and makeup, packed up her clothes, and took the TV along, which she was happy to discover was her own.

"Wow, you have a lot of clothes," Monica commented as she surveyed the pile stacking up in Vicky's bedroom.

"You know us glamour girls," Vicky joked. "But hey, you can wear anything you like, if it fits."

"And a TV! Far out. You are a millionaire."

"That's only fair, since you've volunteered to do the cooking."

Once Vicky was settled in Monica took her around and introduced her to some of the other denizens of the building. They were all poets, or musicians, or artists, of some kind. It appeared that having a "thing" around here meant doing something creative. How anybody made an actual living was a little murky. This was all extremely peculiar to Vicky, but she really didn't mind it. She had no idea what a "vibe" was but she could definitely feel a type of electricity in the air, and that was kind of exciting. For a woman trying to create a blank slate of her life it seemed like this might be the ideal place to paint an entirely new portrait. Vicky had no idea how literal that idea was going to turn out to be.


CHAPTER 8:

"You can put your clothes over there," said Bernie casually with a wave of his hand.

"My clothes?" asked Vicky, a little startled.

"Yes, your clothes. I want to paint you in the nude. I always paint nudes," Bernie explained. "Ah, here's Marco. He will also be nude so you don't have to be uncomfortable."

Bernie was an artist who lived in the loft of the building. He looked every inch the beatnik, with a turtleneck sweater, goatee, and floppy hat that was sort of an oversized beret. He also smoked a cigarette from a long holder. Bernie had asked Vicky to pose for him, but he hadn't mentioned anything about it being done in the nude.

The Marco, who had just entered the room, was an incredibly handsome young man with dark hair who looked like he was probably Italian, or perhaps Greek or something. In fact he looked like a classical statue from the Renaissance come to life.

"Hi, I'm Marco," said the lad.

"I'm Vicky. Pleased to meet you," Vicky replied as she shook his hand. "Did you know this was going to be nude?"

"Oh, sure. I pose nude all the time."

"So you've done this before?"

"Yeah. For photographs, mostly. That's where the bread is, but I'll pose for a real artist like Bernie anytime. He's a genius."

"Listen to the wise young man and take your clothes off, already," Bernie called out, sounding a little impatient. "I must work when the light is good."

"You won't even think about it after a while," said Marco as he pulled off his shirt.

Vicky almost gasped at how well-built Marco was once she saw him shirtless. His biceps were quite large and his chest well-developed. She wondered just what kind of pictures he posed for and where they could be acquired.

"Here, try this," Marco suggested as he fished a joint out of his pocket. "Just take a hit. Don't get really high, that might make you drowsy. A quick toke and you'll relax, I promise you."

"I don't know. I've never tried that stuff," said Vicky, apprehensively.

"Then take a small one," said Marco, as he lit the joint and placed it in between Vicky's lips. "Take a drag, like a cigarette, but hold it in your lungs for a couple of seconds, then let it out slowly."

Vicky's head was full of all sorts of lurid thoughts about crazed beatniks drugging unsuspecting women and then having their way with them but it didn't really seem like that kind of a setup. And the thought of Marco having his way with her was actually kind of an inducement.

Being a neophyte pot smoker, it really did only take one hit for Vicky to feel something, and it was a pretty pleasant feeling. She felt a little uninhibited, which made it much easier to strip out of her clothing and stand naked in front of two men who were relative strangers.

As Marco peeled off his pants Vicky noticed that he wasn't wearing any underwear. She also noticed that he was sporting a very large penis. It looked big enough now, but she wondered what it would be like when erect. Probably terrifying...and wonderful.

Vicky was posed, reclining on a sofa, smoking a cigarette. Marco was stationed behind her. Since the sofa had no back Marco was quite visible as he spread his legs slightly and placed his hands on his hips. Vicky was told to look off into the distance and appear bored. That was quite a challenge because the whole situation was rather exciting, and she really couldn't keep her eyes off of Marco.

"I'm making a statement about the over-sexualization of society today," Bernie explained, as he got his models in just the right pose. "Where does art go when it all just becomes pornography? When sex is used to sell dish soap and steel belted tires what will become of the mystery of the boudoir? Here is an ideal specimen of manhood, and yet you are so jaded by the bombardment of sexual imagery prevalent today that you can't even bother to turn your head!"

Vicky thought that she must have missed out on a lot of this over-sexualization thing, because she sure as hell wanted to turn her head. It was also funny that Bernie was railing against pornography, when what they were doing was what Vicky would have thought pornography was.

"Fortunately Bernie's opinion is not shared with everyone," Marco whispered to Vicky. "Porno is where the money is."

"Quiet! I'm working," Bernie cried.

So Marco did some kind of pornographic modeling. That was fascinating to Vicky. He was certainly nice to look at, but she wondered what kind of market existed for pictures of naked men. She knew that there were pictures of naked women in magazines like Playboy, and she had seen some more explicit ones in Europe, but even the juicy women's magazines like Cosmopolitan didn't have male nudes.

"Stop looking at him," Bernie instructed. "You're too easily distracted."

"I can't help it," Vicky replied. "He's very distracting!"

"Thank you, so are you," Marco said with a laugh. "I've just done this sort of thing a lot more."

Bernie worked for quite a while and Vicky discovered that even though she was lying down it was kind of hard to remain in one position for that much time. Just keeping her arm extended while she held the cigarette was quite fatiguing. When they finally finished for the day Vicky found that her muscles were really aching.

"Here, let me help," Marco volunteered as he began to rub her back and shoulders.

"You must be more sore than I am," said Vicky as she basked in the warmth of his strong hands. "I was lying down all day."

"Like I said, I'm more used to it."

Vicky was incredibly turned on. She had already discovered that her new self could find men attractive, but this was the first time her lust for a man had been so pronounced. With Tim she had been relieved that she didn't have to look at his cock, but with Marco, being forced to avoid it was misery.

"Say, would you like to come down to my place for a drink or something?" Vicky suddenly suggested. "Maybe stay for dinner. My roommate is a pretty good cook."

"Well, I'm not really into drinking all that much, but we could finish off this joint," said Marco.

"Sure."

Marco just scooped up his clothes and started for the door. Vicky had been about to get dressed when she noticed he wasn't bothering to do so.

"Shouldn't we get dressed first?" asked Vicky.

"Why? You just live downstairs, right? There's nothing wrong about being naked."

"Ah...yeah...okay. Just let me grab my stuff and we'll go."


CHAPTER 9:

When she walked around town, getting leered at, she often felt like she was walking around naked. Oddly enough, now that she actually was walking around naked it didn't feel bad at all. She had noticed that people in the building were often in some state of undress. You never knew what you were going to see while standing in the hall waiting to use the bathroom. Girls frequently went around topless, and bras seemed to be rather unpopular, whether bare breasted, or wearing clothes.

All the same she carried her pile of clothing kind of bunched up in front of her breasts so that she wasn't totally exposed. Marco didn't seem to mind at all that he was strolling boldly though the building with his dick hanging out. Nobody who saw them pass seemed to pay the slightest attention, other than to offer a friendly greeting or a nod.

