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Chapter One: The Mall

The fluorescent lights buzzed faintly overhead, casting a sterile glow across the department store's empty aisles. It was just past midnight, and the sprawling building was eerily quiet, save for the occasional hum of the refrigeration units in the grocery section.

It reminded him of the Dawn of the Dead. He’d come across the old 1978 version of the movie on Prime a few months ago. The horror had not struck him – he wasn’t really into zombies and the like – but the idea of being holed up in a large mall appealed to him. This was definitely like that, and he liked to dream that he was alone.

Which, of course, he wasn’t.

Jack adjusted the strap of his security badge, feeling its solid weight against his chest. It was his first night on the job, and he already felt out of place. He had been in the department store many times during the day, and he knew his way around. But at night, it took on an eerie, otherworldly quality that was more than a little unsettling. Maybe it was the quiet or just the shadows from the low lighting. It was like it had powered down for the day. The mannequins were the creepiest thing. He was sure they were watching.

Jack was a slim young man in his mid-20s, with a boyish face and a nervous demeanour that made him seem younger than he was. He wasn’t ideally suited to this kind of work. His dark hair was neatly combed, and his uniform was a stiff, ill-fitting polo shirt with khaki pants that hung loosely on his frame.

He had never imagined himself as a security guard, but after months of fruitless job searching, he’d taken the position out of desperation. The overnight shift at least meant fewer people to interact with, which suited him just fine.

He glanced around the store, his eyes darting nervously as if expecting someone to jump out at him. The other guards had already gone their separate ways to patrol different sections, leaving Jack to cover the east wing. The store was forged from old Victorian buildings that piled one into the other. Still, the interior décor was modern and spacious. On sales days, the floors hummed with human traffic, as if the whole building were alive.

He clutched his radio tightly, the static crackling faintly as he walked. That was kind of cool, and he could imagine the guards running through the department store, talking into the radios as they tracked a potential perp. The store was massive, a labyrinth of aisles and displays that seemed to stretch on forever in some places and then disappear into corridors and other rooms. Jack felt small and insignificant in the vast space, like a mouse scurrying through a maze.

As he turned a corner, he found himself in the women’s clothing section. Mannequins dressed in sleek dresses and blouses stared blankly at him, their plastic faces frozen in perpetual smiles, hands raised in meaningless gestures.

Jack’s heart skipped a beat as he caught sight of the lingerie display just ahead. The delicate fabrics and lace seemed to glow under the soft lighting, and he felt a strange pull toward them. He hesitated, glancing around to make sure no one was watching, before taking a few tentative steps closer. The air seemed to change, becoming cooler and wrapping around him, heightening his senses.

The bras and panties were arranged neatly on racks, their colours and patterns a stark contrast to the drab uniformity of his security uniform. Jack’s cheeks flushed as he reached out to touch a silky nightgown, the fabric smooth and cool against his fingertips. It was delicious, and goosebumps rose on his forearms.

He quickly pulled his hand away and took a step back.

What was he doing? This was his job, his responsibility. He couldn’t afford to get distracted.

But the allure was undeniable and perhaps unstoppable. At least for him. He swallowed and felt his breathing become heavy.

Jack had always been fascinated by femininity, though he’d never dared to explore it as much as he maybe wanted to. Growing up, he’d been too shy, too afraid of what others might think. But he did remember a moment as a child when he sat in his mother's wardrobe, hiding from his sister. The hems of dresses and skirts shimmered above him, draping delicately over his head, and he could smell perfume, and it felt like the safest place in the world all of a sudden.

Now, standing in the quiet solitude of the store, he felt a flicker of something he couldn’t quite name, a longing, perhaps, or a curiosity that had been buried for far too long. He forced himself to turn away, his heart pounding as he continued his rounds. The rest of the store seemed dull and lifeless in comparison, and he found his thoughts drifting back to the lingerie section.

What would it feel like to wear something like that? To slip into the soft, delicate fabrics and feel them against his smooth skin? The thought sent a shiver down his spine, and he quickly shook his head, trying to dispel the image. But it wouldn’t go away. It was like there was a drag on his soul, something that wanted to pull him back. He knew why the other guards had decided to give him the run that included the women’s section. He had one whisper: ‘Give it to the sissy.” That had made him feel small and stupid.

As Jack approached the break room, he heard voices inside.

He paused outside the door, listening. It was Frank, the head security guard, and a couple of the other guys. Frank’s deep, gruff voice carried through the door, and Jack felt a knot of anxiety tighten in his stomach.

Frank was everything Jack wasn’t. He was tall, broad-shouldered, and exuded confidence. He had a way of commanding attention, of making everyone around him feel a little inferior. Jack had only seen him briefly during orientation, but he’d already decided that Frank was someone to avoid as much as possible.

Too late.

“Hey, new guy!” Frank’s voice boomed as Jack stepped into the break room. The other guards turned to look at him, their expressions ranging from indifferent to mildly amused. Jack froze, feeling like a deer caught in headlights.

“Uh, hi,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. He clutched his radio tighter, as if it could somehow protect him.

“What are you skulking around for?” Frank leaned back in his chair, his arms crossed over his chest. “You’re Jack, right? The overnight guy?”

Jack nodded, his throat dry. “Yeah, that’s me.”

Frank studied him for a moment, his gaze piercing. “You look like you’ve never lifted anything heavier than a pencil. You sure you can handle this job?”

The other guards chuckled, and Jack felt his face heat up. “I think so,” he managed to say, though he wasn’t entirely sure himself.

Frank smirked, clearly enjoying Jack’s discomfort. “Well, don’t let us down, kid. We’re counting on you to keep the place safe.”

Jack nodded again, feeling like a child being scolded. He quickly grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge and made his escape, the sound of Frank’s laughter echoing in his ears. He’d never worked nights before, but it seemed right now that time moved at a different pace. It was slower and got even slower as the night wore on. He didn’t know whether he could cope with that. He suspected that the only action there was likely to be was someone like Frank getting on his case and making his life a misery.

