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Chapter One

________________

____


TOWARDS THE END OF MY SOPHOMORE YEAR IN COLLEGE I was hard up for a summer job. As a junior, it was practically a tradition for all the guys to have a car. After all, I would be living off campus in a small apartment on Elm Street; a sloping street on a hill, midway between downtown Aurora and the campus. A car was something I needed for dating girls, right? I mean, what would it look like if I asked a girl out and I had to take the bus to campus to take her out, and then back home to campus the same way? It would look lame; that’s what. So I needed to make some money this summer, and I was open to all suggestions.

I was sitting in the kitchen with my mother during spring break and the topic came up. “Mom,” I said. “I really need a job this summer so I can afford a car to take to school.”

“Well that’s fine Kurt, but you know your dad and I can’t afford to put you on our insurance policy; the rates are outrageous for a twenty one year old man like yourself.”

“Well how about if we split it? If I work all summer and get a work-study job on campus at the library, could we afford it then? I mean, you and dad helped Stacy out when she was in college, right?” Stacy was my twenty four year old sister who moved out of the house after she finished college, and had a good job as a paralegal working and living in Chicago.

“Yes that’s right Kurt, we did. So if you can get a job like Stacy did, I suppose we could work something out. But now, dad is unemployed after getting laid off from ‘The Paint Shack,’ and money is tight.”

“Well, let me see what kind of job I could get, and then could we revisit this?” I was hopeful, but living off campus would be hard, in addition to a car, so I would have to give up living off campus. That would be a sacrifice I was willing to make. Mom was agreeable to that, so maybe it would work out.

So on Saturday night I was with my roommate Dan and sharing my tale of woe with him over a few beers when he came up with an idea. Dan preferred living on campus and I if I gave up my dreams of living off campus, I knew he’d be happy to keep me as a roommate.

“You know Kurt, my sister Valerie just opened a shop in town, and she may be looking for someone to help out.”

“Oh yeah, what kind of shop did she open?” I asked, my enthusiasm showing on my face.

He smirked at me and said, “I don’t think it would be for you Kurt.”

“Really?” I said. “And what kind of job don’t you think would be for me?” I was determined to do this – I was desperate.

Dan sighed and took a pull from his beer. “She opened a bridal shop with her friend Lacy, not too far from here as a matter of fact.” A moment of silence went by as I considered this.

“How busy is the store? I’m sure they could use someone to run the register, help with orders, book keeping, that sort of thing.”

He shrugged his shoulders, and it just dawned on my friend that I was a business major, so maybe it would work out after all.

“You know something Kurt; I’ll ask her. I mean, with your two years of business courses and . . . didn’t you say you were interested in accounting? It just might work. But, what if she needs help with sales?” Dan said, an evil little smirk running across his face. “I would think – now don’t get insulted, but wouldn’t a gay man, or a transgender woman be better suited to that?”

I gave Dan a friendly punch in the shoulder. “Cut it out dude! I’m being serious. If she wants me to actually sell dresses, then I’ll take a hike!”

Dan put his hands up. “Okay, okay, I can ask her. What the heck.”

The next day I met Dan for lunch at a wing’s place in town. “So what did Valerie say?” I asked, hopeful that this might work out.

“I’ve got good news for you buddy! She said if you make it down there this Saturday afternoon, like after four o’clock, then she’ll discuss it with you.”

“Oh wow! That’s great Dan! Thanks bro.”

Dan laughed and looked at me smiling. “Don’t thank me just yet. She didn’t tell me what she had in mind for you – exactly.”

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Two

________________

____


Iborrowed my dad’s car and drove to the address that Dan gave me. Just as he said, the shop stood on a tree-lined street on the corner. “Val’s Bridal Shop” still had the red, white, and blue bunting on it, and a “Just Opened” sign in the window, along with several bridal gowns, shoes, and accessories in a tasteful display. Maybe that’s what I’ll be doing, I thought as I looked at all the clothing behind the window. As I entered, a bell tinkled over the doorway.

