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IN TOO DEEP

When Kurt breaks into the shopping mall the night it closes down for renovations, he doesn’t expect to get trapped inside of a women’s department store. At first, it’s pure panic as he desperately tries to get out before being caught by security. But after a few hopeless days and the realization that he might be stuck for a long time, his panic turns into boredom. And he’s got no way to pass the time, unless he wants to start trying on women’s clothing and makeup.


CHAPTER I

I don’t think it would be fair to call me a criminal. I’d never committed a crime until the day I broke into that mall. Though I did break in, intentionally, to steal money from the cash register, so I suppose that makes me a criminal. It was my first and last crime—my first because I wanted the money, and my last because my plan failed miserably.

I only did it because I was absolutely certain I would get away with it. I was in the mall the day before they closed down for renovations, and while I was using the bathroom, I overheard two security guards talking about the camera systems being down throughout the whole complex. “Hopefully we get better cameras with the renovations,” one of the guards said, “Even if the damned things actually worked, the image quality is still complete garbage.” I didn’t think much of it in that moment.

I was at the mall with my sister, who I was in town visiting. It was supposed to be my last night in town, and she wanted to get a few things before heading off to Cancun with her new boyfriend. Having nothing better to do, I figured I would tag along. It was while we were checking out that I learned how to access the store’s cash register. The employee-in-training had screwed something up, and she needed to reset the system. She called the manager over, who entered in a code, which made the register pop open, and then he showed her how to complete the transaction manually.

I saw him enter the code: 1212. There must have been a few thousand dollars in that register. And how much easier could it have been? I knew the security cameras were broken and I knew the code to the register. All I had to do was break in once they were closed, and bam: I would be a few thousand dollars richer. It would be the perfect crime. Long before the time they realized the money was missing, I would be on the other side of the country.

So after my sister had gone to sleep for the night, and my bags were packed up in my car, I snuck out of the house, headed towards the mall. I parked a few blocks away, knowing there would probably be a security guard on duty, patrolling the parking lot, making note of any cars that came and parked in the middle of the night.

I sat in the shadows between the streetlights as I waited for the security guard to drive by a couple of times. It was a long, boring wait, but I wasn’t willing to take any unnecessary risks. It seemed as though he only drove around the complex once every twenty minutes, which gave me tons of time to break into the mall.

The mall doors were already boarded up for the renovations that were going to take three months.

It was a late Friday night—or an early Saturday morning, technically—so I knew I wouldn’t have to worry about anyone coming in super early for work. I knew construction wouldn’t start until Monday morning, at the absolute earliest. If I wanted to, I could have spent the whole weekend ransacking the mall, taking whatever I wanted.

To get inside, my plan was to break a window. I knew how to break a window silently because a few years back, someone broke into my car while I was asleep. The police told me they used a wet towel that they pressed against the window, and then they hit it with a rock. The towel muffled the smashing sound and it kept the glass from falling down on the outside, where it might be noticed by a passer-by.

My plan to break a window was thwarted by the fact the mall had extremely durable windows. They’d obviously anticipated a fair share of break-in attempts. I don’t know why I didn’t expect as much. So what was I going to do? I looked around for other options.

The headlights of the security car turned around the bend and started towards me. I froze for a moment and then my heart exploded into a frenzy. I needed to hide. I looked around. There was absolutely nothing to hide behind within fifty feet of me. “C’mon, Kurt, think!” I whispered to myself, my heart racing a little bit faster with every passing second.

Next to me was an ad for a new store that was scheduled to open up after the renovations. In the ad, there were six people posing in trendy outfits. I decided to become one of them, hopping over to the ad and doing my best stationary pose, with a big smile on my face. I probably looked absurd, dressed in all-black, with a wet towel in my hand, standing next to a bunch of colourful, young models. Thankfully, my plan worked, and the security guard just rolled on by without hesitation. It took a good minute before my heart stopped beating ferociously into my ribcage. Once it did, I realized I could climb onto the roof of the building using a hinged pipe that was right next to me.

I had no idea how I was going to get inside via the roof, but I climbed anyway. At least on the roof, the security guard wouldn’t be able to spot me. Sure enough, there was a door up there, with a little window next to it. The door was locked, but unlike the windows below, the glass shattered easily when I smashed it with a rock. I was able to reach inside and unlock the door.

Unfortunately, the door just led to a staircase, which led to another locked door, this one with no breakable window. I was starting to get frustrated, unsure of how I was going to get into the stupid mall and get the money. But I wasn’t ready to quit, I was in way too deep, fully committed. I found myself back on the roof, looking around for another way in. That was when I spotted the skylight: a large window that looked down into the very store I was trying to break into. It seemed too good to be true!

Best of all, I didn’t even have to smash the window. It was left slightly open, enough for me to slip my fingers under and open it all the way. I thought for a minute about how I was going to scale down. Running across the roof of the building was an extension cord, hooked up to a work light that was turned off. I took the cable, tied one end to a sturdy pipe, and then flung the other end down, through the window. I gave it a swift tug, making sure I wasn’t about to fall to my death. I took a deep breath as I looked down into the store: at least a thirty foot drop.

Why did I need the money? Why did I need to break into the mall to steal it? The saddest part of it all was the fact that I didn’t need the money for anything. I had a decent, well-paying job back home, and I had no debt. In fact, my life had always been easy. I breezed through college, never had any issues finding work, and I’d always managed to find great deals everywhere I went. My apartment was already worth three times more than when I bought it, I managed to sell my old car for more than I originally paid for it. I didn’t need that store’s money at all.