As he resumed his rounds, Jack couldn’t shake the feeling of inadequacy that Frank’s voice had stirred up. He knew he wasn’t like the other guys. He wasn’t strong or assertive or confident. But maybe, just maybe, he could find a way to prove himself. And maybe, in the quiet solitude of the night, he could explore the part of himself that he’d always kept hidden.

That thought came unbidden, and he quickly pushed it away.

The lingerie section called to him again, its siren song rising in the darkness and then impossible to ignore. Jack hesitated, glancing around to make sure no one was watching. With a deep breath, he stepped closer, his heart racing as he reached out to touch the delicate fabrics once more.

This time, he didn’t pull away.


Chapter Two: Dressing Dreams

The nights began to blur together, each one following the same slow pattern until Jack sometimes found himself struggling to remember whether something had happened yesterday or three shifts earlier.

He would arrive at the store a little before midnight, exchange a few words with whoever else was starting a shift, clip the radio to his belt and begin the first round. Doors were checked, stairwells inspected, storerooms glanced into and long aisles walked beneath lighting that had been reduced to its overnight setting.

There was rarely anything to find. An occasional door had been left unlocked, a cleaner had forgotten a trolley, or some electronic display had continued flashing advertisements to an audience of mannequins, but genuine incidents were almost non-existent.

At first Jack continued to find the emptiness unnerving. Now he was becoming accustomed to it. The building had its own character after midnight, and gradually he learned its sounds.

Pipes clicked somewhere behind the walls. Refrigerators hummed in the food hall. Ventilation units started and stopped with deep mechanical sighs. Sometimes a lift opened on an empty floor because it had been summoned elsewhere and sent back automatically. On his first few nights, every unexpected sound had tightened his grip on the radio. Within a fortnight he barely noticed them.

There was even something appealing about having such a huge place almost to himself. During opening hours the department store was crowded and bright, its polished floors alive with footsteps, conversations, announcements and music.

At night everything seemed to retreat. Displays that had been carefully constructed to attract attention during the day became strange little islands under pools of light. Escalators stood motionless. Mannequins stared into the darkness. A perfume advertisement several metres high showed a beautiful woman gazing down at an empty cosmetics floor as though she owned the building.

Jack began to enjoy that other version of the store. What he did not enjoy was the boredom.

The first hour usually passed reasonably quickly. The second dragged. By three in the morning, time seemed to have abandoned any conventional relationship with clocks. Five minutes could feel like twenty, and Jack sometimes found himself looking at his watch only to discover that scarcely any time had passed since the previous check.

Frank and the other guards dealt with it by disappearing into the break room whenever they could get away with it, drinking terrible coffee and talking about sports, women, cars and people they had had fights with. Jack rarely joined them for long. Frank's presence made him self-conscious, while the others had already decided he was the quiet one and generally ignored him.

So, Jack walked. And increasingly, he walked through the women's department.

At first, he told himself there was a practical reason. The east-wing route genuinely passed through it, and there was nothing unusual about a security guard walking among dresses, shoes and cosmetics. He was supposed to be there. If the route took ten minutes longer than it should because he slowed occasionally, nobody was timing him closely enough to notice.

Those pauses had initially seemed harmless. He would stop near one of the fashion displays and look at the mannequins, studying combinations of clothes he would barely have noticed during the day.

A pleated skirt with a fitted blouse. A long cream coat worn over a pale dress. High boots beneath a wool skirt. An evening gown displayed on a raised platform beneath carefully angled spotlights. The details fascinated him more than the clothes themselves. Belts narrowed waists. Different shoes changed posture. Jewellery drew attention to a neck or wrist. Fabrics behaved differently when they hung from the body.

Women's clothes seemed capable of altering the person inside them in a way his own clothes never did.

Jack's wardrobe consisted mainly of jeans, T-shirts, hoodies and whatever cheap shirts he bought when he needed to look respectable. Clothes covered him. That was about all he expected from them.

These clothes seemed to create somebody.

He began noticing the same items night after night. There was a dark green dress he particularly liked, fitted through the waist and then falling into a softer skirt. Nearby hung a cream blouse with a bow at the throat that Jack thought looked impossibly feminine. Another display featured a black pencil skirt, sheer tights and high heels beneath a fitted jacket. He would pause in front of it and imagine, only for a few seconds, how different the arrangement might make someone feel.

He tried to keep those thoughts abstract.

Someone.

Not him.

That distinction became increasingly difficult to maintain.

The lingerie department was worse.

It occupied a quieter corner beyond women's fashion, separated from the main aisle by low displays and tall photographic panels. Even during the day, it seemed slightly private, but at three in the morning it became a world of its own. The lighting was warmer there. Satin and lace caught highlights from small lamps above the displays, while soft colours stood out against black rails and polished cabinets.

Sometimes he merely walked slowly along the main aisle. Other nights he stopped.

There were neat rows of bras arranged by colour, shelves of folded nightwear and drawers containing stockings and tights. Mannequins wore slips, robes and matching sets with the effortless confidence possessed exclusively by things made from plastic. Jack found himself particularly fascinated by the nightwear. Perhaps because it seemed less threatening somehow. A dress was something worn publicly. A silk robe or satin nightgown belonged to a private space, and that made imagining it easier.

One display held several robes in muted jewel colours. Deep blue, wine red, emerald and black. They hung from padded hangers, long and fluid, each tied loosely at the waist. Jack developed a particular fascination with the emerald one.

He would never have been able to explain why.

One night he stopped in front of it and reached out.

The fabric moved beneath his fingertips with almost no resistance. Cool at first, then warming where his hand remained against it. He rubbed a small fold gently between finger and thumb, amazed by how smooth it felt.

He imagined the robe against bare skin.

His cheeks felt hot despite the empty floor.

There was nobody watching. He knew that. Cameras covered the main walkways, but Jack also knew where most of them pointed, and there was no reason anybody would be sitting in the security office studying him touching a robe unless something had happened elsewhere in the building. Even so, shame arrived automatically. It seemed to come from some invisible audience he had carried around with him all his life.

He moved on.

Then came back ten minutes later.

That became the pattern.