Vicky had noticed that walking around the Village in general was less threatening, in that regard. It was supposed to be a place full of social misfits, but most of them actually seemed far more polite and respectful than the 3-button suit crowd downtown.

There were a number of pillows and cushions spread around the floor, which served as the informal living room furniture, so Vicky and Marco just plopped down wherever they felt like. Marco lit the joint up again and they passed it back and forth while they chatted.

"Not that it's any of my business, but I'm kind of curious about the modeling you do. I've never seen any magazines, or anything, that had pictures of naked men," said Vicky.

"You probably wouldn't have. It's pretty much underground stuff, and it's usually for men," Marco told her.

"What? Oh, I see...I'm sorry, I didn't mean to pry. I didn't realize that you were..."

"I'm not a homosexual, if that was the word you were thinking of. I just pose for homo pictures. I'd say at least half of the guys who do this sort of modeling are totally straight, or maybe bi."

"What does that mean?" Vicky inquired.

"Bisexual? It just means someone who likes both men and women. Everybody's probably a little bit bisexual, they just aren't conditioned to think that way."

"That's fascinating. So, just to be clear, you do like girls?"

"I like girls very much," Marco said with a laugh.

"So how come you aren't erect?" Vicky asked, starting to feel a bit bold. "When I was...I mean, if I was guy and I was lying next to a naked woman I'm sure I'd be hard as a rock."

"That's because you probably equate nudity with sex. And you were probably raised to believe that there was something dirty about that. Nudism is actually a very healthy lifestyle, and there's nothing dirty about people making love. It's all totally natural and beautiful."

"So if you were physically attracted to me you'd be erect?"

"Stop thinking so much and act on your impulses," Marco chuckled.

Vicky suddenly leaned over and kissed Marco. Then she pulled her head back and looked down at his crotch.

"You're not hard yet," she pointed out.

"Make it hard."

Vicky grabbed Marco's dick and started to stroke it. Very quickly it began to spring to life, which pleased her very much. It was like watching a rope magically uncoil itself. As it grew and grew Vicky saw that it was just as beautiful and magnificent as the rest of the man. As she continued to stroke him they began to kiss again, and soon their tongues were even twisting together.

"Try using your mouth on it," Marco suggested between kisses.

"Oh, my God...how would I do that?" Vicky gasped.

"You'll figure it out."

Vicky took a long look at the erection in her hand. This seemed like kind of a defining moment in her new life. Any pretense of being appalled by the sight of a naked man were shot to hell. She had been instantly attracted to Marco and burned with lust for him. She had accepted the fact that she could actually find a man's cock to be a thing of beauty. She liked touching it. She desperately wanted him to put it inside her, but in the normal way. The idea of using her mouth on his cock seemed like a giant leap into something else, entirely. It wasn't even legal, she thought, but neither was smoking weed and she was enjoying that.

She stretched across his leg and kissed the shaft of his prick. Then she kissed it in some other spots. Next she stuck her tongue out and began to lick him. She couldn't believe how aroused she was getting. She had avoided the head of his penis because it seemed kind of scary. Things spewed out of that little slit on top. Yet she knew from personal experience that the head was really where things were most sensitive so she decided to start licking all around his helmet. Somehow the whole top of his dick slipped inside her mouth and she knew there was no turning back.

Larry had only gotten his dick sucked once, and that was by a prostitute in Germany a long time ago. She had only sucked him briefly, before finishing him off with her hand, but it had been a memorable experience that he sometimes bragged about to his buddies, like he was some big blow job expert. Even with her lack of experience Vicky knew that she was doing a better job of it, and she also knew that Marco wasn't the kind of guy who would run around bragging later. He didn't have to. He just looked like a guy who would get his dick sucked.

As it turned out she didn't have to worry about anything spewing from his prick, at the moment, as Marco rolled her over on her back. As he stuck a larger cushion under her ass to elevate her pelvis, she anticipated that he was finally going to fuck her at last. Much to her surprise Marco simply spread her legs and buried his face in her muff. Now this was even more unique and unexpected. Larry had never come close to licking a woman's pussy. He didn't really even like to touch it all that much. It was a nice, wet, slot to insert a penis, but he had never been terribly interested in exploring the mysteries of the female reproductive organs.

Marco obviously had no such hesitations as he serviced her down below quite skillfully and enthusiastically. She knew she must be dripping so much that Marco could taste her, but he didn't seem to mind in the least. Well, if he didn't mind she sure as hell didn't mind, she thought. This having your pussy licked business was exquisite!

After she climaxed this way Marco flipped her over again, this time so that she was sort of resting on her hands and knees, and soon he was penetrating her at last. Since things had been so exotic so far she was a little worried that he was going to stick it in her ass, but honestly, at that moment Marco could have stuck his cock just about anywhere and she would have gone for it.

"Oh, oh, oh...you're so fucking big," Vicky moaned.

"Isn't that good?" Marco asked.

"Oh, it's very good...oh...oh...so good...so big...oh, Jesus!"

She was literally seeing stars before her eyes right now. Even when her vision cleared, everything in the room was a little blurry. Maybe it was the pot, maybe it was the fucking, maybe it was a combination of the two. If Marco had been tired out by their modeling session he certainly showed no signs of fatigue as he humped her with great power and speed for what seemed like hours.

Suddenly the door opened and Monica walked in carrying a bag of groceries. Vicky barely noticed her.

"Hey girl...hey Marco. I was thinking about making spaghetti but we've got so many leftovers I thought I might make stew. What do you think?" asked Monica without any sign of being shocked in the least.

"Whatever you think," Vicky gasped.

"Are you staying for dinner Marco?" Monica inquired.

"Love to," he replied.

"Then stew, I think. I can make a ton of that and I don't want that meat to go bad," said Monica as she walked into the kitchen.

Vicky shoved a pillow in her mouth and bit down on it as hard as she could. She was crying from the ecstasy but didn't want Monica to hear her. Marco mercifully brought it to an end as he slammed jet after jet of hot cum inside her. Then he collapsed on the cushions and pulled Vicky on top of him.

"Did you remember to get any salt? I think I used the last of it," Vicky shouted towards the kitchen before her lips were once more occupied with the delightful activity of kissing Marco.


CHAPTER 10:

The worm had definitely turned for this version of Victoria Anderson. For the first time since the sneaky body swap Vicky actually started to think that she might have gotten the better end of the deal. Larry obviously had more money but Vicky was learning that money wasn't everything. Larry's life had been so competitive, with a constant craving to make more, and buy more, and possess more. It was important to show your success by the expensive things you had in your life. Sometimes you just needed a couple of pillows to flop on and a hard cock stuffed up your snatch.

Rampant consumerism was the message that was sold to mainstream America all the time. You were defined by the things you owned. Your big house, your fancy car, your expensive clothes and jewelry. Here in this place people weren't so wrapped up in all that materialism and conspicuous consumption. You didn't get rid of a perfectly good piece of furniture because it wasn't the latest style, or because you were made to feel that you had to redecorate often in order to keep up with your neighbors.