Maybe I just wanted to force some excitement into my life. I’d always loved bank heist movies, and I’d always fantasized about pulling off a big heist—not because it would be nice to have millions of dollars, but because it was the single most risky thing you can possibly do. You’re risking your life, your reputation, everything. I didn’t want to live my whole life watching television, eating the same five things every week, on rotation. I wanted more in my life. I wanted to be able to look back and think I didn’t just coast by, doing exactly what was expected of me.

I gripped the extension cable as tightly as possible. I took a deep breath, my heart racing, as I sat down on the edge of the opening. “Here goes nothing,” I said, and then I slipped off, my body becoming tense as I slid down the cable. I wasn’t even five feet down and I could feel the cable stretching. I was only able to lower myself down in small jolts, releasing a little bit of tension to make myself drop, and then gripping tightly to make myself stop altogether. I could feel the rubber getting hot and burning my skin. I was just ten feet from the ground when the cord snapped and I went down hard. Luckily, a table covered in pants broke my fall (and I broke the table).


CHAPTER II

The cash register was empty. I don’t know why I assumed they would leave money in it, especially right before closing for three months of renovations. I felt so stupid as I stared down at the empty tray. I slammed it shut. Then, I realized there was a camera pointed right at me. It sent a chill down my spine, even knowing it wasn’t working, just a blank lens staring into nothingness. I stared back. If those guards were wrong, and that camera was working, then I would already be doomed. They would have a perfect shot of my face that would air on every news channel in the state. ‘Idiot breaks into department store and steals nothing.’

I figured I could at least steal some inventory, if nothing else. I did a lap around the store. There was nothing but women’s clothing—it was a women’s department store, after all. I tried leaving the store to see if I could get into different stores, but the gates were all shut and locked with what looked like a thin, rubber bike lock. I was stuck pillaging that women’s clothing store, which had absolutely nothing I wanted to pillage.

And then I realized there were no windows in the store, and no doors that led straight outside. Unless I could somehow climb thirty feet up and get back through that open window, I was trapped. I tried to think of various ways I could get up there, even trying to stack boxes on top of a little step ladder I found in the back. It was hopeless. I couldn’t even get ten feet up never mind thirty. But what else could I do? Sit around and wait for someone to find me, and then try to explain why I was in the store, dressed like a cat-burglar? I was doomed.

I shook the gates at the storefront, hoping to find some slight opening that I could squeeze through. There was none. I really was trapped in that store.

And what if no one comes at all? The mall was closed for renovations, but there were no guarantees that renovations would start right away. What if they didn’t start for a week or two? Would I die of starvation?

I found a phone in the back room. I picked it up, but there was no dial tone. I tried flipping on a light switch, but even the lights wouldn’t come on. The power must have been off. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I said as I scrambled through the store, trying to find some way to escape.

I scurried around that store for over an hour before I gave up. The only way I was getting out was with my hands cuffed behind my back. Exhausted, I took a seat on the soft bench where countless women had tried on shoes. I looked up at the window I’d come in through. The sky was beginning to lighten. Soon enough, the security guy would do a walkthrough and find me in the store, and he would call the police, and I would be booked for breaking and entering. I wanted excitement and I got it—be careful what you wish for. “Play shitty games, win shitty prizes,” my dad would have said to me.

Excitement is truly exhausting. I ended up dozing off on that bench. I don’t know how long I slept. I didn’t have a watch, my phone was in my car, and there were no clocks in the store, but the mall was bright—and still dead-quiet. I sat up slowly, looking around, wishing it had all been a terrible nightmare. My lips were dry and my stomach was growling. With a pit in my stomach and a lump in my throat, I went to the gate, gave it another firm shake, and then started to call out for help. I was ready to surrender to the mall cops. But no one came to my rescue.

I walked around the store, able to see much better now that there was natural light pouring in through the windowed ceiling. I found a small sink behind a makeup counter that worked. I drank out of it like a dirty dog, and then I went on the hunt for something to eat. I found a large bag of chips in the manager’s desk. I only ate a handful, worried I would need to ration in case I was stuck for a few days. I’d heard a person can go two weeks without eating before they die. I had a hard time believing that, with my stomach growling mercilessly after just half a day.

Then I tried my luck at the gate again, calling out, hoping someone would hear me. My calls continued to be unsuccessful. So I found myself wandering around the store, feeling tense and nervous. With a shiny new criminal record, would I lose my job? Would I be able to get another half-decent job ever again? Would I go to jail? Do first time offenders go to jail? Does breaking and entering carry a jail sentence? All of these questions were pinging through my head at the same time, receiving no answers.

I’d been in a cold sweat since arriving at the mall, and my clothes were beginning to smell. In case getting arrested after breaking into a women’s store wasn’t embarrassing enough, I was going to smell like week-old hockey equipment while they pulled me away. I looked around the store for something more masculine to change into, something that wasn’t quite so dense, so I could stop sweating.

There was nothing remotely masculine in the store. The place was made for young women looking for outfits to wear out to the clubs, or down to the beach. Everything either showed off some belly, some cleavage, some ass, or all of the above.

I thought it was strange that the heat in the building was turned on when the power was turned off. Maybe that had to do with some automatic temperature regulation thing… After a few hours, I ended up stripping down to my underwear. I couldn’t stand the heat any longer.

Throughout the day, I tried calling out a few more times, each time unsuccessful, and then the sky began to darken and I knew it was late. I ate another handful of chips before making a little bed out of piles of clothing. I couldn’t sleep, having done nothing throughout the day to burn off any energy. I watched the sky through the window on the roof as it became black and speckled with shining stars. There’s nothing like the vastness of the universe to remind you that you’re trapped inside of a tiny department store.