The attraction was strongest during the early hours, when tiredness softened his normal caution and the store began to feel detached from the outside world. At two or three in the morning there were no shoppers to interrupt the fantasy, no sales assistants asking whether he needed help, no ordinary life pressing against the glass doors. The women's department seemed to belong entirely to him.

He began touching other things.

A pale pink nightgown with narrow straps and lace edging. A black satin bra with lightly padded cups. Panties trimmed with tiny bows. Stockings packaged in elegant boxes showing impossibly smooth legs beneath evening dresses.

Jack never took anything from the displays. Not yet.

He simply explored with his fingertips, allowing himself a few stolen moments before forcing himself to continue his patrol. Satin fascinated him most. It seemed almost alive under his hand, slipping away whenever he tried to grasp it firmly.

The physical sensation gradually became attached to something deeper. He began wondering what the garments would feel like worn rather than touched.

At first those thoughts were vague. He imagined fabric against his chest or a nightgown brushing his legs. Then the images became more specific. He began seeing himself standing before the large mirrors near the fitting rooms. His security uniform would be gone. In its place would be one of the garments he had spent so many nights examining.

Whenever the thought became too detailed, he rejected it. He was curious. That was all.  Plenty of people wondered about things they never intended to do. Jack repeated variations of that argument to himself almost every night. Unfortunately, his imagination did not seem interested in obeying.

The childhood memory returned more often too.

He had almost forgotten the afternoon in his mother's wardrobe until his first night in the women's department brought it back with startling clarity. He had been perhaps eight, maybe nine, hiding from his older sister during some game whose rules had long since disappeared from memory. His mother's wardrobe had seemed like the perfect place. He remembered pushing himself between boxes on the floor and drawing the door almost closed.

Then he had noticed what surrounded him.

Skirts and dresses hung above his head, some long enough for their hems to brush his face. One had been made from something smooth and dark blue. Another was floral and soft. His mother's perfume lingered in the enclosed space alongside the smell of fabric, shoes and some little lavender sachet she kept in a drawer.

He had felt safe there.

That was the strange part of the memory.

Not excited. Not frightened. Safe.

The wardrobe had seemed like a small hidden world where nobody could see him and nothing outside mattered. Even when his sister eventually found him, Jack remembered being strangely reluctant to crawl out.

Now, years later, the deserted women's department recreated some version of that feeling. Dresses surrounded him. Perfume drifted from the cosmetics floor. Soft fabrics waited beneath his hands. Nobody expected anything from him there. He didn't have to impress Frank, find a better job, become louder, harder or more confident.

He could simply stand among things he found beautiful. Perhaps that was why the lingerie section became his favourite.

His visits grew longer.

Jack began unconsciously adjusting his patrol route so he reached the department several times during a shift. He would tell himself that varying the route was good security practice, then somehow find himself approaching the same displays from another direction.

Sometimes he stood before the full-length mirrors and studied himself.

The reflection disappointed him. His uniform looked particularly ugly beneath the department-store lighting. The polo shirt hung badly from his narrow shoulders, the khaki trousers looked shapeless, and the security badge seemed absurdly large on his slim chest. He looked exactly as Frank seemed to see him: young, uncertain and completely unsuited to the job.

Jack would look from himself to the mannequins. Then he would imagine removing pieces. First the polo shirt. Then the trousers. In his mind, something softer replaced them. A blouse. A skirt. Stockings. Perhaps the emerald robe. Sometimes the imagined person in the mirror had longer hair.

That was new.

He didn't deliberately create the image. It simply appeared more clearly each time. The hair might be dark, falling around his shoulders in smooth waves. His skin looked softer. His body seemed slimmer rather than merely slight. Clothes that would have emphasized his lack of masculinity somehow made the same proportions look appropriate.

Feminine.

The word frightened him.

It also fascinated him.

He would stand there until the radio crackled or some distant sound reminded him that he was working, then move away too quickly, heart beating harder as if he had actually been caught doing something.

Nobody had caught him.

But somebody had noticed.

Gary, one of the older guards, made some comment one night about Jack's patrol taking longer than usual. Frank glanced up from his coffee, but Jack muttered something about checking a fire door and the conversation moved on. Another time he entered the break room and caught the tail end of a joke about giving the women's floor to “the sissy”. The others laughed.

Jack pretended he hadn't heard. The word followed him for the rest of the shift. Sissy. He hated it. Or thought he did.

The insult was designed to make him feel inadequate, and it succeeded. Frank and the others were larger, louder men who seemed comfortable occupying space. Jack had spent most of his life knowing he wasn't like them. Having someone reduce that difference to one mocking word should have made him angry.

Instead, part of his mind attached it to the women's department.

That disturbed him enough that he tried avoiding the area entirely for two nights. The first night he succeeded until nearly four in the morning. On the second, he lasted less than an hour.

He found himself once again standing before the silk robes, fingers resting lightly against the emerald satin. That was when he stopped pretending the attraction would simply disappear.

One night he remained there longer than usual, alone beneath the warm lights while the rest of the store slept around him. He lifted the sleeve of one robe and allowed the satin to slide through his hand. Then he closed his eyes.

Again, he imagined taking off his uniform. Not merely holding the robe against himself this time. Wearing it.

He pictured slipping his arms into the sleeves, drawing the fabric around his body and tying the belt. In his imagination it fitted perfectly. The satin followed a softer shape than the one he possessed now, falling gracefully from narrow shoulders. Long hair brushed the collar. Beneath the robe was something delicate, perhaps a nightdress, perhaps lingerie he was not yet brave enough to picture clearly.

Jack could almost feel it. The imagined weight around his body. The smoothness against his legs. The strange lightness that came with no longer having to look like the person everybody expected. He opened his eyes quickly. His reflection stood twenty feet away in one of the mirrors.

He stared at himself for a long time. Then his gaze drifted towards a mannequin wearing a black evening dress.

That night the image followed him home. The dreams began not long afterwards.

At first they were fragments, the kind of dreams that vanish while consciousness returns. Jack would wake with a feeling rather than a memory: satin moving around his legs, a flash of red lipstick in a mirror, the click of heels on polished flooring. Within minutes the details disappeared, leaving only the peculiar certainty that he had been someone else while asleep.

Then the dreams became clearer.