All of that rat race mentality had certainly taken a toll on Larry. He was always looking over his shoulder to make sure that some fresh faced young kid wasn't gaining on him too fast. There was a lot of ruthless, cutthroat behavior that went on when you were desperately clinging to the corporate ladder. Having struggled so long to climb that ladder as Larry, Vicky had initially been devastated by the thought that she was now dumped to the bottom; just a useless girl, and not even good enough to hang onto the secretarial job that her predecessor had held.

That was all seeming kind of silly now. Where was all that energy really leading to? A slightly bigger office? An apartment with a slightly more prestigious address? A trophy wife to show off at cocktail parties? Maybe a partnership at the firm someday? It all seemed kind of routine and formulaic, somehow. If the old Vicky was ruthless enough to steal Larry's life maybe she was better suited to live it.

And what had television taught her about being a woman? It taught her that she was supposed to be obsessed with having the cleanest clothes and the most spotless kitchen possible. It taught her that her whole life was supposed to be defined by her man, and then by her children. She was supposed to accept the fact that women were limited in what they could do because they were actually inferior to men genetically. Whatever interests a woman might have outside of the home had to be strictly confined to an acceptable hobby, assuming that your husband was open-minded enough to actually let you have a hobby.

If a man put his foot down that was the end of it. Yes, a woman could use her feminine wiles to manipulate her man into doing what she wanted with tears, or flattery, or by withholding sex, but one way or the other she still needed male consent to do damn near anything.

Vicky wasn't living like that, and having not been raised as a typical little girl, it wasn't that hard at all to embrace this progressive lifestyle. At first she had assumed that girls weren't wearing their bra all the time because the damn things were so uncomfortable, but she was beginning to realize that there was a political intent behind it. The bra was designed to force a woman's breasts into an idealized image of femininity. By going without it women were trying to demonstrate their acceptance of their bodies as natural, and their right to be as free as men to go around without a top on. Vicky was far from a militant feminist, but she could understand what was happening in the Women's Rights movement, perhaps better than anyone in the world, having lived both lives.

She still had absolutely no idea how the change had happened to her, but she began to think that if every man in the world had that done to him, even for just a few months before being changed back, things would be very different in the future. Let them see what it's like on the other side of the fence and see how smugly confident they were afterwards. Vicky felt tortured at first because she knew she still had her superior male brain trapped inside her frail, feminine, body, but she was starting to realize that there was nothing inherently superior about a male brain at all. Plenty of women, who had never been men, felt just as restricted, and limited, and subjugated as she had felt.

As much as anything she was having fun these days. She was making friends, instead of social contacts. She was opening her mind to new ideas and being exposed to all kinds of new music, and art, and literature. Sure, some of the people who hung around pontificating at coffee houses, and parties, and poetry readings were probably full of shit, or drugs, or both, but she felt capable of making up her own mind about things. She didn't need to be preached to or sold anything. She was quite happy to discover what she liked on her own.

One thing she had definitely discovered was how much she loved sex, and that she didn't need to feel guilty about that fact. Nobody talked about "loose women" and their reputations around here. She wasn't treated like a whore if she went to bed with a man and had no interest in developing a romantic relationship with him.

When she had first discovered that Monica had slept with Marco in the past her initial reaction had been jealousy and pain. That was kind of a natural response, even if she and Marco didn't have any sort of a defined relationship. The old competitive side of her nature rose up and she felt very possessive of the man, but all of that changed rather quickly one night when Marco was with Vicky in her bedroom and Monica casually walked in and joined them on the bed.


CHAPTER 11:

"What are you doing?" Vicky asked, aghast.

"Do you mind if I join you? I was just sitting out there bored out of my skull and it sounded like you were really having a good time," said Monica. "I guess I could just watch for a while. I'm sure it's more interesting than anything that's on TV."

Vicky wanted to be offended but she just laughed instead. It wasn't like she and Marco were married, or anything, and Monica had already seen them fucking on the floor in the living room. Vicky had no idea what sort of logistics were involved in this combination of naked bodies but she was reasonably sure that it would be an adventure.

"Come on in, the water's fine," Vicky said with a smile.

Monica crossed her arms and pulled her dress off over her head. She had no underwear on so she was ready for action immediately and didn't hesitate to jump right into the mix. Monica had landed on the other side of Marco and they kissed rather sweetly for a time. Then Vicky was astonished that Monica crawled half way over Marco's body and began to kiss her as well.

Vicky had certainly seen Monica naked plenty of times by now, as she had seen most of the people in this building naked, but she had never quite imagined being intimate with her like this. Perhaps because Larry had been with lots of women the whole thing didn't seem as odd as it might have, but the suddenness of the situation had certainly taken her by surprise.

Monica soon moved her attention down to Vicky's breasts while Marco picked up the slack on her lips. At the same time he got his hand between Vicky's legs and began to fondle her pussy. Vicky felt like one of those interlocking wooden puzzles, where all of the pieces have to fit just right, with Marco pleasing her on the top and bottom while Monica slid right in the middle.

Monica kept on sliding and slid right down between Vicky's legs. Soon Marco's fingers were replaced with Monica's lips as Vicky enjoyed the wonderful sensation of being eaten out again, albeit this time by another woman.

Marco now moved to the foot of the bed and mounted Monica from behind. That was only fair, Vicky thought, as Monica's pussy deserved some servicing, and Vicky was quite content to just lie back and have her carpet munched. They now formed some kind of human chain that seemed almost more spiritual to Vicky than carnal. Monica was truly her best friend. They shared everything. An apartment, food, clothes, secrets, dreams...why shouldn't they share a cock? God knows Marco had plenty to go around.

Vicky remembered what Marco had said, before they had made love for the first time, about everyone probably being somewhat bisexual, only they aren't conditioned to think that way. Maybe this was what he meant. She wondered what Marco would have done if another man had walked into the room instead of another woman? Would he have kissed him? Would they have formed the same chain, but with Marco fucking the guy's ass or something? It didn't really matter, one way or the other. They were all good friends and there was no reason for them to be hung up about their bodies. And damn, Monica could lick a pussy like nobody's business! She was even better than Marco had been.

Vicky decided that she wanted to try pussy licking and got her chance when Marco replaced Monica between Vicky's legs. As his massive staff worked its way into her extremely wet slit Monica scampered over and basically sat right on Vicky's face. Monica was also very wet and that made Vicky even hornier, for some reason. Somewhere in the back of her mind Vicky knew that people did things like this, but she had never imagined being one of those people.

Did this mean she was officially bisexual now, Vicky wondered, or was there some sort of trial period that you went through before being fully initiated? If it was all as enjoyable as this she would certainly be willing to give it a few more chances before signing up.