Had a security guard walked by and seen in laying in that pile of clothes, he probably would have thought I was insane. Maybe that was a good thing. Maybe if I could convince the police that I’d lost my mind temporarily and had a mental breakdown, then they would go easier on me. Maybe I should amp up the insanity—smear lipstick all over my face, make a pair of shoes out of women’s underwear…

The next day was even less eventful. I woke up, wandered around, tried calling for help a few times, and then I wandered around some more. I went through every single piece of clothing on every single rack, hoping to find something to wear that didn’t smell like body odour. I found a striped long-sleeved shirt that looked like it could have been unisex, and a pair of jean shorts that looked long enough to possibly be acceptable on a man—at least they looked that way until I slipped them on. First off, they bunched up my boxers uncomfortably, and second off, they were high-waisted, hence the illusion of length. They hardly covered the curve of my butt cheeks at all, and the shirt, even in a medium (they were out of larges) was practically skin-tight, only a little bit loose around my torso where my tits should have been. Instead of taking the clothes off, I left them on while I looked around for something better. At least they covered my body, so I didn’t look like some weird pervert running around naked in a women’s department store.

I startled myself as I passed a mirror, not recognizing my body in that girly outfit. It all worked surprisingly well together, and made my body look unfortunately feminine. I turned profile to the mirror and realized I had a pretty good ass, or maybe that was just the jean shorts.

Next to me was a rack of thigh-high stockings. A peculiar curiosity in me wanted to see the outfit complete, and I needed something dark on my lower-half to balance out the look. I slipped into a pair of thigh-high black stockings and looked in the mirror again. When I blocked out the reflection of my face with my hand, I actually looked pretty good. I was just tits away from looking like a truly convincing woman (and, of course, a woman’s face and hair, but with my hand in the way, it made no difference).

I found a thin brown belt that I thought would look nice with the outfit, and add just a little pop of colour to contrast the blue of the jean shorts. And then, as I went for another lap around the store, I noticed the mannequins at the front were all wearing different styled wigs. That peculiar curiosity crept back into me.

The mind does strange things when trapped in bored isolation. Never in my life had I been curious to see what I looked like in a woman’s wig, with long hair flowing over my shoulders as I stood in a cute little outfit. I’d never been interested in seeing just how girly I could look. But suddenly, as I stood surrounded by everything I could possibly need to transform myself into a woman, I became curious.


CHAPTER III

I put the wig securely on my head, and then I ran my fingers through my hair. The hair felt surprisingly real. I wondered if it was real, maybe from an animal of some sort, or maybe even a human. I’d heard that there were many Indian women who made their living off of selling their hair to wig companies. Surely they were able to create something artificial that was just as convincing though…

I liked the feeling of my fingers running through my hair. I’d seen so many girls playing with their hair before, but I never really understood why until that moment. It was strangely addictive, curling your hair around your pointer finger, flipping it back, feeling it cascading down your chest. I’d always liked the way girls looked when their hair curved outwards on their chest, as it ran down the contour of their breasts. I had no breasts, so my hair just hung straight down, but the mental image got me curious.

In the back corner of the store was a wall of different bras, including a whole section of padded bras. There was one bra (priced at $150.00, can you even imagine spending that much on something you wear under your clothes?) that was heavily padded with gel inserts that, according to the tag, were designed to mimic the movements of real breasts. I gave the bra a squeeze, and surprisingly, it felt like I was squeezing a tit. I slipped the bra on, and put my striped shirt back on. I did a little hop, watching in the mirror as my breasts bounced slightly. Something about it was strangely addictive. I kept watching my reflection as I made my way through the store, as my tits bounced and jiggled slightly with each step.

As I went to get a drink of water, I noticed the many makeup samplers that were sitting out on the counter. I let a little smirk slip as my curiosity grew even stronger. I’d already come this far, there was no sense in stopping now. I was just a bit of makeup away from really seeing just how feminine I could make myself look. So I popped open the mascara and started working away. I had no idea what order each supply was supposed go on, if there was even an order, so I just went for it, inspecting each item and then applying it the way I assumed it was meant to be applied. I loved the way the eyeliner made my eyes shine, and the way the eye shadow brought attention to my eyes.

I tried on a few different red lipsticks, but they all looked silly, like I was trying to look like a prostitute. I ended up really liking a nude-coloured lipstick. It was subtle and didn’t take any attention away from the shine in my eyes.

I found myself in front of the mirror, in complete awe of what I was able to pull off. I looked good—really good. I looked like the kind of girl I would have asked out on a date: so cute and innocent. Strangely, it was a lot of fun.

I reached up and squeezed my tits, still surprised by how real they felt. I wondered how many girls I’d met in my life had been wearing that padded bra. It was impossible to tell the difference. Even shirtless, the bra somehow created the illusion of real cleavage. With a little bit of makeup contouring, the effect would have been impossibly convincing.

A thought occurred to me as I stared at myself, completely unrecognizable, in the mirror: I didn’t have my ID on me. If I was found by security, and brought to the police station, I could just lie about who I was. They didn’t have my prints on file, and they had no way of finding out my real identity. And as long as I kept this female guise on, they would have absolutely no way of knowing I was actually a man, assuming I could do the voice. Do they make you strip down when they book you? Would I have to take off my bra or my panties, or anything at all?

And not to mention, they would probably go way easier on me if they really thought I was a woman. I’d heard on the news that, on average, women commit more crimes than men, but get arrested far less. I don’t know how true that statistic was, but it gave me a small glimmer of hope.

I decided to leave my little outfit on when I went to sleep on my pile of clothes, in case a security guard came through and found me. It was worth a shot, I figured. If they realized I was actually a man, I could probably convince them that I’d had a mental breakdown—and maybe I did have a mental breakdown. I had, after all, broken into a department store in the middle of the night and gotten dressed up like a little Instagram hoe.