He began waking with entire scenes intact.

Sometimes he wandered through the department store alone, except it no longer seemed dark or threatening. The lights were warm, music played softly, and every mannequin had disappeared. Clothes filled the rails, waiting for him. He could choose anything.

In those dreams there was never shame.

He selected dresses without looking over his shoulder. He perused lines of lingerie without worrying about cameras. He sat calmly before cosmetics displays and somehow knew what every brush and bottle was for. The nervousness that followed him through ordinary life simply wasn't there.

Night after night, the person he became grew more detailed. Long hair. Smooth skin. Painted nails. Soft lips. A graceful body moving in clothes that seemed made for it.

Jack never saw the transformation itself. Dreams were generous that way. One moment he was walking towards a mirror, the next the woman in it was already there.

One particular dream remained with him.

He was standing in front of the large fitting-room mirror, although the store around him seemed richer and darker than it did in reality. The overhead lights had vanished, replaced by warm pools of gold. His security uniform lay in a neat pile on the floor behind him, so irrelevant that he barely noticed it.

He wore a black dress.

It was simple but beautifully cut, fitted closely through the upper body before flowing more freely around his legs. The fabric had a slight sheen when he moved. His arms were smooth. His waist looked narrower, his posture naturally elegant.

His hair fell well beyond his shoulders in dark, glossy waves.

Jack lifted one hand and touched it. The movement in the mirror was delicate and completely assured.

His makeup was perfect. Dark lashes framed his eyes, subtle shadow gave them depth, and his lips were painted a deep red that seemed almost impossibly bold compared with anything Jack would have dared wear.

The woman smiled back. For once, there was no uncertainty about what he saw.

Beautiful.

The word came easily in the dream.

He turned slightly and watched the skirt move around him. He knew how to stand. Knew what to do with his hands. Even the unfamiliar heels beneath his feet felt natural.

Confidence filled him so completely that Jack barely recognized the sensation.

This was not the nervous young man who shrank whenever Frank entered the break room. This person did not apologize for existing. She did not worry about whether people were laughing. She looked into the mirror and liked what she saw.

Jack felt almost weightless.

Then he heard footsteps approaching along the polished floor behind him.

The confidence vanished.

He knew who it was before he turned.

Frank stood several metres away.

He looked much as he did at work: tall, broad-shouldered, arms folded over his chest. Yet something about his presence felt exaggerated in the dream. He seemed even larger, filling the space behind Jack without effort.

Jack's first instinct was to cover himself. He didn't move. Frank stared. His gaze travelled from the heels to the black dress, then upwards to the long hair and painted face.

Frank walked closer, his expression shifting into the familiar half-smile that always made Jack feel as though he were being evaluated and found wanting. Except this time the smile seemed different.

Interested. Hungry.

Jack felt his stomach tighten.

Frank stopped behind him so that both of them appeared together in the mirror. The contrast was extraordinary. Frank looked enormous beside the slender woman Jack had become, dark uniform against black dress, roughness beside carefully constructed femininity.

Frank's eyes met his through the mirror.

“Well, well,” he said eventually, voice low and faintly amused. “Look at you. Who would've thought?”

Jack woke so violently that the sheets twisted around his legs.

For several seconds he had no idea where he was. The bedroom was dark except for the faint glow of streetlight leaking around the curtains, and his breathing sounded unnaturally loud in the quiet.

He sat upright and pushed the sheets away.

His heart hammered but the dream remained. Not fragments this time. Everything.

It had felt real.

More disturbingly, it had felt good.

The embarrassment arrived only now, in his own bedroom, wearing an old T-shirt and boxers. Inside the dream there had been none. He had looked feminine and accepted it without argument. More than accepted it. He had enjoyed it. He had stood in front of that mirror feeling confident in a way Jack almost never felt while awake.

Even Frank seeing him had not destroyed it.

That was the detail Jack found hardest to understand.

He should have been terrified of discovery. Frank was exactly the sort of man whose opinion Jack had spent his life worrying about, someone effortlessly masculine who could reduce him to awkwardness with a glance or a joke. Yet when Jack remembered Frank standing behind the woman in the mirror, embarrassment wasn't the only feeling that returned.

There had been something else.

A thrill.

The recognition of being seen.

Jack lay back eventually, but sleep did not return for a long time. He stared into the darkness while the black dress appeared again and again behind his closed eyes.

By morning he had decided it meant nothing.

By the time his next night shift began, he was already wondering whether the store still had a black dress like the one from his dream.


Chapter Three: Bows and Roses and Sensual Lines

The next night at work, Jack found himself drawn to the women’s section once again. He stood in front of the mirror, his reflection staring back at him, and he couldn’t help but imagine himself dressed in one of the outfits he’d been admiring.

The temptation was so overwhelming now, and he knew he was teetering on the edge.

He glanced around, making sure no one was watching, and then, with a deep breath, he reached out and grabbed a dress from the rack. It was a simple black dress, similar to the one from his dream, and he held it up to his body, his heart racing as he imagined what it would look like on him.

The excitement was almost too much to bear, but so was the shame. He knew he shouldn’t be doing this, that it was wrong, but he couldn’t help himself. The pull was too strong, the desire too deep.

He needed to know what it would feel like, just once.

With trembling hands, Jack slipped the dress over his uniform, his heart pounding as the fabric slid over his body. It fit surprisingly well, and he couldn’t help but smile as he looked at himself in the mirror. He looked different. Beautiful, even. The confidence he felt was intoxicating, and for a moment, he forgot about the shame, the fear, the consequences.

But then, he heard a noise behind him, and his heart stopped. He turned around, his eyes wide with panic, and thought he saw a shadow move. Quickly, he pulled off the dress and shakily put it back on its hanger. He stood back, held his breath, and noticed that the hanger for the dress was slightly crooked. He stared into the gloom and then slowly readjusted the hanger so it looked correct.

“Stupid,” he whispered. But he knew it wouldn’t stop there.

The next night the store was quieter than usual, or so it seemed; the silence pressing in on Jack like a heavy blanket. He had just finished his first round of patrols, his footsteps echoing softly in the empty aisles, trying not to think.