Vicky had never had anyone sit on her face before, but then again, there were a whole lot of things she had done recently that she had never previously experienced. For the most part they had been very good experiences, and sticking her tongue in another woman's gash was surprisingly good as well. She was happy to hear Monica moaning, and whimpering rather loudly, both because it made her feel better to know that she was doing it right, and also because Vicky had been worried that she was some kind of weirdo for all the noise she tended to make during sex. Most of the women Larry had banged had just kind of laid there and waited for him to finish. Of course the one girl who really made a lot of noise had made him suspect that she was either faking it or some kind of a nymphomaniac.

Eventually they all kind of ended in a circle with both girls taking turns sucking Marco's twitching member, like they were bobbing for apples. When it appeared that Marco was about to ejaculate Monica opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. Vicky wasn't sure about that, but did it anyway. As Marco began to cum he sprayed Monica's face first, but then it was Vicky's turn and she felt his hot goo slamming against her cheeks, and her nose, and her lips. Some of it landed on her tongue and she didn't know what to do. She turned to look at Monica, who was calmly taking a big swallow.

"It's okay," said Monica cheerfully. "It's all natural, and it's very good for you."

With those words of encouragement Vicky took a gulp and swallowed cum for the first time in her life. Before she had time to think about it Monica was kissing her with an open mouth, and the residue of Marco's semen, that was on their lips and tongue, mingled together freely. It seemed sort of symbolic, perhaps even spiritual, to use that word again. It was sort of a ritualistic experience, like a communion.

The whole thing had happened so organically. There had been virtually no talking at all, except at the start and at the end. When Vicky wanted to try licking pussy Monica's pussy just kind of appeared in her face. When she wanted to get fucked Marco was there with his big cock. And when she didn't have any plan somebody just moved the pieces on the board and there was something new and wonderful to try. There was no right way or wrong way to do it. No formula that had to be followed. Kind of like the way her whole life was shaping and reshaping itself all the time. She had been so worried at the start of her female experience that she wouldn't fit in and wouldn't be like everyone else. Now she was learning to be happy just being herself, whatever that self might be at the moment.

The three of them cuddled up and spent a most pleasant, and comfortable night together. Marco was in the middle, but it wasn't like he was a sultan with his harem, or something, he had just randomly ended up there. Of course Vicky didn't terribly mind the idea of being in Marco's harem, or stable, or whatever, but it hadn't been like that. They were all equals now, even if Vicky had to keep tugging on the blankets to keep Monica from hogging them during the night.


CHAPTER 12:

As much as Vicky loved the new life she was living the fact remained that she was still working her ass off as a waitress at a crappy diner. She was getting by just fine on the money she was making, but she wasn't sure that she wanted to wait on tables her whole life. She at least thought about looking for a waitress job a little closer to home so that she wouldn't have to commute so far.

Having a stable job did kind of put her in a unique position within her circle of friends. She had eventually learned how people made money around here, and it was kind of a mixed bag of solutions. Some people worked odd jobs, here and there, or worked for a while and picked up unemployment checks. Some people sold drugs. Some gave impromptu performances in the street and put out a tip jar. Some, like Monica, received semi-regular checks from home.

Her parents back in Duluth weren't exactly thrilled about Monica's choice of lifestyle, but she was still their daughter and they didn't want her to starve. They probably hoped that she was just going through some kind of youthful phase, like a lot of young people were going through in those days. Monica was a writer, poetry mostly, but she never seemed too ambitious about trying to actually get something published, although she did get up at poetry readings sometimes and recite her latest work.

Marco actually made pretty good money as a model and he finally showed Vicky some of his work. It was all pretty manly stuff, with Marco dressed like a cowboy, or wearing some kind of a strange leather harness outfit that he explained was popular with the fetish crowd. Usually he was partially dressed, or dressed in some shots, and often posed with another man. Sometimes one of them would rest a hand on the other one's shoulder or something, but they were never erect or actually performing any sex acts. If he did have anything more explicit in his album he hadn't shown it to Vicky yet.

Vicky had enjoyed her one experience as a model but she wasn't really sure whether it was the modeling she really liked or the fact that she had spent the time being around such a sexy naked man who ended up being her lover. When she saw the finished work she was impressed and a little proud, but it was sort of abstract and no one would probably ever recognize in her in the painting anyway.

She was definitely developing her own fashion style. Having been freed from the conformity of trying to match some preconceived idea of what the "correct" outfit was for every occasion she was constantly experimenting with new looks. Even in the Bohemian world there tended to be trends and styles that were considered "in" and "hip" but Vicky sort of forged her own look. She especially liked accessories and was constantly looking for a new hat, or a new scarf, or some kind of interesting bracelets. Of course she was so pretty that everything tended to look good on her, but she delighted in coming up with new and exciting outfits.

Vicky was also developing a real taste for music. Larry, being older and a man, had dismissed groups like the Beatles as being noisy long hairs for screaming teenage girls, but Vicky had become a real fan and sort of regretted that she had missed their concert at Shea Stadium back in August. She liked a lot of the folk artists she heard in the Village, too, but still had a hard time embracing jazz. She tended to favor the brighter tunes with a catchy melody, and enjoyed anything that you could dance to.

Dancing had been a real revelation. The first time a guy asked her to dance at a nightclub she politely refused, but he wouldn't take no for an answer and practically dragged her onto the floor. After a little while it would have been hard to drag her off. She loved the visceral experience of bouncing around a crowded dance floor in a smoke filled room while rock and roll blared throughout the night. She had no idea if she was any good at it, but she didn't care in the least...and it was a great way to meet boys.

Meeting boys didn't always mean having sex with them but it usually meant kissing and flirting at least. If she really liked a guy, or was feeling especially horny, she might invite him back to her place, or go to his, or even do a little making out in the back of a cab or something. One time she got extremely daring and let a guy fuck her in an alley, supporting herself with her arms against a brick wall while the man did her from behind. She knew it was risky, and certainly didn't want to go to jail for it, but the thrill of potentially being caught had actually added to the excitement.

One night, while hopping from club to club, she spotted an interesting-looking character sitting by himself, seemingly nursing the same drink all night. He looked like he was probably in the process of growing a beard, as his face was covered with a fairly thick growth of stubble, and he was dressed entirely in black.

"Don't you like to dance?" asked Vicky as she came over to where the man was sitting.

"No, but I like to be around places like this. I'm an observer," the man replied.

"Is that like a peeping Tom?" Vicky joked.

"It might be, if I'm observing people having sex," said the man.

"Is that something you do often?"

"Why? Would you like me to watch you having sex?"

"I don't know, maybe. At the moment I think I'd be happy just to get you to dance."

"Actually I was on my way to a movie. Perhaps you'd like to join me," suggested the man.

"Okay, I love going to the movies," said Vicky as the man got up and they both walked out of the club together.

"I take it watching movies is part of your whole observational thing?" Vicky commented as they strolled down the sidewalk.

"Watching them. And making them."

"Ah, so you're a filmmaker."

"Sometimes."

"What kind do you make?"

"Different kinds."

"I trust you communicate visually better than you do orally because your responses are kind of cryptic," Vicky teased.