No one came by in the night. Once again, I woke up with the sun shining in through the ceiling windows, complete silence in the building. It was Monday, but by the sound of it, renovations hadn’t started up. My dad, who worked in construction, had once told me it can take weeks or even months to get simple permits. What if it was months before they finally got into the mall to start working? Would they just find a decomposing corpse in that department store?

I was at the end of my bag of chips, eating the last handful for breakfast that morning. It didn’t do anything to stop the growling of my stomach, and it did even less to stop the panic that was mounting inside of me. I needed to find a way out of that store before I was forced to start eating the expensive leather boots.

Digging through the manager’s desk, I found a key. I ran to the gate and tried the key in the lock, but it did nothing. As I returned to the desk, I realized the key was for the bottom drawer, which was kept locked, presumably because it contained employee information, like social security numbers and stuff like that—and it did. Also in the drawer was a price gun and a pair of scissors. I lifted the scissors up. They were fairly hefty, with a sharp little divot near the handle for cutting wires. I brought the scissors to the gate and started trying to cut through the lock.

It took some effort (and about half an hour of work), but I was able to cut through. The gate sprung open as the lock hit the floor. My heart began racing with excitement. Maybe I wasn’t going to get locked up after all! I spent the rest of the morning wandering through the mall, trying to find an escape. The front doors were boarded up. I knew I could probably pull a board down and slip out in the night, but it was too dangerous to attempt during the day. All of the fire exits were locked, all requiring a key. I found the security office, but it was also locked—a shame, because I could see the key dangling on a little hook in the back of the office through a thick Plexiglas window. I tried pounding on the glass with a heavy doorstop I found nearby, but it did nothing—not even leaving a scratch on the hard plastic surface.

I used my scissors to break into the sporting goods store, which had its own separate exit, but that too was locked and gated and unwilling to budge. I was starting to feel more like I’d broken into a penitentiary, and not a mall at all. I broke into the bookstore, which also had its own exit, but it too was locked and gated. I found a ladder in a utility closet, but it wasn’t nearly tall enough to reach the window I’d slipped in through.

By the time it started getting dark outside, I’d probably done one-hundred laps around the mall, broken into half of the stores, and I still had no escape. On the bright side, the vending machines in the food court were easy to break into. I broke into a few of the restaurants, but they were all emptied out, leaving only packets of salt and ketchup behind. So that night, I dined on more chips and some candy bars.

When it was finally late enough that the traffic noise outside had died down to a silence, I pried one of the boards away from one of the entrances. Of course, the doors were all locked. I spent another night in the department store, this time in the Sears, which had a decent selection of mattresses, pillows, and blankets. It was quite possibly one of the best sleeps of my life, even despite the fact I was locked in a shopping mall.


CHAPTER IV

Tuesday morning came and the mall remained absolutely desolate. I did my usual wandering around, trying to find something to pass the time. It was a shame the power wasn’t on, because there was a whole video game store filled with games I was dying to play. I broke into the board game store, hoping to find something I could play alone, but every game was for two or more players. I found a pack of cards that I played with for a while, but that got boring fast, especially since I didn’t know any card games (I tried to make a card castle instead).

For lunch, I ate more chips and more candy bars.

And then, as I was walking down the wide, empty hallway, that familiar bored curiosity came back to me. Next to me was a lingerie store. There was one particular outfit in the window that I thought might actually look good on me. Thinking about putting it on made my heart race. It was one thing to get dressed up like a girl as a way to keep your identity secured, but it was a whole different thing to put on lingerie. There was no reason for it, but still, I was curious, and more than anything, I was bored. I used my scissors to cut through the lock.

I found the item that was on display. In my hands, it hardly felt like anything at all: a few ounces of light lace. It was black, and it came with a garter belt and fishnet stockings. I took the outfit to one of the change rooms in the back. I felt so naughty slipping out of my clothes and pulling the tight little number over my body. It hugged my cock tight against my body, and it left my hips and ass almost entirely exposed. But it felt nice—so soft and conforming. The fishnet stockings made my legs look great, like they belonged in some sexy magazine. I found a pair of satin gloves and some gold rings and necklaces to complete the look.

I couldn’t stop staring at myself in the mirror. I knew I should have taken the outfit off before slipping out from the change room, in case the security guy finally decided to take a walk through the empty mall, but I was suddenly feeling extra naughty. I wanted to risk it—I wanted to go out into the mall and walk around in the skimpy little number. Maybe it was that craving for excitement coming back—fuelling me the same way it did when I broke into the mall. I peeked my head out from the change room before stepping out. I felt so exposed, so vulnerable, yet so sexy. A small part of me wanted someone to come around and see me. I wanted to see their cheeks turn red as their eyes fell upon me.

No one came, which was probably for the best.

I found a pair of black heels in the store I’d entered the mall through that complimented the sexy outfit. It took me a good twenty minutes before I was able to walk in a straight line. It was a surprisingly fun way to pass the time.

But the thrill eventually wore off, and I was bored once again, still locked in the mall, unable to escape. There was a store on the far end of the mall that I hoped to find something somewhat interesting in: one of those stores that sold prank gifts and bachelorette party supplies, like penis-straws and stuff like that. There was nothing all that interesting: fart-bombs, whoopee-cushions, beer-flavoured gum… In the back of the store, I found a selection of dildos and vibrators. One of the dildos had a weird curve to it, and a thick tip. I picked it up, wondering what the hell it was.

