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CHAPTER 1:

The day Steven Peterson received his draft notice was the darkest day of his young life, and that was saying a lot. Steven was an orphan who never knew his parents. He was bounced around from one institution or foster home to another. Nothing ever seemed to click. He never found the love of a surrogate family that he was always looking for.

As he got older he started to realize some scary things about himself. For one thing he knew that he was a homosexual, or bi-sexual at any rate, although that concept was pretty foreign to most people in the 1940's. Some of the older boys had used him for sex at the orphanage and one of his foster mothers had liked to get into bed with him and touched him inappropriately. It had taken years for him to even think of sex with anyone as something to be enjoyed before he went to bed with a very sweet chorus girl who showed him the possibilities.

Steven's salvation had always been the fact that he had talent. He could sing and dance. He could be funny if he had to be, which was often a way to get out of a fight or a tight corner. Unfortunately his talent had mostly been exploited in the seamy underbelly of show business. We tend to think of the "old days" as somehow innocent and pure, and on the surface that was very true compared to our modern acceptance of things like strip clubs and pornography, but those things have always existed. They simply existed underground for the most part.

He knew the underworld well. He had largely grown up in it. He knew the pimps and the hookers and the hustlers and the junkies. He knew the gangsters and which cops were on the take. He worked any odd job he could get and some of them were pretty odd indeed.

He had been introduced to cross-dressing when he was working as a stagehand at a crappy cabaret. The place was a bit racy but mostly legitimate and usually featured a small line of chorus girls backing up the main entertainer. One night one of the girls in the chorus didn't show up for work and someone came up with the brilliant idea of putting Steven in her costume and sticking a wig on his head and some makeup. He knew the relatively simple routines by heart and with his slender frame and delicate features he actually looked better than some of the real girls in the chorus who were getting a little past their prime.

Steven had been thrilled by the opportunity to dance on stage in front of an audience, even if he was wearing a dress and the show was pretty much the bottom of the barrel. He completely got away with it and the management was delighted. He was immediately promoted to showgirl but sworn to secrecy. They had no desire to be known as a "drag show" so Steven was to promptly exit the stage at the end of his performance and get back into his male clothes as quickly as possible. There were quite a few "stage door Johnnies" who wanted to meet the cute little blonde two girls from the end of the line stage left but they always went home disappointed...or with another girl at any rate.

While it started out purely as a job Steven began to play around with the whole cross-dressing thing in his spare time. He liked the fact that he looked so pretty when he was made up and dressed in a sparkly gown. And he was popular too, something he had never known before.

Eventually he migrated towards a private "dance club" for men who liked men who dressed like women. He even got to sing sometimes but it was a definite step down the show business ladder. Even so the pay was better, especially when you worked the dance floor and got a client to take you to one of the private booths in the back. It was all head and hand jobs and you were expected to get it over with as quickly as possible but some of the regular customers were quite generous in bringing little gifts for their favorites.

It was prostitution, and gay prostitution at that, but he got to sing and he was making more money than he ever had in his life. It was probably a pretty dead end thing but Steven always had hope. He worked hard on his dancing, both as a man and a woman, and he tried to audition for anything he could get that would be his big break. Instead Uncle Sam called him to duty to fight the Germans far away in Europe.

Ironically the army might very well have provided the surrogate family that he had always been looking for but he was too terrified to even consider that possibility. Despite his hard upbringing he was a terribly sweet soul who couldn't hurt a fly. He wasn't too proud to admit that he was a coward. He was scared to death of war. He was also scared of what might happen to him in the army if they figured out that he was a queer. Homosexuality was illegal in the 1940's and the punishment could be very severe. The military was particularly hard on those who were perceived as "unnatural perverts" and even if you didn't do prison time just being discharged for being gay would stick on your record forever.

Steven was in a quandary. He didn't want to shirk his patriotic duty but he didn't think he'd be able to stand that kind of life and the scrutiny that would go with it. It wasn't easy to avoid the draft when the whole world was at war. Draft dodgers were hunted down and prosecuted vigorously. His only hope was that maybe he had some physical defect that would preclude him from service. It was either that or spend his whole life on the run.

He didn't have many close friends but there was a girl named Mabel who had always been nice to him when he worked as a stand in chorus girl. They had actually gone out on a date once but she was pretty street savvy and realized right away that girls weren't really his cup of tea. They just became friends and Steven knew she was someone he could always tell his troubles to even though they didn't work together anymore.

"I can't do it Mabel. I just can't!" Steven whined as he showed her the draft notice. "Can you picture me a soldier?"

"Well it's hard to resist a man in uniform," she joked.

"This is no laughing matter. I'm probably going to get killed...or worse. Can you imagine a guy as effeminate as I am in a foxhole with some tough, cigar chomping, sergeant? I'll be the company pin cushion until they court martial me and stand me up in front of a firing squad."

"I don't think they quite go that far," Mabel pointed out.

"Well it's not good whatever they do to faggots in the army."

"Have you thought about running away?" she asked.

"Of course, but to where?" Steven replied with a desperate shrug.

"Well there is one way you might be able to get out of it but I don't think you're going to like it. I know this guy, he's sort of a doctor I suppose you could say, he does a lot of reconstructive surgery on criminals who want to change their appearance. He's got this sidelight too that's kind of creepy and not cheap but it might let you hide in plain sight," Mable said apprehensively.

"What kind of sidelight? You mean he'd give me a new face or what?" asked Steven.

"Actually your face is probably not the area he'd concentrate on. What he'd give you is a new body."

"I'm still not following."

"He'd give you the body of a woman."


CHAPTER 2:

At first Steven had laughed at the idea assuming that Mabel was making a joke but once he realized that she was dead serious he sat in stunned silence for a moment or two.

"Are you trying to tell me that there's some quack doctor out there who can actually turn a man into a woman? I mean medically change a man's body parts? I already know how to stuff falsies in a bra and put on lipstick. Are you saying he could give me real boobs and a snatch?" Steven asked incredulously.

"Look, I don't know that much about it or how he does it. I only know that he's done it before and I saw the pictures and it looked pretty damn real. In your case I'm guessing it would look a million times better because you already have the ability to look like an attractive girl without that much trouble," said Mabel.

"How do you know this guy anyway?"

"Oh...I got myself in trouble a while back. This guy provides services for that kind of thing too, if you follow my meaning."

"Gosh, I'm really sorry to hear that Mabel."

"Ah well, my mother always told me that my wicked ways would come to no good. I suppose she was right," Mabel said, trying to force a smile.

"All right, just for the sake of argument let's say that I went to this guy and he turned me into a woman. I'd still be me. If I just hang around town they'll catch up with me eventually won't they?" Steven pointed out.

"For starters you'd have to come up with a new identity. Again, it isn't cheap but it can be done. Who's going to ever find you if you just don't exist anymore? So you take your new identity and you go somewhere else where no one knows you and you start over again. The old you will be impossible to trace because nobody in a million years would ever guess that you had become a woman. Most people don't even know that such a thing is possible. You'll be a woman as far as the world is concerned and the army can chase after Steven Peterson until they're blue in the face."

"I don't know. That's a pretty difficult choice to make, assuming that it even is on the level," said Steven.

"Sure and I wouldn't blame you for forgetting all about it. I just thought I should mention it because you seemed pretty upset by the alternative," Mable said sympathetically.

"And I do appreciate it Mabel. I've just got to think about this first."

It was a lot to think about. It was such a crazy idea. Of course was there anything really so appealing about his old life that it needed to be hung onto? He was just a queer in a dress whoring himself out in a shoddy little club. The only career success he had ever known was when he was pretending to be a girl. He might even get more jobs if he was perceived as a real woman. He certainly had the talent.

But a man is still a man, no matter how many times he puts on a dress, and the thought of some pseudo doctor cutting off his dick made him wince. What if he botched the operation? He might end up some kind of half man/half woman freak. Well the army probably wouldn't take him at that point anyway so there was that to consider. Still it seemed so risky. He didn't know what the laws were for men who had that kind of operation, since nobody ever had it, but it couldn't be good if he was ever found out.

If this doctor could actually pull it off and make him a reasonably attractive woman that might be the best thing in the world. Nobody would think he was a homo then. Girls are supposed to like guys. Maybe a fresh start and a new identity was just exactly what he needed. Move away. Reinvent himself. Leave all the painful memories behind and try to make new ones that were more pleasant.

There was nothing tying him down. Nobody except Mabel that he really cared about and hopefully they could stay in touch. It might be fun to be girlfriends together. A lot of things might be kind of fun but it still all hinged on some very big questions. Could this fucker actually do it and how much was it going to cost? It seemed like the only way to get those answers was to go see the guy.

Mabel took Steven to see the mysterious Dr. Lavinsky, or whatever his real name was, and told the doctor that Steven was interested in his "special" operation.

"Is that right? Well sit down young man and let me have a look at you," said the doctor cheerfully as he walked around and looked at Steven from all sides. "Yes, yes, very promising. You have the ideal features and bone structure. I think I could do something really wonderful with you."

"So how realistic would I look?" asked Steven.

"Very convincing I assure you. You see it's a process, it's not like having a broken arm set. First you get a series of injections to bring your body into balance as a female and then the surgery is the final piece of the puzzle. It takes a while, young man. Six months at least to do it properly."

"Six months! I don't have six months. I've only got two weeks until I'm supposed to report for active duty," Steven explained.

"Oh I see, I see. Your interest in my services is not out of a desire to change your gender, it's a desire to avoid the military," said the doctor, looking at Steven even more closely than before.

"Look, I'd love to become a woman, I really would. I dress like a woman all the time in my work and I like guys better than girls."

"He does doctor, I can attest to that," Mabel said hopefully.

"Those are definitely things in your favor as far as being able to adjust to your new life. Usually one comes to me for this sort of thing out of a burning desire to correct what they see as nature's mistake. They feel like they are not men at all but rather women who are trapped inside a man's body. Do you ever have such feelings?" asked the doctor.

"I think you can say that," Steven replied. "I always seem to be more at home when I'm pretending to be female."

"I must say you do present me with an interesting dilemma. You are by far the most promising subject I have ever run across. I think I could do wondrous things with you. Not just create someone with the basic features and anatomical requirements of a woman but something more. More of a work of art. A thing of beauty. You could stay here for the duration I suppose. I would be harboring a known draft dodger but I've had far worse company in my establishment before. Are you any good at cooking and cleaning?" asked Lavinsky.

"Cleaning definitely but I'm not sure how great a cook I am. But I'm willing to try," Steven offered enthusiastically.

"Well I'm not particularly fussy in my tastes or habits but if you're going to stay here you should at least earn your bed and board. In fact I won't charge you for my services. Just keep my place clean and help me around the office whenever you can and we'll call it even. What do you say?" asked the doctor.

"I'd say you have a new housekeeper. Or maybe I should say maid since that seems more appropriate for the life I'm heading into," Steven joked.

And that was that. Steven was putting his life and his whole body in the hands of some mad scientist he knew virtually nothing about. It was the craziest thing he had ever done but he didn't care all that much. What had life been but a series of unhappy situations leading to the next unhappy situation? Whatever happened to him now might just be the next in a long line of disappointments but there was always the chance that this strange man might actually the hold the key to his future happiness. Hopefully Steven could learn how to cook well enough to keep from being kicked out into the streets half way through the process. Whatever happened to him he wanted to come out of it all man or all woman. Something in between was just too horrible to contemplate.


CHAPTER 3:

There was always the chance that the war would be over in less than six months. That was usually the kind of optimistic thinking that pervaded the nation whenever it went to war, despite the fact that it rarely ever came true. In this case America had been caught pretty much flat footed when the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor and it was going to take some time to get the great war machinery into place and operating. That wasn't really something that Steven was aware of but after he failed to report for his induction he knew there was no turning back no matter how long the war lasted. They would presumably be hunting him forever.

Dr. Lavinsky was a funny character. He seemed like someone Hollywood might cast as a mad scientist or at least a radical man of science with unorthodox ideas. There was definitely a touch of Dr. Frankenstein about him the way he looked upon Steven as his "creation" rather than his patient. That was a little unsettling but in a way it was true. Steven was going to be completely remade, if this insane thing actually worked.

Steven learned that the injections he was receiving had something to do with hormones and he was getting some pretty heavy doses. There were no standards or guidelines for what we would today call sexual reassignment surgery so the doctor was making it up as he went. Steven certainly began to feel some changes taking place. His body hair seemed to be getting even thinner and more delicate than it was before, although he had been shaving it off for some time anyway in his capacity as a female impersonator.

Lavinsky suggested that Steven should begin to prepare for his new life by choosing a new name and even dressing as a woman around the house. At first Steven suspected that the doctor was one of those men, like the guys at the club, who got their kicks from getting it on with transvestites but soon he realized the wisdom of the suggestion. There was no point in starting from scratch. His old life was behind him now so why not begin to build the new one?

Mabel did the shopping for clothes for Steven since he couldn't leave the house for fear of being arrested. She even got him a maid's uniform, almost as a joke, but Steven found that he was very happy to wear it around the house as he dusted and cleaned and cooked.

The name took a while to come up with. He wanted a good show business name. Something with a little glamour and pizzazz. He experimented by writing down different options on a pad of paper until something looked right. Finally he found what he was looking for in the name Gloria Gibson. It wasn't as exotic as some of the names he toyed with like Lola or Rita but he just didn't look like a Lola. Gloria seemed to suit him better and he liked Gibson because it reminded him of the "Gibson Girl" a creation of the artist Charles Dana Gibson that had come to symbolize the ultimate in feminine grace and beauty at the turn of the century. It could be the name of a wholesome girl next door type or it could be the name of a star. For better or worse once the name was chosen he would forever be a she going by that name.