The last time I met Dan’s sister was when both of us were starting our freshman year. When we were assigned roommates and we found out that we lived in the same town, that sealed it, and we hit it off right away. His sister was a very sexy brunette, with long hair and deep blue eyes. That whole orientation weekend that our families were together, I couldn’t take my eyes off of Valerie. I think she knew I “had a thing for her,” because she gave me little suggestive winks and I got hard right away. It was the end of summer, and she wore this very high denim skirt, with tons of makeup, and had the kind of personality that just sucked me right in.

Now this visit was business, but Valerie greeted me just like an old friend. “Hi Kurt, what a nice surprise,” Valerie said, wearing a very shapely black skirt, with a white blouse, open at the top, and showing off her generously endowed bit tits, and a black blazer. Her hair was worn the same way, nice, shiny, and long, and her makeup was perfect. I was falling in love again, and I was speechless.

“Aren’t you gonna say something?” she said playfully, taking both my hands and pulling me in close for a lingering kiss on the cheek and a hug. Her rose scented perfume got on my face as her cheek rubbed up against mine. For a brief second, her waist brushed up against mine, and I felt my erection bursting out of my jeans. I didn’t see any rings on her fingers either.

I was blushing like a rose, and I tried to answer her. “Uh, yeah, uh hi Valerie, it’s good to see you again. Oh! Congratulations on your new business. I know you’ll be successful. I love the window display and your location is perfect.”

“Why thank you Dan,” she said in a creamy, seductive voice. “So, come in. Let me give you a little tour.” There was a girl behind the register, and one older woman in her mid-thirties it seemed, putting dresses back on hangers from the dressing room. In the back, by the fitting room were a mother and daughter speaking animatedly with another sales girl.

“So how long have you been open Valerie?” I asked, trying to be as polite and aloof as I could, when I really wanted to tell her, You may be my roommate’s sister, but I’d like to bang the hell out of you!

“Since February Fifteenth,” which would make it about a month.

“Nice, and how’s business?”

“Better than I could have hoped Kurt. Much better than I could have hoped.”

I nodded politely.

“Can I get you something to drink?” she asked. “Coffee maybe? There’s a KEURIG machine in the back by the sewing room – here, let’s take a walk and we can talk. The three women were looking at me and smiling. I was turning red; embarrassed to tell you the truth and thinking that maybe this wasn’t such a hot idea.

“Sure that’s fine. I’ll take a cup.” Valerie moved to the machine. “No, that’s okay, I can do it myself,” I said.

“So Dan told me that you’re looking for a job for the summer, is that about right?”

“Yeah, I’m looking to get a car, and split the insurance with my parents.” She nodded her head.

“Oh, I remember what that’s like,” she said rolling her eyes.

“Well, I’ll tell you, I could use some help in the book keeping department. Dan tells me that you’re a business major, maybe wanting to study accounting?”

“Pretty much,” I said.

“Also, depending upon how busy we get, I may need some help in sales.”

This is what might have been a deal breaker. “Valerie, shouldn’t sales be something more suited to a woman? Besides I don’t know anything about dresses and that . . . stuff.”

Valerie looked at me up and down, with her hand on her chin and thinking. She smiled at me, and said, “Come over here Kurt and take a seat,” pointing to a table with a couple of chairs in a small break room.

“Normally, I’d say you’re right – women kind of expect another woman to show them wedding dresses, shoes and make suggestions. But, if you are properly trained to know what women want, once you start talking, I think all their preconceived notions about the gender of the salesperson become moot.”

“I see,” I said, looking at it from that point of view, but still being skeptical.

“So that means you would have to learn these products inside out. Also,” she said raising her eyes to mine, and speaking in a seductive voice, “In addition to salary, you would get a commission and earn more money in sales. Now what do you say?”

“That all sounds good Valerie. Like I said, I really need to make money this summer. But how am I expected to get this knowledge?”

She smiled at me. “I can have someone teach you everything you’ll need to know.”