It was a prostate stimulator, made for men. ‘The greatest orgasm your man will ever have!’ the box claimed. I’d never stuck anything in my butt before, but I have to admit, I was curious. I’d heard of men achieving incredible orgasms through anal stimulation, but I’d never thought much about it—I’d never been interested in sticking anything up there to find out.

But holding that box, I couldn’t help but wonder. The tip of the device vibrated, and the box claimed it was enough to make any man come. My heart skipped a beat as I opened the box and looked at the toy. It was big. I had a hard time believing it would fit up my back end without a good amount of lube, which the store also had. I grabbed a bottle.

I took everything to the change room in the lingerie store, where I’d left my regular clothes, just in case I needed to change back in a hurry. I popped open the bottle of lube and squirted a healthy amount onto the tip of the vibrating sex toy. Then, I pulled aside the thin strip of lace covering my asshole, and I pressed the tip of the toy up to my tight hole. I twisted it gently, spreading the lube all over my puckering anus, and then I started to push in. It took a moment before my body allowed it inside, opening just enough for the mere tip to slide in.

It was a strange feeling, my butthole being stretched out. It didn’t hurt, but it certainly didn’t feel good either. It just felt… strange. The further I pushed it in, the more of a lump I got in my throat. I managed to get it in exactly where the manual said to get it, but it felt like nothing but an ass full of dildo. I tried moving it around a little bit, pumping it slightly, but it still just felt strange. Maybe anal just wasn’t my thing—

And then I turned it on, and it began vibrating. My body became tense, a warm jolt shooting up my spine. That feels okay, I thought, tilting the handle slightly, pressing the vibrating tip up against a spot that felt particularly nice. I pushed it in just a bit further, and the vibrating suddenly became more intense. My legs trembled slightly. “Okay,” I said with a deep breath. I sunk the toy a little bit deeper again.

I found myself staring at my reflection, watching as I stood bent over, looking as sexy as hell, fucking myself in the ass with a big, vibrating sex toy. I began to pump it slowly, massaging the tip against that sweet spot that continued to send warm electricity through my body. “Oh God,” I began to moan. So this was why some men loved anal so much! It felt amazing, like a warm orgasm that didn’t seem to end. My legs were shaking, and so were my hands. The vibrator wasn’t even turned up as high as it could go. I pressed the little plus-button, and then I dropped to my knees. “Holy shit!” I said through clenched teeth.

I laid on my back and spread my legs, so my asshole was facing the mirror. I loved the way my legs looked, dangling in the air in their fishnet stockings. I loved the way my asshole gripped the shaft of the dildo whenever I pulled out slightly, as if it didn’t want to let go. I didn’t want it to let go. I wanted to see how far I could push this incredible euphoria that only seemed to get better and better.

I pressed the little plus-button again, and then I started moaning, rolling my head from side to side. It was getting harder to keep my head up to watch me fuck myself. But I didn’t want to look away, I was too hot to look away. It would have been such a waste.

I rolled over, onto my hands and knees. I continued fucking myself in the ass, moaning out loud. Thank God I was alone in that mall. My voice was probably echoing down the long, abandoned hallways, filling the whole gigantic space.

I felt a warmth pooling at my crotch. I looked down, and there was a wet spot quickly forming. I was coming. The box was right: the toy was capable of making a man come all by itself! My body trembled and then I fell over, totally sapped of energy.

I have to get me one of those vibrating toys, I thought to myself as my warm cum trickled out the side of my lingerie, down my leg.


CHAPTER V

I was still trapped the next day, and then again the day after that. I was starting to worry about my vending machine supply. I’d hardly made my way through a whole row of snacks, but there were only two vending machines in the whole building, and I knew they wouldn’t last forever.

As the days went by, I passed the time with my new hobby: cross-dressing. I was slightly ashamed of myself for doing it over and over, but I couldn’t help how fun it was, or how good I looked all dressed up and cute. With the whole mall at my disposal, there were so many options to choose from. It would have taken multiple lifetimes to try everything on, and there were still entire stores I hadn’t broken into yet.

I found that I looked best in skirts. There was something about the way they framed my body that made my legs look stellar, and it seemed like every top in the mall had a skirt that complimented it. A personal favourite combination of mine: thigh-high stockings and a short skirt. There were some cocktail dresses I’d found in one of the ritzier stores that made me look like an absolute bombshell. It was like my body was designed specifically to wear women’s clothing.

I even ended up experimenting with the makeup I had at my disposal (which was a lot). I found a few new looks that I loved. I was a big fan of minimal makeup, but I also loved the way I looked with ‘cat eyes’, little flicks of eyeliner. Over a few days, I managed to accumulate a decent-sized pile of clothes, makeup, and accessories that I wanted to keep. I still had no idea how I was going to get it all out of the mall without being caught, or how I was going to get out of the mall at all, but worst case scenario, I could just leave it all behind in a big pile.

In one of the utility closets, I found a cordless drill and a box of screws. I tried using the drill on the doors, to take the hinges off, but the doors were all fastened with big, specialty bolts—probably designed so that they couldn’t be removed by any bozo with a cordless drill.

But I did put the drill to good use. I started collecting scrap wood I was able to find around the mall. I disassembled a temporary handrail, made from two-by-fours, and I started screwing it together to make a giant ladder that could reach that window in the women’s department store. The ladder looked like a giant piece of garbage, with each rung a different size and distance apart. It was terribly heavy, too, not even twenty-feet high yet before I could hardly lift it off of the ground. I found some rope and managed to create a sort of pulley system to lift the ladder up. It took the better part of three days to finish the ladder, and a few hours to build up the confidence to climb the thing.