As the time passed the injections seemed to be working. Gloria could see her body actually changing in some ways. Her fat was being redistributed which gave her more of a curvy body and she was even beginning to grow breasts of a sort. She also felt different and had the impression that she was thinking more like a woman, but that may have been due mostly to the fact that she was dressing and living as a woman all the time now.

It was hard not to go a little stir crazy being trapped indoors for so long but Gloria and Dr. Lavinsky were getting along quite well. Far from being a sexual relationship the doctor had become the long desired father figure that Gloria had always craved. The doctor might well be insane but he was certainly intelligent and exposed Gloria to things like classical music and art that had never been part of her world before. She wasn't just learning to be a woman she was learning to be a fairly sophisticated and worldly one.

The time went by very quickly and the war was still going on very slowly. Things were not looking so good for the Allies and Gloria started to feel a little guilty about dodging the draft, not that her presence in uniform was likely to turn the tide against the Nazis or the Japanese.

The surgery would also be a process, not a one-shot thing where she would just wake up a beautiful woman. There would be several procedures and time needed for healing. It was a terrifying prospect but Gloria had come to trust the doctor. She knew that he would do his best. In some ways it almost seemed more important to him than it was to her. Dr. Lavinsky was a pioneer in a field that was years ahead of its time. He might not ever be able to take credit for what he was doing but he would at least have the satisfaction of knowing that he had done it.

There was a lot of pain and swelling and little things here and there that always seemed to need some correcting or adjustment but finally the process was completed and Gloria could look at herself in the mirror proudly. She looked for all the world like a woman, even standing buck naked. The breasts she had grown were way too small for her show business objectives so the doctor had provided her with a rack that was more suitable to her needs. She wasn't huge by any means but she had plenty upstairs to hold up a low cut gown. Her hair had been growing out this entire time but it would probably need to get even longer but she could style it now in something that was fairly feminine and fashionable. And she had a pussy.

Her vagina looked very convincing and seemed to even function remarkably well. That had probably been her biggest concern from the start. Looking like a woman was obviously important in order to avoid detection by the authorities but it would be a long and lonely life if she couldn't really function like a woman in the sack.

Having been spared the expense of having the operation Gloria was able to pay some slick shysters for fake identification papers. In 1942 things were a lot less regulated than they are today and there were no computers and bar codes to keep track of people. The science of using fingerprints for identification was in use by law enforcement but one had to have their prints on file somewhere and those files were all just stored manually. There was no automated way of cross referencing them yet. Most states didn't even have photographs on driver's licenses. Gloria Gibbons could very easily identify herself in just about any legal situation. It was all a forgery of course but it was a very good forgery and it didn't come cheaply.

It was actually a very sad day when Gloria finally packed her bags and prepared to move out on her own. She and the doctor had become very close and there was a side of her that wished that she could just stay there and take care of his house forever but that wasn't really possible. He had taken enough of a risk for her already and she needed to move away and start her new life somewhere else. It hurt the doctor to see her go as well but he also wanted his beautiful creation to be seen and appreciated by the world even if they never knew the truth. They promised to keep in touch, as people always do, but Gloria still wept openly as she packed her bags and made her way to the train station.

It was time to move on and Hollywood was the place to be for an aspiring young starlet with dreams of fame and fortune. New York was the other possible choice given the opportunities on stage there for a dancer and singer but Gloria had always wanted to see California and was thrilled by the idea of just being so close to the movie industry so Los Angeles was her destination.

Mabel, loyal as always, saw her off at the station. There were hugs and more tears and finally Gloria had to go. The porter reached out his hand to assist her as she was climbing onto the train, her first sign of being recognized as a woman. The first of many she would discover.

Men stood up when she entered the dining car or doffed their hats as she walked by. Whenever she produced a cigarette there was always at least one man on the spot ready with an open lighter. As a poor kid growing up in bad neighborhoods this kind of politeness was unknown to her, as a man or a woman. It seemed like it was kind of nice to be treated so well by total strangers just because she was wearing a dress. The fact that it validated her femininity was even more satisfying.

Her voice was definitely passable as female. More than that actually since she had been performing on stage as a woman for some time and could not only speak in a convincing feminine way she could sing like that too. In fact she thought that she sang better as a woman than as a man. The things that had made her seem "girlish" as a man were now all assets to be called upon. Acting had never been her main interest but she discovered that she was a pretty damn good actress. She had always tried to observe women and their habits and mannerisms to make her female impersonation more realistic but now she was getting to really put all of that into practice. She watched other women like a hawk, desperate to soak up anything that might add to her convincing performance. She also feared women more than men because she assumed that they would be able to see through her disguise more easily. Men were distracted by a pretty face or a nice pair of legs or a little bit of cleavage. Women seemed more likely to smell a rat.

Fortunately no one seemed to smell anything except her perfume on that train journey out west. She even got a compliment from one lady on the shade of lipstick she was wearing. Having been in her unusual line of work Gloria was already far more acquainted with cosmetics than any man would ever normally be, unless they sold makeup for a living. She had been applying the stuff for a long time now.

It was going to be a fairly long trip but Gloria felt ready to handle it no matter what little challenges might be in store.


CHAPTER 4:

"Are you waiting for someone?" the moderately-handsome, middle-aged man asked as he held his hat in his hand.

"No, I'm traveling alone," Gloria replied, giving the guy the once over.

"Me too and I hate to dine alone. Would you mind if I joined you?"

"Not at all."

Gloria was seated in the dining car of the train waiting to order dinner. She guessed that the man was probably about 40 or so but it was a little hard to tell. For one thing young men tended to be in the service so she guessed that this fellow was probably past the age for it, although not terribly far past.

They made their introductions and she learned that her dinner companion was named Hank Davenport and that he traveled on business, although he didn't bother to say what that business might be. We was rather dapper with slicked back hair that showed some gray in the temples and a very nice suit, although not terribly new. It looked like he had gotten some mileage out of it.

He reminded her of the sort of man she used to "dance" with at the club, only more attractive. They were all businessmen too of some kind, usually trying to sound more important than they actually were. No one wanted to say that they were a grocer, they were always in the "grocery line" or something, as if they owned a chain of stores. Hank was no different. He was trying to impress her. The only difference was that Hank presumably thought she was a real woman and not a queer prostitute in drag.

Hank made pleasant enough small talk and Gloria was actually happy for the company. She was also happy for the opportunity to practice her interpersonal relationship skills with a man who wasn't just going to pay her to go back into a booth and suck his cock. Of course she could use the money but she wasn't planning on starting off her new life as a whore. That was something she was hoping to leave behind.

It appeared that they were both going all the way to Los Angeles and Hank guessed correctly that Gloria had stars in her eyes.

"Say, you've sure got the looks to be a movie star," Hank said enthusiastically. "You're a real cutie. I could see you up on the silver screen for sure."

"Thank you but I'm just starting out and it will probably take a while to learn the ropes," Gloria replied.

"You know I might be able to help you. I know some people in the business. Agents and producers and whatnot. Maybe I could even get you a screen test," Hank suggested.

"Really?"

"Why sure! There are lots of people who are always willing to do a favor for old Hank Davenport. All I have to do is make a few calls once I get out there."

Gloria was not totally naive by any means, not after the life she had lived, but the man seemed very sincere and the idea of someone helping to open doors for her was terribly appealing. When he suggested that they go back to his compartment and have a drink and talk shop she was leery but she went anyway. She didn't really have much of anything to lose. If the guy got violent or something she could always tear her dress and call rape and the cops would be waiting to pick him up at the next station.

They had a few drinks and Hank continued to brag about his big Hollywood contacts. When he was ready to make his move he sat quite close to her and put his arm around her shoulders.

"Now honey we've talked about what I can do for you. Maybe it's time that we talk about what you can do for me," he said slyly.

"What do you mean? Like a finder's fee or something?"

"Well yes we could work out some kind of financial arrangement I suppose but I was thinking of something a little more personal. How bad do you want to make in show business honey?"

"Well I'm moving all the way to Los Angeles to give it a shot," Gloria replied.

"It's that kind of dedication that pays off sweetie, in all kinds of business, not just Hollywood. There are lots of pretty girls with talent but what separates one from another is how bad they want it and what they're willing to do to get it."

"What did you have in mind?" Gloria asked, already feeling a hand on her breast.

"Maybe you'd feel a little more comfortable if you slipped out of that dress honey. I'm sure you're not that shy if you've been dancing in a chorus like you said you have. I'm sure you've been seen in your skivvies plenty of times."

So it looked like they were back in the booth after all except that Hank wasn't offering her money. He was offering her some vague promise of contacts once they got to town. His whole story might be bullshit. He might be getting off the train at the next stop for all she knew. Maybe he really could help her. If he could it would certainly be worth giving the guy head. At least he was attractive for an older man. If he hadn't been so blunt about his desires she might have been won over by his charms anyway.

Figuring she didn't have much to lose she got out of her dress and let Hank fondle her for a while in her underwear. Then Hank unfastened his pants and pulled his dick out. She noticed that he wasn't erect.

"Now why don't you be a good girl and help old Hank out. Sometimes I just can't get this soldier to stand at attention without a little special attention if you know what I mean," said Hank as he put his hand behind her head and pushed her down towards his penis.

Gloria knew all about that kind of special attention and soon the soldier was ready for action. She had combined stroking and sucking his cock in kind of an alternating pattern, which seemed to do the trick. Hank was delighted and encouraged her to finish the job since she had done such a remarkable thing in getting him this far.

As Gloria's head began to bob up and down on Hank's pecker the man stroked her hair and cooed many encouragements.

"Oh yeah...I knew you were dedicated from the moment I met you. You can always tell what kind of girl is too stuck up to be friendly and what kind knows how to have a good time. You've got talent honey, yes you do. Why be a prude in this modern age when the whole world is blowing itself up anyway? We might as well all have as good a time as we can for as long as it lasts."

It was kind of funny to hear a guy talk this way. At the club there was always a little bit of flirting before the action started but those men were paying for a service and they knew they were going to get it. Some of them liked to pretend that Gloria was really a girl and some of them liked to talk about her dick and got off on calling her a fag and a homo. Obviously they were just as gay as Steven was and had come to the club to satiate that desire but everyone has their little game to play. By degrading the man in the dress they were somehow excusing their own actions. They were still above the whore and therefore not really a party to something homosexual and perverted.

Whatever else he was Hank was obviously a salesman. He couldn't help himself, that was just what he was. He felt like he needed to sell her on the idea of taking her dress off and getting his dick hard and sucking him off. It was sort of a jumbled mix of praise and bartering and philosophy that Gloria found amusing. She didn't really need his sales pitch, she knew how to give head, and once she had decided to do it she was going to do it to the best of her ability.

Hank didn't last too long and he generously offered her another drink to wash the taste from her mouth. He made another offer too that Gloria decided to accept. It appeared that they were going to be living together for a while when they got to Los Angeles, ostensibly so that Hank could keep her informed of the progress he was making. At least it looked like he was going all the way to California.


CHAPTER 5:

Gloria didn't know anyone in Los Angeles and didn't have a ton of money. If Hank was willing to pay for her room and board for a while she would be able to hold onto her limited road stake for a bit while starting to get the lay of the land. Of course she knew that she would be the lay of Hank's hotel room but that wasn't the end of the world. She was putting her faith him and hoping for the best.

She signed the hotel register as Mrs. Davenport and nobody questioned it despite the age difference. They had luggage and they were renting by the week so there was no reason to assume that there was any sort of impropriety going on. In those days a respectable hotel would never rent a room to an unmarried couple.

It was a modest place but certainly not a rat trap or a dump. Gloria had lived in some pretty shitty places in her time so even this humble hotel was a step up for her. Hank said he needed to go out on business and left her some spending money if she wanted to go out on her own for a while.

It was thrilling beyond belief to be in Hollywood, although Gloria was kind of surprised at how spread out everything was in Los Angeles. Hollywood wasn't really one big city it was more like a collection of cities in the area where the various movie companies had their studios. Still she was here and she was excited, even if her living arrangement wasn't exactly what she had envisioned when she got on the train.

One of the first things she did when she arrived in town was send postcards to Mabel and Dr. Lavinsky telling them that she had arrived safely and that the place was very beautiful with palm trees everywhere. She didn't mention Hank.

Gloria got a little nervous when she saw how beautiful the women were out here. It looked like everyone could be a movie star, even the girls who worked at the drugstore or the waitresses at the coffee shop. That was probably a bit of an exaggeration but not that far from the truth. Hollywood had been a magnet for pretty girls with dreams of stardom for as long as the movies had been located there. Most of them ended up waiting tables or hopelessly trying for auditions before their money ran out and they headed for home. If they were lucky they might meet a guy and get married but with the war on that probably meant that their husband was shipping out in a few days and might never come home again.

The place was very lively and there was little evidence of a war going on, not like the cities in Europe that Gloria saw on the newsreels at the movies. There seemed to be bombing and devastation everywhere. England seemed to be hit especially hard by what people were calling the Blitz. It looked like the Germans were relentlessly bombing the country into rubble with no concern for civilians or non-military targets. Everything and everybody was a target in this war apparently.

There were air raid drills and a blackout at night to make it harder for bombers to find their targets and everyone was a little nervous that the Japanese might show up in a sneak attack as they had done at Pearl Harbor but otherwise life was pretty good in Los Angeles in 1942. There were also a lot of servicemen and Mabel was right that it was hard to resist a man in uniform.