Before I could say anything or object, Valerie leaned toward the open room next to the break room where all the alterations took place. “Denise!” she called out, turning her head. “Could you come in here please?”

Almost immediately, a tall red head with sparking green eyes, and long, nicely done-up hair and makeup came into the room. My eyes almost popped out of my head, and I was hard as a rock. Being a virgin and a horny twenty one year old, I was willing to do anything. TWO boner inducing women under the same roof.

“Yes Valerie, what’s up?” Denise said, with a sultry, arousing voice. She was dressed in a clingy, short, emerald green dress, with a low cut that showed off the most amazing breasts I’d ever seen.

“Denise, this young man is Kurt; the college roommate of my brother Dan. He’s thinking of working here with us . . .” Denise’s thin, brown eyebrows raised, and a smirky, sort of smile crossed her face, and she looked at me intently. “Mostly he’ll help me out with the books, and the EXCEL spreadsheet, and inventory, but I also want him trained to pitch in and help out with sales. That’s where you come in – I want you to teach him EVERYTHING about the wedding dress industry.”

Denise helped herself to a cup of coffee and sat down next to us. “Yeah, I could see him as a sales person,” she said. “I mean, physically he isn’t too imposing, and, uh, his build could be an asset.”

“What do you mean by that, Denise?” I asked, a bit surprised that she would go there. Valerie just listened, seeming to agree with her employee.

She looked at me and smiled. “Easy, I’ll spell it out for you Kurt – women don’t want a ‘muscle head’ with a six pack and mountains for biceps helping them pick out a wedding dress.”

“So what you’re telling me is that I’m what, effeminate?” I couldn’t believe I just said that. But somehow, Denise touched a nerve.

She looked at Valerie, who just nodded, then back at me, saying, “Yes, I do! But that’s not a bad thing. Combine your build with a solid knowledge of wedding and ladies apparel, and I think we have a winning combination.” Now I looked at Valerie, who rubbed her thumb and forefinger together, making a “money sign,” to tell me that I could make good money in commissions, and that she agreed with Denise.

“To be perfectly honest, something about learning the ins and outs of women’s clothes was an appealing prospect. I remembered back to when my sister Stacy was living was us, I would occasionally rummage through her drawers and pick up a pair of panties or two and rub the satiny, soft material between my fingers, loving the feel of them and imagining how they would feel on my cock. Now that the possibility of maybe wearing those items was real, I was very excited.” 

“Wait a second,” I said, not wanting to appear like I was too eager, “I’m not going to have to wear any of this stuff, am I?”

Both women laughed and Denise said to me, leaning in close; “Not unless you want to Kurt.”

“Kurt,” Denise said. “We close at six o’clock on Monday nights, so why don’t you come by at say, six thirty this Monday night. I’ll order a pizza, and we can get your training started, so that by summertime, you’ll be ready. Sound good?”

I didn’t want to appear too eager, (although my cock was jumping up and down inside my jeans) and I said, “Okay, it’s a deal. I’ll be in on Monday.”

“Great!” Valerie said, clapping her hands. “I promise you Kurt, I think you’ll learn a lot – you’re a smart guy, and you may even enjoy yourself a little bit.” The way she said it, it sounded like a question; a challenge even. But I was all in.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Three

________________

____


Monday came along and I was ready to begin my training as a wedding apparel sales “person.” The “CLOSED” sign was hanging on the door, and I knocked on the glass. I could see the light on in the back room, and I saw a silhouette against the light walking through the doorway to the back. The highlighted tits told me it was Denise.

My dick was throbbing in my pants, and I felt that my words would be caught in my throat. My heart was beating a rapid pace when she came to the front and opened the door.

“Well hello Kurt! I see that our little job training offer was acceptable to you, right?”

“Of course, that’s why I’m here,” I said, trying to sound all business-like and serious.

“Come in, you’re letting the cold inside, and I’ll order a pizza. What would you like?”