"True. Like I said, I'm more of an observer," the man replied.

It wasn't until they had almost gotten to the Bleecker Street Cinema, one of the several art house movies theaters in the Village, that they even got around to introducing themselves. The man in black was Jerry Capstein and apparently he was quite a fan of foreign films. Vicky certainly liked movies but she wasn't used to seeing films with subtitles.

They were going to see a film called 8 1/2 by Italian director Federico Fellini. It had come out a couple of years ago but it seemed to be a favorite of the art house crowd. It certainly appeared to be a favorite of Jerry's, perhaps because it revolved around the anxieties of a famous film director struggling to make sense of his life. She could imagine Jerry seeing himself in the character.

After the movie Vicky couldn't believe the transformation that came over the man. He couldn't stop talking. It was hard to get a word in, even after he had asked her a question. She didn't mind at all, because she was fascinated to see how his passion for film turned him into a completely different person. It was hard to not be caught up in his enthusiasm.

After he walked her home she sort of expected that he would want to come in but he just stopped on the steps.

"If you really like it I could recommend some other films you might like, or maybe we could see one together again, if you had some free time," Jerry suggested.

"Yes, I really did like it, and I'd really like to do this again," Vicky replied.

"Well, it was very nice meeting you," said Jerry as he rather awkwardly shook her hand before shuffling off into the night.

He was an odd bird, that was for sure, and Vicky couldn't figure out whether she thought he was attractive or not. There was something about him that caught her eye in the club, but that was largely because he sort of stood out for not being like everyone else. She certainly found his enthusiasm appealing, once he got wound up over the movie, but she wondered how much experience he had around women. Maybe he didn't even like women sexually. She was certainly discovering how many men there were around who preferred other men. In her old world admitting something like that would have been social and career suicide, but within the artistic world it was actually fairly common.

Well, he knew where she lived now so if he wanted to find her sometime he knew where to look. At any rate it had been a new and interesting experience, and sort of made her interested in learning a foreign language.


CHAPTER 13:

In her early days of womanhood Vicky had been pretty obsessed with the idea of getting revenge on the new Larry. Just as she had briefly contemplated suicide she had also considered bumping hum off, but those were brief and emotional reactions that she had no intention of following up on. Now that she was happy with her new life she wasn't concerned about getting revenge but she was a bit curious about how the new Larry was doing in her old body.

She knew she should hate the man for what he had done, but it was hard to think about that now. In a weird sort of a way she actually appreciated the switch. There was nothing terribly wrong about her old life, although it seemed a little conventional now, and she had been very good at it, but without being pushed into the deep end of womanhood she realized that she would have missed so many wonderful things.

Vicky didn't have a lot of close friends when she was Larry, and she had certainly made many new ones since, and Larry's parents were both gone so there wasn't a lot socially that she missed about that old life. Certainly the sex she was getting now was vastly superior to anything she had ever known before. On the other hand she wondered about Vicky's old life. What did those people think when she just vanished without telling anyone where she was going? She seemed to recall that Vicky had a family somewhere, but couldn't quite remember where. What must they be thinking? It was kind of unfair to them to think that their daughter had abandoned them, but of course that hadn't been her fault at all. Old Vicky must have considered that when she put her plan into motion. Maybe they weren't all that close, or maybe Old Vicky was just too selfish to care.

It was purely by the most random of chances that she bumped into Larry one day while out shopping. It was getting near Christmas and Vicky had gone to midtown to browse around some of the big department stores. It wasn't really the place to shop for her Bohemian friends, but she had a hankering to visit Macys and Gimbels. When she saw Larry she stopped dead in her tracks and half hoped that he wouldn't recognize her, but after taking a hard look he came over to where she was standing.

"My God, it is you," he said.

"Yes, it's me," Vicky replied.

"Wow, you look...different."

"I am different. I'm a very different girl than the one you left me with."

"You don't know how happy I am to see you. I've been trying so hard to get a hold of you, but you just kind of vanished," said Larry sounding genuinely excited.

"I needed a cheaper place to live," Vicky explained flatly.

"I am so sorry about that. About everything really. Look, I know how much you must hate me but can I at least buy you lunch? I want so badly to apologize."

"You don't have to do that."

"But I want to."

It's a really strange thing to go to lunch with yourself, or with your old self, at any rate. The voice and the face were so familiar, and yet they sort of seemed to belong to a stranger now. She knew that Larry must be having a similar feeling. That was just one of many things that they had in common.

"I've been consumed with guilt," said Larry as they sat across from each other at the restaurant. "What I did was absolutely unconscionable. I didn't just steal your body I stole your apartment, and your money, and your belongings, and your career."

"True, but you also gave me your youth and your beauty. If someone told you that you could buy back 8 or 10 years of your life that would be hard to put a price on," said Vicky.

"Yes, but 8 or 10 years as a woman? I don't think you would have taken that deal if you knew that was going to be part of the bargain," Larry pointed out.

"I'm sure you're right. I never would have volunteered for this trade but I wouldn't trade back now, even if that was possible."

"You can't imagine how relieved I am to hear you say that," said Larry after exhaling heavily.

"Actually, after having been a woman for some time now, I can see why you might have been tempted to do what you did. I used to think that the business world was everything. Climbing the corporate ladder was the most exciting thing you could do. It must have been very frustrating to know that you were never going to be anything other than a secretary, no matter how hard you tried."

"That's so true," Larry admitted sadly. "I thought that being heartless was just part of the whole dog-eat-dog environment. I saw men clawing their way up over the bodies of those higher up on the ladder and figured that I needed to do that too in order to get where I wanted to be."

"So how's that going?"

"All right, I suppose. Your job is actually a lot harder than I thought it would be, but I like the challenge. I haven't moved up yet but I haven't completely blown it and gotten fired or something, so I guess I'm at least maintaining the status quo."

"Sounds like you need a better secretary," Vicky joked. "You were pretty indispensible."

"So what are you doing now, if you don't mind my asking?"

"I'm a waitress."

"You're kidding."

"It's all right. It pays the bills. I'm living in the Village now, so the rent's cheap."

"That explains the way you're dressed," Larry commented.

"I've just been opening up to a lot of new things. I tried my hand at modeling. I have a lot of artistic friends. I keep busy. I've got a very active social life."

"Do you need anything? Money? Any of your old stuff back? Your record collection or whatever? Hell, you can have your old apartment back, here's the key. I'll find somewhere else to live," Larry volunteered.

"Money is always helpful, but I don't really need anything from my old life. I'm perfectly happy with the one I've got now."

"I'm astonished. Delighted, but astonished. I've spent so many sleepless nights trying to figure out how I could atone for my sin. Honestly it would make me feel so much better if you would let me write you a check. I know it can't make up for everything I've taken from you, but it might help ease my conscience a little. Buy yourself something nice for Christmas, at any rate."

"If it will make you feel better, but don't feel like you have to do it," Vicky shrugged.

Larry took out his checkbook and scribbled away before pulling the check out and handing it to Vicky, who put it in her purse without looking at it.