From the very first step I took, it creaked and groaned loudly. Looking up the ladder, I realized how uneven I’d made the thing. The two-by-fours must have been horribly warped. I got about halfway up and then I could feel the whole thing beginning to buckle. I could hear wood splintering beneath my feet. I panicked and scrambled back down the ladder before it snapped in half, sending me falling twenty feet towards the hard, linoleum floors. It wasn’t a lethal height, but it was definitely a bone-breaking height.

I decided I needed to spend some more time reinforcing my ladder, which meant building a stronger pulley system to raise it up. But for that day, I was exhausted. I migrated over to my luxury king memory-foam bed and went to sleep.

I woke up earlier than usual the next morning, the sun still not quite teasing the windowed ceiling. At first I thought my bed was creaking, and then I realized, after I became totally still, that I was hearing something else: footsteps. I listened for a while as they echoed quietly in the distance. I couldn’t tell where they were coming from, but I could tell that they weren’t too far away, possibly headed in my direction.

I sprung out from my bed and looked around for the best place to hide. I had a lot of options, but none carried any guarantee. It wasn’t until I was taking cover behind a display of pots and pans that I realized I was wearing a little satin nightie, with a skirt that hardly covered the bulge of my cock in the tiny panties I’d gone to sleep in. I’d gotten so used to spending whole days alone in that mall, waking up to the sound of desolation, that I’d forgotten that people would inevitably be coming into the mall.

The footsteps became louder. I heard a male voice muttering, “What the hell?” The mall was a mess. All the locks had been cut off of the gates, and all of the gates had been pulled away from the storefronts. I’d failed to fold up clothes that I’d tried on, and there was debris everywhere from where I’d pillaged pieces of wood for my giant ladder, which was still unfinished. Now, it was looking like it would never get finished. My den had been found, and it was only a matter of time before whoever was walking around—probably a security guard—called the cops and had me thrown in jail.

From behind my wall of pots and pans, I could hear him, walking right by, within feet. He stopped at the bed, which was unmade and clearly recently slept in. “Hello?” he called out, but of course I didn’t answer; my heart was pounding too hard and the lump in my throat was far too big. It didn’t help that I was wearing a perfume sampler from one of the other stores, which he could probably smell as he wandered through the home department of the store. After he was a good twenty feet away, I took a deep breath, and then I started to creep towards the store exit.

If I could get to the entrance he’d come in through before he found me, I could get away. Sure, it would look weird: a girl running through the streets in nothing but a piece of skimpy lingerie, but at least no one would recognize me, and no one would stop me, unless I gave them a reason to be suspicious (or was it suspicious enough that I would be running away from a mall in nothing but a little nightie?)

I managed to escape the store without being noticed. I kept to the wall in the hallway as I made my way towards the main exit, where I assumed the man had entered from. It was still boarded up. I went to the back entrance, which was also boarded. My heart started racing even faster. I tried the sporting goods exit, also closed and locked, and I tried the bookstore with no success. Where had the man come in from? I’d tried every exit, except…

I started towards the north fire exit, which was locked, and then I started towards the south exit. But then I heard his footsteps, and I stopped dead in my tracks. I looked around and then slipped into the clothing store to my left. All I could do was hope he hadn’t heard me, and hope that he wouldn’t smell my sweet perfume sampler. I hid in the change room, pulled my feet up onto the little bench with me, and then I closed my eyes and did my best to control my breathing.

The man entered the clothing store. I hated that I was about to be caught; I was so close to escaping! Just a few hours of work and my ladder would have been climbable, and I would have been free. Now, not only was I about to be caught and probably arrested, I was going to be caught dressed like a skimpy little bimbo. It won’t take long before my captor realizes I’m not a woman, just a deranged man dressed like a woman. I hadn’t looked in a mirror yet that morning, but I could imagine that my makeup was unsightly, and as far as I knew, my wig wasn’t on right. Unfortunately, there were no mirrors in the dressing room I’d found myself in.

“Hello?” the man called out. “Who’s there? I know you’re there.” He was approaching the change room. Either he had seen me slip in, or he could smell that perfume on me, or maybe he could hear me breathing heavily and sobbing subtly.

Besides turning myself in, what could I do? I could run past him, make a dash for my ladder, despite the fact it was unfinished. If I was quick, I could probably get up to the window before it buckled and cracked on me. But then what? Then I would have to scale down the side of the thirty-foot-tall mall dressed in nothing but a little satin nightie and hope that the man, who was probably a security guard, didn’t come out and catch me right there, in public where it would be especially humiliating.

I tried to call back, to say that I was sorry, but the lump in my throat prevented me from doing so. Instead, I just sat there until he came and grabbed the door handle for my stall, gave it a firm shake, and then said, “Alright, open up, whoever you are.” I was caught. The gig was up. He knew I was in there and he wasn’t going anywhere until I came out. There was probably a set of keys near him that he would find sooner or later to let himself in.

So I brought myself to my feet, took a deep breath, and then I opened the door.


CHAPTER VI

It was a security guard, a younger, clean-shaven guy, whose face turned white the moment he saw me. I still had no idea what he was looking at, how haggard I was that morning, whether I actually looked like a woman or if I looked like someone who had escaped from the mental institution. His lips parted and he stuttered. “Miss, what the hell are you doing in here?”

I tried to respond, but the lump in my throat had grown too big. I just stood there, wide-eyed and dumbfounded. Was I going to go to jail? Was this where my smooth, seamless life became rocky?

“Alright,” he finally said, after giving me a long enough moment to respond, “hands behind your back. I don’t know how you got in here, but you can explain that to the police. You made a real mess—probably a few thousand in damages, at least.”

“I’m sorry,” I finally managed to say, my voice low and broken.