Life settled into a little routine fairly quickly for Gloria and Hank. In the morning Hank would put on his suit and go do business, whatever that meant, and Gloria would be free to explore the town. The spending money that Hank gave her easily covered the cost of a few gossip magazines or a ticket to the movies, which was her favorite way to pass the time. For a quarter you could see a double feature and probably a newsreel and a cartoon or two as well. Gloria had always loved the movies but it resonated even more with her now that she was here in Hollywood where the movies were made. She desperately hoped that she could be a part of that process soon, even if it wasn't as a star.

Hank would come home smelling of liquor, which wasn't necessarily odd in that most salesmen did a fair amount of drinking with their clients no matter what they were selling. He would always have some cheerful report about some producer he bumped into who was excited to hear about Gloria or some agent who was anxious to meet her but nothing ever materialized.

They would go out to dinner and possibly a nightclub after that for some drinks and dancing. It was nice to actually just dance for a change instead of being a prelude to prostitution but she ended up on her back afterwards just the same.

Gloria had been very anxious to have sex with her new body so it was quite a thrill when she got to lie back and spread her legs for Hank. Dr. Lavinsky had given her some kind of a fake penis to insert in her vagina after the surgery to help keep it open and to give it depth so she knew roughly what it felt like to be penetrated but there was no substitute for the real thing.

Hank was a meat and potatoes kind of guy when it came to fucking. The girl got on her back and the guy got on top and that was the way it was. Getting head was a novelty that he had picked up somewhere along the line but that was not a regular part of his sexual diet.

When he stuck his cock in her Gloria was relieved to find that it fit just fine and wasn't too uncomfortable. Hank didn't usually last very long so it always kind of seemed like she was just getting started as he was shooting his load and then rolling over and going to sleep. She knew she couldn't get pregnant so she had no worries about him cumming inside her. She told him that she had scarlet fever as a child, which at the time was believed to cause infertility in women, a notion that today seems absurd, but he accepted that happily. It was always nice to cum in a women without worrying about pregnancy.

The sex was far from spectacular but there was still a great deal of novelty value in it and Gloria really enjoyed being able to cuddle up with someone at night, even if Hank wasn't a very affectionate man. Just sharing a bed with someone was pleasant and made Gloria feel more like she belonged somewhere.

They went on this way for about two weeks and no progress seemed to be made in Gloria's career. It was all talk. Maybe Hank was really trying or maybe he had no clue as to how one got into the movie business but in the end it came to nothing.

"Well honey it's been fun but I've got to get back to the home office," Hank announced one day out of the blue.

"What do you mean?" Gloria asked, a little bewildered.

"I mean my work is done here on this trip. I'm an important man to the company. I'm the guy they send to all the hotspots. They can't just leave me in sunny California indefinitely. Sorry none of those movie deals I've been trying to line up have come through yet but you know how show business is. A lot of flaky people. Cheer up honey, I'm sure something will turn up for you soon. And if it doesn't you've got other talents that should serve you well. A girl like you isn't going to starve if she uses her wits."

So that was that. Hank was going wherever it was that Hank was going and there was some vague promise of getting together the next time he was in town but Gloria knew it was all empty talk. There were still four days to go on the weekly room rental and Hank gave her a little more cash but he obviously felt no responsibility for her. She was a showgirl, which meant a type of hooker or a loose woman at any rate, and any girl that would give a stranger a blowjob in a train was obviously not a "good girl" and could ply her trade elsewhere.

It wasn't that Hank didn't have any feelings for her. He genuinely liked Gloria and hoped that she would land on her feet but she was still basically just a type of prostitute to him and he had a wife and kids back home. Girls who sleep with men who aren't their husbands are not the kind of girls you leave your wife for. She was a kid and she would figure all of this out on her own eventually. At least she got to see some of the town. It had been a pretty good deal for Hank since he had a built-in female companion for a reasonable amount of money. She didn't eat that much and he would have had to buy drinks for someone if he tried to pick up a date or pay cash for services that would have been quickly rendered.

So Hank was gone and "Mrs. Davenport" was forced to start looking for new accommodations. The hotel was really too expensive to stay at for the long haul. Fortunately she had lived in slums most of her life so cheap rooms were nothing new to her.

She would need to find some kind of work. Hank was probably right that she could be a whore again but she hoped it wouldn't come to that. At any rate she thought that maybe she could latch on to some other guy for a while in a similar arrangement to the one she was just ending.

It was funny that she didn't think of that as whoring. It was still basically a transactional relationship. Hank paid for everything and promised to try and get her into the movies but she never quite looked at that as the same as working in the club. What she had with Hank had been a relationship. They weren't really married of course but they were living as man and wife. If he gave her money or paid for things that was just part of his job as the man in the family. She knew on some deeper level that there was only a very thin line that separated her relationship with Hank from prostitution but it was a line she was hoping she wouldn't have to cross anytime soon.


CHAPTER 6:

Fortunately Gloria could sing and dance and do both quite well. In the 1940's nightclubs were very popular and Hollywood was a town full of them. People got dressed up in those days and went out on the town with some regularity. A club usually had a live orchestra and singers and the larger ones often put on a pretty fancy floorshow. Big name stars often performed at the better clubs and stars of all kinds were frequently in attendance. It wasn't just movie stars who club hopped it was boxers and politicians and mobsters and comedians. It was good publicity to be seen, especially in the company of the right people, so clubs were always haunted by the press hoping to see which glamorous starlets were dating which handsome stars or get the gossip when married celebrities hit the town with someone other than their spouse.

The movie business took care of its own in those days and almost everybody was under contract to someone. Keeping your prime properties out of trouble could be a full-time job in some cases. A lot of studio hatchet men ran around stuffing money in people's pockets to kill a story or scrap a photograph or drop some criminal charges. It was an era when the public was shocked by infidelity or drug use or homosexuality, all of which were popular pastimes among the Hollywood crowd then as they are today. Keeping up your public image was very important if you wanted your career to last.

Gloria started looking for work in the clubs but found that performing jobs were hard to get. Headliners were already established talent and chorus girls tended to be women with powerful protectors who had money and influence. If an executive at Warner Brothers took a fancy to you he could see that you got some kind of employment in the chorus line or some other little part in a show. As long as you kept him amused in bed you probably had a job. Many times these protectors would promise bigger and better things to come but like Hank they were usually just blowing smoke. At least they were people with actual contacts and could provide some kind of stepping stone if they chose to do so.

Having no such protector Gloria took a job as a cigarette girl. That meant wearing a skimpy costume as you walked around the club all night with a tray of smokes at your waist fastened with a strap around your neck. It also meant that your ass was going to get pinched...a lot. Hopefully that also came along with a nice tip but it wasn't a guarantee. The pay wasn't great so tips were greatly appreciated even if you did end up with a sore butt at the end of the night.

It was an opportunity to meet some famous people and the first time Gloria sold a pack of cigarettes to a movie star she was completely tongue tied. Here was a real live movie star that she had paid to see on the screen actually talking to her.

"You must be new here honey," said the star casually as he made his purchase. "I know I'd remember those legs."

"Yes sir, I've only been here for about a week," Gloria managed to stammer.

"What's your name sweetie?"

"Gloria. Gloria Gibson."

"Good name. It suits you. Don't let anyone change it."

That seemed like a funny conversation to Gloria but it was wonderful at the same time. An actual movie star had talked to her and even asked her name. He thought her name suited her, which made her happy since she had worked so hard to pick the right one. He even gave her a really large tip. It was the highlight of her time in Hollywood so far.

Having a steady job meant that Gloria didn't have to live in a complete dump but she was trying to save as much money as possible so she chose some less than prepossessing digs for the time being. It was kind of expensive being a woman, she discovered, especially if you wanted to look your best. It was a little scary sometimes coming home late from the club but Gloria had lived around the dregs of society before and she could handle a few catcalls and rude propositions. For the most part she got along fine with her neighbors because she wasn't a prude or the type to call the cops if something shady was going on down on her doorstep. Being able to offer up a few choice swear words didn't hurt. It showed you weren't a pushover.

It was a better life than she had ever lived before, which wasn't saying much, but it was still difficult to stand out in a town where there were so many attractive women who all wanted the same thing. What she needed was something to make her seem special or different from the others. As fate would have it that chance appeared purely by luck.

A slick-looking man with a pencil thin mustache and a checkered coat came up to her at the club one night and asked to buy a cigar. She didn't have exactly what he wanted and the man seemed a little perturbed by this at first but then he took a step back and looked at Gloria more closely. Then he actually walked a circle around her, much as Dr. Lavinsky had done at their first meeting.

"Say...you're all right. Not bad at all!" the man whistled through his teeth.

"Thank you. I'm sorry we don't have those cigars. Maybe I could check in the back for you," Gloria replied.

"Forget about the cigars honey. I think I've found something a lot better. You ever do any modeling?"

"No, but I sing and dance," Gloria replied.

"Of course you do. Who doesn't in this town?" the man joked. "You're not shy are you?"

"No, I've never been accused of that."

"That's good, that's good. I think I might be able to use you."

Gloria certainly knew what it meant to be used by a man but this guy seemed to be leading up to some kind of business proposition. Of course with her and men it was always a business proposition of one kind or another.

"Do you think you could pose in something kind of frilly? Something your mother wouldn't want you to pose in?" asked the mustachioed man.

"Well I'm not exactly bundled up in this outfit am I?" Gloria shot back with a grin.

"For what I need you still might be a little overdressed. Does that scare you?"

"Not in the least."

"Good. Here's my card. Be at my studio tomorrow at noon. Wear whatever you want. I'll provide the costume. Don't go overboard on the makeup. I like sexy but wholesome too if you follow. What the girl next door looks like underneath the gingham dress kind of thing."

"I assume this pays something?"

"How about 25 bucks for the first shoot...then we'll see. I might be able to use you again."

That was more than her monthly rent so it sounded just fine. This was a time when minimum wage was about 30 cents an hour and the average annual income was around $1800.00. It sounded too good to be true actually but Gloria always tried to be optimistic and to have faith in people.

When she arrived at the studio the man in the checkered coat was there. She learned that his name was Eduardo Ponte and that he was an artist specializing in what was known as "pinup" girls. Instead of having the model sit and pose all day while he painted he took various photographs and then worked from those. He might not even choose to paint some of the girls but the photos usually still had some value to calendar makers or something.

Gloria was handed a lacy bra and matching panties, a pair of stockings and some high heels. Apparently this was her "costume" and Eduardo hadn't been kidding about wanting to show what was underneath the dress.

There was a chair in the room surrounded by lights and Gloria was told to strike various poses as Eduardo snapped away with his camera. She didn't always know exactly what he meant by his requests to "pout" or "look playful" but she tried to use her imagination and it seemed to be working. The whole process only took about two hours, including dressing and undressing, and then she was handed her money.

"You did really good kid," said Eduardo appreciatively. "I think I'm definitely going to use something from all of that. You've got a really fresh look. I like it. You're certainly sexy but you're not smoldering sexy, you're sweet sexy. That's money in the bank in my line of work."

Men and their "line" of work. At least this guy actually had work and he actually paid for it. If he wanted to call it a line that was fine with Gloria.

"That was really fun. I'd love to do it again sometime," said Gloria as she shook Eduardo's hand. "Will I get to see any of those pictures?"

"Sure, if you want to. Come by on Friday around the same time and I'll show them to you."

She wasn't a movie star but she had been paid damn good money to be photographed. That was a start. Hopefully things were looking up.


CHAPTER 7:

Gloria was very anxious to see how the pictures had turned out and found to her delight that they were very good indeed.

"I look so pretty. You must be a very terrific photographer," she said as she went through the photos with Eduardo.

"You are pretty, I didn't have anything to do with that," Eduardo chuckled. "But yes, I am a very terrific artist. This is the one I chose to paint."

"Really? That's my favorite too. Can I see the painting?"

"I'll show it to you when it's done. Maybe we could have dinner sometime and talk about your future," Eduardo suggested.

"That sounds lovely."

Well it always came around to sex eventually. At least he was being polite about it. Unlike Hank this was a man who probably could do something for her future, or at least make her present a little brighter. And he was charming and very handsome to boot so the prospect of dinner...and sex was actually quite appealing.

When she had some time off from the club they went to a quiet little cafe that served Italian food. It wasn't a terribly fancy place but the food was outstanding and the wine was quite tasty too.

As it turned out Eduardo really did want to talk about her future. He told her that she needed to put together a portfolio of pictures if she wanted to work as a model. That would be her calling card in the industry. It was easier for people to see what she could do when she was all made up and well lit. It was important to only use the best photos however. Quality over quantity.

She was particularly surprised when she learned that Eduardo had no strings attached to his offer to help her. Apparently the man was a homosexual. Gloria almost laughed when she thought about the irony of it. A year ago she might have been just his cup of tea but now she was just a pretty girl who might have some talent for modeling. She was actually a little disappointed. She really liked Eduardo and thought his mustache was quite debonair. Still it was nice to know that somebody was taking an interest in her career without expecting sexual favors in return.

Such was not the case at the club. One night her boss, Mr. Chandler, took her aside and asked her to come into his office. Gloria was worried that she had done something wrong or offended an important customer so she went nervously. Once inside Chandler locked the doors.

"So I understand that you want to be a dancer," he said as he began the familiar ritual of sizing her up.

"Yes, that's right. I sing too," Gloria informed him.

"Is that so? Well I may have an opening for a dancer so why don't we start by having a look at your legs."

The tiny little skirt she wore hardly kept any part of her lower body covered so she wasn't sure how much more of her legs there was to see. Chandler suggested that she put one leg up on a chair and then the other. While she was doing that he came over and began to squeeze and fondle her legs.

"You're a dancer all right. There's good development there but not so much so that they lose their attractiveness. Some of these dancing girls think they're trying out for the Olympics or something. I want hoofers not heifers."