I was a man of simple tastes, so I just wanted a regular pie, but Denise preferred eggplant, so we compromised – half and half. She was dressed a little bit more provocatively than for work; a long black dress, with a high slit up the side, black stiletto heels, and her red hair was down past her breasts this time, the ends curled, with heavy makeup complimenting her very feminine seductive essence.

Our food came and we made small talk. “I get a sort of vibe from you Kurt. Wanna know what I think?” It was a rhetorical question. “I think that you want to try on some of these clothes here.”

I was shocked that she went there. “Wait a second! No one said I wanted to wear these things! I was just supposed to learn about them.”

She looked at me like I was stupid or something. “How do you expect to learn about them unless you put them on first?”

Now I was scared, and also very curious. What was I getting myself into? I wondered.

Denise got up and left me at the table finishing my slice and came back in carrying a purple satin G-String, which she threw on the back of my chair. Her smile said everything as she stood there and watched. I got up from the table and washed my hands – I didn’t want to get any grease on the material.

When I came back I picked it up and ran the soft material between my fingers. My emotions betrayed me when I realized that my boner was sticking up through my jeans. Denise saw it and laughed, saying, “I don’t need to ask any more questions!”

How could I be embarrassed? This was me, like it or not. She reached behind her back and from a bag pulled out some more items for me to “learn about.” She made it seem like this was professional training, which in a way, it was.

She held up a laced, purple bra with a stretch back, and sheer, black nylon pantyhose, with straps that were meant to hook onto a purple girdle which was also in the bag. I was still rubbing the G-String between my fingers, and she said to me: “Come on Kurt, aren’t you going to try these things on? Or am I just wasting my time here?”

I hesitated. “Well, what are you waiting for? Yes, or no?” Just then Denise’s iPhone rang. “Hi Val., Yeah he’s here. I think he might be a little hesitant,” she said, smiling and looking at me.

“Oh, okay, fine. That’s what I’ll do then, I’ll talk to you later.”

Then Denise walked to the front of the store. “Where are you going Denise?”

“Valerie told me to lock the front door and not to let you out until I’m done training you for this evening.”

I was even more turned on by that. I felt different now. It seemed like my fate was sealed and I didn’t have a choice. I wanted to try everything, and more importantly – I wanted to become a slut! Denise would be my mentor in this new endeavor. I also thought of the extra money I would be making from the sales I would make. I had no doubt that I would be successful.

She came up to me, still sitting in the chair and said, leaning into me, her hot breath on my face – “So I think you’re in now Kurt. Be a good little sissy and take your clothes off,” kissing me on the mouth, her tongue working its way inside my lips. Then she broke off abruptly, leaving me stunned.

“What the . . .” I had never heard that word before, much less ever thought it would be applied to me.

“There’s much more where that came from Kurt. Now get undressed.”

She stood over me grinning, as I started to undress. First came my shirt, which I unbuttoned and dropped to the floor. She walked over to me and ran her hand over my chest, saying, “Humm, nice and flat, and not much hair – good!”

Then I unfastened my jeans and undid my belt, dropping my jeans around my ankles. I kicked off my sneakers and then my socks, piling up my jeans on top of my shirt. I was left standing in just my boxers. Denise walked over to me again, looking me straight in the eyes, and placing the fingers of her right hand underneath the waistline of my boxers, rubbing the small mound of pubic hair over my junk. Breathing close to my face and kissing me on the lips she said, “We’ll have to do something about that ‘scruffiness,’” and she crinkled up her nose. “But not tonight. We’ll do that before you start work over the summer. Or maybe you’ll do it yourself,” raising her eyebrows at me.

Now her fingers made a closed fist around my cock, slowly pumping me up and down. A drop of pre cum appeared on the top of my cock, and she withdrew her finger and placed it between my lips. Much to her pleasure I licked it; the sweet/salty mix of my own jizz surprisingly appealing to me.

“Take your boxers off Kurt,” she said, like an order.