"Thank you," she said as she closed her purse.

"No, thank you," Larry replied. "It sounds like you're really happy in spite of everything that happened to you, and I hope that's the case. If you ever need anything please don't hesitate to ask. You know how to get a hold of me."

It wasn't until Vicky got home that she took the check out of her purse and looked at it. It was kind of a mind-boggling sum. Her first thought was that she couldn't accept it, but then she realized that it was actually her money anyway, that she had worked for and earned, so why turn it down? It was enough for her to quit her job, or start her own small business, or travel the world. And it was good to have cleared the air with Larry. Now she had her youth and beauty and a big fat chunk of money to put in the bank. It looked like it was going to be a very merry Christmas!


CHAPTER 14:

Jerry had popped by a couple of times to invite Vicky to the movies and she never quite knew when he might turn up. The experience was always pretty much the same. He would be pretty quiet on the way to the cinema, they'd watch the film, and then Jerry would be full of analysis and commentary and critique of whatever they had just seen. Vicky found it fascinating to dissect a movie in that fashion. She had always just watched a movie and felt entertained or not entertained by it, depending on how it struck her. Jerry saw so many different things when he watched a movie. He was keenly aware of the lighting and the camera angles. He talked about the "subplot" or what the director was trying to say by placing some object in the foreground. She honestly had no idea if he really knew what he was talking about, but she tried to follow his conversation the best she could.

He never touched her in the theater. Never made any kind of a pass at her. Never tried to flirt. He seemed to enjoy her company, even though she was obviously no expert on the subject of films and filmmaking, but he showed no sign of trying to spark up a romantic relationship with her. It bruised her ego a little bit, because men usually seemed to find her very attractive and she really liked the guy, even if he was a little strange. She wondered if he really was the sort of man who bought those naked pictures of Marco dressed like a cowboy. That idea seemed kind of funny to her and made her chuckle. At least that would be something that they had in common.

She seriously doubted that Jerry would accept her invitation to the New Year's Eve party that she and Monica were throwing, but she offered anyway. He mumbled something about "seeing what he could do" and they left it at that. Vicky was really looking forward to that party. She had so much that she wanted to celebrate and was grateful that she had so many wonderful new friends to invite. She had splurged on a new hi-fi record player that even had the latest sensation of something called stereophonic sound, but there would also be plenty of live musicians dropping by to perform. She had also stocked up on a ton of champagne and food, so word got around quickly that this was the place to be to ring in the new year.

The party was a rollicking, noisy, joyful affair. It was centered in Vicky and Monica's apartment but it kind of spilled out all over. Some people sort of drifted in and out, on their way to or from other parties, and others kind of hunkered down for the duration, gorging themselves on the free goodies, or just too stoned to get up. Vicky was not a pothead but she had cultivated a taste for the stuff and took a few puffs here and there when it was offered. She danced, and joked, and mingled with all of her guests and had pretty much given up on the hope of seeing Jerry when she suddenly caught sight of him, sitting on a cushion against the wall, as far away from the action as he could get. It was already about 11:30, and she had no idea how long he had been sitting there, but she was happy that he had actually shown up.

"You made it," she said as she fought her way over to where he was seated.

"Yes I did," Jerry replied.

"Well I'm very glad. I was hoping that you'd come."

"I don't usually do parties."

"Then I'm especially glad that you honored us with your presence. It wouldn't kill you to have a little fun you know," Vicky teased. "I don't suppose there's any way I could get you to dance with me."

"Probably not. But I like to watch you dance."

"Yes, you're an observer, I know," Vicky said with a laugh. "Well don't just observe everyone eating all of the food if you're hungry and I've still managed to hang onto some champagne."

"Thanks."

Well, at least he came, she thought. If observing made him happy there was no point in trying to force him into doing something that made him uncomfortable. Even so as midnight approached Vicky filled two glasses of champagne and went over to where Jerry was sitting and plunked herself down on the same cushion with him. As the clock struck twelve, and everyone cheered and shouted and looked for someone to kiss, Vicky threw her arms around Jerry's neck and planted the biggest, wettest, kiss on his lips. To her surprise he grabbed the back of her head and returned the favor with an even deeper kiss of his own that went on for several minutes. Maybe Jerry really did like girls after all.

"I've written a part for you in my new movie," Jerry suddenly announced out of the blue.

"I'm not an actress," Vicky replied.

"I don't want artificiality, I want to put truth on screen. I want people who are real people, who are completely natural. It's about a shy young man who's kind of a social misfit. When his friends say they're going to a whorehouse he feels like he has to go along, even though he's terrified. You play a prostitute," Jerry explained.

"And you thought I would just be a natural as a whore?" Vicky laughed.

"I thought you would be a vision of ideal female sexuality that the young man would find intimidating."

"Oh."

"Now who's being cryptic?" Jerry asked with a rare smile.

"I'd love to be your whore Jerry...in your movie."


CHAPTER 15:

Jerry's film, Outsider, had a very interesting script that Vicky suspected had a lot of autobiographical elements in it. Vicky was just in the one scene, and didn't have too many lines, but she rehearsed them diligently, even if Jerry wasn't looking for polished talent. She wanted to do a good job and was really looking forward to being part of the whole process.

The project was very low budget, shot in black and white, which was considered very arty, on a small 16mm camera. There was a tiny crew but everyone seemed to take the whole thing quite seriously and Jerry was definitely in his element on a film set.

Fortunately Vicky wasn't terribly modest since her costume was just a flimsy, sheer, nightgown with nothing under it, and she was going to be exposing herself at one point. Jerry hadn't mentioned that up front, and she found it a little odd that he just assumed she would take her clothes off on camera, but he did know that she had posed nude before so maybe he just assumed she was comfortable with the idea.

In the scene the boy comes to her room in the bordello, which was just an old apartment that one of Jerry's friends was letting him use for the day. Vicky was to lie on the bed in a suggestive pose while the boy trembled in the doorway and tried to keep his eyes on the floor. Impatient at first, the prostitute realizes the boy is shy and inexperienced and takes pity on him. She gets him to sit on the bed while she exposes her breasts and places the boy's hand on them.

"That's good, that's very good, but remember, you don't know what to do with them. You've never touched a woman's breasts before," Jerry instructed his young star after doing a couple of takes. "Look at how beautiful and perfect they are. You want to grab them but you don't know what to do with them once they're in your hands. Let's try it again."

After some more boob squeezing Jerry got the shot he wanted and they moved on to the main event. The prostitute was to lie on her back and spread her legs but the boy was so aroused that he climaxed almost instantly upon penetration. Naturally none of that was going to be shown graphically, but it was still a pretty intimate thing to simulate. Jerry seemed quite pleased with the results and when they were finished everyone, including the actors, helped to pack up the equipment. There were no more scenes to shoot that day so everyone took off except Vicky and Jerry.

"So how was I?" Vicky asked.

"You were marvelous. You were perfect," Jerry replied enthusiastically.

"You know, if you wanted to see my tits you didn't have to go to this much trouble," Vicky said jokingly. "You could have just asked."