His hand now moved up her thigh and rested on her crotch. He looked at Gloria to see if she was going to panic and was relieved to see no trace of fear in her eyes.

"Are you a sport? Are you the kind of girl who likes to play ball?" he asked with a wink.

"I'm not a virgin if that's what you're asking," Gloria replied softly.

"That's exactly what I'm asking. Because if you're not a virgin what are you?"

"I'm a sport?"

"That's right! You're my kind of gal," said Chandler as he put his cigar in the ashtray. "Why don't you let me have a little peek? Pull down those undies and let me see what you've got there."

Gloria looked around and decided to sit on the edge of his desk. She started to wiggle out of her panties but Chandler apparently wanted to do the rest himself. He pulled her pants all the way off and then began to finger her pussy.

"Very nice. Nice and tight I bet. Nothing like a tight little pussy. I think I'm going to fuck you now baby. Is that all right with you?"

Gloria just nodded and Chandler grinned as he lifted her off of the desk and turned her around. Gloria rested her hands on the top of the desk as she heard Chandler's pants hitting the floor. Then her tiny skirt was lifted a bit and her boss got in position behind her. He pulled at her hips a little to get her lined up better and to accentuate the curve of her back before he took the plunge.

She had never been fucked from behind, not even as a man, so the experience was new and different. Bent over like that a cock entered at a different angle and contacted the inside of her pussy a little differently. It was fascinating to feel how something as simple as that could make such a noticeable difference.

Chandler kept a good grip on her slender waist as he pumped her hard and fast. She had to move her hands to the edge of the desk to have something solid to hang onto as his thrusts became more vigorous. She was in a conflicted state of mind. On one hand it was just the old routine, putting out for a man who offered her something, but on the other it actually felt really good. There was something so dirty about sneaking off and doing it this way. She and Howard had an arrangement and they always did it in a bed and in the same position. There was an element of danger that made this more arousing for some reason.

Suddenly there was a knock at the door. Chandler stopped boning her and turned to face the sound of the annoying disturbance.

"Boss, are you in there?" said a voice from outside the locked door.

"Go the hell away I'm busy!" Chandler barked.

After he was sure that the interloper had gone Chandler resumed his banging. It seemed like he had picked up the pace a little, if such a thing was possible.

"Looks like I'll have to finish this up pretty quick," Chandler grunted. "Are you fixed baby?"

"Fixed?"

"Yeah, you know, do I have to pull out or what?"

"No, you can finish inside me. I'm...fixed," Gloria replied.

"Music to my ears. The last thing I need is to knock up some cigarette girl."

Soon Chandler was making a sticky deposit in her slit and groaning and wheezing like he had just run a mile at full speed. He was kind of a stocky man who didn't look like the physical fitness type so all of that exercise was probably pretty strenuous for him.

When he was done he pulled out quickly and got his pants back up. He left her to put her panties back on by herself.

"You are a sport," he said happily. "And you're a pretty cute little dolly as well. I'll see if I can find you a little something in the show. Now scoot back to work and don't look like you've just gotten fucked when you come out of my office. I don't want my girlfriend to get suspicious. Consider this your break."

Gloria wasn't sure how to look like she hadn't been fucked but at least she didn't have a torn dress or cum dripping from her lips. She straightened herself out as much as she could and then walked out the door and back to work.

Chandler hadn't promised anything but it sounded like he was at least going to try and work her into the act. Maybe she could have insisted on that in advance but that was no guarantee that he'd follow through with the promise. There wasn't much she could do if he didn't. When your boss wants to fuck you it's fuck or quit. A man like that wasn't likely to take too kindly to rejection, especially from one of his lowest employees.

That was a woman's lot in life she figured. Men would have their way. Hopefully it would be mutually beneficial. It sure beat the hell out of stabbing somebody with a bayonet or getting blown up by a mortar shell or something. All those poor boys over there. The hell they must be going through. This was a small price to pay to avoid all that horrible death and bloodshed. She counted her lucky stars as she went back to selling tobacco.


CHAPTER 8:

"It's gorgeous. I can't believe it's me. I mean, it looks like me of course, but I never thought I'd see a painting of myself, let alone one that looks so beautiful."

Eduardo had just revealed his artistic creation for Gloria and she was practically speechless. It did look like her and yet there was something that Eduardo brought to the painting that was special and gave her a little extra glow.

"I'm rather proud of it myself," Eduardo grinned. "I think this might do us both some good. You're going to be a bit famous my dear, at least within certain circles. Our fighting men overseas love this sort of thing and the military doesn't object. It's dirty enough to make the boys happy but clean enough that it's not strictly pornography. It's all a bit of hypocrisy of course. They know it will make the men horny and want to masturbate but at the same time the United States government can't appear to condone such lewd behavior. How do you like the idea of men masturbating while fantasizing about you?"

"I think I feel honored," said Gloria, almost blushing a little.

"I envy you. I would love to have men masturbating over my picture!"

"But it is your picture Eduardo, yours more than mine. I just sat there. You're the artist."

"Yes but it's your tits they're going to be drooling over. Still, if I can help in some small way to bring relief to our brave young lads in arms I feel that I've contributed to the war effort the best way that I can," Eduardo joked.

Eduardo had gotten Gloria another photo session and she had brought along the pictures for him to help her decide which should go in her portfolio.

"Hmm...this is one very good...that one, not so much...I think you should stay away from the nudity for the time being," said Eduardo as he perused her new material.

"It pays better and I don't mind doing it," Gloria pointed out.

"Yes I know but you also have other interests like being in the movies. Nudity is the sort of thing that can come back to haunt you later. Mind you I have nothing against it and have shot plenty of nudes myself but once you're known for that it can be difficult to be known for anything else. You're good enough to get paid without having to take your clothes off. Well, at least not all of them."

Gloria certainly trusted Eduardo's opinion. He had rapidly become one of only three people in her life that she really trusted, the other two being Mabel and Dr. Lavinsky. She was a little sad that she hadn't heard much from either one of them but one day she got the delightful surprise that Mabel was actually going to come out for a visit.

She missed her old friend terribly and couldn't wait for her to arrive. She wasn't staying long as it was just a quick vacation kind of thing but Mabel was interested in seeing what the work opportunities might be while she was here. The thought of Mabel actually moving to California was almost too much to hope for.

Gloria invited Mabel to stay with her while she was in town and Mabel was perfectly happy to accept the invitation. It would save money on a hotel and be nice to spend the time with a friend who could show her around a bit.

There was a very happy reunion at the station as Gloria went to pick up Mabel as she got off the train. Eduardo had graciously loaned her his car for the afternoon so they were really traveling in style, even though Gloria had almost no idea how to drive.

"Oh my God! Is this yours?" Mabel asked as her bags were loaded into the trunk of the big convertible.

"Sadly no, it just belongs to a friend," Gloria said with a laugh.

"A boyfriend?"

"Well he is a man but he's not exactly boyfriend material. At least not for a girl."

"Too old?" Mabel suggested.

"Too queer," Gloria whispered.

"Isn't that ironic?"

"I thought so too," Gloria giggled as they got in and sped away.

"So have you been doing a lot of driving out here?" Mabel inquired nervously.

"First time behind the wheel."

"I was kind of afraid of that."

The ride was a little shaky but on the whole Gloria did remarkably well for a first time driver. When they pulled up in front of Gloria's apartment house Mabel was a little taken aback. It looked pretty run down from the outside. As she soon discovered it looked pretty run down on the inside as well.

"Honey, I don't mean to complain considering your generosity but is this really the best place you can afford?" asked Mabel.

"Hardly. I just don't like to waste money," Gloria replied casually. "I'm making money now but it could always run out."

"That's when you move to a place like this. If you want to be a star you have to think more like a star."

"I can't afford to pay rent like a star," Gloria joked.

"Maybe not, but I'll bet we can find something much nicer that isn't going to be a terrible strain on your bank account. Why don't we do a little looking around while I'm here?"

"Sure, that sounds like fun if you don't mind taking up your vacation time."

"I'd just like to come out of this excursion alive and I think I'd stand a better chance in a slightly nicer neighborhood," Mabel said, only half joking.

It was so good to see Mabel again. Good to have a real friend to talk to. Gloria was in a rush to take Mabel everywhere and show her everything but Mabel just wanted to relax for a little while before getting the package tour.

There was only one bed so they would be sleeping together which wasn't a problem for either of them. Mabel had been attracted to Gloria when Gloria was a man but they both realized that Gloria had different tastes. Now that she was a woman it just underscored that all the more.

Gloria couldn't wait to show Mabel the modeling work she had done and proudly presented her portfolio for her friend to browse.

"Oh my...it's that kind of modeling," said Mabel with a raised eyebrow.

"It's all very tasteful and artistic I assure you," said Gloria, slightly hurt by the comment.

"Don't get me wrong you look fabulous sweetie. I just didn't realize there would be quite so much of you showing."

"I only did the one nude shot but Eduardo thinks I should keep my clothes on in the future."

"That settles it. He definitely is queer! I can't imagine most men ever advising a woman to keep her clothes on," Mabel teased.

"He's really a pretty great guy. Sometimes I wish he wasn't a homosexual."

"Well surely there are some red-blooded males in this town who appreciate an attractive woman. God knows I'm counting on it."

"Of course women kind of outnumber the men these days," Gloria reminded her.

"I only need one at a time. I'm not greedy."

"Well why don't we get dolled up tonight and see if we can't even the score a little," Gloria suggested.

"Best idea I've heard all day."


CHAPTER 9:

Gloria had the night off so the girls were able to paint the town red to their hearts content. They hit up a few of the hotter nightspots before a couple of sailors hit them up and they ended up grabbing a bite to eat at a late night diner. A uniform was basically a free pass to walk up to just about any woman and suggest, subtly or not subtly, that they get better acquainted in a hurry. That was not the way things usually worked in mid-20th century America but the war changed everything.

Parents who objected to their daughter's choice of a boyfriend would suddenly change their tune if that bum enlisted in the Marine's. Now it was practically their daughter's patriotic duty to show the jarhead a good time. Of course the sexual aspects of it weren't out in the open and accepted freely, because that wasn't the American way, but everyone knew they existed and more or less went along with the gag.

It was a very liberating time for women in many respects. For one thing they went into the workplace like never before. With so many men in the service jobs that had never been open to women were suddenly filled by women almost exclusively. More women were making their own money and living on their own or with other women instead of living with their parents or with a husband. They were doing things they had never done before and tasting a kind of freedom that was completely new and exhilarating.

Of course for those married women who had husbands in the military life was a lot more stressful. You never knew when a telegram might come from the War Department announcing that you were a widow.

For a single woman with a job Hollywood in the 1940's was a pretty exciting place to be. For two fun-loving gals like Gloria and Mabel it was positively indecent as well.

That sailors wanted to fuck, as sailors tend to do, but where to go was the question. They couldn't very well go back to the sailor's ship and Mabel didn't have a room of her own so the only option was to head for Gloria's sad little apartment.

Even men who slept in a bunk and lived in a steel room the size of a closet were a little taken aback by the shabbiness of the place but they weren't there to admire the furniture, of which there wasn't much anyway. The bed was about the only place suitable to their task but it wasn't all that big and it would be a little weird for all four of them to use it simultaneously.

They all actually knocked around a few ideas of how to solve the problem, like have one couple use the bed for an hour while the other couple waited downstairs or went to get coffee or something, but none of the alternative suggestions seemed to be very promising.

Finally it was decided that they would indeed share the bed although one couple would be at the head of the bed while the other faced in the opposite direction at the foot. It was at least a compromise everyone could live with.

There wasn't much in the way of preliminaries as everyone just got naked as fast as they could, grabbed their partner and jumped on top of the bed. The boys had obviously decided for themselves who got which girl, since they had been paired up all night, but there was no way to know how that choice was made and whether anyone was disappointed by the selection. Gloria's guy was a pretty big dude with muscular arms. He even had a tattoo of an anchor on his forearm like Popeye. His name was Gustov, but everyone called him Gus since Gustov sounded a little too much like the enemy. Mabel's man was a smaller but more facially attractive fellow named David.

As the ladies went to their designated areas on the bed and opened their legs the sailors prepared to come aboard. No one fucks quite like a sailor on shore leave, which is neither a compliment nor a condemnation, it's merely an observation.

Fortunately neither of the girls were shy in the least but fornicating on a small bed as part of a quartet is still something that takes a little getting used to for the uninitiated. The sailors didn't talk much but did turn around to exchange a lurid wink or two with each other. The girls were trying to keep the noise down but the steady squeaking of the box springs made it feel they were fucking in a factory.

One good thing about servicemen is that they tend to be in great physical condition. Gustov looked like he could rest his weight on his mighty arms for hours without tiring, but of course they were also just horny guys who hadn't gotten laid in quite a while so the stamina of their cocks wasn't quite up to the stamina of the rest of their bodies.

Although the sight of the little combo was probably more amusing than erotic Gloria still found the situation to be incredibly arousing. She would have liked to have been able to see Mabel getting hammered but whenever Gloria tried to sneak a peek all she saw was David's hairy butt and his balls flapping back and forth.

Suddenly Gloria let out a surprised cry as she felt her body overcome with a new sensation. She was having her first female orgasm and it hit her like a thunderbolt, both from the surprise and from the delight. Good old Gustov was giving her a pretty terrific drilling and her body was responding with an electrical thrill. She clutched at the sailor's butt and tried to force him even deeper into her pussy, which only made him laugh. He had a way of making women respond like this and it always tickled him to see it.