I eagerly stepped out of my boxers and kicked them away, and she handed me the purple G-String which I placed over my feet and moved up on my legs. I was stunned by the cool, soft, satiny feel of the material as it slid over my skin. I got a chill all over and my cock was pulsating. Denise noticed and grinned mischievously as I did so. “I see you like that,” she said in that sultry, sexy voice I loved.

Now I placed the front of it over my cock, loving the feel, and placed the back string between my ass crack, and felt it settle in. I was smiling like a babe who was just given his first taste of candy. This was delicious and I was eager to get the rest on. Next, I slipped on the pantyhose, and the girdle, which I strapped in place.

Denise then took the bra and placed it over my head, the elastic on the back pulling in the skin of my chest in tighter, giving me the illusion of cleavage. The cups of the bra were molded, so it looked like I had breasts. There was a long mirror on the door of the room, and I was almost knocked over at how much like a girl I looked!

“My my Kurt, you certainly do dress up well. We’re just getting started. The makeup will come soon,” she said as she left the room. When she returned she was carrying a makeup case, and placed my chair in front of the mirror, but sideways.

“I don’t want you getting too excited Kurt! Not yet anyway.” I was seated in the chair and my knees were knocking together. Denise just laughed and did the facial makeup first; applying the compound, the lip liner, cherry red lipstick and finally moved onto my eyes. I had black hair, but it was too short – especially for a girl. So she left the room and when she came back she was carrying a black wig, parted in the middle, with waves down from my shoulders to just below my breasts. My eyes were a bright blue, so she decided on just a touch of eyeliner, and a small amount of mascara.

After the makeup and the wig was in place, she told me to stand up and face the mirror. Holy Shit!!! I look just like a girl. I was stunned.

“How do you like yourself now Kurt. Oh! I also have clothes for you which you can take home with you. She brought out leather boots that went up to my calves with cuffs, and a leather bodice with laces in front. The shirt was a black tank top. As for shoes she told me, “I’ll have to get shoes for you, and make sure they fit. I think next time I’ll teach you to walk in heels. Now how does that sound?”

Now Denise lit a cigarette; one of those long, 120mm ones – Virginia Slims 120s. “To complete the picture of a true slut, Kurt, you have to smoke like one.”

I didn’t tell her, but this was one of my favorite fetishes: Girls who dressed like sluts and smoked, and showed it off. As she lit up, she noticed my boner flapping around more, and she smiled.

“Oooh, it looks like we found out some more about you; your little secrets. Here,” s he said, “have one.” So she gave me one and I greedily puffed it to life, and did a nice French inhale. Denise was pleased. “Nice,” she said.

She sat on my lap and kissed me deeply, her smoky breath adding to my slut excitement. Her tongue rolled around me, coiling it around mine, rubbing it, and then gently touching my cock through the silky panties. “I don’t want you cumming yet Kurt,” was all she said.

Then she got down on her knees in front of my chair and pulled the pouch of the G-String down, pulling it down under my ball sack. I felt the satiny, moist feel of her tongue, lapping my ball sac, and then my cock. She went very slowly at first, moving her lips around in a circle. I was ready to cum and then she pulled off me. “Hey Denise! No fair. My God you love to tease!”

I don’t want you cumming like that Kurt,” was all she said. She walked into the fitting room and came out with a quilted blanket which she carefully placed on the floor.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Four

________________

____


Now, I want you to fuck me – hard!” Wow, I couldn’t believe it. I was about to lose my virginity to the hottest woman I ever saw. She shimmied out of her dress, and came closer to me. I pulled at the front of panties – I was desperate to relieve the tension that had built up to a frenzy.

Then she said sternly, like a master to her pupil: “No Kurt! I want it hard – up my ass!” I had heard about that, and when I hesitated, she said, “Come on, you’ll love it – It’s ,much tighter than any pussy you’ll ever have!”

Before I knew it, she had unhooked her pantyhose from the girdle she wore over her G-String, and I was staring at her butt sticking high up in the air for me. She spit on her hand and rubbed it over her crack after moving the G-String over a butt cheek. She lowered herself down a bit for me as I crouched behind her, lining my cock up with her back door.

