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Low, dulcet toned music plays from the speakers perched on the peeling painted wall. I move through the familiar low racks of CD’s. The whole shop is pleasant, a cool breeze comes from the AC unit, compared to the sweltering heat outside it’s comfortable in this tiny used CD store.

Giving a nod to Daniel, the older dog behind the counter and owner of the store, I swish past, my skirt ruffling around my thighs. My long, ringed tail flicking behind me as I move to browse the vast music selection.

Daniel gives me a nod and a wide, toothy grin. “Doin okay today Sam?” He asks, his short tail wagging behind him as he sorts through the massive pile of donated CD’s.

Shrugging my slim shoulders, I flash a quick smile, my gaze flicking over his graying muzzle. He’s been here since I was little. For a brief moment I wonder how old he actually is, but I dismiss it just as quickly.

“Been doin okay,” I say with a laugh. “Got a couple tickets to a concert this Friday.”

Looking up, he grins, his ears tilting forward. “Which one?”

“Git Gud.” I say with a laugh.

“Nice! Have fun! You takin Mari?”

Shaking my head, my lips pull down into a small frown, the mention of my best friend is like a pang to the gut. She had to bail because of her idiotic family. They always cause trouble.  “Nah, she had something come up with her ‘rents.”

“Oof, again?”

Nodding, I shrug, my tail drooping behind me. “She said she’s gonna be gone for a couple weeks.”

The old Canine shakes his head, dropping to the counter he rests his elbows on the worn wood. “Make sure you take someone. You need to have company.” He says, his tone serious. “I really don’t want anything to happen to you at the event.” His gaze flicks to my feminine clothes. “’Specially if you dress like that.”

Frowning I glance up at him, noticing his eyes are sparkling with mirth, I grin. “Alright perv.” I say with a laugh.

“Who? Me?” He laughs, “Kid you got too few years on you to tango with the like of me.”

Laughing at the comfortable banter between us, I go back to browsing through the racks of music. Picking out a couple, I end up in front of the section that has the band I’ll be going to see. Flipping through I see Daniel has a few new ones.

The bell to the store dings as the door is shoved open, a blast of warm air gusts into the store, fluttering my fur. I look up with an irritated frown, but my jaw goes slack as I see who entered.

Daniel calls a greeting and goes back to his stack. But I can’t help but stare at the beauty who is weaving her way gracefully through the rickety tables.

She’s short, for a Gazelle, but with a very large chest that is hugged tightly by a black and chain corset. Her short hair is dyed purple and is flicked to one side of her head in spikes. There is a small silver ring on one side of her bottom lip and her wide brown eyes are ringed with a heavy dark liner.

As she prances through the store, her chest jiggles with each step, threatening to burst out of her corset with every movement. The rippling soft flesh draws my eyes and my cock threatens to lift my skirt. I blush heavily and move so my groin is hidden. She’s coming right this way.

She’s stunningly beautiful, with an air of danger around her that makes my groin throb and my heart flutter. But as I open my mouth to talk to her, it’s dry, no sound coming out.

Her hands are shoved in her packets and she chews lazily at a wad of gum in her mouth as she moves closer, her slim hooves clacking against the tiles. She flashes me a grin as she moves next to me.  Jerking her head towards me, she speaks in a low, husky voice. Her eyes sparkling with mischief. “I love that band.”

Crap! I’ve been caught staring! Lowering my eyes I feel a rush of heat touch my ears and I flick them back slightly. But her words cause a soft smile to touch my lips as I brush my fingers over the fabric of my shirt. “They’re on of my favorites.” I say softly.

“That’s pretty awesome!” She says with a quick, flashed smile. “I wish I could have gotten one of the tickets to the Git Gud concert this Friday.” She frowns. “But, dang, they sold out so fast!”

Laughing I give a small grin. “I was able to get some tickets. But my friend bailed on me.”

“Woah!” The Gazelle says, her wide eyes going bigger in awe. After a second though, she grins and flutters her lashes playfully. “Mind if I go in their stead?”