It sounded like Mabel was having a good time too but Gloria was now too lost in her own delicious delirium to think about that very much. This was the first time Gloria had really, truly enjoyed sex as a woman this much and it was just a one night stand with some sailor. Of course he was a really well-built sailor with a nice thick cock but he was a total stranger. Thank God for the navy!

David ended up firing his broadside first but Gustov wasn't all that far behind him. Having completed their patriotic duty for the night the girls kissed their men goodbye and wished them well. Somehow they had managed not to totally destroy the bed in the process but it was a little lumpier than before. On the other hand Gloria felt totally destroyed but in a good way. Gustov had fucked the hell out of her and she was still a bit shaky from the experience.

With the sailors gone the girls were left to themselves, naked under their bathrobes and very happy but amused at the same time.

"What just happened?" Mabel asked in mock bewilderment.

"I'm not sure but I'll never hear Anchors Away again without getting turned on," Gloria joked.

"You were making some funny noises over there."

"I was having some funny feelings. Funny but wonderful."

"It looks Dr. Lavinsky knew what he was doing. You really are all woman now aren't you?"

"If I'm not I like whatever it is that I am," Gloria giggled.

"I like it too. You seem different, and not just because you have boobs. You seem happier and more confident. It's like you were a light bulb just waiting for someone to turn the switch on so that you could shine."

"Oh I'm so glad that you're here Mabel," said Gloria as she hugged her best friend. "I wish you could stay here forever."

"Well if the rest of my trip goes like this you may have to pry me away with a crowbar."

The girls took off their robes and climbed under the covers naked. It was a pleasant evening and there really was no point in putting on any sort of nightgowns now. They cuddled up and the warmth of their bodies felt soothing. Hank and Gloria never really cuddled. Hank was kind of a restless sleeper who liked to lay on his side but Gloria loved the feeling of snugness of being wrapped up with another person, especially someone she cared about like Mabel.

"So has anyone ever asked about me?" Gloria asked softly.

"Yeah, some guys in suits flashed their badges and asked if I had seen you. I told them I hadn't seen you in months, which was actually true. They nosed around for a while and talked to everybody at the club but they went away disappointed," Mabel told her.

"I sure hope you don't get into any trouble because of me."

"Too late for that if you count what we just did as trouble. Of course that's the kind of trouble I like."

"Me too. I guess we're both just bad girls," Gloria teased.

"Well you know what Mae West said...good girls go to heaven; bad girls go everywhere."


CHAPTER 10:

Over the next few days Gloria and Mabel did go everywhere, at least as far as Hollywood was concerned. Gloria had her job at the club plus a few modeling gigs to tend to so Mabel was left to her own devices some of the time. She put much of that to good use as she actually found Gloria a much nicer place to live that was well within her budget range.

It was in one of those little bungalow courts that were so unique to the Los Angeles area and when Gloria saw it she absolutely fell in love with the place. The architecture had kind of a Spanish feel to it complete with red tile roofs and it just spelled California to a girl from the Midwest.

Gloria moved in almost immediately, which wasn't too much of a chore since she didn't have that many possessions, but Eduardo loaned his car again and Mabel had another white-knuckle experience, praying that they both didn't die before they could unpack.

It wasn't the only excitement in Gloria's life as she was actually scheduled to shoot a genuine screen test for MGM no less, the powerhouse studio in the industry at the time. Nobody was more famous for their musicals than MGM and it was a thrill to know that she would even be walking onto the same lot where so many of her screen idols created the magic she adored so much.

Seeing movie stars had kind of become old hat for Gloria but the thought of actually working with some of them was a whole different ballgame. Mabel was still impressed whenever they spotted some celebrity on their club crawls or even just driving by on the street. It was turning out to be just the kind of vacation Mabel had dreamed of.

Gloria's old place already had furniture, so to speak, but her new bungalow was pretty sparse aside from the kitchen basics so the borrowed car was put to good use rounding up some second hand stuff that looked decent but didn't break the bank. Gloria had never owned furniture before so even if it was used and a little worn around the edges it was a moment of victory for her just to possess it. It was hers. She had picked it out. It all looked so pretty once she and Mabel added a few feminine touches here and there. It was the first time Gloria ever felt like she had a real home.

"Why don't you move in with me," Gloria suggested.

"I thought I sort of already had," Mabel joked.

"No I mean really move in. Stay here."

"I'd love to but I don't have a job silly."

"So what? I'll be paying the rent on this place by myself anyway so what difference does it make if we're sharing it? You'll get a job soon enough. You're a terrific dancer. Or I could introduce you to some of the photographers I know. If I can make a living in this town you sure can."

"God knows I'd love to stay. There really isn't anything much holding me back home. But I'd hate to be a burden to you. It kind of makes me feel like a kept woman or something," said Mabel with little laugh.

"Well I suppose you could always make it up to me somehow," Gloria winked in return.

They were obviously close friends and had toyed with the idea of being lovers before Gloria had her operation but they had become even closer since they had been living together and sleeping in the same bed. It had started with a simple goodnight kiss and gradually progressed to a little rubbing and fondling. They hadn't done anything too crazy so far but their playful experimentation, and the pleasure they were getting from it, had come as a surprise to both of them.

"I've still got a little more time on my vacation," Mabel pointed out. "Let's see how it goes and then take it from there. You might not want a third wheel hanging around the house when you're picking up sailors you know."

"Don't be ridiculous. There's no one I'd rather fuck sailors with than you!"


CHAPTER 11:

There were basically two different kinds of screen tests. One was when an actor was being considered for a specific role. Even if they were under contract to the studio and had appeared in dozens of films it was still common to audition them for parts. The other was the kind that Gloria was going in for. It was a basic talent evaluation test. She wasn't being considered for any movie in particular it was just a way for studio executives to see what she looked like on camera and what kind of personality she might have.

The test had been arranged by Freddie Forsythe, and up-and-coming choreographer at the studio who had been an assistant to some of the biggest names in the business. He had spotted Gloria in the show at the club and taken a fancy to her, both as a dancer and as a woman. For a change Gloria had not been expected to sleep with Freddie to get the screen test but he probably hoped for some show of gratitude somewhere down the line, especially if the test led to anything.

Gloria was nervous as she arrived for the big event but definitely not terrified. She had been auditioning for shows for years and this was just another audition. Bigger than anything she had ever gone out for in the past, and more technologically cumbersome, but an audition none the less.

She had gotten used to working around cameras and lights in her capacity as a model but this was a much grander scale. There seemed to be so many people there for just one girl. Fortunately Freddie was also there to provide moral support, and to remind her who she owed this great honor to.

Everything was very professional and went like clockwork. She was asked to stand in a certain spot and turn this way and that. Then she was asked to state her name and where she was from and to tell the camera a little something about herself. That was actually harder than it sounded as she had no real life as a woman to speak of and she didn't want to be too closely identified with her old self. She just kind of improvised a story that was charming and wholesome but reflected her passion for performance and her experience on the stage.

She had been asked to sing something and there was a piano accompanist on hand to play the tune she had selected. After that Freddie showed her a few basic steps to follow and Gloria demonstrated some of her dancing skills. Then it was all done and it was time to go.

"How did I do?" asked Gloria as they were leaving the giant soundstage.

"You were fantastic baby. If they don't hire you they're completely nuts," Freddie assured her. "What do you say we grab some lunch?"

"That sounds great, I think I worked up an appetite in there and I was too nervous to eat breakfast this morning."

"Perfect. Let's hop in my car and hit the road!" Freddie said cheerfully as they made their way through the massive film production complex.

Although she was far from being a movie star yet Gloria got her first taste of fame while eating lunch with Freddie. A young soldier nervously approached their table and took a well-folded piece of paper out of his pocket.

"Excuse me but...is this you?" the soldier asked Gloria as he showed her the paper.

It was indeed a photograph of Gloria that had been taken in one of her earlier sessions. It was actually one of the tamer ones as she was just posing in a bathing suit pretending to be playing with a beach ball.

"Why yes, that's me all right," Gloria said while blushing. "I thought those only ended up on calendars."

"It was on a calendar ma'am. I just tore off your picture so that I could keep it with me always. I know it's a little wrinkled now but I just can't bear to part with it. Would you mind...would you mind autographing it for me?"

"It would be my pleasure," Gloria replied as a grinning Freddie handed her a pen.

"Who do I make it out to?" asked Gloria.

"Well ma'am if you could sign it to Gary and all the boys of Charlie Company I'd really be grateful. I know the boys would too. You're just one of our favorite gals."

"It's an honor to know that I can at least do a little something for our boys."

"You do a lot ma'am. You remind us of home. What we're fighting for."

Gloria found herself suddenly feeling very emotional. The surprise fun of being recognized in public had been overtaken by a sense of pride and guilt. She was happy that this soldier appreciated her picture so much and that it meant something to him but she also realized that she should be in Charlie Company or wherever the army had planned to put her. Freddie noticed the change in her mood after the soldier had left them.

"Hey baby, what's the matter? You should be thrilled to have someone want your autograph. You'll have to get used to that if you become a big movie star you know," said Freddie, trying to buck her spirits back up.

"I just hate thinking that a nice boy like that is risking his life when he should be playing basketball or going to dances. It doesn't seem right. Boys like that shouldn't have to die so young," Gloria said sadly.

"Hopefully it won't come to that. Maybe he's in the motor pool or something. He might just be repairing jeeps, you can't assume he's going to be in combat."

"How come you aren't in the army Freddie?"

"4F, thank God. Eyesight's not good enough. Obviously I would have gone if I could but honestly I'm much happier where I am right now. Especially at this moment."

Gloria was still in a mixed mood as she agreed to go with Freddie back to his place. She hated to leave Mabel alone longer than she had to but Mabel was getting pretty good at finding her way around and amusing herself. Gloria just felt a real desire to do something that would take her mind off of the encounter with a soldier and being fucked by Freddie seemed like the quickest way to do that.

It was kind of funny the way nobody really said anything about sex once they were in his house. They sat on the sofa for a little while chatting and then Freddie kissed her and they made out for a bit and finally Freddie went for it and unzipped her dress. Gloria had to stand up for a moment to get the dress off but then they just moved steadily to the inevitable.

Once Freddie had his pants off Gloria went straight to work stroking and sucking his cock. She may not have realized that this was not viewed as a really common sexual activity at the time but Freddie certainly did. For Gloria giving head was second nature, having done it so many times in her old life. For Freddie it was a treat that was even more than he had bargained for.

"Oh baby I had no idea that you were so...experienced. Most girls I know wouldn't do this if you begged them," Freddie moaned happily. "Damn it feels good having your lips wrapped around my pecker!"

In truth Freddie had gotten a few blowjobs before but not from girls. Freddie used to swing both ways pretty freely but as his career began to take off in Hollywood he was told to keep his dick out of other men. He wasn't important enough to the studio to justify the hassle and expense of having to cover up his sordid homosexual activities yet so Freddie did his fishing in other ponds at the moment. It wasn't a terrible imposition as he liked girls just fine but sometimes he missed the attention of another man.

It had certainly helped that he got a glimpse of Gloria in that picture. She seemed very wholesome and innocent but what kind of innocent girl would pose for a picture like that? He had felt his hard on under the table at lunch and knew he had to get inside this enigmatic girl soon. Gloria definitely had that powerful combination of wholesome charm and totally uninhibited sexuality that men seemed to find irresistible. With her clothes on she looked like the nicest girl in the world but here she was with her head bobbing up and down on his cock. What a delightful little fuck toy he thought. Cute as a button and dirty as a whore. What man wouldn't want that in a bedmate?

Knowing that he wasn't going to last much longer the way she was milking him Freddie tore off Gloria's panties and plunked her down on his lap on the couch. As Gloria rode his pulsating member Freddie pawed at her bouncing boobs. He really hoped that she did get offered a contract because he could do great things with her, onscreen and in the bedroom. It was a very intriguing partnership to contemplate. Unfortunately tons of people took screen tests that never amounted to anything. Freddie didn't have enough pull within the studio yet to be making demands. If she got in that was great. If she didn't hopefully she would still be grateful enough for the opportunity to make little lunch meetings like this more frequent.

Freddie came very hard in a jerking expulsion of semen. That was one of the best fucks Freddie had ever known with a woman, even if it hadn't been very long or very romantic. Gloria fucked like...well...sort of like a hooker, which seemed all the more unlikely given her youth and her Midwestern upbringing. Where had she learned to suck cock like that? This was definitely a girl who was worth keeping an eye on.

When she got home Gloria told Mabel all about the screen test, but left out the part about screwing the choreographer for some reason. It was starting to bother her a little that so much of what defined her seemed to be the men she fucked. Freddie seemed like a nice guy but he didn't bother to ask her out to dinner or buy her flowers. He had done her a favor and so he expected a favor in return. She certainly liked him and he might be a guy she'd want to get to know better but it always seemed like things went in reverse for her. She started by blowing a guy and then got to know them. Well it was a man's world after all. If she was just going to be their plaything she ought to at least get as much out of the deal as possible. Still it was kind of funny that the best sex she had ever had was with a sailor who offered nothing but his cock. Maybe sex and love didn't really have any reason being together. Maybe it was all just chemistry and how well a guy used his dick. Anyway she'd taken her first screen test. All she could do now is wait.


CHAPTER 12:

Gloria did wait but nothing came of it. And despite a few more private visits to Mr. Chandler's office her part in the show didn't get any bigger so she started looking around for a new opportunity.

She heard about an audition for a girl singer to front a swing band and went just for the hell of it. To her dismay she was hired on the spot. The band wasn't famous or anything but they worked pretty steady and Gloria would be singing in the spotlight for a change instead of just being one of the "cuties" in the chorus line.