As he approached the women’s section, his heart began to race again, the familiar pull of temptation tugging at him. He tried to resist, telling himself he would just walk past quickly, not look at anything, but the allure was too strong. He dreamed again, more vividly, about being dressed, about being a girl, and the images flashed in his mind now.

Before he knew it, he was standing in front of the lingerie display, his eyes tracing the delicate fabrics and intricate lace. The bows and roses and sensual lines.

Jack glanced around nervously, his grip tightening on his radio. The store was empty, and the other guards were nowhere to be seen. He was alone, just him and the mannequins with their frozen smiles. They seemed to be staring at him, urging him one. The thought sent a shiver down his spine, but it also emboldened him. This was his chance, his opportunity to finally give in to the curiosity that had been gnawing at him. What would lingerie be like to wear?

He reached out, his fingers trembling as they brushed against a silky nightgown. The fabric was cool and smooth, and he felt a thrill of excitement as he imagined what it would feel like against his skin. His heart pounded in his chest, and he glanced around once more, making sure no one was watching. Then, with a deep breath, he grabbed the nightgown and hurried to the fitting rooms.

The small, enclosed space felt like a sanctuary, a place where he could finally let go of his inhibitions. Jack’s hands shook as he unbuttoned his uniform shirt, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps. He told himself it was just a one-time thing, just a way to satisfy his curiosity and put an end to the fantasies that had been haunting him. But deep down, he knew it was more than that. This was a step into the unknown, a leap into a world he had only ever dreamed of.

He slipped the nightgown over his head, the fabric sliding over his skin like a whisper. It was softer than he had imagined, and he couldn’t help but smile as he looked down at himself. The nightgown fit perfectly, the hem brushing against his thighs, the straps resting lightly on his shoulders. He felt a sense of freedom he had never known before, a lightness that made him feel almost giddy.

Jack stepped out of the fitting room and stood in front of the larger mirror outside, his heart racing as he took in his reflection. The person staring back at him was both familiar and foreign, a version of himself he had only ever seen in his dreams. He ran his hands over the fabric, marvelling at the way it clung to his body, the way it made him feel beautiful, confident, alive.

The experience was exhilarating, and Jack felt another surge of boldness that he knew was dangerous. He hurried back to the lingerie section, his earlier hesitation forgotten. This time, he grabbed a satin bra and matching panties, his hands trembling with excitement as he returned to the fitting room.

The bra was a bit trickier to put on, but after a few moments of fumbling, he managed to fasten it. The cups were padded, giving him the illusion of curves, and he couldn’t help but laugh softly as he looked at himself in the mirror. The panties fit snugly, the lace trim delicate and feminine. He felt another thrill of excitement as he admired his reflection, the person staring back at him more exotic than he had ever felt before.

Jack’s boldness grew with each passing moment. He began to experiment with different outfits, pulling dresses, skirts, and blouses from the racks and trying them on one after the other. Each new outfit brought a fresh wave of excitement, a new sense of freedom. He twirled in front of the mirror, the fabric swirling around him, and he couldn’t help but smile as he imagined what it would be like to wear these clothes in the real world, to step outside and show the world who he really was.

But as the night wore on, the reality of his situation began to sink in. He was a security guard, responsible for keeping the store safe, and here he was, playing dress-up in the women’s section. The shame and guilt he had been pushing aside began to creep back in, and he felt a pang of anxiety as he thought about what would happen if he were caught.

Jack changed back into his uniform, his hands trembling as he folded the clothes and returned them to their racks. He glanced at the clock and realised he had been in the fitting room for far longer than he had intended. The other guards would be wondering where he was, and he couldn’t afford to raise any suspicions. He checked the hangers and made sure they were neat, and everything was in its place. To be honest, he didn’t know if they were but at least it looked tidy.

As he hurried back to the break room, Jack’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions. The exhilaration of his experiment still lingered, but fear of being discovered tempered it. He knew he couldn’t keep doing this, that it was too risky, but he also couldn’t deny the sense of freedom and joy he had felt while dressed in those clothes.

When he reached the break room, Frank was there, leaning against the counter with a cup of coffee in his hand. He raised an eyebrow as Jack walked in, his expression unreadable.

“You fall asleep, kid?” Frank said, his voice low and gruff. “Everything okay?”

Jack nodded, his heart racing as he avoided Frank’s gaze. “Yeah, everything’s fine. Just lost track of time.”

Frank studied him for a moment, his eyes narrowing slightly, but he didn’t press the issue. “Alright. Just don’t let it happen again.”

Jack nodded again, his hands trembling as he grabbed his sandwiches from the fridge. He could feel Frank’s eyes on him as he left the break room, and he couldn’t shake the feeling that Frank knew something was off.

Later, as he resumed his rounds, Jack’s mind was still racing. He knew he had taken a risk, that he had crossed a line he shouldn’t have. But he also knew that he couldn’t go back to the way things were before. The experience had awakened something in him, a part of himself he had been hiding for far too long.

And as he walked past the women’s section once more, he couldn’t help but feel a sense of longing, a desire to step back into that world, even if just for a moment. The temptation was still there, stronger than ever, and Jack knew that this was only the beginning.


Chapter Four: Discovery

One evening, as the store’s lights dimmed and the other guards dispersed to their patrols, Jack found himself standing in the cosmetics aisle. The rows of lipsticks, eyeshadows, and foundations seemed to glow under the soft lighting, beckoning him closer.

His heart almost stopped as he picked up a tube of deep red lipstick, the sleek packaging cool in his hand. He had never worn makeup before, but the idea of it thrilled him. It felt like the final piece of the puzzle, the key to unlocking the fantasy girl who had taken hold of him.

With a quick glance over his shoulder to ensure he was alone, Jack tucked the lipstick into his pocket and made his way to the fitting rooms. He had already gathered a few items from the women’s section: a sleek black dress, a pair of heels, and a delicate pearl necklace.

But tonight, he wanted to go further. Tonight, he wanted to see what it would feel like to truly become someone else.