“Save it for the cops,” he said, closing his handcuffs around my wrists. He gave me a tug and started leading me out of the store, into the long, desolate mall corridor. He kept looking over at me, and when he wasn’t, I could tell he was staring at me through his peripheral vision. I still couldn’t figure out what he thought he was seeing: a woman or a lunatic. “Does that little dress belong to you, miss?” he said, stopping me in the middle of the hallway, next to the lingerie store where the very same nightie was hanging in the window.

I hesitated. He’d said miss, so he must have thought I really was a lady, unless he was just humouring me, which was possible—trying to avoid an awkward confrontation. Maybe he wasn’t totally sure, and he thought he would just play it safe by calling me miss, seeing as I was clearly trying to be a woman. “No, it’s not,” I said, forcing my best female voice. I’d practiced my voice a little bit over the week as I tried on different outfits, but I had no actual idea of whether I sounded genuine or completely ridiculous.

“Where are your actual clothes?” he asked.

I had to think for a moment, my mind too frantic to completely process what he’d asked. “In there, I think,” I said, motioning towards the lingerie store. I figured I would call my striped shirt and jean short combo my real clothes, seeing as my actual real clothes would give my male identity away, and as long as he and the police really thought I was a woman, there was hope that I could get away from the whole nightmare without a scratch on my record.

“Well, go in there and get changed,” he said, taking off my handcuffs and walking me to the door, which he stood by once I was inside, to guard. I could feel him watching my ass as I approached the change room where my clothes were waiting. I couldn’t exactly blame him, seeing as the curve of my rump was plainly visible just below the skirt of the nightie, and I had a pretty good ass. I looked back before entering the change room, and I watched as his head snapped up, his cheeks red, pretending as though he hadn’t just been checking out my rear-end. “What are you waiting for?” he asked.

I entered the change room. My clothes were in a little pile on the bench, but next to them was the black, lacy piece of lingerie that I’d tried on a few days before, along with the fishnet stockings and the satin gloves.

An idea occurred to me, which sent a cold shiver down my spine: I could convince him to let me go by seducing him. He was young and clearly horny. For him, it made no difference if he told his superiors that he’d found the mall in the state it was in, versus him finding the culprit hiding out in the mall. The damage that was done was already done. Besides, the whole place was getting pulled apart anyway, as soon as the renovations started.

But how could I seduce him? I didn’t exactly have the female genitalia that he would want to fuck—but I did have a mouth. I could offer him a blowjob in exchange for my freedom. What young man wouldn’t accept that offer? Besides, he didn’t strike me as the type of guy who took his job too seriously. It was probably just a summer job he was holding to pay for college textbooks.

I picked up the little piece of lingerie and held it up. Was I insane? I couldn’t actually suck a dick, could I? I’d never thought I would ever try anal, but it turned out I liked that, so maybe I could suck a dick… I slipped into the piece of black lingerie, and then I stepped into the fishnet stockings. Unlike the changing room of the previous store, the lingerie store change rooms had mirrors. I was able to fix my wig (which wasn’t as ruffled as I’d thought) and my makeup was still okay, luckily. As I slipped on the satin gloves, the security guard knocked on the door. “What’s taking so long?” he said.

My heart was racing. I took a deep breath. Was I really going through with this? “I need help,” I said.

“Help with what?”

“Can you come in?” I took another deep breath, the back of my neck cold, my forehead hot. Here goes nothing, I thought to myself.

He entered the little change room and his face became ivory. “What are you doing?” he said.

I stepped up to him, slipped my arms around him, and I kissed him on the lips. He didn’t kiss back; he didn’t even move a muscle. He was rendered completely frozen—but he didn’t protest. “Just relax,” I said, running my satin-clad fingers gently down his sides. I kissed him again. This time, he kissed back, but only for a moment before pushing me back. “What are you doing?” he said again, this time his voice trembling.

“I think you’re cute,” I said.

“Really? I mean, no—I need to take you to the police. This isn’t right,” he said, and then he pulled out his handcuffs again.

My heart stuttered. I thought about losing my job, my makeup-covered mug shot on the front page of every newspaper: ‘Man tries to seduce his way out of being arrested.’ I couldn’t let that happen. The humiliation would be crippling. “You want to cuff me while I suck your dick?” I said with a forced grin. I needed to sell it. I needed to give him no other option but yes.

He hesitated. “What?” he finally said.

“I want to suck your dick. You can tell the police that you just found the place like this, and I’ll let you come in my mouth.”

He hesitated again. My plan was almost working, but not quite. “No, I can’t, I have to bring you in,” he said. As he raised the handcuffs again, his hands were shaking.

I reached down and slipped my fingers over the bulge of his cock. He was already getting hard. His face turned red as I began to massage his long shaft. “You’re big,” I said, biting the corner of my lip. “No one will ever find out about this,” I said.

He took a deep breath. “Are you sure?” he said.

“Positive,” I said, and then I sunk down to my knees and started doing away with his belt. My heart was pounding loudly into my chest. I couldn’t believe it—my scheme was working. I was going to get out of that mall without a pair of cold, metal cuffs around my wrists. I could go back to my regular life and pretend like my week trapped in the mall had never happened.

Once his belt was open, his pants fell to the floor, pulled down by the weight of the many items on his utility belt. His boxers stood out like a tent being held up by a single, thick tent pole. As I took his boxer shorts from the waistband, my heart skipped a beat and I realized what I was about to do: I was about to suck a dick. I’d never even seen another man’s erect cock before, outside of the occasional pornography. I didn’t know how to suck a cock, and I didn’t want to suck a cock. I liked women. Hell, I liked women so much, I wanted to be a woman.