Freddie was still hanging around despite the fact that it looked like the screen test had been a bust and he even helped her learn a couple of dance routines to work into the show when the band played an instrumental number. It was great that she was getting to show off more of her talents and it gave the act a little extra something.

The act was billed as "Kenny Clippard's Swing Cats featuring Gloria Gibson" and Gloria was pleased as punch the first time she saw a poster with that billing and her picture on it. She was also pleased that Mabel had decided to stick around, after a brief trip home to pack her stuff and tie up loose ends. Mabel had found work as a waitress, which wasn't what she was hoping for of course, but it was a job and it left her plenty of free time to go on auditions. It also meant that the girls were splitting the rent which was definitely helpful.

Mabel knew that she didn't have Gloria's talent but she did have a more voluptuous body and a couple of photographers had expressed an interest in shooting her. The problem was that they were nude photographers and Mabel wasn't sure if that was something she was interested in doing. She wasn't shy but there was still a stigma in her mind about doing pornography, even if the photographers insisted it was all just artistic.

For Gloria the autograph seekers seemed to be picking up in number and it wasn't because she was fronting the Swing Cats. Eduardo's painting of her was apparently becoming something of a sensation in the armed forces. Wishing to capitalize on that Eduardo asked her if she would mind posing for another picture, at a substantial raise in pay. Gloria would have done it for free for Eduardo who had been so helpful and so generous and hadn't even complained a bit when Gloria put a dent in the fender of his car trying unsuccessfully to parallel park one day. Eduardo insisted on paying her anyway so off to his studio she went.

They did another lingerie thing but this time she was a little more covered up and the outfit a bit more elegant. She may have been showing less skin but the poses were more provocative than before as she cavorted around on a thick white rug. It was always so nice to see Eduardo and especially nice to work with him. He just always seemed to bring out the best in her.

Mabel finally broke down and agreed to do a nude photo session, although she wasn't fully naked in the process. She wore stockings and high heels and in some of the pictures she also had a leather corset thing strapped around her waist which made her ample bosom look even bigger. She also took a few shots holding a riding crop or a whip. She wasn't quite sure what "bondage" was all about but apparently there was a thriving market for this sort of thing on the underground and it paid really well.

"We are just the two dirtiest little bitches in the world, aren't we?" Gloria joked as Mabel related her experience with the kinky photos.

"Speak for yourself. My tits looked positively huge with that corset on," Mabel replied while lifting her boobs with both hands. "But yeah, we are dirty bitches, that's for sure!"

"I like being a dirty girl. It's fun," Gloria chirped happily.

"Yeah but watch your step honey. Things are starting to fall into place for you. You don't want to mess it all up by getting into trouble."

"But I can't get into trouble...I'm fixed," Gloria reminded her.

"I mean trouble with your reputation. You don't really know what that means since you weren't born a girl but word gets around, especially in a town like this. You don't want to be that easy lay who'll fuck anybody for an audition. You're really good and your talent should be able to speak for itself."

"I guess I never really thought of it that way. I used to turn tricks in a sleazy dive with anyone who paid me. Getting humped for a shot at an opportunity always seemed like a step up somehow. I guess once a whore always a whore," Gloria shrugged.

"Well stop thinking that way. You're not a whore and you don't have to be one. I'm not saying pretend to be a virgin but have sex when you want with who you want to have it with. You got that singing job without fucking anyone didn't you?"

"True."

"And you didn't fuck Eduardo and he still hired you and that's turned out pretty good."

"True."

"Just have a little more faith in your talent. I hate to see you being taken advantage of."

Mabel was right. Gloria's two best jobs so far had been the product of going to an audition without any sex involved. She had even gotten the screen test before she went to bed with Freddie but it was always sort of implied that they would eventually. That had been more like buying something on credit and then making installment payments. Maybe she was being a little too free and easy with her body. She just sort of assumed that girls in show business were expected to behave like that and she didn't want to disappoint anyone or miss out on an opportunity.

Self-esteem had always been a luxury item that Gloria couldn't afford. Survival was a constant struggle and there had been no role-models in her life to guide or influence her. Now she was starting to get somewhere but old habits die hard. She just had a hard time convincing herself that her success was real or something that might last.

The guilt over dodging the draft also haunted her on a regular basis. It was hard for it not to. There were servicemen everywhere and the headlines and newsreels were all about war. There were posters all over town extolling men to join up or warning people not to reveal secrets to the enemy. Everyone was encouraged to do their part for the war effort but aside from fucking a few men in uniform it was hard for Gloria to see how she was helping much. Of course her pictures were helping a great deal but she was unaware of how really popular she was becoming. She decided that she needed to do more but wasn't sure exactly how to go about it.


CHAPTER 13:

The Hollywood Canteen was a remarkable phenomenon that could only have existed during the time of a major war. Movie stars like Bettie Davis and John Garfield had been instrumental in getting the place rolling and the list of volunteers who worked or performed there was a veritable "who's who" of the biggest names in show business.

The talent onstage was tremendous but you were just as likely to find a major celebrity waiting on tables or washing dishes in the kitchen. Gorgeous starlets hit the dance floor with eager servicemen and a uniform was the only price of admission. Everything was provided free of charge to the men and women serving their country.

The Swing Cats were going to be performing there and Gloria was thrilled by the opportunity to rub elbows with such Hollywood luminaries as Cary Grant and Frank Sinatra but she was also pleased to be able to provide entertainment for the troops.

Despite not having a movie contract, or any major star credentials, Gloria was astonished to discover how popular she already was due to her posters, magazine pictures and calendars. It seemed like every soldier in the place knew who she was and wanted an autograph or a chance to dance with her. Some of the movie stars might actually have been a little jealous of the attention being lavished on this relatively unknown girl.

Of course Gloria wasn't just a pretty face, she had real singing and dancing talent and a very bubbly personality. Had she just been a model that would have been more than enough for her male admirers in uniform but her performance that night definitely caught the eye of more than one interested party. Back in those days studios had talent scouts everywhere looking for anyone who might just turn out to be the next big thing. A lot of movie stars were already famous on Broadway or on the radio but they could come from anywhere. Gloria didn't know it at the time but there were several industry people asking around about her. There just might be something there that would work on the screen.

The evening was a rousing success and Gloria felt a tiny little bit of satisfaction that she had done something to help the war effort. She wanted to do more of that and began volunteering at the Hollywood Canteen whenever she could, even if it was just to work in the kitchen. It didn't relieve her of all her guilt but it helped some.

What she really enjoyed was one night stands with random service men she met at any number of places. Sometimes it was a double date with Mabel but sometimes she just took the soldier or sailor or whatever he happened to be back to her room for some no strings attached sex. If she couldn't be fighting beside these boys at least she could be lying under them while they got what could be the last lay of their lives.

As much as she loved fucking she couldn't possibly make up for her draft dodging guilt by sleeping with every man who was going off to fight but even the symbolic gesture was enough to assuage her conscience a little. And servicemen were fun and generally not too complicated. A few of them fell in love with her on the spot and asked her to marry them but usually they were quite content to stick their dick in a pretty girl and go on their merry way.

The boys were always so incredibly nice, even if they had been drinking a little too much. They always seemed so incredibly appreciative, especially to be receiving attention from someone as young and attractive as Gloria. Whether they knew she was a pinup girl or not she was definitely better looking than most of the girls they might try to pick up back home, or even in Hollywood. It was kind of a dream come true for them and Gloria loved to be part of that dream. Some of these boys would probably be gone for years and some of them might never come home. What better way to send them off to serve their country than to suck their cocks? That was a memory they would cherish for a long time.

And while it was a transaction of sorts Gloria was giving herself freely with all her heart. If a guy managed to be particularly good in the sack and gave her an orgasm so much the better but it didn't matter to her that much. For one night those men were treated like kings. They got to do all the dirty things their hearts could desire and didn't have to blow a bundle on the dame in the process.

One night when she was out on her own two soldiers tried to chat her up. She was fine with that but Mabel wasn't available and after making a couple of phone calls to other girls she knew she came back to the table empty handed.

"Sorry boys, it looks like all my pals are already spoken for tonight," Gloria explained with a shrug.

"Oh damn...excuse me ma'am, I meant darn. Slim and I are shipping out tomorrow so this is our last night on the town and we were really hoping to spend it with some lovely young ladies such as yourself," said the more talkative of the two soldiers.

"We could cut cards or flip a coin or something," Slim suggested.

"Now that doesn't seem quite right," Gloria protested. "Maybe I could sort of go out with both of you."

That sounded like a wonderful compromise so the three of them headed back to Gloria's place and proceeded to get out of their clothing. They started by sitting on the edge of the bed, with Gloria in the middle, as she began to work their shafts with her hands. She had been in bed with two men before but the other man was always Mabel's date. This was the first time she'd ever tried to service two peckers at the same time and she viewed it as a challenge.

Slim and his pal would probably have been quite content to just sit there until they had both fired their weapons but Gloria was more ambitious than that. She left Slim sitting on the bed and stood on the floor in front of him. Then she arched her back and began to take Slim's dick in her mouth. His buddy just stood there with his eyes wide open until Gloria noticed that he wasn't moving and pulled her head up long enough to speak.

"Well come on soldier, there's a foxhole for you too you know," she joked with a wink.

The man didn't need to be asked twice and with the speed of one trying to dodge a grenade he was up on her ass and poking his cock inside her pussy  in no time. It was definitely a first for her but it was probably a first for the two men as well. Opportunities like this didn't come around all the time. It was kind of an awkward position for Gloria and she thought about suggesting that they all get on the bed or something but it also felt kind of sexy to be bent over this way with two men inside her at once so she decided to stick it out.

If she had gone into the army as a man she might have very well ended up in this kind of situation she thought, except that the other dick would be in her ass, but all three of the participants would probably end up in jail eventually. It was much nicer to take care of these boys in the privacy of her home and without the stigma of homosexuality dogging them forever.

She wondered how many normally straight men did end up resorting to sex with other males under the strain of war or the absence of women. Maybe it was more common than people thought. When you're constantly facing death it probably seems pretty silly to worry about little things like societal conventions. A man is bound to do all sorts of things during a war that he would never do at home in a million years. It was such a scary thought to Gloria. She still didn't believe that she could have hacked it in the army, even if sex never entered the equation. She just wasn't cut out to be a killer.

But were these two boys or any of the other countless servicemen she had met? Was there something that made them inherently braver or stronger or more ruthless? They all seemed like pretty average guys, especially once you saw them naked. Without those uniforms they could be anyone. The guy pumping gas at the filling station or the kid behind the soda fountain. She hadn't met too many John Wayne types but of course he wasn't even in the army. Maybe there would have been a place for Steven Peterson. No way to ever know that now. That man was long dead and gone and a vixen named Gloria Gibson was living his life instead.

The lad at the backdoor wanted a chance to know what a blowjob was like so he and Slim changed places near the end. Slim slid right in and resumed banging Gloria with the same enthusiasm as his partner took a turn at having his cock smoked. Almost as if on cue they both starting to cum at about the same time, which Gloria found rather awesome and surprising.

She was dripping with sperm in two different holes and had kind of a sore back when she went to straighten up but it had all been worth it. She had gotten a very nice thumping in the process and the boys were both head over heels in love with her. They shared a quick drink before the guys ventured out into the night and went off to their fate, whatever that might be.

When she agreed to have the radical surgery done to her she had no idea how it would turn out or where it might lead her. She could have just used it as a disguise and hidden away somewhere for the rest of her life, hoping that no one would ever track her down, but instead she had been hiding in plain sight as Mabel had suggested. She was up on a stage and even had her pictures plastered to the walls of the very kind of barracks she was trying to avoid being assigned to. She was making decent money and had a little bungalow of her own that she absolutely adored. Everything had turned out so much better than she could have expected and yet one never knew what was waiting around the corner.


CHAPTER 14:

One day as Gloria was arriving at the rehearsal hall the Swing Cats used for band rehearsal she stopped dead in her tracks. There were two men talking to Kenny Clippard and one of them was a military officer in uniform. Her first instinct was to turn and run but then she tried to calm herself down. Why would the army possibly be looking for her in Hollywood and in this particular place?

"Hey Gloria, come on over here will you?" Kenny called out.

Gloria took a deep breath and went to join the other men. It seemed unlikely that everyone would be so friendly if they were here to arrest her.

"Gentlemen allow me to introduce you to the shining star of our humble little attraction, Miss Gloria Gibson," said Kenny brightly.

"How do you do Miss Gibson? I must say you're a rather familiar face in certain circles," the officer joked.

"These boys are here to drum a little business for the USO," Kenny explained. "They caught our act at the Hollywood Canteen and now they want to ship us out."

"Ship us out?" Gloria asked nervously.

"We represent an independent division of the USO called USO Camp Shows, Incorporated," said the other man. "The work that you people do in the service clubs and canteens is extraordinary but there are many thousands of men who are already serving overseas who can't get to a club. They're starved for entertainment and you'll never find a more appreciative bunch of guys in your life I can promise you that."

"We'd love to have you and your band come over and entertain the troops," said the officer. "It would mean the world to them. Now, it's not without its risks of course but in this day and age we're all at risk aren't we? As long as we allow tyranny and fascism to flourish."

The men finished their pitch and left the band alone to discuss the proposition. It wasn't a big money making opportunity and they could all get killed but it was something that many entertainers, both famous and more obscure alike, had agreed to do.

"When your country calls it's hard to say no," Kenny quipped.

Of course that was exactly what Gloria had said when her country first called Steven to active duty. She had said no in the strongest possible terms by having her body turned into a woman's. She was doing so well for herself and had such a bright future ahead of her. Now she was talking about going to the warzone and risking her life, the very thing that she had fought so hard to prevent.