Inside the fitting room, Jack’s hands trembled as he laid out his chosen items. The dress was simple yet elegant, with a fitted waist and a flared skirt that swayed when he moved. The heels were a bit too big, but they would do. The necklace added a touch of sophistication, and the lipstick. The lipstick was the finishing touch. Jack stared at the small tube, his heart pounding as he unscrewed the cap and twisted the lipstick up. The colour was bold and daring, and it sent a thrill of excitement through him.

He slipped the dress over his head and smoothed it down over his body. The fabric hugged his frame in a way that felt both foreign and exhilarating. The heels clicked softly against the floor as he stepped into them, and he couldn’t help but smile as he fastened the necklace around his neck. Finally, he picked up the lipstick and leaned closer to the mirror, his hand steadying as he carefully applied the colour to his lips.

The transformation was immediate. The bold red lips contrasted sharply with his pale skin, and the dress accentuated his slim figure in a way that made him feel beautiful, powerful, and undeniably feminine. Jack stared at his reflection, his breath catching in his throat. The person staring back at him was a stranger, yet somehow more familiar than the face he had seen in the mirror his entire life.

He twirled in front of the mirror, the skirt of the dress flaring out around him, and he laughed softly, the sound light and carefree. For the first time in his life, Jack felt truly alive. The confidence he had always lacked seemed to radiate from him, and he couldn’t help but marvel at the way the clothes and makeup made him feel. It was as if he had stepped into a new skin, one that fit him perfectly.

Jack sat down on the small bench in the fitting room, his eyes still fixed on his reflection. Who was this person staring back at him? Was this just a fantasy, a temporary escape from the monotony of his life? Or was it something deeper, something that had been buried inside him all along?

The questions swirled in his mind, each one more daunting than the last. What did this mean for his future? Could he ever truly embrace this side of himself, or was it destined to remain a secret, hidden away in the shadows of the night?

The thought of stepping into the daylight as this version of himself was both thrilling and terrifying. He imagined the reactions of his coworkers, his family, the world at large. Would they accept him? Or would they reject him, forcing him back into the box he had spent his entire life trying to fit into?

Jack’s thoughts were interrupted by the sound of footsteps outside the fitting room. His heart leapt into his throat, and he froze, his eyes wide with panic. The footsteps grew closer, and he could hear the faint murmur of voices. He glanced at the clock on the wall and realised with a sinking feeling that his break had long since ended. The other guards would be looking for him.

With trembling hands, Jack began to undress, his movements frantic as he tried to erase any trace of his transformation. The dress slipped off his body, the heels were kicked aside, and the necklace was hastily unclasped. He wiped the lipstick from his lips with the back of his hand, his heart pounding as he listened to the voices outside. They were getting closer.

Just as he pulled his uniform shirt back on, the door to the fitting room swung open. Jack’s heart stopped as he turned to see Frank standing in the doorway, his arms crossed and a smirk playing on his lips.

“Well, well,” Frank said, his voice low and teasing. “What do we have here?”

Jack’s face burned with shame, and he quickly looked away, unable to meet Frank’s gaze. He felt exposed, vulnerable, and utterly defenceless. But as he stood there his mind racing, he realised something unexpected. Despite the fear and embarrassment, there was a part of him that didn’t want to hide anymore. A part of him that wanted to stand tall, to own the transformation he had just experienced.

Frank stepped closer, his eyes raking over Jack’s dishevelled appearance. “You’ve got some explaining to do, kid,” he said, his tone a mix of amusement and something else, something that made Jack’s stomach twist with a strange, unfamiliar feeling.

Jack swallowed hard, his heart pounding as he tried to find the words to explain himself. But deep down, he knew that no explanation would be enough. This was who he was, or at least a part of who he was. And as terrifying as it was, he couldn’t deny the truth any longer.

“I… I can explain,” he stammered, though he had no idea what he could possibly say.

Frank raised an eyebrow, his expression a mix of amusement and something else—something that made Jack’s stomach twist. “Oh, I’m sure you can,” Frank said, his tone dripping with sarcasm. “But let’s hear it. What’s the explanation for this little performance?”

Jack’s mind went blank. He opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out. What could he say? That he had been curious? That he had wanted to see what it felt like? That he had been drawn to this side of himself in a way he couldn’t fully understand? None of it sounded like enough, and he knew Frank wouldn’t buy it anyway.

Frank took a step closer, his presence overwhelming in the small space. Jack instinctively took a step back, his back pressing against the mirror. He felt trapped, like a cornered animal, and his panic only grew as Frank leaned in, his face inches from Jack’s.

“You know,” Frank said, his voice dropping to a near whisper, “I’ve had my eye on you for a while now. Always sneaking off, always disappearing when you’re supposed to be on patrol. I figured you were up to something, but this is something else.” Frank looked at the dress and smiled.

Jack’s breath hitched, and he squeezed his eyes shut, as if that could make the situation go away. He felt utterly humiliated. Frank’s words cut through him, each one a reminder of how foolish he had been to think he could keep this secret forever.

“I’m sorry,” Jack whispered, his voice barely audible. “I didn’t mean…I just…”

Frank chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that sent a shiver down Jack’s spine. “You didn’t mean to get caught, is that it?” he said, his tone mocking. “Well, guess what, kid? You’re caught. And now you’ve got a choice to make.”

Jack’s eyes snapped open, and he finally looked at Frank, his heart racing. “A choice?” he asked, his voice trembling.

Frank smirked, his gaze raking over the pretty dress with a mixture of amusement and something darker, something that made Jack’s stomach churn. “Yeah, a choice,” Frank said. “You can either let me report this little incident to management, or we can keep this between us. Just you and me.”

Jack’s tried to process what Frank was saying. The thought of being reported to management filled him with dread; he would lose his job, his reputation, everything. But the alternative…the way Frank was looking at him, the way he was leaning in so close…it made Jack’s skin crawl.

“What do you mean?” Jack asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Frank’s smirk widened, and he reached out, his fingers brushing against the fabric of the dress. “I think you know what I mean,” he said, his voice low and dangerous. “You’ve been playing dress-up, pretending to be something you’re not. But maybe you don’t have to pretend with me.”