"Then show me your tits," Jerry replied calmly.

"All right," said Vicky, opening the front of her gown, much as she had done in the movie. "Do I have to put your hands on my breasts?"

"No."

Vicky wasn't sure whether she had remained in her costume intentionally to arouse Jerry or whether she had just not bothered to get dressed right away, having already spent the whole day walking around on display for everyone, but she was glad now that she had remained so scantily clad. Jerry managed to get his shirt unbuttoned and his pants pulled down but that was as far as he got with the undressing process before they were both in bed frantically kissing and caressing each other like mad.

"It drove me insane being so close to your body like that without being able to touch you," Jerry confessed in a raspy voice.

"Touch me now Jerry. Touch me all over."

Jerry's hand found her mound and eagerly explored and probed everywhere as they kissed. There may have been a lot of autobiographical elements about this film but Jerry was definitely not the shy boy anymore.

"Now get on top of me," Jerry instructed as if they were still shooting a movie and he was the director. "That's perfect. Now just let yourself slide down while you cup your breasts."

"Like this?" Vicky asked, while she felt his cock disappearing inside her.

"Yes. Now play with your tits. Bounce them for me. Now pinch your nipples."

It was terribly exciting seeing Jerry in this commanding role, and kind of arousing to have him orchestrate their lovemaking. It was very different than being with someone like Marco, who just made things happen, but it was obviously the way Jerry was most comfortable.

"I guess you do like girls," Vicky blurted out.

"What? What made you think I didn't?" asked Jerry, sounding slightly offended.

"Well you never showed much interest before."

"What about that kiss?" Jerry reminded her.

"Yes, that was a wonderful kiss. But people always kiss someone on New Year's Eve."

"I don't. I kiss when I mean it."

Vicky didn't know why that made her feel so good but it did for some reason. She still couldn't even decide whether she thought Jerry was attractive or not, but he had obviously attracted her from the start somehow. She had been drawn to him. She was fascinated by him. She wanted to know more about him, but was willing to let that play out over time. Now that she was finally riding his cock she almost felt a sense of relief for having been so patient. In her desire to be open and free and liberated she had enjoyed sex spontaneously, sometimes almost randomly, but there was something nice about establishing a relationship, too. The sexual chemistry between them that had been slowly simmering had finally boiled over and she felt completely one with the man she was with.

The bed was really shaking as Vicky bounced up and down on Jerry's prick like a woman possessed. It was probably good that all of the equipment had been sent away because if the police busted in now and found them fucking with all that camera gear setup they'd probably both be arrested for making hardcore pornography.

"Now lean forward so that I can kiss you," said Jerry.

"No, I don't think my character would do that," Vicky replied with a straight face before breaking out into laughter and bending over to kiss her lover.

While they kissed Jerry began to ejaculate and Vicky was overwhelmed with pleasure and contentment. She had already cum some time ago and was quite happy to bring her man to completion and then just collapse on top of him, his spent penis still in her pussy, slowly fading away.

"You were amazing," Jerry panted heavily.

"In the movie or in bed?"

"Both."

"I told you I would love to be your whore."

"Why me?" Jerry asked.

"I guess I like the way you observe me."


CHAPTER 16:

Even though her one scene was in the can Vicky became a regular fixture on the set, juggling her work schedule at the diner to accommodate the film schedule. It was much easier to do that now that she had the financial means to take on fewer shifts, and she enjoyed learning everything she could about the filmmaking process. It was very hard and expensive for an individual to make a movie in the days before high definition videotape and desktop computer editing and it meant having to be creative to come up with shooting locations or ways of compensating for a lack of professional equipment. She was also happy that she could kick in a few bucks with ease if there were any problems or setbacks. It seemed like a worthy cause to donate to and made her feel like she belonged on the set as part of the team, rather than just as the chick the director was sleeping with.

To get a "tracking shot" of someone walking down the sidewalk Jerry would hold the camera while he sat in an old wheelchair that had been scrounged from the trash behind a hospital, while someone pulled the chair as steadily and smoothly as the bumpy concrete would allow. Shooting on real streets was essential, since they didn't have access to a studio back lot, but they also didn't have any permits to be doing what they were doing so they were always on the lookout for the cops. This kind of filming is called "hit and run" production, and Vicky could easily see why.

Everything was totally professional while they were working. There was no touching, or flirting, or kissing going on and nobody who worked on the film probably had any idea that Vicky and Jerry were lovers, but they were spending an increasingly large amount of time with each other off the set as well as on.

It wasn't always sexual, as they still went to the movies together a lot, or sat around talking about films; their own and others, but Vicky was always happy to welcome Jerry to her bed.

One time they went to a movie that was being screened in a makeshift theater in an old warehouse. It was an underground film, imported from Sweden, that was banned from general release, but someone had smuggled a copy in and it was being shown very discretely. In truth the thing was pretty much just straight pornography with the most explicit sex Vicky had ever seen on film, and it was kind of a turn on. The small crowd was spread out around the building, seated on folding chairs, and Vicky noticed after a few minutes that many within the almost entirely male audience were furiously masturbating in their seats.

Although they never fooled around at the movies, as they were both very intent about "studying" the picture, Vicky decided that this was not exactly a profound work of art, but it was a kind of kinky experience so she slipped out of her chair and got on the floor in front of Jerry.

"What are you doing?" Jerry whispered in a panic as Vicky reached to unfasten his pants.

"You always say that film should be a visceral experience where you feel what the people in the movie are feeling," she grinned. "I'm just participating in that process."

Before Jerry could protest any further Vicky had his cock out of his pants. His hardness demonstrated that the movie was at least working on some level with him, and soon Vicky was sucking his cock as quietly as she could. She knew that Jerry would be embarrassed, at first, but hoped that he would forget about that once he was in the process of enjoying the feeling of her lips wrapped around his dick. Her hunch was correct. Whether it was the fear of being caught or the skill with which she was blowing him Jerry didn't last too terribly long and Vicky tasted his cum for the first time. Then she very quietly got back in her chair and they watched the rest of the movie in silence, as if nothing had happened.

"What got into you back there?" Jerry asked after they had left the building.

"Your cock, as I recall," Vicky joked.

"I didn't know you did that sort of thing."

"What sort of thing? Give head or swallow?"

"That movie really did turn you on, didn't it?"

"I don't know. You really turn me on. Didn't you like it?" she asked sweetly.

"Of course I liked it. It was the only good thing about that movie. It was really pure smut."

"I know," Vicky giggled. "I couldn't believe how graphic it was. And that audience. I think it was mostly dirty old men pretending to be film buffs."

"Believe me, I had no idea it was going to be like that. A lot of people were really talking it up," said Jerry.

"I'll bet they were. And I'll bet most of them were men."

"So you really didn't mind watching that kind of thing?"

"No, not at all. Everybody's interested in sex. Why not put it on screen? I mean, not all films are aspiring to be great art. Sometimes people just want to relax, or laugh, or jerk off even. Isn't the world big enough for all kinds of movies?" Vicky asked.