A strange kind of calmness suddenly came over her. Gloria began to see her whole transformation as some kind of a cruel joke. Of course her success wasn't meant to last. Her happy little home, her renewed friendship with Mabel, her burgeoning career success...it was all too good to be true. She had made a bargain with the devil and it looked like the devil was coming to collect his due, just a bit earlier than she had anticipated.

She put on a brave face and said all the right things to everyone but inside she was scared. She felt doomed. What made it even worse was the fact that she felt that she deserved to be doomed. She had a very strong premonition of this being the end of everything and it was hard to shake. She didn't have to go. She could have run from this as she had run from her draft notice, and she would have been committing no crime this time in the process, but she knew there was no way she was going to do that.

It hurt to be leaving Mabel again but partly because Gloria was a little worried about the kind of work Mabel had been doing lately. When dancing jobs didn't turn up Mabel had done some more nude modeling, especially the more hardcore kind. It was Mabel who had tried to keep Gloria on the path of relative respectability but now Mabel was taking a turn into the darker side of show business.

Many of the pictures Mabel was a posing for were not the sort of thing that were distributed in magazines or printed on calendars. She was frequently tied up or being whipped or whipping someone else. Her poses also revealed far more of her body than a traditional pinup girl would ever have shown. These were part of an "under the counter" business for select customers with specific tastes who knew where to get the stuff by word of mouth. This was still a decade away from the days where magazines like Playboy could sit on the same newsstand with Time or Better Homes and Gardens.

It wasn't as glamorous as the modeling Gloria had done and it was illegal, which made it risky, but it paid pretty well and it beat waiting on tables. With her pretty face and voluptuous body Mabel was a very popular underground model. Getting tied up seemed kind of silly to her but it also seemed harmless enough. She honestly had no idea why anyone would pay money to see a naked girl handcuffed to a bed but as long as they were paying her to do it she wasn't going to complain.

Of course the more she did it the more the photographers suggested that she try even more brazen things like spreading her legs to reveal her pussy more or kissing other girls. The process usually followed the same pattern. A photographer would make a suggestion, Mabel would decline, she'd be offered more money and continually pressured to at least "try it once" and then finally she'd give in. It was always in small steps and it became hard for Mabel to justify turning down the money. So what if someone saw her snatch or she was photographed sucking on another woman's nipples? It was all just pretend. She was posing for a picture. If some men liked that kind of stuff and were willing to pay for it why not do it?

It was perhaps an inevitable slide. Chorus girls were always considered "women of easy virtue" and they often lived up to that reputation at least in some way. Simply performing on the stage was not an occupation for a well-bred young lady from a respectable family. Skimpy costumes that revealed so much of the legs were essentially viewed at tantamount to pornography anyway. You could only lose your virginity once so when it was gone you were considered "ruined" by respectable society. How many mothers tried desperately, and often in vain, to convince their daughters that no man would ever want them once they had given away their most prized possession.

Mabel often wondered whether she gave hers away too cheaply. She got a fur coat out of the deal, which seemed like the most luxurious thing in the world, but that coat had been hocked long ago to pay rent and the guy who popped her cherry ended up dead in a knife fight in an alley somewhere. Of course he never tried to see her again once he had taken her virginity. She was old meat and he was always looking for something fresh. The fun was all in the challenge of getting a girl to actually put out. Once she did she lost her novelty value. Then she was just like any other slut and those were a dime-a-dozen.

Mabel always found it strange that she didn't feel more guilty about the things she had done. She was a bad girl and it appeared that she was getting worse all the time. Once you got comfortable taking your clothes off for the camera and posing in odd positions and costumes it started to become just like any other business...only a lot more fun than most. She knew she wouldn't be this young and firm forever so it wasn't like a career that would last for very long anyway. Why not have a few kicks and pick up some cash along the way?

Mabel, like many girls from respectable homes at the time, had been told that women didn't like sex. It was something men did and when you were married you would have to submit to it on occasion but hopefully you would get pregnant quickly and then your husband would leave you alone, at least until you were ready for another child. It all sounded so grim and passionless. She wondered what it was that made it so good for men that they wanted it so badly and wondered why women couldn't enjoy it too. The first time she got fucked she realized that her mother had either been lying to her or trying to scare her or that her father was a limp dick in the sack. Maybe a combination of all three.

The Kinsey Reports were still ten years away, and Masters and Johnson even later to come, so no one had officially stated that women enjoyed sex as much as men but any girl who had been rocked by a good, stiff, erection and achieved climax already knew that. It went against the grain of everything the polite world tried to promote as fact but those "fallen women" who had fallen onto a hard cock could vouch for the pleasure to be had from skillful penetration. It was actually much truer that a lot of men were just plain lousy at doing it and had no idea how to get better. Until people learned how to fuck nobody was going to have as much fun as they should have.

Although she didn't think of it that way Mabel was sort of a pioneer in the field of human sexuality. She was representing something that was stumbling closer to a frank and honest depiction of human behavior. Even the kinky aspects of the bondage and discipline portrayed in her work was an acknowledgment of something very dark and hidden that would rarely break into the light over the next 60 years or more.

No, she didn't see herself as a pioneer. She saw herself as a dirty girl who made a buck taking dirty pictures for dirty men. And there was probably an element of truth in that assessment as well.


CHAPTER 15:

The United Service Organizations for National Defense, better known as the USO, came into existence in February of 1941. The organization was comprised of private groups like the Salvation Army and the YMCA, but operated under the logistical control of the Department of Defense. It was an extraordinary collaboration between the public and the private sector and the scale of the enterprise was massive.

All races and religions were welcomed at USO clubs, unless a specific community insisted on segregation, but the concept was completely radical for its day. While it's purpose was not specifically to change society's views it went a long way towards developing better understanding and harmony between diverse people, an aspect of it the legendary USO history that's often forgotten today.

The USO provided every kind of service imaginable, not just entertainment, but the shows and dances were certainly one of the main attractions. The camp shows were divided into four main entertainment tours. The Victory Circuit brought lavish productions, including complete Broadway shows to the largest military bases located stateside. The Blue Circuit usually featured comedians and other Vaudeville acts and played in smaller venues. The Hospital Circuit brought entertainment to wounded troops but it was the Foxhole Circuit that made history.

Wherever the fighting was the USO was there, performing to tens of thousands of soldiers or for a handful of men gathered around a jeep in the middle of nowhere. At least 37 entertainers lost their lives during the war, including the celebrated band leader and composer Glenn Miller, whose plane disappeared over the English Channel on his way to France.

Most fatalities were caused by plane crashes but it could be extremely dangerous for anyone to be in a war zone at any time. Gloria was certainly well aware of this and already resigned to her fate. The premonition of doom had never completely left her although she was trying to put on as brave a face as possible.

It was certainly an adventure and no one ever performed for a more attentive and receptive audience. Entertainment was a tiny slice of home and hope. A pretty girl like Gloria represented every wife and sweetheart left behind or the girl they would hope to meet when they got back. For an hour or two they could feel normal again, even if the sounds of shelling in the distance were a constant reminder of what was waiting for them later.

They loved Gloria. She wasn't a big star that they knew from the movies or on radio but she was a pinup favorite, and even without that she was there. She was a real live woman with curvy hips and nice boobs. She had a winning smile that each soldier knew was directed personally at them.

They were performing one day outside the remains of a bombed out village that had once been a quaint country town. It was hard not to be depressed looking at the ruins of a humble cottage or neighborhood cafe that had once been so full of life. There wasn't really much of a stage but some ammo crates had been stacked up so that Gloria could be seen by everyone but it was a little rickety and she certainly couldn't do any dance moves. The show started all right but in the middle a sudden downpour of rain came out of nowhere. In a flash one soldier had a poncho around Gloria's shoulders and another stood behind her with a broken umbrella, scavenged from somewhere in the pile of rubble.

Gloria tried to carry on but it wasn't the weather that inhibited her. She was simply overcome by tears. She finally broke down and waved the orchestra off.

"I'm sorry boys, I really want to sing for you but I'm just so touched by the way you all rallied around me and for being willing to sit here in the rain just to hear some silly girl crooning a song. I just love you all so much and I wish I could hug all of you!"

That started the great migration to the stage. Kenny Clippard and the Swing Cats just sat with bemused expressions as a flood of wet soldiers came forward to wrap their arms around Gloria. She had meant it metaphorically but now that she was in their midst she really did want to hug each and every man there. The band fought through the rain and provided some accompaniment but the only show that mattered right now was the show of genuine affection between Gloria and those boys. They may have come to hear swing music but this soggy embrace was far better. It would be a memory that would last a lifetime. Sadly for some of these boys their lifetime was being counted in hours.

After the hugging had concluded Gloria managed to regain her composure enough to give them a couple of more songs but everyone knew that they had experienced something far greater than entertainment. For a moment those soldiers felt loved in the middle of a world of hate and for Gloria, the perpetual orphan, she finally did find a kind of family in the army, only it had taken a very roundabout way to get there.

She had kicked herself so hard for being a "coward" and a "sissy" who had let her country down but in an instant she realized that she was probably doing more good for the war effort than she ever could have done carrying a rifle.

Later she realized that she was still wearing the rain poncho she had been handed and tried to find the soldier who had given it to her but it was an impossible task. She felt bad that this poor guy would be without his rain gear but in the back of her mind she knew there was always another one lying on the ground soon enough. That poncho became one of her most prized possessions from that moment on.

Another thing changed in that Gloria put aside her fear of death, even though the evidence of carnage was everywhere. It wasn't just the dead bodies of soldiers stacked along the road or piled in the back of trucks, there were dead civilians, dead animals and dead trees everywhere you looked. The horrific smell of death was in the air. Yet for some reason Gloria felt more alive than ever before. She had never had a purpose in life other than trying to survive and maybe make a little money on the stage. Her world was so much wrapped up in herself and her personal problems. Being on the other side of the world, a world that was tearing itself apart, made her realize how really insignificant those things were. She was part of a bigger struggle. She was connected to everyone and everything in a way that she didn't know was possible.

People often speak of life changing experiences but this was definitely one of those for Gloria, as it was for many civilians who ventured into the realm of combat that was normally just the stuff of movies. The paper might say that so many hundred men lost their life in such and such an encounter but those men had faces now, far more than they had when she just danced with some soldier in a club or even went to bed with one...or two.

Gloria may have made the decision to become a woman largely out of fear but now she wouldn't trade that for anything. She was finding strength and courage and wisdom that she had never had before and she liked the person she was becoming, even if it had taken a painful journey to get there.


CHAPTER 16:

Gloria and the rest of the band did survive their tour and even volunteered to go back again if they were needed. One of Gloria's greatest thrills had been while waiting to board a plane at an airbase in England where the excited crew of a B-29 bomber ushered her over to their craft. There she was, larger than life, painted as "nose art" up by the cockpit. It was just like the poster that Eduardo had painted except that the boys had added their own slightly smutty slogan to the picture, which amused and delighted Gloria. Someone found a camera and she posed happily with the crew next to the plane. It was definitely her favorite photo shoot of all time.

She had only been gone for a few months but it seemed like a different world when she got home. The simple joys of making coffee in the morning or taking a long hot shower seemed so much more precious to her now.

It was also wonderful to be back with Mabel, although Gloria was in for a bit of a shock.

"You're what?" Gloria stammered.

"I'm getting married," Mabel replied.

"You didn't get knocked up did you?"

"No I didn't get knocked up. I just met a really nice guy."

"Is he in the service?"

"No, he's a doctor actually, if you can imagine that," Mabel laughed.

"A doctor. How did you hit the jackpot like that?"

"Well I had this little accident on a photo shot, oh nothing serious, a light just got too close to my bare leg and I couldn't tell anyone because I had a gag in my mouth so I got a bit of a burn," Mabel explained. "When I went to the hospital I met Randolph, or Dr. Baker at the time. He was just so wonderful and compassionate and well...respectable."

"I assume you didn't tell him how you got the burn on your leg."

"No, of course not. That's not the sort of a thing you mention in polite society."

"No you just mention it around sluts like me," Gloria joked.

"Of course. You're not easily shocked. I told him I was cooking something and I spilled some hot grease on my leg," said Mabel.

"Well at least it implies that you're willing to cook even if you're not very good at it," said Gloria with a laugh.

"And I am willing to cook too. And clean up after him and be the best damn wife a man could have," Mabel stated earnestly.

"What brought this sudden domestic surge on?" Gloria asked.

"It was all because of a blowjob."

"You gave this doctor a blowjob and now you want to marry him?"

"No, of course I didn't give Randolph a blowjob. We're not going to sleep together until we're married silly. It was in the photo studio. They had finally talked me into shooting some real sex pictures and I was all prepared to do it. I was lying on a bed with my hands tied behind my back when they brought this guy in with a pretty huge erection. He was going to stick his dick in my mouth and I was going to try and swallow as much of it as I could. That's when I had my moment of spiritual epiphany."

"You found religion with a cock down your throat?"

"It never got there. I just told them to untie me and that I wasn't interested in doing that sort of work. Something just made me say to myself that it wasn't worth it. That there had to be something more to life than sucking cocks while tied up for some dirty pictures. Then I met Randolph and it all made sense to me," said Mabel with a dreamy expression in her eyes.

"So how did you get your leg injured then?" Gloria inquired with a furrowed brow.

"Oh, I didn't quit work then entirely, I just went back to nudie shots. I made it clear that I didn't want to do any fucking on camera, not even vegetables up my pussy or anything like that."

"Good for you. I'm glad you took the high moral road."