Jack’s suddenly realised what Frank was suggesting. He felt a surge of panic, but also something else he couldn’t quite name. The situation was terrifying, but a part of him felt a strange, twisted thrill at the idea of being acknowledged as a girl, even this way.

But before he could respond, Frank stepped back, his expression hardening. “Think about it,” he said, his tone cold and final. “But don’t take too long. I’m not a patient man.”

With that, Frank turned and left the fitting room, the door clicking shut behind him. Jack stood there, his legs trembling, his mind spinning. He felt like the ground had been ripped out from under him, and he had no idea what to do next.

The transformation had been exhilarating, but now it felt like a trap. Jack stared at his reflection in the mirror, the bold red lips suddenly felt like a mask he couldn’t take off. He had been caught, and there was no going back.

The question now was: what came next?


Chapter Five: Sarah and Frank

The store was quiet, the usual hum of the fluorescent lights the only sound breaking the silence. Sarah stood in front of the mirror in the fitting room, her heart pounding as she adjusted the straps of the emerald dress she had chosen for tonight.

The fabric hugged her figure perfectly, the colour complementing her skin tone in a way that made her feel radiant. She had spent hours perfecting her makeup, the bold red lip and smoky eyes giving her a confidence she had never known before. Tonight was different. Tonight, she wasn’t just playing dress-up.

Tonight, she was Sarah.

Frank leaned against the doorframe, his arms crossed as he watched her with a small, approving smile. “You look stunning, pretty girl,” he said, his voice low and warm. “You ready for this?”

Sarah’s hands trembled as she smoothed down the skirt of the dress. She glanced at Frank, her heart racing.

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “What if someone sees me? What if they figure it out?”

Frank stepped closer, his presence steady and reassuring. “They won’t,” he said firmly. “And even if they do, so what? This is who you are, Sarah. You’ve got to stop hiding.”

Sarah swallowed hard, her mind spinning.

Frank had been pushing her for weeks to take this step, to head outside the safety of the store and embrace her true self in the real world. She had resisted at first, the fear of being exposed too overwhelming to even consider. But as the days went on, the desire to live authentically had grown stronger, until it was all she could think about.

“I’m scared,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Frank reached out, his hand resting on her shoulder. “I know,” he said. “But you’re stronger than you think. And I’ll be right here with you, every step of the way.”

Sarah took a deep breath, her heart pounding in her chest. She looked at herself in the mirror, at the woman staring back at her. This was who she was, who she had always been. She couldn’t keep hiding, not anymore.

“Okay,” she said, her voice steady despite the fear coursing through her.

Frank’s smile widened, and he stepped back, giving her space. “That’s my girl,” he said, his tone proud.

Sarah took one last look in the mirror, her reflection staring back at her with a confidence she had never seen before. She felt beautiful, powerful, and undeniably herself. With a deep breath, she turned and followed Frank out of the fitting room, her heels clicking softly against the floor.

The store was empty, the aisles dark and quiet as they made their way to the employee exit. Sarah’s heart raced with every step, the fear of being seen still lingering in the back of her mind. But Frank’s presence beside her was steady and reassuring, and she clung to that as they stepped out into the cool night air.

He’d given all the other guards a free pass for the night – apparently it wasn’t unusual. That had left him and the girl the only ones looking after the ‘shop’. “They won’t notice,” Frank had said.

The city was alive with activity, the streets bustling with people despite the late hour. Sarah felt a surge of panic as they walked, her eyes darting around nervously. She felt exposed and vulnerable, and yet there was a thrill that came with it, a sense of freedom she had never known before. She was being allowed out and that meant everything to her.

Frank led her to a small café a few blocks away, the warm glow of the lights spilling out onto the sidewalk. Sarah hesitated at the door, her heart pounding.

Sarah took a deep breath, her hands trembling as she reached for the door. She stepped inside, the warmth of the café enveloping her. The place was cozy, with soft music playing in the background and the smell of coffee filling the air. A few people glanced up as they entered, but no one seemed to pay them much attention. It was just after midnight and the place was quiet, except for the odd customer who seemed a little intoxicated.

Frank led her to a table in the corner, his hand resting lightly on the small of her back. Sarah felt a surge of gratitude for his steady presence, for the way he always seemed to know exactly what she needed. They sat down, and Frank ordered for them, his voice calm and confident. Since her discovery, she had seen a different side of gruff old Frank. He was smart but he was also gentle when he wanted to be.

As they waited for their drinks, Sarah felt a strange sense of peace settle over her. She looked around the café, at the people chatting and laughing, and for the first time, she felt like she belonged. She wasn’t hiding anymore.

She was Sarah, and she was finally living her truth.

As they sipped their coffee, a group of people walked into the café, their voices loud and boisterous. Sarah’s heart skipped as she recognised one of them, a coworker from an office she had worked in once. Her stomach twisted with panic, and she quickly looked away, her hands trembling.

“Frank,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “That’s someone from my old work.”

Frank glanced over, his expression calm. “So?” he said. “You’re not doing anything wrong, pretty girl. Just be yourself.”

Sarah nearly fainted as the group approached, their laughter filling the café. She felt like she was going to be sick, her mind spinning with fear. But then, something inside her shifted. She thought about everything she had been through, about the courage it had taken to get to this point. She wasn’t going to let fear control her anymore. She wasn’t going to hide away.

As the group passed their table, Sarah looked up, her eyes meeting her coworker’s. For a moment, there was a flicker of recognition, but then the moment passed, and the group moved on. Sarah felt a surge of relief, but also something else, a sense of pride. She had faced her fear, and she had come out stronger on the other side.

Frank reached across the table, his hand covering hers. “You did it,” he said, his voice warm. “I’m proud of you, Sarah.”

Sarah felt tears prick at the corners of her eyes, but she blinked them away. She had done it. The night of revelation had come, and Sarah knew that there was no going back. She was ready to embrace her new identity, to live her truth, no matter what the future held. And with Frank helping her, propping her up, she felt like she could face anything.