"I've never had anyone suck my dick before," Jerry admitted softly.

"Would you like me to suck it again sometime?"

"I wouldn't try to stop you."

"That's good. As I've told you a million times, I love being your whore."


CHAPTER 17:

Vicky knew that she was much more than just a whore to Jerry, but she liked saying it anyway. Sex and filmmaking were the two things that really seemed to draw Jerry out of his shell and fortunately she enjoyed both. She wondered what it would be like to make a pornographic movie like the one they had just watched. She knew something about the process of filmmaking by now and knew that it tended to be rather boring much of the time as you stood around waiting for things to get setup or moved to another position. She had sort of an inkling what those girls must have felt like, as she had spent the day largely exposed and then pretending to have sex. It probably wouldn't be that much different than pretending, if you actually went ahead with the sex thing for real.

It was doubtful that Jerry was going to abandon his art and become a pornographer, and she didn't have any intention of seeking out work in that type of field, but it had stimulated her curiosity and her imagination. She could see how permissive things were getting all the time and could picture a day when people could just walk into their neighborhood movie theater and watch couples fucking as easily as they took in the latest John Wayne flick or musical comedy.

Although they hadn't made any sort of a commitment to each other Vicky eventually realized that she hadn't actually slept with anyone else since she had been with Jerry. Part of that was probably due to the fact that she had been very busy, working at the diner and working on the film, but she sort of wondered whether there was something deeper behind that.

It probably didn't really matter all that much to have to spell things out. Jealousy was such an ugly emotion. Jerry didn't seem like the kind of a guy who would be wrapped up in a lot of old-fashioned ideas about relationships, but Jerry was also still a bit of a mystery to her. He was definitely not a conventional character, by any means, but at the same time he was kind of different from a lot of the other artistic types she knew. He didn't really spout a lot of political or philosophical comments, like some people, and really just seemed totally focused on his craft.

Vicky admired Jerry's passion. Filmmaking was obviously his thing and he knew it without question. She still wasn't sure if it was her thing, too, or whether she just enjoyed it because he enjoyed it so much. That didn't really matter, either, she figured. Maybe some people just didn't have that one thing that consumed their entire existence. Or maybe it took some people longer to figure out what that thing was.

She had been a woman for less than a year, and yet it seemed like she had packed so much living into that short a span of time. The near-suicidal panic, fear, and humiliation of being "reduced" to being female all seemed like a distant memory. She did wonder sometimes what life would be like right now had things gone differently.

If she had possessed the skills she probably would have remained a secretary. She might even have come back to work as Larry's secretary, once she realized how shaky her finances were. What a strange thing that would have been. Coming to work at the familiar office every day but just being Larry's "girl" instead of an important executive. Being groped and fondled anytime it struck some man's fancy. Being expected to handle all of Larry's business with no thought of how it might impact her own life or time.

In a way she knew that she probably deserved that treatment. As a man she had been as guilty as anyone else in treating women dismissively, or selfishly, or thoughtlessly. Turnabout is fair play, as the old saying went. Perhaps that's what hell was like; a place where people who abused their power over others were suddenly forced to see what it was like on the other side. She knew that was probably too dramatic, but it had certainly been a traumatic period of time for her at the start. Even if she hadn't worked for Larry she doubted that things would be much different in any other company. She knew how the "new girl" was always viewed as fresh meat as everyone jockeyed to see just how much of a "good sport" she was.

She had actually had a dream about working at her old office once. More of a nightmare, really. In the dream she wasn't wearing her normal working attire, she was clad only in a garter belt, stockings, heels, and a pushup bra that completely exposed her breasts. She went about her duties like it was an ordinary day at the office, but everyone stared, and laughed, and pinched her whenever she walked by. They seemed to know somehow that she was really a man and took every opportunity to mock her over it.

She tried to conduct herself with dignity and professionalism, despite her embarrassing appearance, but even as she tried to type at her little desk outside of Larry's office he came out and berated her for some small clerical error she had supposedly made. To punish her for her sloppy work she was forced to put her hands on the desk and stick out her ass while he spanked her to the delight of all the other office workers.

Then Larry dropped his pants and fucked her roughly. Vicky was sobbing uncontrollably the whole time she was being violated but once Larry was done she simply dried her eyes and went back to work. She even apologized for making the mistake.

Those were in the early days, when she was feeding on her hatred of Larry and frantically searching for her new place in the world. Of course things were never really that bad in any office, but she knew that even those little "harmless" liberties that people took for granted had a way of accumulating and building up. By constantly reminding somebody of their inferiority it was hard for them to not begin to actually feel inferior.

It was luck that had landed her in a situation where she could be exposed to a world that she didn't know existed. A world where people questioned things and didn't just automatically fall into lockstep with traditional values. In her old life, as Larry the businessman, she would have dismissed that sort of crowd as dirty, lazy, perverts. That was mainstream America's common initial reaction to anything remotely counterculture. Yet somehow those controversial ideas had a way of pressing through to wider acceptability.

Change was definitely in the air on a variety of fronts. It was an exciting time and the Village was an exciting place to be. Vicky still wasn't sure exactly where she was headed, but that was okay. No one said that life had to always follow one particular path. She might want to try and turn her fondness for fashion into some kind of a business someday, maybe open a little boutique, or try designing her own things. Or she might want to get more involved with the filmmaking process, either behind the scenes or in front of the camera. She would like to be more of a collaborator with Jerry, if he was open to the idea. She was still interested in learning a foreign language, and was thinking about taking guitar lessons from one of her neighbors. Who knows what she might become interested in tomorrow?

The new Larry was welcome to her old life, as far as she was concerned, and she actually hoped that he would be happy with it. Hopefully, having been female once, Larry would think twice about his behavior towards women, and might even set a good example. There was certainly much to be learned from the experience of living both genders. The way science was progressing so rapidly in this, the Space Age, Vicky wondered whether this sort of body switching might become totally common in the future. Man would probably be walking on the moon soon so why shouldn't men be walking around the Earth in high heels for a while, just to see what it was like?

Vicky had lost everything that once seemed important, but gained so much more in return. She wouldn't go back to being a man now if they made her the president of the corporation with a penthouse apartment and a private plane. Her life now was far too interesting and fun and exciting. Sometimes you need a little push outside of your comfort zone to discover things that you never knew you would love so much.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I haven't written many "body swap" stories where a man and woman actually trade identities, and I had been wanting to do a "Mad Men" era story for some time so I put the two together and this is the result! For a man to suddenly find himself a woman, in any time period, would obviously be a shocking discovery and full of all kinds of complications and confusions, but to become a woman during a period of time when sexism and misogyny was so openly accepted would seem to make it all the more difficult.

In light of all the recent scandals involving sexual harassment and assault that have been in the news lately I thought it would be interesting to look back on the not-too-distant time where that kind of behavior was taken for granted and that the idea of an employer grabbing his employee's ass would not be a news story, and certainly wouldn't be considered scandalous.
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