"Laugh if you want to but I'm serious. I was really heading in the wrong direction. The money was so appealing that I was ready to do just about anything. You know they even make dirty movies? They call them stag films or something like that. It's like an old silent movie but the actors actually fuck. They were offering me a lot for that and it was tempting. But where does all of that lead?"

"Color and sound?" Gloria suggested facetiously.

"Be serious! I didn't want to be that person anymore. It's not that I had anything against it but it seemed like a one-way ticket to trouble. A lot of these models I work with are kind of hop heads, if you know what I mean. And the photographers like to smoke those funny cigarettes. It just seemed like jail or white slavery was in my future and I didn't much like the sound of that. Then magically Randolph appeared and everything fell into place."

"Oh, baby I hope you're marrying him for more than just respectability. Do you love him?"

"More than you can imagine! He's wonderful Gloria. I can't wait for you to meet him."

"At least if you really do burn yourself on the stove you'll have medical attention standing by."

"Do you hate me for leaving you?"

"Yes, but I love you even more so I'm thrilled if you're really happy."

It had certainly come as a surprise but it was a pleasant one, if bittersweet. Fortunately it wasn't like Mabel was going to be moving across the country so hopefully they would still be able to see each other a fair amount. It was the loneliness of being by herself that really depressed Gloria the most. Of course she didn't have to sleep alone if she didn't want to, the town was full of men who would gladly accept that invitation, but that wasn't really the same as rooming with your best friend.

There was a little bit of jealousy too, in that Mabel had seemingly found the magic path out of the grind of constantly having to hustle up jobs. She was giving up the glamour and potential for stardom but that had never been as important to Mabel as it was to Gloria anyway. Since coming to Hollywood Mabel's primary success in show business had been posing for some nude photos. It was a waste of a talented dancer. So was getting married for that matter but being married to some nice doctor beat the hell out of waiting tables and doing nudie shoots while hoping for some big break in a show to come along.

So Gloria would be a maid of honor. There was another event that she could never have anticipated transpiring back when she had a cock and balls. She had worn a wedding outfit once in the show where she started pretending to be female but she had assumed that it was as close as she would ever actually get to being part of a wedding party...or at least the part that wore dresses.

It made Gloria think about her own future. Maybe it was time for her to settle down as well. Find some nice guy and give up this crazy dream of fame and fortune. There were probably worse ways to spend the rest of your life. Of course Gloria hadn't been raised to dream of a house and home with some swell fellow who would take care of her. She had never been anyone's daughter and heard the speech about her duties and responsibilities as a woman. So far she had just been living pretty much the way she always had and it hadn't gone so badly.

She had learned a little something about the domestic side of life when she took care of Dr. Lavinsky's home. She still wasn't a dynamo in the kitchen or anything but if her job was to take care of her man someday she figured she could do it.

But then why did she have to even think of that? She was still just getting her feet wet in the business and already she had seen and done so much. So her first screen test didn't lead to anything, so what? There could be others. Timing was very important. Maybe she just hadn't been exactly what the studio was looking for at that precise moment in time. She was young and had many good years ahead of her. Why even put thoughts of settling down in her head at this point? Just because that's what so many women had been taught to do? She had been doing pretty good without a man's help, once Hank had moved on. Did she really need a man to take care of her?

If the right guy came along it might be wonderful to shack up with him, or even get married for the sake of appearances. But that didn't automatically mean she had to give up her career and strap on an apron. There were lots of successful women in this town who had maids and servants to take care of the house. You didn't see movie stars out hanging the laundry on the line. It was great for Mabel because Mabel felt like she wasn't going anywhere and had prepared herself all of her life for the big day when a man would pop the question. But Gloria wasn't Mabel and it didn't seem like the time to be doing anything just for the sake of it. Not while there was a war going on at any rate.


CHAPTER 17:

Gloria became more dedicated than ever to volunteering her time to any endeavors that helped the war effort, or more specifically benefited service personnel. Ironically she had fallen in love with the military, or at least the men who served in it. She still sang in the band and went on the occasional modeling job but she felt like her career could wait. She was working for a much bigger cause now.

Despite her charitable efforts, or perhaps because of them, Gloria did land another screen test, this time with RKO. The routine was pretty similar to the first test she had taken but to her disappointment they didn't ask her to sing or dance. They were interested more in her looks and her quasi-celebrity status. If she could sing, so much the better, but that wasn't the main thing on their mind.

Much to her surprise and delight Gloria was offered a contract and went to work at an actual Hollywood movie studio. Her first role required very little acting at all as she played a nightclub singer in a low budget detective film. This was technically a "B" picture which meant that it was smaller in scale than a primary studio feature and didn't have any big name stars. Although RKO was a major studio they had found that these little pictures could be quite profitable and it wasn't uncommon at all to stick your new talent into a variety of different types of films to see if they caught on or seemed to fit one genre or another.

She only had a couple of lines but she did get to sing, ironically since she didn't even audition as a singer, and it was just a thrill to actually be part of the process of making movies. It seemed like it might be a good idea to learn something about acting so she started taking lessons. She was photogenic and seemed very natural on screen, which was a start, but she knew she would have to improve if she were ever to advance out of the "B" movie pool.

Her personal life was starting to get a bit more interesting as well as she was seen around town being escorted by a number of dashing Hollywood heartthrobs. It was great publicity and Gloria didn't mind the attention at all. How many girls get to date the men they've pined away over in the cinema?

"So tell me, are you and Clyde Collins really an item or what?" asked Mabel one day as Gloria was helping her with the fitting of her wedding gown.

"Oh, hell no," Gloria replied casually. "I mean we've fucked a few times and he's a nice enough guy I suppose but there's nothing serious going on there."

"That's not what it says in the magazines."

"I hate to break this to you but a lot of what gets written in those magazines is a crock of shit," Gloria said with a laugh. "It came as a shock to me too. I always assumed if they printed something it had to be true but now that I've seen behind the curtain I know there's a lot of hogwash wrapped up in it."

"But he's so handsome," Mabel pointed out.

"Sure he is, and he's not bad between the sheets either."

"So?"

"So I'm not in a hurry to settle down with anyone in particular. You've found your guy and you know it and you're obviously deliriously happy. I need to feel that way too before I let someone slip a ring on my finger. These guys are fine for now but let's see what turns up down the line."

"You're terrible," Mabel teased.

"I'm just honest. As long as I can call the shots why shouldn't I?"

"I'd like to be honest but I just don't think I can with Randolph. I mean I had to tell him that I wasn't a virgin, he's a doctor after all so I don't think I could have fooled him, but I feel so guilty about all the other terrible things I've done," said Mabel sadly, changing the subject to a more serious tone.

"What have you ever done that was so terrible?" asked Gloria. "So you've had a lot of sex. So has he probably. You know how those doctors are with their nurses."

"It's different for men."

"Why?"

"It just is. They're supposed to learn about that sort of thing before they're married."

"Man, I just don't get all these rules and regulations. Don't you think he'd rather go to bed with a woman who knew what the hell she was doing? Someone who really enjoyed getting her brains drilled out and who knew how to make a man feel good?"

"I suppose so, but he might wonder how I knew those things," Mabel suggested.

"Whatever you did you did before you met him. You told him you weren't a virgin. I don't see how much more you need to volunteer. Just let him think that he's the one that brings out all this passion in you. Hopefully he really will."

"I don't suppose I should be wearing white technically," said Mabel, examining her gown.

"I really don't see what the big fuss over virginity is. Once your cherry is popped no one is ever going to know if someone else is sticking it in you anyway. Obviously it's not that big a deal to your future husband or you wouldn't be getting married. I'd just start with a clean slate and do your best to make him happy."

"I keep worrying that he'll see one of my dirty pictures sometime. How could I ever explain that?"

"Well, considering the type of pictures you took if your husband ever acquires one I'd say you've got a lot bigger problems in your marriage and he's got a lot more explaining to do than you!" Gloria joked.

The fact that Gloria hadn't been raised as a girl and hadn't in fact been raised in any conventional way at all no doubt influenced her rather "progressive" and "liberated" ideas that were not common at the time. It wasn't even so much a question of "thinking like a man" as much as thinking logically without a lot of preconceived notions getting in the way.

She had been poor most of her life and did whatever she had to do to survive. She couldn't afford to worry about what people in polite society might think of her. She was trying not to starve. Now that she was getting somewhere in life it was hard for her to worry too much about that polite society now.

When she had first become a woman she was terribly afraid of standing out or being exposed so she tried to copy the women she saw around her as much as possible. Now that she had been living this way for several years she was beginning to find her voice and develop her own style. It wasn't just her taste in clothing or cosmetics, it was something deeper. The war was actually doing the same thing to a lot of women who had been turned loose to take care of themselves and to do jobs normally handled by men. Some of them would be happy to go back to the old ways but a lot of them had learned to want more and to do more. They were quietly planting the seeds of the Women's Liberation movement that would gain momentum in the decades to come.

Gloria still wasn't crusading for women's rights, she was just living her life the way she wanted to. She hadn't become a woman to make a statement or to become politically active. The war colored everything in those days and changed people, both male and female, in a variety of ways both small and profound.


CHAPTER 18:

The wedding went beautifully and the weather cooperated as Southern California weather so often does. Mabel looked radiant in her virginal white gown and Gloria and the other bridesmaids were a picture of perfection as well. When Mabel tossed the bouquet she aimed it at Gloria but perhaps not surprisingly it was someone else who caught it. It was easy to feel romantic at a wedding but Gloria had to get to work on her part in the new movie she was in. Love would probably be in the cards eventually but she was getting laid as often as she cared to so there didn't seem to be any rush.

In the middle of so much happiness in her life Gloria did get some rather sad news that Dr. Lavinsky had been arrested and sent to prison, not specifically for doing sex change operations, but for some of his other assistance to underworld figures like treating gunshot victims or doing plastic surgery. Since he wasn't licensed to do anything medical there were a bunch of little charges against him that added up to a pretty lengthy stretch in the big house and it was doubtful that he would live long enough to get out.

It was terribly heartbreaking news for Gloria but she knew it was always a possibility. What the man was doing was obviously illegal but she never cared about that one way or the other. He had been a genuine father figure and he had taught her so much. He had even given her this wonderful new body and the life that went with it.

Things were starting to look promising in the war. The great invasion of France had taken place on D-Day, June 6, 1944. The Japanese were also being driven out of the Pacific islands they had occupied one by one, often at a horrific cost of life to both sides. There was momentum on the side of the Allies and a greater sense of optimism in the nation that maybe the end was finally in sight.

Gloria had more or less made peace with herself over her draft evasion. She had been a scared kid and was desperate for a way out. That way resulted in something remarkable that she cherished dearly, her womanhood, but she had worked very hard to try and be a good citizen and to chip in any way that she could. Perhaps it was just rationalizing to think that any amount of volunteer work could completely erase the crime she had committed but Gloria hoped that a person's life could be judged on the whole by the good things they did.

As Gloria prepared to start work on her first major role in a movie she stopped for a moment and thought about how fast everything had happened and how so many little things had to fall into place for her to have arrived at this point. If that chorus girl hadn't missed work Steven Peterson might never have discovered how much he belonged in a dress. Without that experience he might never have even considered the possibility of undergoing Dr. Lavinsky's radical surgery. If she had the kind of cigar that Eduardo wanted he might never have taken the time to notice her and offer her a modeling job. The list went on and on.

She was far from aimless or adrift in life but still so many things seemed to be left to chance. A decision to do one thing for one reason often turned into something else entirely. Becoming a woman was certainly the strongest example of that. It was certainly easier for her to make that decision since she had already been living a part of her life in a female role anyway but it had still been a monumental thing to go all the way with, and without the fear of being forced into the army it's doubtful that she would have ever done it. Now she couldn't imagine life any other way.

It was almost as if everything before her transformation had been some kind of big mistake. She had no family, no home, no purpose other than her optimistic belief in her talent and that somehow things would get better. Becoming a woman turned out to be the key to finding her place in the world.

Gloria liked to stop and reflect on things sometimes but she suddenly realized that she was running late and scrambled to get to the studio on time. She wasn't a star yet and it wouldn't do to be late on the first day of shooting. She wasn't a star yet. She smiled as she thought about her cocky optimism and wondered where the hell it came from. Wherever it came from she was glad she had it. She did plan to be a star...if she could just stop shaking and remember her lines!


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I love writing historical fiction but my two previous efforts at combining the genre with erotic romance where not big sellers by any means. I've always been fascinated by history and love the opportunity to do the research. I think it's interesting to view different time periods from the sexual perspective since values and tastes and moral views are constantly changing. This is my first work of TG historical fiction and I hope it pleases some people, even if it is a bit different than what I usually write.

The first known male-to-female sexual reassignment surgery took place in Germany in 1930 so the concept was known in the 1940s if not openly practiced. It certainly could have been done and if it were it might very well have been done in a back alley operation by someone not in the mainstream medical profession. That it was done so well and so convincingly is a bit of artistic license on my part, hopefully made a little more plausible by the fact that the subject was already quite feminine in appearance and considered attractive as a woman even without the operation.

In many ways the pinup girl paved the way for the revolution in sexual imagery and material that would follow. There had always been the underground world of pornography but the pinup was deemed socially acceptable, even by the United States government. The war played a huge role in that by forcing the world to accept the fact that horny men cut off from women needed some kind of relief and fantasy. The pinup was just on the edge of being "too sexy" without ever quite crossing it. A decade later Marilyn Monroe was posing nude as the first centerfold in a new magazine called Playboy and the genie was out of the bottle.

I do hope you have as much fun reading this as I had writing it. I realize it may not be everyone's cup of tea but if you at least gave it a chance I thank you profusely!
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