The days following Sarah’s night of revelation were a whirlwind of emotions. She had taken the first step toward living her truth, but the consequences of that decision were only just beginning to unfold. Her coworkers at the store had started to notice the changes in her, the subtle shifts in her demeanour, the way she carried herself with a newfound confidence. When it was finally announced that she was changing to become Sarah, there were no real gripes or amazed faces. She wore the same uniform but with makeup and a bra and panties beneath the khaki and black. Whispers followed her as she made her rounds, and she could feel the weight of their curiosity pressing down on her. But for the first time, she didn’t care. She was Sarah now, and she wasn’t going to hide anymore. She even got her nails done in the store when it was open during the day. That was another win that made her giggle with excitement when she showed Frank.

Frank, as always, was her rock. He stood by her side, his presence steady and reassuring. He had been the one to push her to take that first step, and now he was there to help her navigate the fallout. But as the days went on, Sarah began to notice something different about Frank. There was a new intensity in the way he looked at her, a possessiveness that both thrilled and unnerved her.

One evening, after their shift ended, Frank suggested they go back to his place. Sarah hesitated, her heart racing at the thought. She had never been to Frank’s flat before, and the idea of being alone with him in such an intimate setting filled her with a mix of excitement and anxiety. But she trusted Frank, and she knew he would never push her into anything she wasn’t ready for.

“Come on, pretty girl,” Frank said, his voice low and warm. “I’ve got something to show you.”

Sarah nodded, her hands trembling as she followed him out of the store and into the cool night air. The walk to Frank’s flat was quiet, the city lights casting a soft glow over the streets. Sarah’s mind raced as she tried to imagine what Frank had in store for her. She had come so far in such a short time, and she couldn’t help but wonder what the next step in her journey would be.

When they reached Frank’s flat, he unlocked the door and stepped inside, holding it open for her. Sarah hesitated for a moment before following him in, her heart pounding in her chest. The flat was cozy and masculine, with dark furniture and warm lighting. But what caught Sarah’s attention was the small pile of shopping bags on the couch, their contents spilling out onto the cushions.

Frank gestured to the bags with a small smile. “I’ve been doing a bit of shopping,” he said. “Thought you might like to see what I picked out.”

Sarah’s eyes widened as she stepped closer, her hands trembling as she reached for one of the bags. Inside was a beautiful dress, the fabric soft and luxurious. She pulled it out, holding it up to the light, and felt a surge of excitement as she imagined how it would look on her.

“Frank, this is amazing,” she said, her voice trembling with emotion.

Frank’s smile widened, and he reached for another bag, pulling out a pair of high heels. “I figured you’d need something to go with the dress,” he said, his tone teasing.

Sarah felt tears prick at the corners of her eyes as she looked at the items Frank had bought for her. It wasn’t just the clothes, it was the thought, the care, the understanding. Frank had seen her, truly seen her, in a way no one else ever had. And he had embraced her, supported her, in a way that made her feel like she was finally home.

But there was more. Frank led her to the bedroom, where he opened a drawer to reveal a collection of lingerie, each piece more beautiful than the last. Sarah’s breath caught in her throat as she ran her fingers over the delicate fabrics, the intricate lace. It was like a dream come true, a world of beauty and femininity that she had only ever imagined.

“And this,” Frank said, pulling out a makeup bag, “is for you. Everything you need to keep looking as stunning as you do now.”

Sarah felt a surge of emotion as she looked at Frank, her heart swelling with gratitude and something else, something deeper, more intense. She had never felt so seen, so understood, so cherished. And in that moment, she knew that she wanted to be with Frank, in every way.

“Frank, I…” she began, her voice trembling.

But before she could finish, Frank stepped closer, his hand cupping her cheek. “You don’t have to say anything, pretty girl,” he said, his voice low and warm. “I know. And I feel the same way.”

Sarah’s heart raced as Frank leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a soft, tentative kiss. It was the first time they had kissed, and it felt like the world had stopped turning. Sarah melted into the kiss, her hands reaching up to grip Frank’s shoulders as the passion between them ignited.

The kiss deepened, their bodies pressing together as the intensity of their emotions spilt over. Sarah felt a surge of desire, a need to be closer to Frank, to feel his warmth, his strength, his love. And Frank, for all his dominance and control, was gentle with her, his touch tender and reverent.

When they finally pulled apart, Sarah felt breathless, her heart pounding in her chest. She looked up at Frank, her eyes wide with wonder and emotion.

“Stay with me,” Frank said, his voice low and earnest. “Be mine. Be my girlfriend.”

Sarah felt tears prick at the corners of her eyes as she nodded, her heart swelling with joy.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, Frank. I’ll stay with you.”


More Feminine Transformations from Emma LaVerne

If you enjoyed following Jack as the quiet night shift opened the door to Sarah, there are plenty more transformations waiting for you. Emma LaVerne’s stories explore those moments when an ordinary life suddenly takes an unexpected feminine turn, whether through curiosity, necessity, embarrassment, persuasion or a woman who simply refuses to take no for an answer.

The Feminine Transformation Short Reads collection is designed for readers who want a complete transformation story they can enjoy in one sitting. Each book introduces a new character, a different situation and its own route into femininity, from reluctant bridesmaids and mischievous girlfriends to maid uniforms, secret lingerie, office makeovers and very determined women’s sports teams.

Look out for:

The Bridesmaid Problem
One missing bridesmaid. One very unsuitable replacement.

Saturday Maid
He said housework was easy. His girlfriend decided to test the theory properly.

Her Lingerie Drawer
Being caught wearing his girlfriend’s lingerie should have ended everything. Instead, it was only the beginning.

The Team’s New Girl
One foolish glance into a women’s hockey changing room earns Gary a makeover he will never forget.

Night Shift Girl
The store closes at night, but Jack’s feminine transformation is only just beginning.

Jennifer’s New Uniform
Dave needs the job. Unfortunately, the office is expecting a woman.

Discover More From Emma LaVerne

Emma LaVerne also writes the longer Feminine Transformations series, with stories featuring dramatic makeovers, feminine training, secret desires, dominant women, unexpected new identities and characters discovering just how far transformation can take them.

Search Emma LaVerne on Amazon to discover the complete collection and find your next transformation.

New stories. New identities. Amazing transformations.

And remember: sometimes becoming her only takes one unexpected opportunity.
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