“Spread my ass cheeks apart like a good little sissy!” she yelled.

My cock was slippery from her lip gloss, and spreading her ass cheeks apart, I placed my cock, wet with pre cum right against her. “Come on Kurt – DO ME!”

I entered her slowly and she was slick inside already and I went in easily. I tried my hardest not to cum so fast. I entered her more and we both began to moan; two horny creatures in total lust for each other. She backed up against me and I went in and out faster and faster, my ball sack smacking her butt cheeks. She stuck her hand down the front of her panties, rubbing her pussy furiously.

We were in a frenzy of back and forth, in and out, when suddenly I felt an orgasm working its way through me, and I shot a huge load – my first time into something other than a tissue!

She screamed and her body stiffened, her butt cheeks holding my cock inside her tight. I kept going in and out, I didn’t want to pull out, it was so good and wet inside. I loved the way my jizz felt around my cock inside of her. Each time I pulled out, my creamy, white jizz spilled out onto her ass, and onto the quilt. Still inside her, I leaned over her back and was exhausted.

“That was great Kurt,” she said softly. “Now get under me and lick your cum off me.”

I flipped around and stuck my head under her spread legs, licking my cum off her, all the way down her taint. I loved it. Something about being dressed like a slut, made me feel exactly like one.

I licked her clean of all my cum that flowed freely down her butt cheeks. I could never have imagined that my first time would be anything like this. Then she pulled off me and stood up on the quilt, and I was still on my fours. She laughed and told me, “Stay there Kurt. It’s my turn now.”

She stood in front of me, looking at me, her beautiful red hair flowing down her bra onto her chest; green eyes boring into me. “Now take a look at my pussy; pull my panties down.”

I hooked my thumb in the front of her G-String, and pulled them down, but what the fuck . . . The largest cock I had ever seen popped out at me. She stood there smiling at me, and I was in total shock. My eyes went as wide as saucers.

“What Kurt. You’ve never seen a transgender woman before? This is not really a cock. I call it my boy clitty,” and she laughed a huge, throaty laugh. But I was confused. Was I gay? What was I? She sensed my confusion and said, “I’ve been transgender for at least the last fifteen years, and you know what? I think you enjoy it too; more than you’d like to admit! Right?”

She had me there. I felt a level of sexual excitement dressed and made up like a woman; a slut, that I could never have felt as a straight boy.

“Yeah, I suppose I do like it. I mean, I’ve never done this before, but I really enjoyed it, I mean . . .”

“You can’t fool me Kurt. I know you were a virgin. I think that you’ll enjoy this next part. Well, I hope you do because the front door is locked, and you aren’t going anywhere!”

I pretended to be horrified, but it was all show. I was playing along because I loved it. I was dying to feel that gorgeous, big cock inside me. I think that my makeup and wig made me feel just like the woman I knew was locked deep inside of me. Really, it was the slut inside me that I loved the most. I felt great having Denise around to “show me the ropes.”

“Let’s go sweetheart, I’m really fucking horny now! Don’t make me have to pull my clitty myself. But first, I want you to suck me!”

I got back on my knees and Denise stood in front of me and placed her massive cock against my lips. My God, it was almost as wide as my mouth itself. “How did you, I mean, uh, hide it?”

“Plenty of time for that later. First things first,” she said as she moved closer to me placing the tip of her gurl cock up against my lips. I loved the hardness underneath the soft, pink skin of her. I gently opened my lips and pushed forward, my lip gloss coating the tip of her gurl cock like it did mine. She moved slowly back and forth, going inside my mouth deeper and deeper. I had to pull off to take a deep breath and try to steel myself from gagging on the gigantic tool in my mouth. My eyes looked up at her and she was smiling down at me. I felt the tip of her cock bounce back and forth against the back of my throat. My desire overcame any physical resistance.