Swallowing, my cock twitches and I shift from foot to foot. Here’s my chance, I take a deep breath and jump off the cliff. “Well...” I say slowly. “I would say yes, if you agree to a date with me?”

A smile spreads her lips and she laughs, the ring in her bottom lip flashing in the light, her eyes sparkling. “With someone as cute as you, definitely!” She says, leaning her hip against the CD cases. “So, the concert is Friday, did you want to meet day of?”

Blushing, I nod. “Sounds good to me.”

“Awesome!” She says happily, her short, triangular tail fluttering behind her wide hips. “Here’s my number.” She digs in her bag and pulls out a notebook, jotting her digits down in a spiky script. She hands me the paper with a grin. “Text me tonight!”

“I will!” I say, mirroring her grin. My heart soars out of my chest. I have a date, with someone who isn’t a video game. I peer down at the numbers and name. “Valerie.” I murmur, glancing up to ask her something, I notice she’s not next to me anymore. She’s over by Daniel at the check out.

The old dog says something and she laughs, the sound low and husky like her voice, it sends a warm thrill through me. She likes the same obscure band as me and she obviously likes me if she agreed to a date.

I continue to browse through the collection, my head off in the clouds. When I get up to the counter, I grin at Daniel and hand him the few disks I picked out.

“You do realize you asked her out in a skirt, right?” He asks, a small frown touching his graying muzzle. “She probably only agreed to go on a date because you look feminine. She definitely gave off lesbian vibes.”

His words crash through my dreamy, hazy thoughts and I glower at him. I glance down at my clothes and sigh. I had dressed this way because I had felt decidedly feminine this morning, but now that he said something, I can see what he means. Being gender-fluid is hard on the dating life at the best of times.

Sighing, I rub my hand on my cheek, the fur ruffling under my long fingers. “You’re right, but you could have let me be happy for at least a little while.” My voice is sour and sulky and I snatch up my bag and stalk off, my tail high and shivering.

Once outside, I take a deep breath and blow it out in a gust. A small growl coming from some angry part of me. He didn’t have to ruin my happiness.

Daniel was just being his usual oblivious, practical self. But his statement, it hit pretty hard. My last girlfriend was the one who made me realize I was gender-fluid. But, she left me because she didn’t want to deal with it.

A pang goes through my chest, the hurt still fresh in my mind, though it was a bit over two years ago when we separated. Shaking my head I try to ignore the hurt and focus on being happy that someone said yes.

My body droops, unable to reach that happy cloud once more. Sighing, I trudge off to my car. A nice cup of tea sounds good right now.
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Over the next day or so, Valerie and I message back and forth almost constantly. Once I sent her the first text, it opened the floodgates of conversation. She and I have a lot in common.

But, I still can’t bring myself to tell her that I was a guy when she met me. Guy, girl, I don’t know. But, it never seems like the appropriate time to tell her. Though, we made plans to go to the mall together the day before the concert. She wanted to go check out some new clothes to wear. I agreed, I haven’t been shopping in a while and I kind of miss it.

I show up at the mall in a pair of cargo pants and an open flannel shirt with a band logo t-shirt underneath. I’m hoping she realizes that I’m going for a male look today. Hopefully that will spark a conversation about it. About me being... well... the way I am.

But, when she shows up, she gives me a tight hug and gushes over my shirt. It’s another band we both like.

I’m still reeling from her breasts pressed against me, and the fact that she is wearing a tight shirt that shows off her trim waist and her flaring hips, that I don’t realize she said anything until she nudges my arm. “hmm?” I ask, looking down.

She laughs, “I asked if there was somewhere you wanted to go first?”

“Oh, um, probably the punk store?” I say, my ears blushing, I scrub my hand over the back of my neck. I had put my hair up in a cord and it brushes against my back with the movement.

“Awesome choice!” She chuckles, taking my hand and tugging me toward the store.

I feel a jolt go through my chest at her touch, her hand is soft and the skin silky against mine. I swallow
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