But I had no choice. It was suck or go to jail, and from what I’ve heard, there’s plenty of forced sucking in jail. So I slipped his boxers down, letting his long, hard rod spring free. I was afraid to touch it, skin-on-skin. It was throbbing, rigid, intimidating—and I still had to put it in my mouth and suck it. “C’mon. My supervisor is going to come looking for me soon,” he said.

I took yet another deep breath, and then I closed my fingers around his throbbing erection. My hand was shaking, but I had no choice—not anymore, anyway. There was no sense in turning back now and accepting the arrest. I ran my grip up and down the length of his rod, watching as his foreskin pulled away from his throbbing tip.

He kept his hands awkwardly at his sides. He was tense. As long as he remained tense, I knew it was going to be a challenge getting him off. I needed to get him to relax. I looked up into his eyes and he looked away swiftly. I ran the tip of my tongue down the base of his cock, from his balls to the very tip. This one little move seemed to make him fully-erect in an instant, his cock bloating and pointing straight up suddenly. I did it again, running the tip my tongue down the whole base of his member. He let out a soft sigh. He was finally relaxing.

I opened my mouth and I slipped as much of him as I could fit in through my lips. What I couldn’t fit, I continued to stroke with my hand. It wasn’t nearly as bad as I thought it would be. There was something strangely satisfying about the way his cock fit snugly on my tongue, and the thought that I was able to get a man so excited and so hard filled me with a pleasant warmth. Plus, it was kind of fun, playing with his cock, watching as every move I made had a strong reaction. Whenever I tickled the tip of his manhood with the tip of my tongue, he squirmed slightly. Whenever I pressed his cock up against the back of my throat, he moaned. When I squeezed firmly with my hand, his knees buckled slightly.

His tip was throbbing powerfully. I could feel his veins pulsing against the insides of my cheeks. I knew I wasn’t too far from his big climax. And I was strangely excited to feel him unloading in my mouth, to taste his sweet cum. But I wanted more. I couldn’t help but think of that toy I’d played with a few days before, the one that made me come by vibrating in just the right place. Could the young security guard make me come?

I pulled my head back, slipping his long, slick cock out from my mouth. “Fuck me in the ass,” I said. I didn’t wait for a response before standing up, turning around, and bending over. I pulled aside the thin strip of my lingerie, keeping my cock and balls cradled in the palm of my hand, out of sight. “Fuck me,” I said.

I heard him take a big, deep breath, and then he stepped forward, pressing his warm girth between my perky butt cheeks. He slid his tip down until it was pressed right up to my puckering hole. “Are you sure?” he said.

“Fuck me,” I said again, swaying my bum slightly.

He pushed in, stretching me wide as he slid in deep. He was much thicker than the toy I’d screwed around with, and much more rigid. I could feel my own saliva squishing against my tight rectum, making it nice and easy for him to slide in and out without resistance. He moaned heavily as his pelvis pressed up against my tush. “How does that feel?” he asked.

“So good,” I said.

Slowly, he started to thrust himself in and out. I wanted all of him; I pushed my butt back with every penetration, making sure his entire dick was inside of my body. As his pace started to pick up, his hands found my hips, and he held me firmly in place. I loved the sound of the swift slapping of his pelvis against my soft bum, and the squishing of his cock exploring my backdoor. I had to swivel my body ever-so-slightly to get him to hit that sweet spot that made my legs tremble and my heart skip a beat. “Right there,” I said, my arms shaking as they held me up, palms pressed against the little bench.

He was surprisingly strong for a young guy, slamming down with force every time his long cock plunged my asshole. “Oh fuck,” he said. I could feel him trembling. He was close to finishing.

“Don’t come—not yet,” I said, but I knew it was mostly out of his control. Still, he did his best, grunting and straining to hold back as the pleasure grew stronger and stronger inside of me. “I’m about to come, just a few more seconds!” I said.

“I can’t hold back any longer!” he said.

I pushed back hard, pressing my ass to his crotch as hard as I could. “Oh God!” I screamed, and then I felt it: his hot load, filling me up, my hot load pooling up in my little piece of lacy lingerie. We came in unison. His warm blasts, deep inside of my body, felt so good, unlike anything I’d ever felt in my life. Each blast sent a warm shiver through my bones, making me want to fall to the ground in a limp puddle of pure euphoria. Somehow, I held myself up.

He stumbled back, his legs still wobbly, his head still light. “Wow,” he said after a minute.

“That was amazing,” I said. Before turning around, I slipped my jean shorts on, over my lingerie, to hide my new wet spot and my big bulge.

“You should break in more often,” he said with a laugh. “You’d better get out of here quickly. The contractors are coming in to do a walkthrough at noon. It’s probably pretty close to noon now.”

I never saw the security guy again. Hopefully he didn’t get in any trouble on my behalf. When I got back to my car, I noticed I had many missed calls and missed messages from my sister. She was worried about me. I sent her a message saying that my phone had broken, and I had to leave for work a bit earlier than expected. By the time I was back home, everything was back to normal, as if nothing had happened at all. And sometimes I would wake up wondering if anything really had happened, or if it was all a dream.

I still had that piece of black lingerie, those jean shorts, that striped sweater, and that wig. It was the only proof I had for myself that I really had spent a week in the mall. It’s funny to think that I broke into a shopping mall and all I got was a woman’s outfit. But in reality, I got so much more than that. I got a new hobby and a new piece of knowledge about myself: I liked to be a girl. Being a girl is so much more fun than being a man.

It was a while before I ever went to a mall again. Every time I was close, my heart would start racing and I would get flashbacks from my week trapped inside. When I finally did step foot in a mall again, it was for a very specific purpose: to get a whole new wardrobe. I was going to need panties, skirts, bras, dresses, some tops, and maybe even a few new pieces of lingerie.

THE END
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