She went faster and faster and my lips made a tight seal around her cock. I used my tongue as she had, gently rubbing the soft tuft of skin on the bottom, and it made her moan and hiss through clenched teeth. She pressed down on my head, thwarting any chance I might have to escape. I didn’t want to go anywhere. I wanted to taste a big load of her gurl cum inside my mouth. She surprised me again, by abruptly pulling out of my mouth.

“Turn around honey, and stick that nice firm butt up in the air,” she commanded me. I loved being her “slave,” her submissive sissy boy toy.

Her cock was nice and wet, and she pressed up against my virgin, cherry asshole. She licked her index finger and rubbed it around my opening, and I got a chill and a very pleasant sensation, unlike anything I ever felt before. Then she stuck her finger inside of me making me squeal. “The first time is always the hardest honey, but trust me; soon it will become second nature for you, I promise,” she said.

She spit on her hand and wiped it over my ass, my “boy pussy,” or “bussy” as I was to learn to call it later. Now she entered me and went up to the end of the head of her gurl cock. I felt intense pain while being stretched, and she was slow and patient with me until the pain was replaced by extreme pleasure. Now she went deeper and deeper inside of me and I was hooked! I didn’t want her to stop and found myself backing up on her cock.

We got into a fast rhythm and her balls were slapping my butt cheeks. I got an extremely pleasant sensation, and my cock grew harder than it ever did when I did it to myself. She hit my “p-spot,” and I gripped my cock in my hands and started stroking myself. Denise let out a scream and shot a full load into my “bussy,” and that triggered me as well. My jizz shot out like a cannon ball all over my hand, and I squeezed my cock, milking every last drop out of me. I must’ve shot three times.

She was gripping the side of my hips and tightening her cock inside me, still thrusting. Her cum leaked out of me, as she pulled out. She reached into her bag and pulled out a Virginia Slims 120 cigarette and handed me one, lighting both of us up at once.

“So how do you feel, slut!” Denise asked, a big smile on her face. What turned me on a lot about her was that she was fifteen years older than me – at thirty four. I loved older women, or now trans women.

“I feel great. I don’t think I can ever have sex with a pussy now, after this – with you, I mean.”

“Ah, that’s sweet. But hey, nothing wrong with bio girls. You were a virgin until now, but don’t knock it. You can explore the best of both worlds. I’ve decided to take you under my wing, teach you more about possibly transitioning like I did, and also about this business. You will definitely make more sales as a T-Gurl than as a man.”

“You think so?”

“Absolutely.”

“You’re going to need a female name. I mean let’s face it – Kurt just won’t do it.”

“Well then, keep it simple – call me ‘Kathy.’”

“’Kathy.’ I like it, has a nice ring to it.

Just then, Denise’s iPhone rang. It was Valerie. “Hi Val., Yeah, oh he did GREAT! Oh, better than I expected,” and she laughed. “I think,” she said looking at me while talking on the phone, “that we will have a dynamite salesgirl for the summer. Isn’t that something? Ok sure . . . uh huh, I’ll talk to you tomorrow. Oh sure – he, or I mean ‘she’ is right here,” and she handed her phone to me.

“So Kurt, how did you like Denise’s little ‘training session.’?”

“I really loved it. I learned some things about myself I never knew.”

“I’ll bet. She really likes you; I can tell. She’s never ‘flipped a guy’ before. You should feel honored. She must see something special in you.”

“She ‘tried me on’ and I guess I fit,” I said grinning.

***

I spent the rest of spring break going to the store in the evenings and getting some more “training” from Denise. During the summer when I started working at the shop, I began selling a lot of dresses as “Kathy.” I was getting a following. Valerie begged me not to go back to school. But I couldn’t do that to my parents. Of course, my roommate Dan never knew what happened until senior year, when I came out as “Kathy” full time. He was pretty cool about it.

I saw more and more of Denise, and today, being out of school for two years now, I’m living with her, and we couldn’t be happier. Who would have thought.

♦️♦️♦️
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